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CHAPTER L

PROLOGUE.

“As | live! it isa I*>at! yes, and | see a form
moving about in it—all that is left, doubtless, of
the cre*v of some gallant craft that has gone
down.'l

The sjx'aker was a man of middle age, clad in
duck pants, a heavy sailor’s jacket, and his face
was half shaded by an oilskin hat, while ho
wore high boots, coining up to his knees.

He had a bold, weather-beaten face, browned
by long years of exposure to sea and storm, and
appeared just what he was—a hardy fisherman
on the iron-bound coast of Maine.

He was reared in front of an humble, yet
comfortable and substantial cottage, that snug-
ly clung to the hillside, which rose bold and
bleak far above it.

In front of him lay the vast ocean, spreading
away until lost in the horizon, and immediately
under his eyes was an island-dotted bay, one of
those numerous indentations that causes the
coast of Maine to apjiear on the map like net-
work.

From tin* cottage to the snow-white beach
wound a steep pathway, and upon the glisten-
ing sands half a dozen boats of various size aud
model wero drawn up, while upon rocks wore
drying nets, used to entrap the finny tribes of
tho deep.

It was near the sunset hour, and Carter
Hayes, the old fisherman, was enjoying his
after-supper smoke, when he suddenly sprung to
his feet, and gave expression to the words tnat
open this story.

His eyes rested far off upon the sea, where a
small, dark object was visible, drifting shore-
ward on the incoming tide.

| must hurry my oi | bones, or the boat will
dash on the reef ere | can reach it,” he said
d)ickly, and hastily descending the hill, ho

ved a small boat into the water, sprung in,
and with vigorous pull sent tho light craft flying
over the tiny waves.

A row of half a mile brought him to the lee of
a large, crescent-shaped island, the two points
toward the land, and in the small cove thus
formed lay ono of those short-masted non-
descript*, with black hull, swallow-tailed stem
and high bows, called a fishing-smack, or “ Cho-
bacca boat,” common on the New England coast
half a century ago.

Sjrringing ujkmi the deck of the craft, ho
quickly raised the sail, drew the anchor aboard,
and a moment after tho chebacea boat was
gliding swiftly seaward through the circuitous
channel leading arnon” the islands.

A sail of half an hour, and Carter Hayes
luffed up into the wind and drew the drifting
boat alongside.

With horror he beheld a sad scene, one that
touched his generous heart to the quick.

It was a large yawl, and in it wero five hu-
man forms—two men, two women, and a boy
of five years of age.

But alas! Death had already claimed four of
the little crew, and the boy alone lived; sad-
eyed, haggard-faced, suffering, but yet alive.
“ My poor little man—thank (Tod! 1am in time
to save you," and the kind-hearted fisherman
drew the boy close to him, and held him firmly
there.

Then he sprung to action onco more, and tak-
ing the yawl, with its ghastly crew, in tow,
stood swiftly landward.

An hour more, and ho entered his cottage, the
boy still in his arms, and carrying in ono hand
a portmanteau, that seemed exceedingly heavy.

A warm fire and warm food soon caused the
little waif to revive, and then sink off into a
pleasant sleep.

Laying him gently down upon his own bed,
Carter Hayes lighted his pipe and began to
muse, half aloud:

“ Poor child! His parents, all gone; but I
will be a father to him. God has sent him to
my home to cheer my old age.

“ It may not be right to keep him: but | can-
not give him up now. | am certain those two
well-dressed people in the Ixiat wore his father
anil mother—and they were rich, for yonder
boy is heavy with gold. Yus, | will bring him
up as my son, and with the gold | will educate
him, so, when | am gone, he will be able to
move among his equals. Carter Hayes, this has
been a lucky day for you.”

CHAPTER II.

A BOY AT BAY.

Ten years after the scones related in our
opening chapter, a small, though stanch, cat-
ngged boat was standing across tho rough
waters of an island encircled bay on the Maino
coast.

A hard wind was blowing from the northeast,
and the waves ran high, which caused the littlo

The New York Library.

craft to bound wildly in the dashing caldron;
but, reefed close, and held firmly on her course,
she headed for a distant island, the one furthest
off from the shore, and the largest of the chain
that encircled the bay.

The boat contained but a single occupant—a
boy of fifteen—a boy with a darkly bronzed,
handsome, fearless face, and black, earnest eyes
that narrowly watched his staggeringcraft, and
the wild course ahead.

With a firm, daring hand he held the carved

| tiller, and crouched down in the cock pit, al-
ready half filled with water, from the waves
that ever and anon dashed over him.

i But, dressed in a stout pea-jacket, duck pants,
stuck in flip boots, and a sailor's tnnmulin shad-
ing his brown curls, he seemed little to care for
the dashing spray.

After several hours’ hard struggle with the
rough waters his little boat glided auietly in
under the lee of the island, and the sharp keel
grated upon the sandy beach.

A sigh of relief broke from the boy’'s lips. He
had safely crossed the bay; but, as though for-
getting his danger iust passed, he took from be-
neath the forward deck a long shotgun, powder-
horn, shot-pouch, and game-bag and sprung
ashore.

It was a wild, bleak-looking spot where ho
had landed, but further on the island appeared
more inviting, and with rapid steps the boy
trudged up the rugged hillside.

But a snort wav only had he gone, when ho
came to n sudden halt, liis face flushing, and his
manner that of an attentive listener.

Distinctly voices came to his ears—a childish
voice crying:

* Oh! sir, do not take me away with you—do
not take mo away with you.”

* Shut up, gal—I'll mufllo that mug o’ youm
ef yor don't keep quiet,” angrily replied a man's
harsh tones.

“1'll not beg any more, sir; but, please, do
not—"

“ Shut up. | say! |I'm detarmined to revenge
myself bn ther chief—he cussed me once too
often, an’ when ho comes back an’ finds you is
gone, | guass as how he'll git pesky mad. Come
along, gal, 'cause | ain't got no time ter—well,
youngster, who the devil are you?”

Tho man stopped suddenly, for before him,
and only a few feet distant, stood the young
sailor, Ins gun thrown forward, his finger upon
tho trigger.

“ 1 am one who would know where you are
taking that young girl?” said tho boy, firmly.

“ Durnatibn an’ furies!—is | to be questioned
by a boy?” and releasing the girl's hand the
man quickly drew a knife from his belt and
stepped forward.

‘ Back, sir, back! or | will shoot you down!”
cried tho boy in determined tones.

But, unheeding, the man sprung forward, a
huge, burly ruffian, clad in seaman's attire, to
uttaek the slender, graceful form Ixffore him.

Instantly the long barrel rose, the butt pressed
the shoulder, the fearless eye ran along the iron
tube, and then followed the flash and report.

A groan, a muttered curse, and the ruffian
fell dead in his tracks, his gleaming knife bury-
ing itself half its length in the earth.

One instant the boy looked upon his fallen foe,
and then turned toward the girl.

She stood in a half startled, half glad man-
ner, her hands clasped together, her position
that of one about to bound away in fright.

“ You have killed him,” she said, m a horrified
whisper.

“ Yes; who is he?”

“ A smuggler—"

“ Then it is true that this island is the home
of smugglers?”

“ Yes: they live in a cave on the other shore;
but the chief is away, and that bad man was
going to take me away with him. | am so glad
you came; but you do not belong to the band?”
sho naked, timidly.

“ No; | sailed across for a hunt on this island.
| expected to find lots of game here. Do you
belong to the smugglers?”

“ The chief is my adopted father. He took

me years ago from a vessel he robbed on the
high seas. 1was a little girl, and don’'t remem-
ber much about it; but he isvery good to me,
and | live with Lucy.”

“ Who is Lucy?”

“ She's an old woman, and she’s cross to me.
| don't want to go back; please don’'t make mo.”

The boy gazed an instant into tho beautiful
face before him, for she was really a beautiful,
sunny-haired maiden of twelve, and then said
firmly:

“ No; come with me; | will take you to
Father Hayes, and he will treat you well. He
is as kind to me as though | was his own son.
Are you afraid to go in the boat and cross the
bay? It is blowing great guns.”

“ No, sir; not afraid if you are with me,”
confidingly replied the young girl; and with a

shuddering glai/ce at her late enemy, she fol- |

lowed her daring boy preserver down tho hill-
side, and in ten minutes more the little craft
was standing away from the Island, the youth-
ful helmsman and his fair young passenger
crouching in the cockpit, and the seas breaking
wildly ovor them.
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It was a long, hard struggle with wind and
wave, but the boy helmsman proved himself a
bold, skillful sailor, and just as the shadows cf
night crept over sea and land, tho keel of his
boat grated on the sandy shore in front of the
cottage home of Carter Hayes, the old fisher-
man.

CHAPTER IIL
A BOLD RESCUE.

W ithin the shadows of a clump of trees, that
fringed the summit of a cliff jutting out into
the sea, lay a youth at full length upon the vel-
vet grass.

Il1s form was graceful, slender, tall, yet de-
noted both strength and activity far above the
average of one of his years, which could not
have been over seventeen, though his fearless,
determined face caused him to api>ear older.

His features were regular, expressive in a
marked degree, and few would have pronounce d
him other than an exceedingly handsome youth.

He was neatly dressed in a suit of dark cloth
ing, and a slouch hat, and an open book lay by

! his side upon the grass.

But his dark eyes were not on his book; they

rested upon the ocean where were visible two
lvessels, standing slowly in toward tho little
bay, which was sheltered by the earthen arm
that terminated abruptly in the cliff.

One of tho two vessels, and the one furthest
seaward was a saucy looking schooner, with
masts that raked far aft, and an armed deck.

The other was a sloop of thirty tons under
inain-sail and jib, heading for an anchorage
under tho shadows of tho cliff.

Upon her decks were visible three men beside*
the one at the helm.

With interest in his gaze, the youth watched
the two vessels, until the sloop dropped anchor,
and then he turned his glance landward, for he
heard the sound of hoofs approaching.

Inland, his gazo fell upon a scene of hill and
valley, serenely beautiful in the light of tho
slowly descending sun. whose rays burnished
up the massive walls of a distant structure—tho
university where tho youth was a student.

Nearer and nearer came the hoof-strokes, un-
till_fftwo persons suddenly drew rein upon tho
cliff.

The ono was a young man of perhaps twenty-
two, with a striking face, which, however, boro
traces of reckless dissipation, and an elegant
form, attired almost to dandyism.

The other was a maiden of twenty—clad in a
close fitting riding-habit of dark blue, and with
a face of rare loveliness.

“ Is not this a lovely scene?—and see. yonder
is an armed vessel, a league away, and here in
the cove is a little craft at anchor.”

It was tho maiden who spoke, and while a
strange light flashed in the eyes of her compan-
ion, he said impatiently:

“ You will not listen to mo then, fair Louise;
you will insist upon changing the subject.”

“How often nave | begged that you would
not speak of love to me, Mr. Dunstan? Had |
believed you would have broken your word, |
certainly never should have accepted you as
my escort—homo. But see; there are two men
coming up the cliff path. Let us go.”

The young man’s hrow darkened, but ho said
quietly:

“ 1 will not offend again, Miss Raynor. Pray
linger awhile here and enjoy the scene;—is it
not lovely?”

“ Beautiful indeed, and—"

But, ere the maiden could 6ay more one of
the two rough-looking men who had ascended
the cliff suddenly seized her bridle-rein with
one hand, while with the other he rudely drag-
ged her from her saddle to the ground.

With a face pallid with indignation and fear,
Louise Raynor turned toward Paul Dunstan
for succor, but he had also been dragged from
his saddle, and felled to the ground.

“ Come, Dick, let's get out o' this” cried
the man who held Louise Raynor, at the same
time raising the maiden in his' strong arms, and
placing his nand rudely over her mouth to pre-
vent an outcry-

But suddenly, a slender form bounded upon
the scene, anti tho man who held the maiden
dropped to tho earth like dead, struck down by
a well-directed blow dealt by the vouth, who,
from his retreat in the shadow of tho bushes
had witnessed all.

But, instantly, the brave boy, for he was
hardly more, was confronted by tho other ruf-
fian, who rushed upon him, a knife gleaming in
his hand, a curse upon his lips.

Fearlessly the boy met him. There was a
short, terrible struggle, and the seaman wns .
hurled bodily over '31e cliff, while tho planting
youth, staggering backward, beheld the ruffian
whom he had first struck down, spring to his
feet and dash down the steep pathway to the
beach below, .

“ Ccurse youfor a meddling fool, Dudley
Dash,” said’an angry voice, and turning quickly,
the youth beheld the pale face of Paul Dunstan.

“ As you were too cowardly to defend the lady
yourself, Paul Dunstan. | felt it my duty to in-
terfere,” quietly responded the youth.

“ This to me, sir? You forgot that | am a
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gentleman and you a fisherman's son,” angrily
said Paul Dunstan, with irate scorn.

The youth seemed as if about to reply in
anger; but he calmly said:

‘“You seem to forget, sir, that Miss Raynor is
lying in a faint, and needs your care.”

Paul Danst-Ui glanced toward the maiden,
and then approaching the youth, said savagely:

“ Dudley Dash, in what you havo done to-day
you have made mo your bitterest foe, and, curse
you! | will make you answer to mo for the in-
sinuation that | was a coward.”

“ 1 am wholly at your service, Paid Dunstan,
at any time or place. You know my room in
the university, and | will bo in all the even-

ing”

go saying, Dudley Dash turned away, and se-
curing his nat and book, rapidly descended the
cliff pathway.

Upon arriving at tho beach, ho beheld two
men crossing tho white sands, and going rapidly
toward a small boat that was awaiting them.

Bet ween them they carried a limp and lifeless
human form; it was the bo ly of tho man whom
he had hurled from the cliff.

Watching the men attentively, he saw them
enter the boat with their ghastly burden, an 1
row rapidly out to tho little sloop, which imme-
diately after spread all sail and stood seaward.

Ascending the path to tho summit of the cliff,
he found it deserted—Paul Dunstun and Loulso
Raynor had departed.

Turning his gaze again upon the sea, now
darkening beneath the shadow of night, ho bo-
Aeld the sloop flying swiftly down the coast and
hugging the shore, while the schooner was now
closo in under the cliff, and slowly moving
toward a convenient anchorage.

Turning upon his heel, Dudley Dash walkod
rapidly away in the direction of tl)e university,
and soon disappeared in tho shadows of the vol-

ley.

CHAPTER
THE DUEL.

A gain the sunset shadows fell upon land and
sea™and again Dudley Dash was olouo upon tho

V.

But not, as on the day before, lying indolently
upon the grass, or idly watching the scone be-
fore him.

True, his gaze fell upon tho schooner, anchorod
far in un lor tho cliff and looking grim and do-
sertxl, for not a human being was visible upon
her decks. If eyes kept watch and ward over
the vessel, they were invisible to the observer
upon the land.

With pale face, and brow and lip strangely
stern, Dudley Dash paced to and fro, over and
an>n glancing down tho real leading to the
cliff, as though expecting some one, and impa-
tient for their arrival.

Presently his bright oyes flashed; in tho dis-
tance he behold two horseman approaching, one
of whom he recognized as Paul Dunstan, the
other as Loyd Newton, a fast young fellow,
from tho village a league away.

“ He said he would come alone; but, what
matters it? it were bettor perhaps to have a
witness,” he muttered, and as the two men rode
up ho coldly salutoi them.

“ Well, sir, | have come to punish you foryour
impertinence and interference yesterday,”
haughtily said Paul Dunstan dismounting.

“ | camo here to act, not to talk, Mr. Dunstan.
Aro you ready?” sternly replied Dudley Dash.

“ Yes; my friend Newton, hero, wall load the
pistols, and stop off the distance, agreed on in
your rooms last night.”

“ Pardon mo, Mr. Newton can step off the
distance, and give us the word; but | prefer to
load my own weapon.”

Angrily Loyd Newton turned upon the fear-
less vouth—

“ Do you doubt my honor, sir?

“1do; | would not trust you,” coolly answer-
ed Dulley Dash.

“ You shall answer to me for this insult, boy.”

“ One thing at a time, Mr. Newton. | am hero
to m”~et Mr. Dunstan, who camo to my room at
the university last night and demanded a meet-
ing. Thent nothing was said of a third party
to the affair; but, as he has seen fit to bring

you, he can use you to suit himself. | act for
myself.”
Paul Dunstan and his second then walked

apart and conversed for somo moments together
in an undertone.

Then they again approached Dudley Dash,
and Loyd Newton began to step off ten paces,
after which he marked the spot where the two
duelists should stand.

Having done this he took from his pocket a
pair of long dueling pistols, while Paul Dun-
stan sneeringly remarked:

“ Not expecting a fisher-lad possessed of such
luxuries as duelling pistols, | brought my own.”

“ You were very kind—I will use one of them
—it would place us on a more equal footing,”
and Dudley Dash took one of the handsome
weapons and began slowly to load before his
enemies, for as such he looked upon both men.

It was at once evident that the perfect cool-
ness of Dudley Dash disconcerted both men.
They bad hoped to intimidate him: but, boy

The Dare-Devil: or, The Winged Witch of the Sea.

though ho was, ho showed indomitable courage
and a nerve that was remarkable.

At length tho preparations were made, anil
tho two antagonists took their stands, just as
the sun sunk below the horizon.

“ Gentlemen, are you ready?” sung out the
voico of Loyd Newton, and at his words the
eyes of Dudley Dash fell upon the son, and with
surprise he beheld slowly coming along the
coast Dio same sloop that Imd entered tho bay
the evening before, with the evident purpose of
kidnaping Louise Raynor.

Then, with increased surprise, ho saw half a
dozen forms coming along tho beach in the di-
reetion of the cliff.

But it was too late to speak then, for he saw
a look of devilish hatred in the lace of Paul
Dunstan, and to his surprise Ix>yd Newton again
called out in slow tones, “ Gentlemen, are you
ready?”

As the words left his lips, Dudley Dash cast

his eye again upon Paul Dunstan, and his foal's :

of foul play were realized.

The evil eves of his antagonist gleamed nt him
along the glittering barrel, and, without wait-
ing for the word to lire, his pistol flashed, and
the report rung out sharp andclear.

Dudley Dash staggered back and dropped on
his knees, and then recovering himself lie quick-
ly raised his own weapon and timl ujxxi his
treacherous foe.

Instantly, with a half cry of rage and pain,
Paul Dunstan sunk down in his tracks, while
Dudley Dash slowly arose to his feet, wiping
from his left temple a blood-stain, for tho bul-
let had grazed the flesh,momentarily stunning |
him.

With a cry of alarm Loyd Newton sprung
forward and knelt lieside liis friend, who
breathed, but seemed dying, for the bullet had
pierced his heart.

“ Curse you, boy, you have killed him. Here
men, this is the murderer.
And Loyd Newton sprung toward a Imif-dozen
men, who just then rushed ne tho cliff pathway,

and one of whom Dudley Dash recognized as |

the man who had attempted to kidnap Louise
Raynor. The others were a gang of dissolute
fellows he had often seen hanging about tho
village inn.

With ono accord the men rushed upon Dudley
Dash, who seemed as if about to spring upon
the steed of Paul Dunstan and fly; but, sudiien-
denly changing his mind, ho drew a pistol from
his ixx'ket and boldly faced them.

Momentarily they were cheeked by tho fear-
less attitude of the I>oy; but, urged on by Ixiyd
Newton they again rushed forward in a mass.

There was the ring of a pistol, a groan, a
heavy fall, and then a desix*rato struggle of a
fow minutes.

Then the men arose from a confused heap
upon the ground, and Dudley Dash found him-
self bound hand and foot.

“ Men, ho deliberately shot down Paul Dun-
stan, and he should die!” cried Loyd Newton,
excitedly.

“ Yes, string him up,” said tho man whom
Dudley Dash had put to flight tho evening bo-
fore.

“ Ay, ay, fellers! let's bang him—he’s got a
bad eye,” cried another, and, as though they
had come prepared for a work of the kind, a
rojH? was at once produced, and a noose mode in
one end of it.

The other end was then thrown over the pro- :

jecting branch of a tree, anil the noose placed
around the neck of the brave youth.

“ Men, would you murder me? How havo |
injured you?” said Dudley Dash, his eyes flash-
ing, his face pale, and yet liis manner utterly
fearless.

“ You've killed Mr. Dunstan, and—"

“1 shot ono who sought my life, and by
treachery nearly succeeded. See, ho wounded

' mo here.”
I “ String him up, boys! Why palaver with
I him?” cried Loyd Newton, and, as though ro-
; cognizing in him a leader, the men gave a drag
' Ulion the ropo, and choked off the utterance of
tho youth, who in vain attempted to speak—
and ho felt that ho must die—tiling like a dog,
; by those whom he had never injured in his life,
I Then darknass camo upon him, his eyas seemed
| bursting from their sockets, a roar like thunder
: resounded in his ears, and then all was silent;
; he know no rnoro.

CHAPTER V.

TO THE RESCUE.

“ God above! thoy havo hung him!”

The ringing cry startled the guilty wretches
who stood in the twilight, gazing upon thodying
youth they had so cruelly hung.

But, they were startled still more to seo a tall
form bound over the eilgo of tho cliff, and by
one swoop of his sword cut down tho swinging
youth, and gently receive him in his arms.

In dismay they turned ujxin the bold intruder
who had dared to interrupt their deadly sport;
but behind him came a score of gallant seamen,
armed with cutlasses, and tho panic-stricken
lynchers turned to fly.

Quickly Loyd Newton threw himself upon his
waiting steed and darted away, whilo his com-
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panions were most anxious to follow his ez>
ample.

But the seamen hurlod themselves upon them,
at a word of commund from their chief, and in
two minutes time, threo of them lay dead, and
the remainder were prisoners.

“ Thank G<xlI! the boy is not dead. Here,
men, cany him quickly aboard tho schooner,”
cried tho leader of the rescuing party, and in-
stantly several of his followers raised Dudley
Dash in their arms, and bore him down the]
pathway to the beach.

“ Anu now, vou devils, I'vo a mind to carry

! you aboard and hang you—but this man seems
to bo alive and I'll release you to look after him.
Here, I'edro,” and the lender addressed a few

, words in Spanish to one of his followers, who at
once cut the bonds of the captives.

' “ Now, bear this wounded man away. He is

badly hurt, but may recover,” and the leader

bent over the prostrate form of Paul Dunstan.

“ There; now bo off. Never mind your dead
| companions; they need no care.

I * Curses on these fellows—they have spoiled

1my little game,” he continued, as tho men bore
Paul Dunstan rapidly away.

“ Yes, it would be madness to make the at-
] tempt now—I will put to sea, and another time

will do—come, lads.”

Bo saying, apparently addressing no one, he
| walked down toward tho beach, followed by
i his men.

I Arriving at tho water’s edge, he foimd the
boat just returning from bearing Dudley Dash
aboard the schooner, and springing into it, he
said sternly, “ Give way!”

Fivo minutes moro and ho was on board his
vessel.

| “ Senor Valdos, at once put to sea. There
has been tho devil to pay ashoro and we will
havo to defer our oxi>edition,” he said in Span-
ish to a young oflicer who approached liim.

j “ Si, Senor Capitan,” politely replied Valdos,

\and ten minutes after tho schooner was gliding

f seaward.

In tho meantime tho commander of tho vessel

"entered liis cabin, where ho found Dudley Dash
reclining upon a lounge, and an officer and at-
tendant beside him.

| “ Well, doctor, is tho youth alive?" ho asked.

' “Yes, captain, and will to-morrow be all
right, though fivo minutes later ho would have
been dead.”

“ 1 know it. Well, young sir. you had a nar-
j row o.scajx> from dying tho death of a dog?”

' Dudley Dash, still pale and weak, half raised
himself and replied:

“ Yes, sir, and to you | owo my life, do | not?*

“ Yos, | arrived just in time to cut you down.
I saw your affair of last evening on the cliff, for
| was watching yon shores with my glass, and

1this evening felt that somo foul play was going
on, so kept on the alert.

I “ When | saw you alone, with two against
I'you, and a band of ruffians stealthily approach-
;ing, | was convinced that they were about to
play a game of deviltry, so called away a boat’'s

jcrgv(\; and went ashore. | am glad | arrived as

, 1 did.”

i “ Thank God for it. sir! and from my heart |
| thank you.”

i “ Do not mention it, my fine fellow.”

' “ But it deserves mention, sir. You saved me
: from a horriblo death. This is a vessel of war,
I'ls it not?”

The captain hesitated on instant, and then
said:

“ Yes, oh! yes—this is a vessel of war: but,
tell me, my young friend, what was all this
: trouble on shore about?”

i “1 can hardly tell. sir. Paul Dunstan, the
man whom | shot in tno duel, was a student at
tho college | was attending; but he was expelled
just after | entered, and Ins mother, who is rich

land belongs to a good family, got him an ap-

pointment in tho navy, which ne held but a

short timo cro he was dismissed.

“Two months ago he returned home, after
wandering a year, none knew where, and began
a very fast life, which caused a young lady to
whom ho had been engaged, to sever her en-
gagement with him; but, last evening he was
riding with her, when two men who had landed
from a sloop, attacked them, and | went to the
rescue anil got cursed for my pains; nay, moro;
Paul Dunstan challenged mo to meet him, and |
did so.”

“ And bravely, too; but do you know | be-
lieve Dunstan planned that attack on tho lady?
Ho was easily overcome; and, more—I believe
ho intended to do awav with you. | believe
him to bo tho leader or a damnablo scheme—
who was his friend?”

“ Loyd Newton, onco a student at the un:
versity, but now a profligate, reckless spend-
thrift.”

“ A precious pair; and you are—P*

“ Dudley Dasn. | live on the Maine coast, and
was a student at the university, for my adopted
father, though an humble fisherman himself,
i wished mo to receive an education.”
< “ And run to seed as a lawyer or doctorP’
| “ No; | wished to become a sailor. 1 lore the
| sea.”

] “ Good!
| vessel?”

Do you know any thing about a
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“ Yes, sir; everything,” modestly replied the
youth.

“ Better still. Lost one of my officers a few
days since in a fight with a—a—vessel of war.
You shall fill his place, for 1 like you.”

“ In what service are you, captain?”

“ 1 am under a roving commission.

“ Who."”

“ Hast ever heard of the “ Sea Lance?”

“ Yes; it is a pirate vessel.”

“ Hast ever heard of Captain Winwood?”
Yes; he is a cruel buccaneer, and—"

Well, my lad, this vessel is the *SVa Lance,
and | am Captain Winivuod.”

I am—"

“

CHAL1TER VI.
THE CRUISE OF THE SEA LANCE.

Over the springing waters of the Atlantic
ocean, and in latitude a little south of New
York, a vessel was dashing fleetly along, with
every thing set that would draw, and seemingly
anxious to escape from a jiersLstent little sea-
hound that was crowding swiftly in her snowy
wake, but fully a league astern.

At a glance it was evident that the tall and
stately ship was the pursued, the rakish-looking
schooner the pursuer.

On the deck of the latter were a motley crow,
attired in dark-blue .shills, white duck i«ints,
and red woolen caps.

Ui>on the quarter-deck, besides the two men
at the who d, were half a dozen officers, judging
from their dress, and in two of them the reader
would have recognized Captain Winwood, tho
buccaneer, and Dudley Dash, with a troubled
look upon his pale face.

“ Well, my young friend, you will not now
throw your fortunes with mine; you will still
refuse to be a gallant sea-rover?” said the pirate
chief, turning to Dudley Dash, who answered
firmly:

“ | cannot link my life with crime, Captain
Winwood. You saved mo from death; you
nursed mo through a severe illness that fol-
lowed, and | owe much to you, for you have
been ever most kind; but | cannot become an
outlaw, sir, and | beg that you will not urge
it.”

The buccaneer chief turned away with a mut-
tered oath; but after a moment said, quietly:

“ We will soon be in range, and then I'll bring
yonder vessel to, and | wish you to Ixmrd her,
Mr. Dash, find out where she's from, whore
bound, and about her freight and passenger list.
You will do this for me?”

“ Yes, | will do that much for you, captain,”
quietly responded the youth ; and in half an
hour more, Captain Winwood gave tho order to
fire a shot over the flying shin.

Away hurtlod.tho Iron ball, and yet the ship
stood on.

“ Keep up that music, until the lady shows
some desire to tako notice of our attention,”
called out the buccaneer, and again and again
tho gun was fired after the flying vessel, until a
shot cut away her miz/.en topmast.

. Then her bow swept up into tho wind, and she
lay quiot upon the waters, for her commondor

seemed to feel his jrerfect inability to escape |

frym his untiring pursuer.

A short while after, the beautiful schooner |

swept gracefully into tho wind, while a boat
put forth from her side full of armed men.

In the stem sheets, and in command of tho
boat, sat Dudley Dash, pale and stern-looking.

Rapidly the cutter neared the ship, and soon
ranged alongside, and Dudley Dash sprung upon
the deck, followed by half a score of buccaneers.

But as his foot touched the deck a volley of
musketry was poured upon them, and four of
his men fell dead.

“ Now we have them—at them lads, and drive
them overboard,” cried a ringing voice, mid tho
brave English captain rushed forward, cutlass
in hand, and at his back came nearly two score
of men, composed of Iris crew and passengers.

Taken wholly by surprise, and with no time
to offer explanation, Dudley Dash was forced to
rally bis men around him, and call upon the six
oarsmen, still in the boat, to come to his aid.

Then began a fierce and deadly encounter, and
only the thorough recklessness of tho buccaneers

rovonted their being at once overwhelmed and
rumpled under foot.

—

The New York Library.

In the advance still, Dudley Dash pushod for-
ward, and the crew were driven backward to
the quarternleek, whore many of the brave de-
fenders of the ship were slain.

“ Hold! Are you fiends incarnate, that you
1kill men who cry for quarter? cried Dudley

| Dash to his reckless followers.

“ Captain Winwood never shows quarter,”
| said an under officer, pushing forward,
|  The youth glanced quickly around him, mid
I with surprise discovered that neither captain
(Winwood nor his lieutenants hod come on

board the ship—ho had left the fight to him,

determined to make him a pirate.

“ 1 command on this deck, sir, and / show
quarter. Down with yum* arms, and vour
lives will be spared,” ho called out to tho ship's
defenders, who instantly obeyed.

“ Ha! there is loveliness, and my prize,” ex-

Jclaimed the under officer, who had before ad-
dressed Dudley Dash, and he sprung forward
and threw liis arm around tho waist of a maiden
who had just come from the cabin, with pallid,
anxious face.

In an instant Dudley Dash confronted the
buccaneer, and his voice rung threateningly as
he cried, “ Release that lady, ruffian.”

The man’s only answer was to raise his blood-
stained cutlass, and defy the youth.

“ Ha! this is your game, is it?” and with the
spring of a tiger Dudley Dash was upon him.

Then followed a short, fierce, deadly struggle,
hardly half a moment in duration, and thobuc-
caneer lay bleeding and dying upon the deck,
while his companions shrunk back from before
the blazing eyes of the youth.

“ Ladv, have no fear ; | will protect you,”
said Dudley Dash, and the maiden was about to
reply, when a deep voice said.

“ Well done, my gallant amateur buccaneer;
| have strong hofies of you now. Take her;
sho is vour prize.”

Dudley Dash turned quickly; Captain Win-
wood stood before him.

‘| will take you at your word, captain, and
claim her as my prize—have no fear, lady,” he
added in a low' tone, gazing upon her frightened
but beautiful face.

“ Now weil see if the game is worth the cost
—w'ho commands this vessel?”

The sturdy English captain advanced, bleed-
ing from several slight wounds, and said:

“ |1 did command her. You are a buccaneer?”

“ Softly, softly, captain; we are free rovers.
Where are you from?”

“ New York.”

“ Where bound?”

* Havana.”

“ What cargo?”

“ Assorted.”
| “ Of considerable value, | guess?”

I “Yes.”
“ You have passengers?”
| “ Yes, a number, and most of them ladies.”

Captain Wimvood was silent for a few mo-
ments, and then said:

- “ Captain, if you can raise the sumof twenty
. thousand dollars on board, | will let you go
free—unless some of my men take a fancy to
rob you of some of vour fair passengers. A
seaman’s lifo is a lonely one, you know.”

“ It isingiossible to raise that sum, 8ir Pirate.”

“ Then | shall take what | cun of your cargo,
bum your ship, and set you adrift in your
boats.”

Tho stem reply of the buccaneer chief start-
led all, and none more so than Dudley Dash,
who had not believed him a man of such cruel
nature, though ho had often heard terrible
stories told of him.

The captain was about to reply when the
maiden, whom the youth had rescued from
the hands of tho under officer, called him aside,
and after a conversation of a few moments he
! said:

“ 1 will agree to your tertns, sir. In afew
moments you shall bave the money; but you
certainly will not carry out your threat—to
take from me any of my passengers?”

“ | certainly shall.”

“ Captain Winwood, can | speak to you,
jsir? and Dudley Dash stepped for-
ward. “ Captain, | have no right to ask a

. favor of you, sir; but humanity dictates it.
You have gained tw'enty thousand dollars with

But they met tho attack half-way, and tho 1the loss of only a few men; will you not now,

crew of tho ship were checked in their advance,
and then recoiled upon themselves.

i sir, be good enough to let this vessel go on her
- way, unmolested?” and Dudley Dash spoke earn-

“ Ho! the Sea Lance!” rung out in tho clear ! estly, whilo tho maiden and other passengers
voice of the youth, who felt that ho had but a ' eagerly watched the chief and tho youth, whom

temporary advantage.
j  “ Ay! ay!—l am coming,” floated across the
waters in tho voice of Captain Winwood, and

glancing over his shoulder, Dudley Dash beheld [
the schooner already under way, and rushing |
.toward the ship, while above her decks were !

visible the red caps of two score of boarders.

Then the captain of tho ship saw his mistake: |

they believed his lieutenant, and who they

felt was begging for their safety.
1 “ Will you promise to become my first officer,
bov?”

“ No, sir, | will not promise that.”

“ Will you promise to guide on expedition to
j robthevilla of thatrich ola fellow, Judge Raynor
—which | intended to do the night | saved you

ho had failed to catch his enemy in the trap he ! from hanging?”

had laid for him: there was nothing more to do |

but to fight it out to the bitter end.

“ No, sir, I w'ill not promise that.”
“ And yet you ask me to release these passen-

A few moments more and the unequal strug- | gers, by tne paymentof a small sum of money?”
gle was sud/ionly reversed; the sharp bowsprit |
of the Sea Lance appeared over the side of the |

“ Yes, sir, lask it, | bog it.”
Captain Winwood was silent for a few mo-

ship, and dozens or flying forms were hurled ments, and then said:

upon the decks of the doomed vessel.

' “ Be it so. Get the money from tho captain
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and then come on board the schooner. The altip
can go on her way.”

* Captain Winwood, from my heart | thank
you.”

Tho chief turned away, a peculiar smile upon
his face, and called to his surprised men to 10-
tum to tho schooner, while Dudley Dash step-
ped forward to acquaint the captain of the ship
with the result of nis conversation with Captain
Winwood.

“ Here is tho money, young sir—twenty
thousand dollars, and may every dollar of it
haunt your soul,” said the captain.

Dudley Dash flushed crimson, and his eyi»;
drooped before the earnest gaze of the maiden,
who said softly:

“ To you, senor, | feel that we owe our rs-
lease, our lives. | owe you far more, and from
my heart | thank you,"aqd, buccaneer though
vou be, | will ever pray to the Virgm
Mother to watch over you. Here, wear this as
a token of my appreciation of what you hav®
done for me.”

Ere Dudley' Dash was aware, she took hL
band, and placed on the left littlo finger a banu
of gold, in which was set a single diamond of
rare sizo and beauty'.

A moment more and she had descended into
the cabin.

With a sigh and a flushed face Dudley Dash
took the bag of gold, and walked slowly to tho
shiji's side and sprung on board the schooner.

An hour rnoro and tho two vossels were a
league apart.

Tne ship going to the southward, the Sea
Laneo sailing northward, on tho search for fur-
ther adventure and gold.

CHAPTER VII.
ENTRAPPED.

“ Captain Winwood, | am confident that yon
der vessel is a man-of-war.”

“ Your eyes are tho best aboard tho schooner,
Mr. Dash; but they deceive you this timo. The
vessel, in mv opinion, is an English supply ship,
sent to tho fleet in these waters.”

“ Then she would make a good prize to some
American cruiser—for thero is no doubt now
but that war has begun between England and
tho States.”

“ None; tho brig we captured gavo us that
nows. See, she is a largo vessel, much larger
than the shin wo took two months since, and
which your humanity caused me to let go for
tho paltry sum of twenty thousand. Yes, yon-
ﬂer craft is a supply ship and | intend to take

er.”

Tho speakers, as tho reader is doubtless aware,
wero Captain Winwood and Dudley Dash, ana
they stood on the quarter-deck of tho Sea
Lance, which, stripfied of canvas, laying to,
was ruling out a gale that had been sweeping
the occnn for hours.

Tho night was dark, and tho spray was blown
in masses from wave to wave, which kept tho
low lying schooner from being seen in the dark-
ness from tho decks of a large vessel that was
driving along with only' her storm sails set.

“ She is about to pass us. Get the schooner
under her jib and mainsail, reefed down, Senor
Valdos.”

“ Ayr, ay, senor,” replied tho Spanish lieute-
nant, and ten minutes after the schooner was
flying in tho wake of tho huge ship, appearing
like a hound upon the trail of a buffalo.

Still unporeeived from on board the vessel,
the schooner drow nearer and nearer, until but
a quarter of a mile divided them.

“ Fire a gun over her, Valdos, to bring her
to,” ordered Captain Winwood.

A moment after and a bright flash illumined
the sea, and tho deep boom of tho gun and rear
of the iron messenger wero heard.

“ Sec, Dash, she is coming to.
right?”

“ It seems so, captain.” replied tho youth, ns
the bows of the huge snhip swept round slowly’,
and a moment after lay heading the gale.

“ 1 know she was a supply ship. Now | havo
a chance to supply my'self with arms, ammuni-
tion and provisions, for sho is doubtless well
stored.

“ Are you ready to be my boarding-officer
again?”

“ Upon one condition, captain?”

“ And that is—?

“ That if you do not burn the ship you will
let me leave in her.”

“ 1 am sorry to lose you, Dash; but, as you
seem determined not to become a buccaneer, |
might os well let you go. Call away tho life-
boat, and take half a dozen men with you
aboard.”

In a short while the lifeboat of the schooner
was bounding over the mad waters, Dudley
Dash at her helm.

It was a long and hard pull; but at length the
| huge vessel was reached in safety, and Dudley
Dash and four men went over tne high bul-

I works, ono of these men to spring suddenly

| back into the boat, saying:

“ For your lives, men, give way!”

I Quickly the order was obeyed, and a passing

j wave bore tho lifeboat swiftly away on its bo

i fom, and Dudley Dash and his three companions
sound themselves on board an armed frigate.

Was | not
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Resistance would have I>oon madness, and
they quietly submitted to their fate, and were
ironed heavily.

“ Run a gun out and sink that boat!” called
out a stem voice, and a heavy gun poured its
iron hail into the lifeboat, which was at once
seen to go down.

“ Now stand away for vonder schooner.
Lively men, lively!” ordered the same voice,
and the huge ship begun to slowly wear round,

i But the schooner had already taken the
alarm; the flash of the gun had shown her aim-
ed decks, and easily handled she was scudding
away before the gale with the sjx'ed of a race-
horse, ami by the time the frigate was fairly on
her course the fleet buccaneer was a mile away,
disappearing rapidly in the darkness and gloom.

In vain was it that every eye was strained to
keep her in sight. She was soon lost to view,
and with a disapjointed manner, tho English
commander descended to his cabin, and order-
ed Dudley Dash to be brought before him.

“ Well, sir, who are you that boards tho
King's frigate in a galo? You doubtless mistook
me for a merchantman?” and tho Englishman

ed with surprised admiration upon the youth-
and handsome face before him.

“1 believed you to be just what you are—
and sotold Cantuin Winwood:—but—

“ Winwood/ Was yonder schooner the buc-
caneer Sea Lance?”

“ Yes, sir.”

“ Ami you are a pirate officer—egad! you've
begun a career of crime at an early age.”

“ 1 am no buccaneer, captain. Circumstances
aver which 1had no control carried me aboard
tho Sea Lance, and—"

“ You would prove a Peter—deny your crime-
stained comrades, to have your own neck. No,
uo, my young bantam, | have made a good
capture to-night; you ran into a trap, and one
which you will only get out of by putting your
head in a noose. In two days, sir, you and
your companions shall be hung to tho frigate’'s
yard-arms.

“ Guard, removo the prisoner.”

In vain was it that jxior Dudley Dash tried to
speak, to offer some explanation;—the English
commander would hear not a word, and the
youth was led away to a vacant stateroom,
where a strict guard was placed over him, for
he was under sentence of death, and he felt
that fate had indeed dealt unkindly with him.

Was he, Dudley Dash, who had over been
considered the soul of houor, to die thus—was

*to Ix1hung as a pirate—a man who had hunt-
:d his fe.low-men to death for gold?

- Such wore the harrowing thoughts that
crowded through his brain and almost drove
him to madness, as he paced his little prison,
tlragging his chains after him with a clanking
*ounu that smote him to the heart.

CHAPTER VIII.
A BOLD STROKE FOR LIFE.

The night following the capture of Dudley
Dash and his three buccaneer companions, the
English frigate was cruising slowly along the
Massachussetts coast, in tho neighborhood of
L'ajK' Ann.

During the day there had been a meeting of
the officers on board, and the captive youth had
been brought before them, and again told his
story in a frank manner: but he could see that
most all believed it to be concocted to save him
from death.

The three buccaneers were then examined
separately, and each one declared that the story
of their young officer was false, for if they were
to die, their hardened hearts would show no
mercy to him;—nay, more—they said ho was
the son of Captain Winwood, and had for years
been an officer on board the Sea Lance.

With this seemingly conclusive testimony, and
with appearances terribly against him, Dudley
Dash was sent back to his stateroom with the
sentence of death passed upon him.

In an agony of spirit he paced his prison. Not
thit he was afraid to die—but oh! to die such
i death—hung as a pirate to the yard-arm of
thbd frigate!

With a throbbing heart he glaoced through
the open port upon tho bright waters, no longer
hushed by a storm, but rippled by a five-knot
breeze—and a choking sensation swelled up in
his throat as he beheld, a league distant, the
green shores so near his own home, where dwelt
tila adopted father, Carter Hayes, and Gabriollo
Gaston, the sweet little maiden whom he had
rescued from the smugglers’ island, and whom
he had learned to love most dearly.

In vain would they wait and watch for his
coming; ho was doomed to die.

At length darkness crept over the waters,
shut out the land from sight, and in despair he
buried his face in his hands, for with the rising
sun he must die,

Presently he was aroused by the door softly
opening, and from without came a glimmer of
light from a bottle lantern, revealing the tall
form of his guard standing in the doorway.

“ Well, what do you want now?” asked Dudley |

Pash; sternly.

“ Hush! | want to be of servioe to you. Look
on my face. There, now that the light shines
on it, did you ever see it before?”

The Dare-Devil; or, The Winged Witch of the Sea.

The youth gazed earnestly into the faro be-
fore him, and then said quietly:

“ Yes, | have seen you; but when or where, |
cannot now recall.”

“1'll tell you. | was on txiard tho ship you
captured two months ago; and whose passengers
you savod, for | know Captain Winwood. All
would have gone up if it had not been for you.
| was steward on tne ship, and when we got into
Pirt | left, and shipjx?d aboard this frigate, for

m an Englishman. Now | am a marine, and
my duty txxnight is to guard you well.”

“ | know your dutv, sir, and |—"

“ Supjxjse | don’t do it—what then?”

The youth started. Could this man be his
friend? Was he not to die after all?

“ What mean you?” he asked, as the man said
no more.

“1'll tell you. | don't want to see you die.
You aro but a boy if you aro a private officer,
and you served mo a gixxl turn once. Before |
took to the sea | was a locksmith.”

“ Well?”

“ Well, that is tho way | got your door open;
| picked tho lock, for tho key is in tho captain’s
cabin.”

“Indeed! Do you mean to nid me then?”
asked the vouth, hardly daring to liojx\

“ Yes; I'll pick the I<o¢ks of those hand-cuffs
in a minute, and there arc pieces of boards and
other things in here that you can make a re-
spectable raft out of—('an you swim?”

“ Like a fish," replied the youth, gayly.

“ Well, I'll pick your irons off, for | always
carries the tools, you know, in caso of accident
myself, and then you can just let your raft out
of that open port, and slide out after it—you
understand."

“Yes.”

“ Good! Wo are off Capo Ann, and it is a
league to the shore, and the tide is running in
like a mill-raco.”

“ | understand; but if | esenpe, my good fel-
low, | fear you will be the sufferer.”

“ No fear; but it’'s good of you to think of me.
You see your door is kept locked, you are in
irons, and 1I'm only out here to prevent commu-
nication with you. You were not searched,
and no one knows but that you had the tools
with you to set yourself free.

“ 1'll get cursed for not knowing you intended
escaping; but, that's natural, and I'm willing
to take it. Here—see; you are free from your
irons now, and good-by.”

Dudley Dash could not speak—his heart was
too full; but ho warmly wrung the hand of the
E_onest guard, and the door again closed upon

im.

Looking, or rather feeling around his state-
room, ho found it was used as a kind of lumber-
room, and lie quickly gathered together a few
boards, oars, and other odds and ends, and with
some pieces of rope and his knife, he soon con-
structed a long, narrow float, capable of sus-
taining him greatly in the long swim for life.

Attaching a rojx) to one end, and then passing
it through an iron ring in the deck, ho slowly
lowered it into the water.

i The five-knot breeze was blowing off the sea,

and the frigate careened over toward the shore,
so that he had not very far to lower himself,
and the wash of the waves prevented him from
being heard.

It was a desperate, daring undertaking, for
his float was but slight at the best, and without
his own aid would not support his weight, while
there was a probability that the motion of the
frigate might suck him uuder.

Then the land was a good league distant, so
had said the guard; it was too dark to see the
shore, and he must risk it on faith.

At length the float reached tho water and
was dragged violently along; but tho moment
after Dudley Dash swung himself from the port,
and rapidly slipped down the double rope until
lie clasped his legs about his frail support,

Then he let go ope end of his rojK) and pulled
the line through the iron ring.

Rapidly he was whirled around, as he felt
himself free from tho frigate, and lie believed
that ho was lieing drawn Ixuieath tho waters.

But manfully he struggled for his life, and
after a moment of suspense, swept out under
tho stem of the frigate, and was thus for safe.

Lying low in the waters, to prevent being
discovered bv any keen,eyes that might be on
the quarter-deck, he saw the frigate glide swift-
ly away from him, and then he gave vent to a
sij™h of relief; he was free—yet alone upon the
wide waters, and no land in sight.

CHAPTER IX,
| RUNNING THE HOME STRETCH.
“ Anchor apeak, sir.”
“ Ay, ay—run up the jib—aha! there she
i swings round. Hulloa! what does that feller
( say, anyhow, Mister Greenfiddle?” and Captain

Dusenbury, of the packet sloop Pretty Girl,
turned from his work to answer the nail of
some one in a small boat that was coming
aboard,

A moment after, the boat ran alongside the
sloop, and a youth, attired in uniform, looking
the worse for wear, sprung on board. It was
Dudley Dash, haggard looking, pale, but reso-
lute. Politely saluting, he said inquiringly:

5

“ Captain, | learn that von are going to risk
capture by tho English cruisers, ami are running
for tho Kennebec ?

“1 am that. I'm leavin’ Gloucester harbov
for jierhaps the last time, stranger; but, yer see,
I live in Kennebec, an' 1hain t goin’ to let rnv

pretty craft rot here dorin' tlier war. I'm oil
now.

“ 1 am glad to hoar it. | wish to go 0s iwih-
songer.”

“ An’ I'm thcr man to tako yer, for yor look*
liko a likely chap, as had seen salt water afore,”

“1 have. Let mo dismiss my boat, and I'll
pav you the passage monev.”

The ljoatman, who had rowed him alxiard,
then returned shoreward, and Dudley Dash
handed Captain Dusenbury the amount of his
passage, and then sprung forward and aided in
setting sail.

“ Neow, that's what T call a likely youngster.
Ho hain't afoonl o’ gettin’ his hands's'ilcd, an’
lie's a officer, too, as yer kin see by his clothes,
tho’ they docs look a little Imrd, | admit. Ixxik
lively timr, Mister Greenfiddle, or I'll make tiro
voungster as jist come aboard my mute, an’
throw you inter tlier sea,” lie called out to a
long, lean, lantern-jawed Yanke*, who served
in the honorable jtosition of first officer of the
Pretty Girl, for Captain Dusenbury had a sec-
ond officer too, one who was just the opposite to
Mr. Greenfiddle, for lie was a fat, moon-faced,
tipsy-eyed little man, who always had an ex-
pression of assumed bravery on his countenance,,
as if desirous of proving to tho world ut largo
that he was a bold sailor.

For crew, the Pretty Girl lind a negro, of
almost giant stature, and an Indian of the Tar-
rantine tribe, a few of whom arc still found in,
the mountains of Maine.

On the quarter-deck of tho sloop, besides her
captain, who stood at the helm, were two other,
jiersoiis—a regular cut-and-dried old-maid, with
a visage as sour as a crub-appio, and n eudfivcr-
ous-looking gentleman, whose sanctimonious
face, huge sjx'ctacles, and white neck-cloth,
indicated him ns being a parson, if the puinfully
plain cut of his black clothing did not do so.

“ Wall, we've a good wind, Parson Kqueez-
breeze, an' I'm thiukin- we’'ll make a good run of
it. Don't you think so, Miss Nancy Primrose;”
said Captain Dusenbury, addressing the parson
and the old-maid.

“ We are nil in the hands of Providence.
The wind bloweth and it dieth away,” said Par-
son Kqueezbrooze, in a sepulchral voice, whilo.
tho old-maid replied* in tones liko a cracked
clarionet:

“ I'm not n lady ns gives her opinion, capting,
regardin’ what is goin' to hnppin to those ns
gdMs down inter the sea in ships; I'm a lady,
who—" But the captain heard no more, for he
was well acquainted with Aliss Nancy, and hav-
ing started her tongue, left tho parson toboconie
her victim, while he went forward, muttering
to himself:

“ Thnt old h('n is just like a clock. You wind
her up, and durn nu* ef she stops until she runs
down for want breath.”

Swiftly down tho harbor glided tho Pretty
Girl, with all sail set to catch the six-knot, breeze
that was blowing, and as darkness came on. a
now moon hung in the heavens to light, her path-
wav over the waters.

An on board felt that they were running a
Seat risk to attempt to reach the mouth of the

ennobec; but then, Cuptain Dusenbury Ivad
made up his mind to run his vessel home, and
he was a fearless man, and a skillful seuinan.

“ | guesses as how you cun take a turn at the
tiller, stranger, as yer seem tor want to be oc-
cupied,” ho said, after the sloop hml gained ai}
offing and was dashing swiftly along.

“ |1 am willing, sir; but | would advise yon to
keep a bright lookout, as I've reason to* know
that there is an English frigate cruising in these
\r/]valters," and Dudley Dash quietly took th6é

elm.

“You don't say so! Wall, I'll skin every oye
aboard to I>e tlier lookout. Miss Nancy, yop
has be-utiful eyes, so please to keep 'em off the
parson and skim ’‘em over tlier summer sea-
Parson Squoezbreeze, jist quit raisin’ them
orbs o' yourn ter Heaving, and look ter wiiulL-
ward, kase Providence hain't goin’ to help none
as don't help therself.

“ Here, yer tar-black nigger—skin it up that
ther mast an' look both ways fur Sunday!” and
the worthy captain, having sot his passengers
and crew at work, called his mates aft for a
council of wur.

“ See hero Mister Greenfiddle. and you, Mister
Toddy Tipplenna'li, this hero stranger says as
how he knows thar's danger hereabouts, an’ 1
don't want the Frettv Girl to run smack uuder
an Englishcr’s guns, do ye hear?”

“ Ytvs,” and each valorous mate cast his eyes
in ono sweeping look around the horizon.

“ Ef we does, | loses the sloop, and mayhap
my life. Tho parson will Ix' fuk for chapl'in or
some eraiser, sartin, nil’ Miss Nancy ’ll stan’ a
chance to marry a commydorc in the king’s sar-
vice, while this young feller 'll be held as a

rizner o’ war. As for you, Buttermilk "—and

e raised his voice to address the negro—* wjiy,

; you and the Ingine will be tuk to tlier museum
| as curiosities; but Greenfiddle, and you, Toddy
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Tlpplemuch, the Lord ha’ mercy on yer—they’ll
hang yer both sai-tin’, for hev'nt ver both told
me that yer granddads fout at Bunker Hill?”

“ 1 never had a grandfather,” said Toddy,
ruefully, while Mr. Greenflddle remarked, in an
awe-inspiring tone:

“ Yas, but my grandfather was killed thar,
an’ thet makes us even.”

“ Toddy Tipplemuch, you hev' lied to me,
then, fur yer distinctly told me thet—"

“ Sail hoi” rung out in the clear voice of Dud-
lev Dash, and all started suddenly, while Toddy
Tipple much as suddenly disappeared down the
companion way into the cabin.

“ There it is, Captain—just off our starboard
bow. It is a schooner, and looks like a priva-
teer. Strange | did not see her before,” and
Dudley Dash pointed to whore, lying low upon
the waters, was visible one of tnose rakish-look-
ing vessels so commonly seen, half a century
ago, cruising under the flag of the pirate.

“ Come down out o' thet riggin’, yer blind
chunk o' charcoal! an’ you, Injin, whar was ver
eyes?” cried Captain Dusenbury, severely, while
he leveled his glass at the strange sail.

“ Me see him long time; he lay quiet on
water—just set he wings, and come this wav;
but man talk much and | no tell him,” said the
Indian, complacently, while Buttermilk, the
negro, came slowly down to the deck, having
evidently been asleep on watch.

“ Yes, it is a cruiser or a privateer; anyhow,
I think an American."

“ Let me get a shot at him with Bunkorhill—
DIl settle him,” cried Toddy Tipplemuch.

“You be dumed! Is thet what yer went
inter the cabing fur so suddintP’

“ Yas, Capting.”

“ Wal, jist stay on deck arter this. Ef any
body goes inter ther cabin it must be the Parson
and Miss Nancy.”

“ Amen I said Parson Squeezbreeze, fervent-
ly, while Miss Nancy looked pleased to get a
chance at the parson alone (for he was a widow-
er). even if there was danger surrounding them.

“Wal, I'll jist stan’ on, and ef that feller
seems determined to worry me, I'll jist put inter
some little inlet, fur I knows this coast pretty
well—what doyou make her out, stranger?” and
Captain Dusenbury placed his glass in the hand
of Dudley Dash, who, after a long survey of the
strange craft, said, slowly:

“1 have seen her before, Captain;
schooner that has been for several
smuggler on the Maine coast.”

. “ Oh Lordy!” groaned Mr. Greenflddle, while
| Dudley Dash continued:

1 “ Of late months | have heard that her com-
mander has become a pirate."

Down into the cabin went Toddy Tipplemuch,
while all on board, except the Indian, seemed
neatly impressed with the startling informa-
tionhthat had just fallen from the lips of Dudley
Dash.

it is a
years a

CHAPTER X.
THE EFFECT OF A BROADSIDE.

A h hour's sailing fully proved to all on board
the sloop that but one means of escape lay be-
fore them, and that was to run close in shore,
abandon the Pretty Girl, set fire to the craft,
and then escape in the yawl, which hung at the
etern dairts.

“ 1 would hold on, captain, if the passengers
are willing to run the gauntlet of the schooner’s
fire. She might hit us, and then again we might
escape serious injury. | think it is worth the
risk,” ,and Dudley Dash glanced toward Parson
Bqueebreeze and Miss Nancy Primrose, hoping
they would agree to his motion.

“ Do you think the wicked men would Are at
us with malicious intent to kill us,” asked the
parson solemnly.

“ They wouldn’t fire to amuse us, parson, you
may bet your barrel o’ sovemson that,” replied
Captain Dusenbury, while Miss Nancy said in a
whisper:

“ 8'pose they was ter hit yer, parson, an’ yer
was ter be tuk off suddingly m yer youth,
who’'d be a mother to yer two blessed children?”
and she placed the corner of her handkerchief
to one eye, while she nervously watched the ef-
fect of ner words on the parson with the other.

“ Captain, | beseech you to give me warning,

that | may dodge, if they go to shooting at us. :

Nancy, my child, we are in deadly danger now,
so cling to me.”

Miss Nancy took the parson at his word, and
ait once placed herself under the shelter of his
long bony arm.

Just as she did so there weGs a flash from the
bows of the schooner, and a roaring sound in
the air.

Instantly the parson dodged to the deck, car-
rying with him the form of Miss Nancy, while
(Toddy Tipplemuch, with the flash, disappeared
in the cabin, and Mr. Greenflddle cried in fright.

“ What in dumnation shall | do? I'll be killed
martin. | wish | was ter home.”
“ DoT Why, stand up like a man! Stranger,

you've got more courage in your little finger
than my mates has in their hull body—dum
‘'em—an’ Pm lookin’ to you to help me in this
iiffikilty. What would you adviser

“ Why, to run the gantlet of their fire and
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try and reach the inlet—where the schooner
will not follow us,” calmly said Dudley Dash,
who still held the helm.

“ 1'll do it, ef | has to sacrifice the parson an’
Miss Nancy. Here. Injun, you and Butter-
milk haul this sheet taut, and trim in on the
jib. Whar in thunder’s that nigger? Down in
the hold I'll bet Greenflddle agin Tipple-
much.  Well, sir, what has yer bin doin’
in the cabin?” and the captain turned upon
Toddy Tipplemuch, who just then came out of
the cabin.

“I've bin armin’ myself for the fray, cap-
tain,” and Toddy pointed to a huge sword he
had hung to a belt at his waist.

“ Wall, now you is armed, stay on deck an’
fight it out. I'm goin’ to board an’ take that
skunner..”

Thiswas too much for Mr. Greenflddle, who
at once started for the cabin.

“ Whar ver goin’, GreenflddleV

“ Inter ther cabing to git my weepins.
blow ther dumed pirat’s inter ther skies.”

“ The schooner is preparing to fire again, sir,”
said Dudley Dash, as he caught sight of a light
moving on their enemy'’s deck.

“ Lord save us! Nancy, child, this is no place
for us. Come,” and dodging about like a
chicken with its head cut off, and with the old
maid clinging to his coat-tails, the Parson
sought the cabin.

“ It ain't possible they could 'a’ heard me, is
it?” whispered Mr. Greenflddle, trembling with
fear.

“ Doubtless they did, sir," replied Dudley
Dash, greatly enjoying the fright of the two
mates, and yet wondering how men could be so
craven.

“ Capting, is yer really goin’ ter board that ar
vessel?" asked Toddy Tipplemuch, with an air
as though he had further business in the cabin.

“ Yas, | think of it. Ef we don't git away
I'm pretty sartin we will.”

“ What in thunder would yer do that furP’
inquired Toddy.

“ To have you biled inter soup for ’em, so as
it would make 'em brave.”

Toddy was about to reply, when the schooner
luffed quickly up, and then one, two, three,
four, bright flashes came from her side, and as
many deep booms broke the stillness of the
waters.

“ Down alll Here comes her broadside!”
cried Dudley Dash, still standing erect himself,
as though he disdained to shrink from death.

But the order was unnecessary, for the Par-
son and Miss Nancy were already flat on the
cabin floor, and at the first flash they were
joined by three others—Buttermilk and the two
mates.

Then came the roaring iron hail, cutting’away
the topmast and the bowsprit, and rending a
huge hole in the sail, which caused the little
sloopto tremble from stem to stern,and broach to.

Even Captain Dusenbury, a thoroughly brave
man, stooped down as the Broadside struck his
craft; but Dudley Dash and one other never
flinched. Thatotherwasthe Indian sailor, who,
with folded arms, stood erect and unmoved.

“ Wall, stranger, | guesses as how we's gone
up,” said Captain Dusenbury, sorrowfully, and
then he added, quickly™ “ We can take the yawl
and row ashore.”

“ No; | have a plan: let that yawl alone, or
I'll blow your cowardly brains" out,” sternly
cried Dudley Dash, as Mr. Greenflddle and Toa-
dy Tipplemuch rushed to let fall the boat from
the davits.

The mates stopped as if petrified; they feared
the calm, slender boy.

“ Captain, the sloop has drawn such a swell
behind her that | am convinced we are in very
shallow water."

Pl

“Yas, not more than three fathoms here-
about.”
“ Good! The schooner is deep and will not

come in here. Sheis already laying to, to send
a boat aboard—"

“ Yas, we are gone up, sartin.”

“Notyet Shewill send a boat aboard—it is
coming now, and if my plan works well, they
will find they have caught a tartar.”

“What is your plan, sirP’ asked the captain,
more and more impressed with respect for his
gallant and youthful passenger.

“Let them come aboard, and then ask
the offleers into the cabin, and | will be there.
As soon as they have entered let the Indian
and negro, who are to lie hid on the oppo-
site side of the caboose, fire upon the
men in the boat, or make them prisoners, which
ever is easiest to do—"

“ But the skunner will send her boats aboard
and murder us all—”"

“ Trust me, captain, | beg you, inthis. If |
do not catch the captain here, why then we can
escape in the yawl! If the schooner’'s captain
comes aboard we will have no trouble.”

“ Boy, you are a trump! I'll be dumed of—"

“ Never mind, captain; but, have you pistols
and guns on board?”

“ Yas, a dozen, thanks to that thar shakin’
coward, Toddy Tipplemuch, who insisted upon
buying enough to equip a man o’ war.”

“Yer see. stranger, I've bin in tight places
afore, an™—"
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“ And you are in a tight place, now, Mr.
Tipplemuch. | would not brag until after we
count our dead and wounded—"

“ Oh, Lordy! I'll go an’ look up ther guns. 1
wish we had a thousand cannons, a million mus-
kets, and—"

“You’'ll do no sich thing, Mr. Tipplemuch.
The guns and pistils hain’t lost, an’ wo want you
an’ Mr. Greenflddle at yer posts. Ef ver skulk
now, dumed ef | don't shoot yer myself.”

This was a quietus on the two valorous mates,
and they subsided in fear and trembling.

Going into the cabin with the captain, Dudley
Dash found the parson and Miss Nancy on their
knees saying their prayers, which the youth at
once interrupted to drive the pious couple into
one of the small staterooms.

“ Now, captain, | will await here for you to
bring the officers down, when | will either make
them surrender or kill them—"

“ Thou shalt do no murder, young man," came
in sepulchral tones from the stateroom, and in
the parson’s voice.

“ Shet up, Parson Squeezbreeze? Ef | hear a
word from that stateroom I'll fire a bullit inter
it.”

“ Captain,” continued Dudley Dash, smiling at
the quiet that followed the threat, “ you nad
better now place the Indian and negro with their
arms, and as the boat comes near, call down to
me how many men are in it.”

“1'll do it. Now PIl go on deck."

A few moments of suspense followed, and then
Dudley Dash distinctly heard the sound of oars;
then followed a stem nail:

“ Sloop ahoy! what sloop is that?”

“ The Pretty Girl, from Kennebec.”

“Why the devil didn't you come-to when |
first fired ?

“ 1kind o’ thoughtit mout be more healthy to
try and git away. What skunner’s that?”

“ None of your business. I'm coming aboard.”

* Thar’s one officer and four men in ther durn-
ed boat,” whispered Captain Dusenbury down
the companion-way.

* Good; send him down,” came back in the
cool tones of Dudley Dash.

A moment after the boat ranged alongside
the sloop, and a tall, elegantly-formed man
sprung on deck, dressed in a dark uniform, pro-
fusely trimmed with gold lace.

He was armed with a pistol in his belt, and a
sword carried in his hand;and his stem, dark,
yet handsome face, proved that he was ready to
use his weapons, either for offense or defense.

“ Well, sir, what cargo have you?” he said,
sternly, addressing Captain Dusenbury.

“1'm dumed sorry to say, kase | b'lieves ver
ter be a pirate, that I've got a very valuable
cargo. Ef you’ll come inter my cabing I'll
show yer.”

Instantly the officer followed down the com-
panion-way. saying sharply:

“ And be in a hurry, skipper, for this is a bad
neighborhood for a man who serves under my

And what flag mout that be, capting?”

“ The Death’'s Head and Crossed Bones, skip-
per,” recklessly said the buccaneer; but, as the
words left his lips, there came the clearcut
order:

“ Move one inch and you are a dead mant"

The buccaneer felt that he was entrapped, and
be turned his eyes toward Captain Dusenbury;
but he had glided like a shadow up the com-
panion-wav.

“ Whoever gives that command is afool. My
schooner lies but half a mile distant,” said the
buccaneer.

‘“*True. And her commander is in my power.
Lay down your arms on that table, or I'll Kill
you,” said Dudley Dash, from his place of con-
cealment.

A strange light came into tho face of the buc-
caneer, as he slowly laid his sword upon the
table, and then drew his pistol from his belt
Instantly he leveled the weapon in the direction
from whence had come the sound, and fired.

A shriek and a deep groan followed the deaf-
ening report, and then the buccaneer turned to
bound up the companion-way.

CHAPTER XI.
CATCHING A TARTAR.

W ith a curse upon his lips, the buccaneer
rushed up the companion-way, to start back
with a cry of rage and terror. He was securely
shut in the cabin.

With a bitter curse he strained to force his
way out, when there was heard a volley of
musketry on deck, and the cries of wounded,
struggling men.

“ Captain, you are in my power. Surrender
or you die.” 1

There was no use for the buccaneer to turn;
a cold pistol-muzzle pressed hard against his
ear, and the flashing eyes of Dudley Dash
looked full into his own.

“ What would you, boy?” he demanded, un-
flinching.

“ Merely to pass on our way unmolested.
Parson Squeezbreeze, bring that rope and bind
this man.”

“ It is not meet and right that such as| should
mingle with—"
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“ Miss Nancy, you do as | tsk please, as the
parson is afraid,” impatiently said the youth.

Instantly, Miss Nancy came from the state-
room, roi>e in hand, and with a vicious look at
the buccaneer, proceeded to bind his hands be-
hind his bock, with a skill that was amusing to
contemplate.

“ Curse you, fellow, you shall repent this—"

“ Repent, thyself, on, wicked man, for thy
crimes are many,” came from tho stateroom.

“ 1 will answer for my act, Sir Pirate. Ilo!
the deck!”

“ Ay, ay. youngster! Have yer cagod tho
varmint? An’ who's been killed?” demanded
Captain Dusenbury, appearing in the com-
panion-way.

“ No one is hurt. The buccaneer got fright-
ened and fired at his own shadow. Did you
capture tho crew?”

“We've got one o' them slick as grease;
t'other three is gone cruisin’ in a lake o’ brim-
stone an’ fire.”

All right, captain.
with mo.”

Silently tho buccaneer oboyed, and a glad
light came into his face, as ho glanced out over
the waters and beheld two dark objects moving
rapidly toward tho sloop.

Now, young man, your time has come,” ho
«aid gleefully.

“ Not yet—are you tho captain of yonder
ichooner?”

“lam.”

“ And you are ho that is called, or was, until
the breaking out of war, Itafael the smuggler?”

“lam.”

“Very well. Now, captain Rafael, the Pi-
rate, we desire to go on our way unmolested,
and | look to you to aid us. Give an order to
the officers in yonder boats to put back at once
to the schooner, or, so help me GodI | will scat-
ter your brains over this deck,” and Dudley
Dash placed the pistol he held against tho head
of his prisoner.

Captain Rafael cursed bitterly.
ho had caught a Tartar, and one glance into the
face of his captor proved that he would do what
ho threatened.

“ Quick, sir! hail those boats and tell them to
put back. Your minutes of life are numbered
if you refuse.” *

“ Ho! the boatsl1Weston, rest on your oars
where you are, for aminute; | am caught in my
own trap,” rung out in tho clear tones of the
buccaneer chief.

a “ Then we will dash forward and rescue you!
J dive way, men, with a will,” cried the officer in
the nearest boat.

“ Order them back, | say!” and the youth’s
voice was hoarso with passion.

“ Rack, Weston! for tho love of God! back,
or | shall bo killed!” cried the chiof in accents
that he meant what he said.

Again tho boats hesitated, and not a cable’s
length from the sloop.

“ Now, captain, my plan is to at once get un-
der way, and rim close in shore, whoro your
schooner cannot follow mo. Captain Dusen-
bury, rig a bowsprit just as quick as you can,
and | hold you, sir buccaneer, os hostage; if
your boats follow, you die.”

“ Do you intend to keep mo as a prisoner and
band me over to tho authorities ashore?”

“1 had not thought of that; it woidd bo a
food idea.”

“ Then hear what | have to say. | am a reck-
less man, and an outlaw: if taken ashore |
would bo hung, as you know: but I love life,
as all men, not fools, do, and | will ngreo to
let you go, if you swear to release me as soon
as your sloop is in a place of safety.”

Dudley Dash was silent a moment, and then
said.

“ What if | refuse?”

“ 1 will give the order for my boats to come
on, and 1 will be killed. It is better to die at
your hands than on a gallows.”

Dudley Dash saw that the buccaneer was in
deadly earnest, and he said, after a moment’s
thought:

“ | agree to your terms. Order your boats
back, and | will let you return in tho ono along-
side, and release the man now a prisoner with
you. Mind you, the boats are to return to tho
schooner, and the sloop is not to bo followed.”

“ | understand. Hoi Weston, | have como
to a compromise. Return on board tho schooner,
and in an hour | will join you.”

“ Don't trust them, Captain Rafael,” called
out the officer.

“ Do as | say, sir; | am the best judge of
what | should do,” angrily returned tno chief,
and the boats immediately put back toward
the schooner.

“ The bowsprit is rigged, mister,” said Cap-
tain Dusenbury, and then ho continued:

“ Leastwise, it'll do for present use.”

“Very well. Get the sloop at once under
way, and stand in there, Captain Dusenbury,”
replied the youth.

The order was at once obeyed, Mr. Green-
fiddle and Toddy Tipplemuch springing to work
With an alacrity that was astonishing.

A few moments more and the sloop was bowl-
ing merrily along, the schooner’s boat, with its
ghastly load, towing astern.

Now, sir, como on deck

When the schooner had disappeared from
sight, Dudley Dash, who held the helm, said
quietly:

“ Haul that boat alongside. Now, captain,
yon and your man ore free. An hour's hard
row and you will meet your vessel. Here, sir,
let me release you—there! 1 will keep your
sword and pistol as a souvenir. Farewell, sir.”

With an oath the buccaneer sprung into his
boat, followed by his companion, and Dudloy
Dash gave the order to cast loose.

A moment after the boat was dancing in tho
wake of tho sloop, and as all eyes watched tho
two thwarted buccaneers they saw them hurl
the three dead Inxlies into the sea, and then
spring to their oars with a will.

“ Wall, my young friend, you is the pluckiest
chap that ever wore breeches. Bless my soul,
ef I don’'t owe you more'n | kin overpay,” and
Captain Dusenbury grasped the hand of Dudley
Daslg who quietly remarked:

“ You owe me nothing, captain; but, thank
God! wo are safo.”

Tho captain was about to reply, when ho o>
served Toddy Tipplemuch anil Mr. Grecnliddlo
lying flat on tho dock, and preparing to fire at
the receding boat.

“ Blarst yer Ilubberly beasts, what's yer
doin’? ho yelled out.

“1I'm agoin’ to show them pirits tliet thar’s
brave men as defends this hero vessil, an’ blow
ther dumod heads—"

What more Mr. Tipplemuch would have said
is unknown, as he was suddenly seized in tho
strong arms of tho captain and hurled into tho
cabin, knocking down Parson Squeezbreoze, who
had just made up his mind to come on deck and
search for Miss Nancy, who had followed Dud-
ley Dash nud the prisoner.

“ You go artcr him, dura ye,” veiled tho irate
captain, anil Mr. Greenfiddlo followed tho sur-
prised Toddy.

“ Now fur tho nigger—"

But Buttermilk towered too high for the cap-

Ilo saw that 1tain to believe that he could so easily manage
; him; and besides, ho had blazed away at the

jrates in the boat, when ordered to do so. |If
hit any of tho three who wero Kkilled, it was
accidental, for Buttermilk had closed both eyes
and fired at random.
| “ Now I'vo got’em, and | mean ter keep 'em
caged. They is enuff to worry ono to death—
liam't they 7 and Captain Dusenbury closed tho
companion-way and securely fastened it.

Then, turning to tho old maid, lie said:

“ Miss Nancy, you've made a man o’ yerself
this here night, ah’ of vor can't git married, I'll
marry yer myself, ef I'm over a widilower.”

Miss Nancy smiled sweetly, niul was begin-
ning to make a little speech, when Dudloy Dash
said:

“ Now, captain, we will stand on up the coast
with all siieed—and keep close in shore, for there
is danger further out.”

“ Thet's so'—You list do as yer like, young-
ster, kaso you rims ahead o’ my time, yo do, on’
when we strike olo Kennebec, dumod ef you
won't >othe boy as lias done it. I'm yer pas-
singer, | am; so go ahead, capting, an’ no ques-
tions axed!”

Dudley Dash smiled pleasantly, and headed
the sloop up tho coast, while he mentally con-
gratulated himself upon his narrow' escape, and
looked forward with glad hope of soon being at
bis cottago home.

CHAPTER XII.
THE RETURN.

The scene of my story again goes back to tho
iron-bound coast of Maine, and the humblo homo
of the old fisherman, Carter Hayes.

But over all rested an air of neatness and
comfort that wias not there when the reader last
beheld it, for the dainty tasto of Gabriello Gas-
ton, whom tho old fisherman had found a ray of
sunshine in his homo, hod improved the little
cottage and its immediate surroundings greatly.

Boils of flowers blossomed in front of tho door,
a shell walk wound down to tho beach, and
pretty white curtains hung at tho windows,
while all within was tidy and inviting.

It was near the sunset hour, and upon tho
porch, in front of tho cottage sat two persons—
one was on old uegress. with a gayly colored
bandanna around lier head, and attired in a
plain homespun frock.

She was engage;! in knitting a pair of blue
worsted socks, and her hands kept time to a low',
plaintive tunc that she was humming.

The other was Gabriello Gaston, growTi from
tho child of twelve, into a tall, graceful girl of
fourteen, just on the vergo of womanhood, for
she was most mature for her ago.

Her face was still more beautiful, than when
the reader beheld her coworing beneath the
threats of the smuggler, and a mass of golden
curls hung in perfect abandon down her back.

She was neatly attired in homespun, and was
occupied in mending a seaman’s jacket, while a
sad look rested upon her face, proving tliat her
thoughts were not of a happy nature.

Suddenly a deep boom burst upon tho quiet
air, and tho roar of a heavy gun startled tho
s;]lence of the hills, and echoed along tho rocky
shore.

The Dare-Devil; or, The Winged Witch of the Sea.

Both Gabriello anil tho old nc;;ms.; started,
and turned their eyes seaward.

“ What can the frigato moan by bring, Pa-
tience? Is thero any other vessel in sight?”
asked tho maiden, glancing up and down tho
coast, anil then letting her eyes fall uixm a
large ship of war that was lying a league away,
and just outside of a chain of rocky islands
that funned a break-water for tho little bay in
front of the cabin.

“ 1don’t see nothin’, missy; | guesses as how
cloy is jist sh>Kitin' to score fokes, an’ dey is
doin’ it, too, kaso | don't like deni big guns, no-
how; do Lord didn't make dim big guns, missy,
an’ 1don't like 'em,” replied the old Degress, evi-
dently displeased ut having her tune broken in
Ulx)ii with such a rude bass as the roar of a
heavy gun.

“Ilark! there it isagain. Can Father Hayes
D0 running in, and uro they firing ut him, |
wonder?”

“ No, inissv; do boss luiin't bin gone but ono
day, an’ lie didn't sjx:c’ to git back afore a week.
Dry’s jist shoutin’ kuse dey knows it am
wrong.”

But Gabriello did not seem to accept tho
viows of old Putioncc on the situation, and

1rising, began to narrowly search for the cause
of tho firing.

] Again and again pealed forth the deep boom
Iof Ino gun, startling the birds from their
coverts m tho crevices of the rocks and pine
thickets.

“ See, Patience, sec! Now | know why they
are firing,” and Gabriello pointid seaward,
where the skies were becoming rapidly overcast
with inky storm-clouils, and a faint roar of a
coming storm reached their ears.

“ Put's so, chile; ilat big wessil am Ix'cnlmed
dar on ile coast, and ilat dar storm am goin’ to
knock it apioecs. Yes, chile, dey wants a pilot,
dey does.”

roh! that Father Hayes was hero!” cried
Gabriello, earnestly.

“ It won't do no good, missy. Do bossam a
rcg'lar 'Mcrican, an’ lie liain't gw ino to help dat
ship ef ho war here. Don't you see do llag,
missv?”

“ Yes; she is English, anil therefore an ene-
my; but humanity would cause Father llayos
to go to their aid and pilot them into the bay.
I hope some good fisherman will do it.”

“ No, iley won't, missy;dey wouldn't help dat
wessil, kaso slio's a enemy. No, chile, dom
poor sailors is got to die afore our eyes.”

“ Oh! that | knew' liow to manage a large
vessel! / would go.”

Old Patience adjusted her spectacles, wliich
sho always looked over instead of thnaiyh, and
gazed upon the young girl as though slio be-
lieved she hod taken leave of her senses.

After awhile sho said, reproachfully:

“You isa i/, chile.”

“ And what of that? | have sailed tho sloop
many a time, anil | know tho channel well.
See, Patience, is not that a boat? VYes, it is.
See, it comes around the point of land—just
rounding tlio whale’s back.”

“ | see him, chile. Yas, dat am a boat, on’ it
am houilin’ here.”

“ Then it must >0 my father returning. No,
it is not his sloop, but a small boat, with a sin-
gle sail. Who can it be? Hark! how'piteously
thoso guns cry for help.”

“ Its no use, missy; dey won't git nobody to
help 'em here.”

“ Yes, tho boat is coming hero. See, it has
rounded tho point, and there! lie has hauled
down liis sail uml taken to his oars, for thero is
not a breath of wind. How boldly bo puilsl
See, his boat just files over tho water. Oh!
Pationco, suppose that should bo Dudley?”

“ Don't talk of Massa Dudley, missy; do Lord
am done hub him safe in Ho bosom. *Poor boy,
wo neblier see him any mo'.”

The tears sprang into tho beautiful oyes of
Gabriello, but she suid quickly:

“ No, Patience, | feel that Dudley is not dead;
ho will yet return. Como, let us go to tho beach
anil meet tho boat, and | will urge whoever it
contains to go oui to the aid of tho English fri-
gate.”

Swiftly Gabriello descended tlio shell path-
way to the bench, followed more leisrroly by
the old negress, who, upon her arrival, found
tho young girl dancing about and clap; ing her
hands.

“ Yes, Patience, it is, it is, Dudley! Don’t you
recognizo him now ?

“ Fore Godl do chilo am right! It am massor
Dudley, or ho ghost.”

The next moment tlio boat ran half its length
out on tho beach, and tho well-known form of
Dudley Dash sprung out upon tho sand, and
clasped Gabriello in his strong arms—he wai
again at homo.

CHAPTER XIII.
a boy's pluck.

After tho warm greeting given himby Ga-
brielle, and a hearty “ Gor bress you, coile,?1
from Patience, Dudloy Dash turned raid glano-
ed anxiously seaward at tho rising stonu.

Gabriello'saw' his look, and then behold hla
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earnest gaze at the frigate, whose pleading guns
each moment seemed to call more loudly.

Anxiously she watched his face, and then
said quickly:

“ Dudley, that vessel is in terrible danger.”

“ Yes, Gabrielle.”

“ She will be wrecked if some bold fisherman
does not go out and save her.”

“Yes; she is on a lee shore, and a more dan-
gerous one she could not have found—there is
not a breath of air, and yonder storm will burst
upon the sea within half an hour. See, the
swell, driven before it is already coming in.”

“ Dudley, is there no one to save her/”

“ She is English, Gabrielle; 1 know her well;
three nights ago | was on her, and condemned
to be hung at tne yard arm.”

“ You, Dudley?” and the young girl’'s face
paled.

“ Yes- they believed me to be a pirate—"

“ A pirate! believed you a pirate?” and Gabri-
elle raised her hands in holy horror.

“ Yes: but it is a long story—I will tell it you
another time—now | must ac?.”

“ What are you going to do, Dudley!”

* Save yonder vessel. ’

Now was Gabrielle’s time to object, for Dud-
ley’'s words had greatly alarmed her. Should
he voluntarily go on board a vessel where he
had been condemned to death?

“ Look a here, Massa Dudley—you is a pop’lar
boy in dis neighborhood; but. chile, of der fish-
ermens knows you sabe yonder vessel from ab-
struction, dey gwine to git hoppin’ mad wid
yer, an’ no mistake.”

“ No doubt of it, Patience; but must | stand
here and see flvo hundred men go down before
my eyes, when | can save them/”

“Dat's a fack; but you kin turn yer eyes
away.

“ but their cries would haunt my very dreams.
Where is Father Hayes, Gabrielle?”

“ Gono to Portland in his sloop.”

“ Then | must act upon my own responsibility
—Gabirielle, | am going aboard yonder vessel.”

“ And | will accompany you.”

“Youl Why, little girl, you are wild.”

“ No; | am not. If you meet danger | will
share it with you. Why, | thought of going
myself and trying to save the frigate.”

Dudley burst out into a ringing boyish laugh;
but, suddenly checking himself, ho said, as
though thinking aloud:

“ Yes, we can reach the frigate before the
storm bursts, and once there the danger will bo
inver. Besides, we can prove that | told tho
truth, and am not a pirate.

“ Come, Gabrielle, we will take the life-boat.
Patience, | guess you want to come, too?” he
said, with a merry twinkle of mischief in his
eyes.

“ Nebbor! bress do Lord, chile, you done gono
crazy; yer mind is clean gone! Git me in dat
ar shell? No sar! I'm gwine to de house ter
pray fur you two childen, | is. I'se gwine to
git in out o' dis yer storm, or dar will be a
cullud funeral 'bout yer, an’ / won't be do
corpse.”

So saying old Patience trudged back toward
the house, while Dudley and Gabrielle sprung
into a long, narrow life-boat, or rather surf
skiff, and, seizing the oars, the youth sent it
skimming over tne quiet waters.

As he rowed swiftly along he told the deeply
interested girl of his remarkable adventures,
and learned that Carter Hayes had written to
the university, when weeks went by without
hearing from nim, and that one of the profes-
sors had replied how Dudley had been kid-
naped by a pirate vessel, the crew of which
had landed, and carried him off, in revenge for
his having frustrated their design tho day be-
fore, of carrying off the daughter of a wealthy
gentleman, whose villa was on the sea-shore.

The letter furthermore stated that a Mr. Dun-
ftan had, with a few men he called to his aid,
attempted to take Dudley from the pirates, but
that Mr. Dunstan had been severely wounded
and several of his men killed.

Dudley smiled grimly at this version of tho
affair, and made known the truth to Gabrielle,
whose beautiful eyes flashed with indignation.

* But, how did you get home, Dud?”

“ Why, | got the captain of the sloop to let
me take his yawl, when we reached the mouth
of the Kennebec, and here | am; but see, Gabie,
how rapidly those clouds rise, and just hear
how the storm roars! | tell you, we are going
to have a terrible time. The frigate is fairly
caught, for she can’'t budge until the gale strikes
her, and then she will drive right on the reef,
for it will be impossible to stand out to sea
against this storm.”

h “1 know that, Dudley; but you can save
er—"

“ Yes, if | arrive in time; but it is a hard
pull yet. Gabrielle, do you know there aro
many who will look upon it as a crimo for mo
to save that vessel?”

“ Will there be men so heartless?”

“ Yes, and women, too. She is the enemy of
our country; she has ventured in here, perhaps
to plunder our people on the coast, ana if sue
is lost, it will be said it served her right; but do
not took so frightened; | have made up my
mind to pilot her in under the lee of this island*

rand | will do it.
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How dark it isgetting; it will
be a fearful night, | tell you.”

Gabrielle cast a glance over tho motionless
sea, and then upon tho rushing storm-clouds,
ever and anon split in twain by arrowy light-
ning, and then shaken with rolling bursts of
thunder, which devoured the deep boom of the
signal gun.

“ This is terrible, Dudley,” and tho young

iyl shuddered and momentarily hid her face in

r hanils.

Dudley Dash made no reply, but bent to his
oars witn increased energy, while his face each
moment became moro danng and resolute.

“ Look! Gabie, how far is she off now?” he
asked, quietly.

“ Not a half a mile, and they soo us, Dudley;
they are waving to us, and tho gun has ceased
firing; pull, Dudley; pull for your life, for the
storm Is sweeping up as though it would wash
the very land away.

Dudley Dash cast one quick glanco behind
him. What he saw there caused his veins to
swell out, his teeth to set hard, and every nerve
and muscle to strain, for he knew that ho pulled
for his life, for tho life of Gabrielle, and the
lives of five hundred human beings.

“ Ho! the boat! Pull hard! for the love of
God! pull hard.” rung in hoarse, startling tones
across the waters, and Gabrielle waved her
hand in reply, while she trembled like an aspen
leaf with excitement.

She would not, she dare not speak now to him
who was straining for very life and death. He
knew every danger—ho felt all; he could do no
more than he was doing.

A wild cheer of encouragement broke from
five hundred throats; but the boy’s face was
like marble—he heard, and he kept on at his
killing, terrible stroke.

“On! on! for the love of God! on!” rung out
in trumpet tones.

The boy heard, but remained silent, and still
kept up his fearful stroke.

Once he glanced into tho face of Gabrielle;
her nerve was gone; her face pallid, and, with
clasped hands and staring eyes, she gazed upon
him—him, who held so much of life and death
in his hands.

Again there came a cry from tho frigate—
but the roar of tho storm rendered it unintelli-
gible, and then all on board stood in silence
awaiting.

Nearer and nearer came tho surf-skiff flying
over tho yet calm, but darkening waters, ana
the next instant, rushed alongside of tho hugo
frigate.

A wild yell of triumph mingled with the roar
of the storm; and then Dudley and Gabrielle
were seized in strong arms and dragged upon
tho deck, amid a wild, heaving mass of human
beings—they had reached tho frigate one min-
ute before tho storm!

CHAPTER XIV.
RUNNING DEATH'S GANTLET.

“Thank God! you have arrived

Eilot. What is to be done?” and Commodore

teLancy met Dudley Dash at the gangway,
and in the driving spray and increasing dark-
ness failing to recognize him, as one whom he
had sentenced to death, several days before.

“ To save the frigate—set a jib; her foretop-
sail—close-reefed, and spanker reefed down.
Our only course is to get into the bay and under
the lee of yonder island.”

“ A feamil chance; but we will aid you all in
our power.”

“ 1 shall need it. Come, Gabrielle, stand by
me, here,” and Dudley placed himself at the
wheel, where already stood three strong seamen,
awaiting his orders.

The sails were quickly set by willing hands,
and a silence like death fell upon the ship, for
the roar of the storm was appalling, and only a
few hundred fathoms distant there rolled a huge
white wave, weird and terrible in its phosphores-
cent light, and looking like a drove of wild,
foam-covered mustangs charging upon the de-
voted vessel.

The inky clouds above were in a mad chaos
of motion, and trailed along the sea, dragging
volumes of water after them, while their
gloomy shadows, added to the approaching
darkness of night, rendered the land invisible
from the frigate’s decks.

“ My God! pilot, I cannot 6ee how you can
find a harbor in this hurricane and darkness,”
exclaimed Commodore De Lancy.

“ 1 know my bearings, sir. Ha! here comes
tho storm. Down aU! and hold hard | for your
lives!”

As the clear voice of Dudley cut through the
storm, he throw one arm around Gabrielle, and
with the other clung hard to the wheel.

Then down, down, sunk the noble vessel, as
though the very seawere falling from under
her, and above her hovered the huge, rushing
wave.

With the force of an earthquake it struck,
and like a mere plaything the mighty vessel
was hurled landward, then driven over upon
her beam-ends, while mingling with the roar of
the storm arose tho cracking of spars, smashing
of timbers, snapping of cordage, and wild
wails of a scoro of bravo seamen torn from

in safety,
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their hold, and carried shrieking away into the
caldron of waters to their death.

It was an awful moment, and tho phosphor-
escent glare upon the sea, lighting up vividly tho
appalling scene, all eyes were turned upon the
young pilot, who still clung to the wheel.

“ Here! Hold this girl, and, on your lifel
cling to her,” and Dudley gave to a seaman the
unconscious Gabrielle.

Then he cast his eyes at tho rigging. The
main-topmast was gone, and the fore-topmast,
jib, and spanker had been blown into ribbons.

“ Cut away the masts,” cried Commodore Do
Lancy, through his trumpet. -

“ No, she will right herself: hold!” cried Dud-
ley, and as he spoko the vessel was again thrown
upon a mighty wave, and with a terrific lurch,
that hurled a dozen more men into tho sea, she
righted—going so far over to windward that it
was feared she would never rise.

But a moment after the gallant craft righted,
and was on a level keel.

Again all eyes turned upon the young pilot;
but howas calm and attentive, for his eyes
wore sweepingly cast through the rigging.

Then his voice rungout with a peculiar clear-
ness that was heard by all:

“ All hands to make sail! Set the fore-top-
mast staysail nr.d the fore-course! let fall tho
main topsail and mizzen-course! Lively men!
lively!”

Thero was no need of the latter order; the
willing seamen wero already moving with the
energy of life and death.

* She feels her saill thank God! the canvas
holds! At the wheel! starboard! hard-a-stai'-
board/’

The threo seamen, aided by Dudley, threw
their wholo weight upon the "huge wheel, and
the frigate’s bows swung slowly round; she
minded her helm even in that terrific storm,
and a sigh of relief broke from the lips of all
on board.

But tho danger was not yet over, by any
means. All around was darkness, and mad
waters leagjKMI high heavenward, while the winds
howled savagely through the rigging, and the
red lightning that momentarily lit up the scene
but seemed to show the awful dangers sur-
rounding the struggling ship.

“ What does she draw, sir?” yelled Dudley at
the top of his voice, although Commodore De
Lancy stood by his side.

“ Twenty-seven feet.”

“ Good! | can run in to windward of the
Whale's Back—a channel to the south of us,”
replied Dudley, and he bent his piercing gazo
around him.

“Young man, the frigate is in your hands.
If you can save her, God alone must aid you,”
said Commodore De Lancy, who could see noth-
ing landward to serve as a guide by which the
Boy Pilot could get his bearings.

Dudley made no reply; every nerve, every
energy' was bent upon the desperate work before
him, and he stood calm and confident while the
ship drove on with a speed that was frightful

Around him stood a score of officers, the
lightning blazing brightly upon their brilliant
uniforms, and in the waist or the ship, and for-
ward wero hundreds of brave seamen, awaiting
in breathless suspense the end of the frightful
drama they were playing, with Death.

Not a word, not a whisper did any one utter;
their lips rofused utterance—their eyes took in
the awrul scene in one glance, and tnen turned
upon the Boy Pilot; in him was their hope.

“ Port!* put your helm! hard-a-port!” yelled
Dudley in a voice that was hearcl only by tho
helmsmen at his side.

A vivid flash of lightning had shown him his
bearings.

“ Starboard! hard-a-starboard! and about
ship—ready, aboutl came in startling tones,
and all whom duty did not call upon to spring
to busy action, stood breathlessly watching the
result.

Would tho good ship come round?

Would not the mad waves dash her back?

Would it be death to all if she missed stays?

Such were the mental questions asked.

But the noble vessel swept up into the wind
and water, and though torrents were hurled
upon her decks, and shetrembled, as if in abject
terror, the bows went round, and the sails, catch-
ing the gale upon tho other quarter, filled
with a report like the discharge of cannon, and
forged the frigate ahead once more with fright-
ful velocity, and rushing toward a huge wall of
foam directly' ahead.

“ Men—we have to weather yonder reef—
there! where tho sea breaks with such fury. If
we fall to leeward of it there is no hope. Now
you know your duty’. Keep her close! if she
falls off half a point we are gone.”

This was said to the helmsmen in calm, but
severe tones, and with iron energy they grasped
the wheel, and every eye was turned upon the
danger ahead.

Suddenly a vivid flash of lightning made the
danger visible; the vessel had to pass through
a narrow channel—an island of rock to wind-
ward—a sunken reef to leeward 1

*At the timo of which | write the word t*hnnnt
was in ue. srfHO
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Like & mad racer the frigate swept on, and
then her bows cut into the surging foam.

There was an instant of awtui suspense, a
heavy shook, as a huge wave, hurled back from
the rocky island fell upon her decks, a blinding
shower of spray, and the gantlet of Death had
been safely passed! Ten minutes more and the
noble veisol wai anchored in safety under the
lee of 1le large, crescont-shaped island, where
Carter idayes was woat to keep his little sloop
at anchor.

Then from the throats of nearly half a thou-
sand men burst one long, loud huzza: the frig-
ate had been saved by toe skill and courage of
Dudley Dash. ---———-
CHAPTER XV.

A LEAP FOR FREEDOM.

“ Pilot, come with me into my room—you
have saved too ship, and | would speak with
you,” and Conm>dore De Lane/ leu the way
mto his comfortable new quarters.

With the delightel GaDrielle—who had re-
gained her spirits, now that the fearful ordeal
was over—clinjing to hi* han 1, Du lley entered
the cabin, where Comtnedore De Lancy and
half a dozen of his officers ha 1preceded him.

As he came into the presence of the English
officer, he threw aside the slouch hat he wore,
and which he had purchased in Gloucester, after
his aacupc fro n the frigute.

“ Great Godl who are you?” cried Commo-
dore De Lancy, springing to his feet, as the
bright lamp of tae cabin fell full upon the
youths

“ | am the one who just act9d as the frigate’s
pilot!” quietly returned Dudley.

“That | well know; but were you not a pris-
oner on board this vessel three days since?”

“ 1 was—| was unler sentence of death for
piracy on the high seas.”

“ Boy, | believed you dead; it was thought
that you preferred drowning to hanging, and
in some way ininage 1to unlock your manacles,
an 1sprung overboard.”

“ 1 unlocked my irons, and swam ashore.
Hal | not escaped, this vessel would now be in
pieces on the rocks.”

“1 know that well;
herer

“ | reached the shore, as | said, in safety,
after a long an | desperate swim, anl finding a
packet sloop coming up the Kennebec, took par-
age in her. My home is on this coast?not one
mue from here, and this young girl will prove
to you tuat | told you tne truth when | said |
was no pirate."

All glanced at the beautiful Gabrielle, who
bluihsa with confusion, and hid her face upon
Dulliy’s shod lor.

“ faank Gol, you escaped the fate of the
three buccaneers who boarded the frigate with
yoi! Cone here, my dear, and tell me how it
u | found thi3 handsome young man on a pirate
vessel.”

Tnus addressed, Gabrielle stepped forward
and in a frank, earnest voice, told Commodore
De Lancy, and his officers, all that she had
learned from the lies of Dudley.

“ And did you know this frigate when you
started to her aidf’ asked the commodore, gaz-
ing with admiration upon the face of the brave
boy.

“ 1 did, sir. Humanity alone prompted the
act. What my countrymen will say of what |
hare done | do not know; doubtless they will
believe me a traitor.”

“ You are an American, then?’

“ Heart, body an 1soul, sir.”

“If all American youths are like you, Eng-
land had best look to her laurels on the sea,”
said tho com nodore, earnestly; then he added:

“Anl what can 1 do for you, for saving the
frigate?”

“ Allow my sister and myself to return home.
Our surf-s'dff is on the deck.”

“ But whit reward can |—"

“ Commodore De Lancy, | will take no re-
ward for what | have done; did | do soJ[ would
look upon it as blood-money,” and Dudley’s
eyes flashed with pride.

“ Your sister, then, will accept this.”

“ No, sir. I will accept nothing,” frankly re-

ted G ibrielle, anl tho English officer seemed

feel himself in a bad position.

After a while he said:

“ My young friend, no thanks of mine, or
those whom you have saved, can ever repay
you, and you will have nothing else; did | think
you would accept it, believe me | would offer
you a commission in his Majesty’s service; but
as an American | fear you would refuse it.”

“ Most certainly, sir; but | thank you for
your kind offer.”

“ For my having once sentenced you to death
forgive me— ask it from my heart; but you
came aboard under most suspicious circum-
stance” and in very bad company, you must
admit; but that is past. Here, wear this medal:
it is on9 | am entitle 1to give from the king of
Great Britain, to any officer whose distinguished
services have won it; you have more than won
it”

As Commodore De Lancy spoke he pinned
over the left breast of Dudley Dash, a handsome
gold medal, sparkling with precious stones.

The youth’s eyes flashed with pride; he had

but how did you get

won acknowledgment from an enemy, but he
said quietly:

“ | thauK you, Commodore De Lancy. | will
wear this medal in memory of this eventful
night; now will you permit my sister and my-
self to depart?"

The Englishman looked perplexed—"* My
young friend, cannot you stay and pilot us out
to sea?”

“ No, sir; | saved tho frigate when in danger;
in calm weather you can tow out with your
boats at slack tide, and after taking sound-
ings.”

“Is this fair? You have us in a trap, should
on enemy come along and catch us here, or a
force from the land uttack us.”

Dudley was silent a moment and then said:

“ 1will send you one, when | return, sir, who
will pilot you to sea; but for fear he may get
into trouble, you must promise to land him
some leagues up or down the coast, and he must
come on board to-nigbe.”

“ Is he as experienced a pilot as yourself?”

“ But one other person knows this coast as |
do, sir, and he would never serve you; but the
man | will send you is an experienced pilot—he
is an Indian.”

Commodore De Lancy stepped aside and held
converse with several of his officers in a low
ton((je for a few moments; then he returned and
said:

“ Much as | regrot it, my young friend, duty
to my king, my ship, my officers and my crew,
compel mo to detain you to act as our pilot. It
will take several days to refit, and repair the
damages we have sustained; but as soon as we
are at sea, you shall be sent ashore.”

Dudley’s face flushed, and then paled, while
an angry light came into his eyes; but control-
ling himself, ho said, calmly:

“ My sister at least can return on shoreT

“ Certainly—I will call away a boat and—"

“ She has her skiff, sir; she can return alone
in that. Como, Gabrielle!”

As the two left the cabin, Dudley held a
short, whispered conversation with Gabrielle,
and then tne surf-skiff was lowered into the
water, and Commodore De Lancy himself aided
tho yoimg girl into it, again urging upon her
the acceptance of a purse of gold, which she in-
dignantly refused, for her temper was up at the
detention of Dudley.

Silently they watched her row swiftly away,
until she disappeared behind an island, and then
Commodore De Lancy said pleasantly:

“ Come, my young pilot, you are to be my
guest for a few days. | will give you dry
clothing to put on.”

Dudley said nothing but walked along aft,
until the Englishman started into the cabin
companion-way; then, with a sudden bound, he
rushed to the side of the frigate, and sprung
overboard into the sea!

CHAPTER XVI.
OUT OF THE SEA AND INTO IRONS.

The act of Dudley Dash was as unexpected as
it was sudden, so that it was a minute beforo
those who saw it realized wlLat ho had done.

Then there arose the cry—* Man overboard!”

“ Lower away the boats!” added an officer,
while Commodore De Lancy, returning quickly
on deck, and learning the cause of tho alarm, at
once countermanded the order. #

“ No, let him go. A boy as brave as ho is de-
serves to go free.”

But all eyes sought the water for some sign of
tho bold swimmer, yet nowhere was ho visible.

“He may have drowned ?” suggested an
officer.

“ Not he! One who risked what ho did throo
nights since to escape from the frigate, has per-
fect confidence in himself. Let him go, ana we
will work out of here as best we can,"and Com-
modore Do Lancy re-entered his cabin.

As for Dudley, he kept on under tho water,

swimming in a certain direction, and when he |

rose for breath, only held his face up to inhalo
air.

Then he again swam under water, until ho
felt he was too far off to be seen, when he arose
to the surface, and struck off with bold strokes
for a small and distant island.

At length he readied the lee of it, and here,
quietly seated in her surf-skiff, was Gabrielle.

“ Well, Gabie!”

“ Oh! Dudley, | am soglad you have come.
| feared you might not get away, but | was
going to wait all night for you.”

“1 made it easily. Now give me the oars,
for | need something to warm me up.”

Seizing the oars, the youth sent the light skiff
rapidly over the waters, and in half an hour
was in sight of the beach; but between the spot
where they then were, and the beach, rushed a
fearful sea, which had bounded over the outer
reef, and driven by the wind, made even that
land-locked and island-guarded bay, a turbulent
mass of waters.

“ Gabie, | never saw it rough like this in here
before, but we’ll risk it, for as soon as we reach
the lee of Fisherman’s reef, we will have it
plain rowing to the beach.”

“ Go ahead Dud; | am not afraid,” said the
girl in the stern of the forfekiff, and Dudley

The Dare-Devil; or, The Winged Witch of the Sea.

went “ ahead,” to the next moment regret it,
for the waters were wilder than he imagined.

But he could not retrace his way now; he
must keep on, and struggling with the tumul-
tuous waters he pulled on with all his strength.

But, in the darkness, and with his back to his
course, he lost his beiuangs, and suddenly the
skiff was dashed with terrible force upon a
sunken rock.

Both Dudley and Gabriello were hurled into ,
the water—the youth to instantly clasp thei
young girl around the waist, ciying:

“ Now, Gabie, we have to swim for it!
out with me—there!”

GabrieUe was a good swimmer, and a brave
girl; but in those mad waters she lost partly her
presence of mind, and Dudley had nearly her
whole weight upon him.

But lie bcie up bravely, and after a long, hard
itruggle icr life, reached the lee of Fisherman’s
itef, v here Gabrielle was able to help herself.

Ten minutes n.ore and they landed upon the
Leach, Leth uttcily exl austed by their efforts.

After a short breathiDg-spell they went up
the ratlrw ay to the cottage.

A bright light gleamed through the windows,
and numerous voices were heard within.

Opening the door, they entered together.

Ine room was filled with tobacco smoke.
Patience was cooking before the fire, and a
dozen rough-looking men were seated around,
rrnoking their pipes, and conversing in boisterous
tones.

At the sight of the youth and the young girl
the men sprung to their feet, and one of them
said harshly:

“ Dudley Dash, who piloted that frigate int#
Crescent Bay?”

“ | did, Daniel Dawes.”

“ Did you know that she was Englishf*

“ Yes.”

“ Then | arrest you as a traitor to your conn'
try. Hold out your hands, boy, for the brace*
lets.”

Dudley Dash knew the man well; he was thtf
county constable. Without a word he held
forth nis hands, while his wrists were immedi*
ately ironed; he was looked upon as a traitor ta
his country, and had become the prisoner of a
gang of heartless men.

Strike

CHAPTER XVIL
PATIENCE AND GABRIELLE AS ALLOCS.

By midnignt tne storm hod so far abated that
all of the men, except two, left the cottage of
Carter Hayes for their own homes.

The two were tho constable and his assistant
—they were to remain all night at the cottage,
and go on with their prisoner to the town or
Bath the following morning.

But there were two persons determined that
Dudley should not go thero, and thoee two were
old Patience and Gabriello.

Unwittingly tho old negress had told who was
the frigate's pilot, to a group of men who had
come to tho coast, and instantly pronouncing
Dudley a traitor, they had sent off for the con-
stable to arrest him.

Now that they had him. Patience was deter-
mined that they should not hold him, and at
once she and Gabriello put their heads together
to plot a plan of escape.

Dudley, who was calm and hopeful, felt, as
he watched tho plotters, that something was
going on, so to aid them all in bis power, he
asked Daniel Dawes to let him go into the next
room and put on somo dry clothing.

Tho constable at once transferred the mana-
cles to his ankles, from his wrists, and said:

“ Go ahead youngster; but no foolishnem,
mind you.”

Once in the room Patience, under a pretense
of getting his clothing went in after him, and
whispered:

‘“Chile, it's gwine to be all right—Missy Gabie
on’ me gwine to fix dem mens, an’ you Kin git
away.”

“ That | am anxious to do, and for one reason
in particular: but, work carefully, for Dawea is
a sly feUow.”

“ Hab no fear, massa: we're flxin' Pings all
right,” and the negress re-entered the room
where the two men sat.

* Say, old auntie, can’'t you give ns a bite, and
a pull at somo of Hayes’ good old rumf’ asked
Daniel Dawes of Patienco.

“Yas. massa; | was t'inkin’ you moot be
hungry like; | gits you somefln to eat.”

In half an hour Patience, with Gabrielle’s aid,
set before the officers of the law a tempting
supper, which they had sharpened their appetitesl
for Vy several pulls at a black bottle. a

“ This is indeed good, auntie: but tho bottle’..*
dry.”

“ You shall hab ’'nother, «*h—Massa Hayes
git wery mad ef | didn'tgin yer all yer want in
he’s house,” and Patience placed another bottle
before them—not rum as had been the other,
but pure French brandy, which the old pilot
had gotten years before from a wreck on the
coast.

The men ate to their hearts’, or rather stom-
achs' content, and drank deeply—so deeply in
fact that they werevery drank we they attemp-
ted to rise from the table.
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But the effort was too much for them; the
hearty meal and mixed liquors had done their
work, and they leaned forward upou the table
and were soon snoring deeply.

Patience, in clearing the things off, managed
to abstract from the jjocket of Dawes’ jacket liis
bunch of keys, for she had seen him place them
there, and handing them to Gabrielle, she con-
tinued bustling about the room.

But instant!v Gabrielle had slipped into the
other room, where Dudley wus lying asleep up-
on his be.l, for he was utterly worn out after
all he had gone through.

A light shake awakened him, and the chain
attached to his feet rattled ominously.

“ 'Sli—Dud! Don’'t speak! Here, let me unlock
your irons.”

“ And Dawes?”

“ Is fast asleep, as is Simmonds also. There,
you are free; now you must get out of the win-
dow. Bo quick!” and Gabriello gently raised
the sash.

Quickly Dudley sprung through, and the next
instant Gabrielle followed him, when the youth
gently lowered the sash.

“ Now, Dud, which way?”

“ To Portland. | will tako my cat-rigged
boat and run down tlio coast. Gabie, it was
good and smart of you to releaso me.”

“ Patienco did it, Dud; | only helped her;
but are you going to join Father Hayes?”

“ No; | overheard Dawes say that the Senti-
nel, an American frigate, was in Portland har-

bor. | am going down to bring her up to fight
tho "Englishman.”

“ Oh, Dudley!”

“ It is true. | can get back before tho Eng-

lishman sails, and then | will prove that| am
no traitor, as they' dared to call me.”

“ Oh, Dudley—this will be grand.”

“ Won't it, Gabie? but don’t mention it to a
soul; and, Gabie, | want you to do something
for me; | promised Commodore Delaney that
I would send him a pilot, and | wish to keep my
word, so | depend upon you.”

“ What shall | do. Dud?

“ Go over the hills to-morrow to the cabin of
the Tarrantine—"

“ Tho Indian fisherman?”

“Yes—old Tcllico—and say to him that |
wish him to go on board the English frigate
to-morrow night, and be ready to pilot her to

“ Will Tellico go, Dud?”

“Yes; howill if you tell him | asked him.
You know' | saved his life three years ago, and
he has not forgotten it—"

“ Yes, and i>eople said you were a fool to risk
your life to save an Indian.”

“ 1 know it, Gabie; but he was drowning, and
it would have been sinful not to have gone to his
aid: butyou tell him to let no one seehim board
the frigate, and in the day-time to keep out of
sight, as there will be people watching the ship
from the shore with glasses.”

“ Yes, Dudley.”

“ Anri tell Inm to only pilot the frigate be-
yond tho reef, if she goes out at night; if in tho
day-tiiue, to some place on tho coast where ho
can leave hor without being soon, for | do not
wish to get him into trouble; and, ask him to
delay her as long as possible, with some excuse
about the tide and wind, for | wish to get back
with the American frigate. Do you understand
all'.this, Gabie?”

“Yes, Dud. Now you must bo off, for I am
so afraid that Daniel Dawes will wako up.”

At once Dudley set off for the beach, and was
soon in his boat, tho same in which ho had
crossed tho bay to tho northward, when he res-
cued Gabrielle.

With a good-by to tho young girl, he raised
his sail, reefed close, for tho wind yet blew half
a gale, and stalled down the coast, his craft
dashing over the waters with wonderful speed,
and, with a fair breeze over her quarter, head-
ing for Portland!

CHAPTER XVIIL

AN AMERICAN COMMODORE RECEIVES IMPORT-
ANT NEWS.

Commodore Duncan, tho commander of the
American frigate Sentinel, was ashore, cnioy-
ing the hospitality of one of Portland’s wealthy
citizens.

Around him were gathered a number of dis-
tinguished gentlemen, and in tho room were
bevies of lovely women, flirting wdth the com-
modore’s handsomo young officers.

“ An officer would sneak with you, sir; ho is
in the reception room,” said a servant.

Tho commodore excused himself, and entered
the designated apartment.

An officer advanced to meet him, and by his
side was a youth of eighteen, clad in fisher-
man’s garb, and with a pale, haggard face.

“ Ah! Lieutenant Wheeler, it is you? Any-
thing wrong aboard ship?

“ Notliing, sir; but | took the liberty of
troubling you as this youth is the bearer of
most important news.”

“ Indeed! What is it, my man?” and the
commodore turned his keen eyes at once upon
the youth, in whom the reader has doubtless
recognized Dudley Dash.
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Dudley met the gaze unflinchingly, and re-
plied in his clear, self-i>0ssessed tones:

“ Commodore Duncan, last night | piloted
tho English frigate Iron Duke, Commodore De
Lancy, commander, into a small bav on the
Maine coast, above the mouth of the Kennebec
river.”

“ Indeed! | knew that the Iron Duke was on
this coast somewhere; but why did you tako
her in where she could damage our citizens?”

“ She was becalmed off my home, and tho
storm coming up would have wreckod her. |
acted for the sake of humanity, sir, and—"

“You are a bold-spoken young man for one
of youryears. What is your name, sir?”

“ Dudley Dash, sir.”

“Well, Mr. Dudley Dash, go on with your
story.”

“1 had just returned home, sir, when the
storm was coming up, and seeing tho frigate's
danger, my little sister and myself went out to
her In a surf-skiff, and arrived, just in time.

“ After anchoring under the lee of Crescent
Island, | asked to go ashore, and the commo-
dore. because | refused gold, presented me
this, and Dudley handed tho commodore the
decoration his courage had won from an enemy.

“ By Heaven! your services must have been
Sat for him to have given you this, boy.

ny men have lost their lives in striving to
win a trinket like this; but go on with your
story.”

“ Commodore De Lancy refused to allow me
to go ashore, as he said | must pilot him to sea
again; but my sister departed in the surf-skiff,
and, as | had told her, waited under tho lee of
an island for me, and | jumped overboard and
escaped.”

“ Brave boy! | wish wo had more like you
in service; but go on.”

“ Upon my return to my home, | was arrested
by the county constablo as a traitor to my
country; but Gabrielle and—"

“ Who is Gabrielle?”

“ My adopted sister, sir.”

“ 1 see.”

“ Gabrielle and Patience—"

“ And Patience is—?

“ An old negress, a servant.”

“ Go on; | am deeply interested; are not you,
Wheeler?”

“ Indeed, | am, sir; it was on hearing his
story that | determined to bring him to you.”

“ You did right. Proceed, my lad.”

“ Well, sir, Gabrielle and Patience got the
officers of the law drunk, and released me, and
| took my boat and ran down here, becauso |
heard tho constable say that there was on
American frigato anchored here, and | thought
| could pilot it up the coast and aid in the cap-
ture of the Iron Duke.”

“ Nobly said, my gallant boy, and you shall;
but, has not the Englishman put again to sea,
you think?”

“ No, sir; the frigato was somewhat damaged
in the gale, and lost two score of men over-
board. The commander said he would remain
several days for repairs, and | sent an Indian to
pilot him to sea again.”

“ Why did you do that?”

“ | promised to send some one on board, if
they would let me go; but | told Gabriello to
ask the Indian to delay all in his power, as |
would comoas soon as | could with tne frigato.”

“ Splendid! Now, my boy, we’ll go at once
aboard ship and get under weigh, if we cap-
ture the Englishman you shall nave a midship-
man’s berth on tho Sentinel. Until after we
meet in combat, you shall bo my pilot.”

A proud smile crossed the face of Dudley
Dash, and his heart tlirobbed with joy and hope,
as, half an hour after, he stood at the wheel of
the Sentinel, which, under a fair breeze, was
swiftly gliding out of Portland harbor—bound
?n a cruise in search of the haughty English
oe.

CHAPTER XIX.

THE BOY PILOT.

“When we get abreast of yonder island,
Commodore Duncan, we can see if the English
frigato is in the bay,” said Dudley Dash, who
stood at the wheel of the Sentinel, amid a group
of uniformed officers.

At once all was excitement on board tho
Amorican vessel. It was feared that their
enemy might have flown, but every heart beat
high withnope that she was still inthe bay, for,
though tho Englishman was slightly the superior
of the Sentinel in men and guns, yet all on
board, from the commodore to tne powder-
monkeys, longed to try their strength with tho
Iron Duke.

As for Dudley Dash, he was moro than
anxious, for he wished to redeem himself in tho
eyes of all who had called him a traitor.

Every eye was at once turned upon the island,
and, as the frigato slowly glided abreast of it a
wild hurrah burst from officers and crew; the
English frigate was still at anchor in the bay.

Tnat the coming of the American was a sur-
prise to the English vessel was evident, for great
excitement was at once visible upon her decks,
and the roll of her drums, beating to quarters,
was distinctly heard on the Sentinel.
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“Will you stand in and attack her at her
anchorage, sir?” calmly asked Dudley, politely
saluting the commodore.

“ 1 would rather fight her with plenty of sea-
room. Beat to quarters, Mr. Wheeler, and
have a shotted gun fired to leeward to dare her
out.”

There was little need of tho order to prepare
for action, for tho willing crew were already at
their posts, and tho officers hastily equipped
themselves in fighting trim.

Steadily the American then stood on, taking
in all superfluous sail, and by the time sno came
opi>osito to where the Englishman lay, she was
ready for tho work of death.

In tho meantime the English frigate still lay
at anchor, though she was apparently prepared
for conflict, but trusted to the American having
no pilot to enter the bay.

“They are working rapidlv upon their re-
pairs, sir. Shall | stand on in?”

“ No, pilot; we will give him a surprise first;
he doubtless thinks we havo no pilot. Mr.
Wheeler, fire the gun to leeward and run up tho
Stars and Stripes.”

“ Ay, ay, sir!”

With tne deep boom of tho gun, and roar of
tho shot landward, the flag of the United States
was run up to the peak, and the long pennant of
tho commodore fluttered from tho main top-
mast.

Instantly the blood-red flag of England was
spread to the breeze, and tho pennant of the
English commodore hung above nis decks.

But tho gun was not answered and tho work
of repairing went steadily on.

“ We’ll stand off and on for awhile, Mr. Dash,
and then suddenly surpriso him by standing
into the bg.y. There decs not seem to bo much
working room there, though?”

“ There is plenty, sir. The islands cause the
bay to look smaller than it is.”

“ And thero is plenty of depth, you say? You
know those vessels of war sink deep in tho
water?”

“ Excepting on the shoals and sunken rocks,
which | know well, there are seven to ten
fathoms in every part of the bay, sir. Tho
Englishman has the Indian for a pilot; | recog-
nize him standing by tho wheel "—and Dudley
Dash handed the glass he had been looking
through for some moments, to the commodore.

“ And you recognize some one else on the
rocks, yonder—eh?” said the commodore, smil-

ing.

q Yes, sir; my father and sister are there, and
a number of country people.”

“ Well, they will have a chance to witness a
grand fight. | pray God they may not see tho
stars ana stripes go down in gloom.”

“ | do not rear it, sir. The Sentinel, | think,
will prove a match for the Iron Duke.”

“ God grant it! Now, pilot, you can stand in;
but it looks to me as though there was as much
danger in running through this rock-bound
channel as in fighting the Englishman.”

“ Never fear, sir; | know every foot of water
about here. Tho Englishman seems determined
not to come out.”

“ For that reason | intend to go in and attack
him. Pilot, the sailing of the frigate isin your
hands* for God’s sake nave a care.”

Dudley Dash made no reply. He at once took
his stand at the wheel, and in a few moments
the Sentinel was heading in toward tho bay,
through one of the narrow and circuitous chan-
nels that led from the sea shoreward.

It was now plainly evident that tho English-
man had not believed the American able to
come into tho bay, and was greatly surprised to
see her suddenly standing gracefully through
the channel, at the same time again taking in
all but her working sails, for she had set extra
canvas when standing off and on.

“ The Englishman is slipping his cable, sir.
He is swinging round to the breeze. There! he
is standing across the bay with royals aloft and
topsails on the caps,” and Dudley Dash seemed
to feel a tremor oi delight at the prospect of the
engagement that must iollow.

The Sentinel was now within a milo of the
Iron Duke, and advancing at a slapping pace.

As she drew nearer, another gun was fired to
leeward, and instantly the Englishman squared
round and answered it "with a broadside that
shook the very sea, and rumbled like a hundred
bursts of thunder along the rocky coast.

With fearful velocity the iron hail rushed on
and tore over and through the brave American,
sending down a topmast there, cutting away a
heavy yard hero, and crashing through tho mas-
sive hull, to leavo tho deck slippery with human

gore.

Instantly tho American luffed, and again tho
thunders of artillery shook the hills, while her
hull seemed on fire as the guns belched forth
their iron loads, and the Iron Duke trembled
from keel to truck hs the fearful shock came,
with far more disastrous effect than had been
her own fire upon the Sentinel.

Then the roar of the guns became incessant,
as the two huge sea-warriors tacked about the
little bay, each moment lessening the distance
that divided them.

Nearer and nearer theycamo to each other,
and fiercer and fiercer crew the roar and rattle
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of combat, while more fearful became the car
nago.

With their rigging shattered, their hulls
pierced in a hundred places, their decks strewn
with dead and dying, anil their crews stripjxsd
to the waist, still lighting their guns, the two
vessels approached within almost pistol-shot
distance.

Then tho Englishman was compelled to go
about to avoid a sunken rock ahead, and as she
did so, the boy pilot saw his advantage and
quickly altered tho course of tho American so
that a raking fire was poured from stem to stem
upon the Iron Duke.

The effect was appalling, and ere tho English
crew could recover from its effect, the voice of
Dudley Dash was heard above the roar of bat-
tle, giving orders to the sailing crew, and the
next instant, by a masterly and daring move,
he laid the American alongside of the English-
man.

“ Boarders, ahov! Follow mo!” rung out in
the cheery tones of Lieutenant Wheeler, whole 1
the boarding party.

As ho sprung ujxrn tho Englishman’s deck,
a slender form was by his side. It was Dudley
D?]sh, with pistol in one hand and cutlass in tho
other.

Then began a desperate hand-to-hand fight on
deck, while below decks, on each vessel, tho
heated guns were pouring their fire into tho
trembling hulls.

But human nature could not long withstand
the impetuous rash of tho Americans, nnil in an
hour from tho time the first shot was fired, tho
flag of the Iron Duko was haule 1down.

Instantly there fluttered up to tho i>enk in its
place the Stars and Stripes, run up by tho hands
of Dudley Dash, tho boy pilot of tho victorious
frigate.

He had nobly won his berth, as a midshipman,
in the navy of his country.

CHAPTER XX.
THE DARE-DEVIL MIDDY.

The Sentinel had won a great victory; tho
Iron Duke had struck her colors to her bold ad-
versary; but each vassel quickly stood away
for the lee of Crescent Island and dropped an-
chor. for both were badly battered in hull, shat-
tered in rigging, and groans of anguish went
up from a hundred throats on deck and in cock-
pit and ward-room.

Commodore Duncan was as gallant an enemy
|'s brave, and Commodore De Lancy’s sword
Jwas returned to him.

By tho side of the American officer, when ho
had his interview with the English commodore,
stood Dudley Dash, a proud smile upon his face;
he had erased the ban of traitor from his name.

“ And you, sir, wore the pilot of my conqueror!
By Heaven! | half believed it when | saw tho
masterly manner in which the frigate was han-
dled,” and Commodore DelLancy turned his gaze
upon the youth, who replied quietly:

“ Yes, sir; | sought to redeem myself in the
eyes of my countrymen, for saving your ves-
sel.”

“ And nobly have you done it, boy; you will
yet win a groat name'for yourself, and you de-
serve a commission,” said £he kind-hearted Eng-
lishman.

“ He has already been appointed a midship-
man in the American navy, commodore. Mr.
Dash, you can now go ashore to visit your
friends, who mast be anxious regarding you.
Return to-morrow morningand commence upon
your duties.”

“ Thank you, sir,” and politely saluting both
officers, Dudley left the cabin anil went on deck.

As he appeared, there was an excitement at
once visible among the crew of the Sentinel,
and the boatswain, springing upon a gun.
waved his tarpaulin around his head and crioil
in stentorian tones.

“ Three rousing cheers, lads, one and all, for
Dudley Dash, the Dare-Devil Middy."

The roar of voices that responded was almost
deafening, and the youth’s face flashed with

and confusion; but, politely raising his hat,

bowed low to the enthusiastic crew, and
walked across tho blood-stained deck to the
gangway, for he had just caught sight of a
small boat coming alongside, and containing
two familiar forms.

At the gangway stood tho tall form of Tellico,
the Indian pilot, whoso eyes flashed with pleas-
ure as Dudley greeted him, and said:

“ You did well, Tellico; but, what detained
the frigate so long, while wo were delayed by
the calm?”

“ Much heap work to do. Tellico had heap
much gold—see!” and he displayed a bag of tho
precious metal, given him for his services.

“ | am glad of it, Tellico; but you mast not
tell any one how you got ib. Come, go ashore
with me, for | see Father Hayes and Gabrielle
are alongside.”

So saying, Dudley went down the gangway
steps, -followed by the delighted Indian, and
there a warm welcome awaited him from his
adopted father and the happy Gabrielle.

“ Boy, | am proud of you! | saw the whole

fht, and when | beheld tne American standing

and on outside, | feared you were not on

The Dare-Devil; or, The Winged Witch of the Sea.

board; but when she headed in, grazed the Tur-
tle rock, and then passed between the Twin
Castles, then, then | knew that you ordered her
wheel, for, excepting myself, no man on this
coast could have brought the frigate in by the
channel you came. Boy, my bravo boy, | am
proud of you,” and Carter Hayes wrung the
midshipmnn's hand until he winced.

Springing into tho boat, and followed by Tel-
lico, the party at once set off for the shore,
where upon their arrival at the beach they
were met by hundreds of fishermen and coun-
try people of both sexes, drawn to the coast to
see tlie sea duel between the frigates.

“ Wall, | do deelar'—ef yer hain’t ther gamest
boy in these yer diggin’s, then jist call ther ole
woman a liar,” and old Patience almost hugged
Dudley in her joy at seeing him.

As she dropp'd his hand Daniel Dawes, the
constable, stepi>ed forward—

“ Forgive me, Dud; | was rather hard on
you, | admit; but you must mind that the wind
was against you: it did look bad; but then, the
old nigger and Gabie got revenge for you, for
I'm cursed if | hasn't a headache yet from that
liguor, and my partner is drunk yet! | fear
they've made a hopeless drunkard out of him.”

Dudley laughed heartily, and replied:

“1 hold no ill-will, Daniel, and | admit ap-
pearances were against me; but, it is all over
now, and for my services | have been made a
midshipman on board the frigate.”

“ Hooray! hooray for Dudley! hoorav for the
young middy!” was heard on all sides; and
cheer after cheer was given, until Dudley was
glad to eseaj>0 to the cottage, where he made
known all that had happened to him, since ho
left homo, a year and a half before, to attend
college.

“ And now you are to leave us agnin, boy?
Well, it is doubtless lost; but, Gnbioand myself
will often think of you, cruising about tho seas,
and pray for your safe return.”

“ And I'll ask Pntienco to pray for you too.
Sho knows all sorts of prayers—won't you,
Patience?”

“ Yas, chile; I'll pray to do goo’ Lor’ elx?ry
night an’ mornin’, and lie will hear my prayer,
ef 1 be on'y a poor ole cullud pusson.”

Swiftly tho afternoon passed, anil toward
sunset Dudley anil Carter Hayes rowed out to

ethe frigate to ask Commodore Duncan to tho
cottage to supper.

I Willingly tne commodore accepted the invita-

1tion, anil late at night, when ho went down to
the beach to take liis boat back to the frigate,

; ho told Gabrielle ho had never enjoyed a more
delightful evening.

The following morning Dudley went aboard

! tho Sentinel and reported for duty, and shortly

j after the two frigates stood out to sea, the Dare-

; Devil Middy, as tho sailors had dubbed him,
when they learned of Ills most adventurous
career, at the helm of tho American, and Carter
Hayes at the wheel of tho Iron Duke, for Com-
modore Duncan had engaged tho old fisherman
to pilot his prize out to sou.

Gaining an offing Carter Hayes left the lron
Duko, and returned in his own boat homeward,
while tho two frigates stood down the coast
toward Portland, whero they were going for re-
jtairs, winch thev sorely needed.

Standing at the wheel, Dudley gazed astern
until the snow-white cottage faded from his
sight in the distance, and then with a deep sigh
he turned away: his career as a midshipman
had begun.

CHAPTER XXI.

THE DARE-DEVIL MIDDY AT WORK.

Several months after tho scenes related in
tho last chapter, alarge vessel of war was cruis-
ing slowly along tho southern coast, in tho
waters of the groat inland sea, known as tho
Gulf of Mexico.

In her fore, main, and mizzen top were sta-
tioned look-outs with glasses, who were earnest-
ly searching tho many indentures and inlets
along the shores.

Upon the vessel’'s deck both officers and men
were all glancing landward, as if searching for
some object.

Upon the auarter-deck of the sea-warrior,
which the reauer will recognize at a glance as
the American frigate Sentinel, stood the well

: known form of Commodore Duncan, surrounded
1by his officers, among whom the slender, graco-
i fill figure, clad in full uniform, and the hand-
i some, daring faco of Dudley Dash was visible.
| “ Mr. Wheeler,” and tho commodore turned
i to hislieutenant, “ should we discover the schoon-
er, | wish to tako her with tho boats, for wo
1dare not venture within two leagues of the shore
in tho frigate.”

“ Ay, ay, sirl What officers shall | take, anil

1how many men?” promptly answered the officer.

“ Sho cannot possibly havo more than sixty

1men, | think. Take four boat'serews with you,

and I'll give the midshipmen a chance. Let
, Mr. Dash go assecond in command, to you, and
| Midshipmen Trevor and Roy go in chargo of tho
| other boats.”

“Yes. Ho! the mizzen-top! Whnt is it you
say?”

“1 see tho topmasts of a schooner over tho

11

oint of land which lies just off the starboard

ow, sir.”

“ Ay, ay! Watch her closely! Mr. Wheeler,
| think that must be the schooner.”

All was excitement now on board the frigate,
which was brought a point in nearer shore, anil
Lieutenant Wheeler went forward to give his
ordei-s to call the boats away.

* Ho the deck!” suddenly came from the fore-
top.

“ Ay ay!”

“It is the English privateer we have been
chasing, sir. | can see her now, with my nak-
ed eye.”

“ Ay, ny! Quartermaster, bring her a point
further in shore. thoro, steady ns von are!
Mow, Mr. Harlow, we will come to anchor here,
for from this spot, we can blockade the little
Englishman,” and Commodore Duncan turned
to his second lieutenant.

A few moments more and the frigate came to
anchor, just ns the sun went down, and nl out
two leagues off the inlet in which lay the schoon-
er, the raking masts of which could now be seen
from the deck, over a low joint, of land.

1 A mile ujon cither side of the frignte two
elbows of land jutted far out into the gulf, so
1that the privateer could not escape to sea with-
I out coming under tho fire of the American's
! guns.
I Just ns darkness rested ujion the waters, tho
~four boats selected for the expedition were
| called away, and tho picked crews soon filled
j them.

“ liCtfall! give way!” enmo the stern order
|from Lieutenant Wheeler, and the bents moved
. slowly off in a line heading shoreward.

After a row of a mile they j.ulled more swifte
| Iv, and in an hour's timo rb jironchcd tho nar-
row" inlet, in which tho fleet little privateer
had taken refuge, for tho frigate- baa been in
1pursuit of her several days, always to bo dis-
tanced by tho superior speed of tho schooner,
which had been doing considerable damage to

American shipjungin southern waters.

Presently tin' leading boat stopped, and tho
others came alongside.

“ Air. Dash, you will tako tho schooner over
her bows; Mr." Trevor, you will attack upon
tho starboard quarter, rind Mr. Roy on The

;port. | will board over the stern nml go first.

“When | havo struck the craft, you will at-
1tack, Mr. Dash, and then tho other two boats
must follow". Do you understand, gentlemen?”
asked Lieutenant Wheeler.

“ Ay, ny! sir!"” answered the threo midship-
men.

“ Good! Now' row to your respective positloms,
and success attend you.

Tho four Inints then separated, each taking a
| different coui*se, and moving slowly over tho
I dark waters.
| A half mile away tho schooner lay dark and
| threatening. Mo light was visible cn board; no

sound came from her decks across the waters.

It was evident that thoso on board expected
an attack, and were lying in ambush, as it were,

|to meet it with determined and deadly resist-
e,
Proud of an opportunity to again display his
! courage, Dudley flash steered his boat to tho
spot Ix-st suited for his attack, and then tho
men rested on their oars, quietly awaiting tho
i signal for tho daring charge over tho waters,

Half an hour draggl'd its venrv leneth along,
anil there was heard the sound of rapid rowing;
tho ringing voieo of Lieutenant 'Wheeler broko
over tho waters; a cheer from his boat's crew
followed, and tho chargo uj>cn tho schooner had
begun.

“ Givo way, men! with a will!” and tho voieo
of Dudley Dash rung out, clear and strong

But, ns tho oars broke tho waters there came
suddenly a bright m 1 light, flashed up from tho
schooner's decks; a roar of cannon and mus-
ketry followed; anil then wns heard a crashing
of timbers, shrieks of pain, and veils of triumjih;
tho combat was begun in deadly earnest.

*

CHAPTER XXII.
TnN ATTACK AND ITS RESULT.

“ OXj men! Pull for your lives, or we’ll feel
tho weight of their heavy metal,” cried Dudley
Dash, as ho heard the iron crashing through tlie
boat of Lieutenant Wheeler.

With a yell tho oarsmen bent to their oars,
and tho boat fairly flew through the water.

But, keen eyes watched its j>rogress, and
again a m1 glare lit uj>tho scene, and with a
deafening roar, a torrent of grajie swept abovo
tho heads of tho crew.

“ By Jove! that would havo ended us. Cease
rowing,” rung out in the voice of Dudley Dash.

Instantly the boat glided noiselessly’ on, anil
overv ear was strained to catch the sound cf
combat.

“ Mv God! can they have sunk Lieutenant
Wheeler?” cried Dudley, and as he sjtoke a dis-
tant hail was heard coming from the water.

“ Put back for tho lovo of God! they have
sunk us.”

“ Give way, men, with a will, and lav aboard
vonder schooner!” sternly ordered the Daro-
Dovil Middv.

j He woulil not go back now*! He would on and
| avenge his comradest
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“ Way enough! Ward her off there!” and
with the order the cutter was under the bows of
the schooner.

There was a bright flash above their heads, a
deafening roar, a rattle of small arms, and sev-
eral men fell back dead in the boat.

But the Dare-Devil Middy sprung upon the
schooner’'s deck, ills pistol flashing before him,
and his cutlass sweeping around Inm, and at his
back came a dozen bold seamen.

“ At them, lads, at them!” and the handful
of gallant tars pressed forward with a cheer,
ana their inevitable onslaught drove the Eng-
lish crew backward into the waist of the
schooner.

But here they rallied, and, trebling their ad-
versaries in number, would have swept the
Americans into the sea, had not Norvel Trevor
and his crew just then clambered over the high
bulwarks and gallantly supported Dudley.

Still the schooner’s crew far outnumbered the
attacking party, and would have again driven
them back, had not a yell resounded behind
them, and Audley Roy and his men boarded
over the stern.

This reinforcement, which was considerable,
for Midshipman Roy had picked up the crew
from the sunken boat, completely turned the tide
of affairs, for the English were between two
fires.

Still they were in larger force, and fought
with stubborn desperation, as became British
seamen, and it was for a long time a desperate
hand-to-hand conflict, with English and Ameri-
cans mixed together in a confused melee.

At length, Audley Roy, with one arm hang-
ing limp at his side, from a pistol-shot wound,
reached the side of Dudley, and said, hastily:

Mr. Dash, you are in command; Lieutenant
Wheeler was mortally wounded, and his boat
wrecked; he is now in my boat astern, and

CE&d knows | am sorry to hear this; but,
Roy, we must beat them. Ho, Trevor! Ho,
men! Lieutenant Wheeler is dying! On! and
avenge him!”

With renewed cries, and desperate courage,
the seamen pressed forward; and, led by
Dudley and his fellow-midshipmen, their charge
was irresistible.  Slowly the English crew were
driven back, and at length they could go no
further; they were fighting on their quarter-
deck.

Here they made a dogged stand for a few
moments, and hot and cruel was the combat;
but at length they dwindled down to a gallant
few, whose commander at length felt that it
was his duty not to sacrifice more lives.

“ Hold! | surrender my vessel,” he cried, in
choking tones, and he lowered the point of his
sword; and then, turning it around, held the
hilt toward Dudley Dash.

The light of the battle lantern fell full upon
the youth, and the Englishman gazed upon his
handsome, boyish face with surprise.

“ | would surrender my swora, sir, to the offi-
cer in command.”

“ | am that officer, sir!”

“ You! a midshipman by your uniform?”

“ Yes, sir! but keep your sword. | am sorry
you did not surrender sooner—it would have
saved many valuable lives.”

“ To whom do | surrender, sir?”

“ To Midshipman Dudley Dash, of the Ameri-
can frigate Sentinel. What schooner is this?”

“ The English privateer Dreadnaught—seven
spins and ninety men,” professionally replied
uae English commander.

“ Captain, if yourself and officers give mo
their word not to attempt to escape, | will not
confine you. Now wo will look after tho
woundech” and Dudley Dash stepped to the
stem and sprung over into the boat tied there.

In the stem-sheets lay the form of Lieutenant
Wheeler.

Placing his hand upon his pulse the youth
started; It was forever stilled; tho gallant offi-
cer. his first acquaintance on board tho frigate,
ana his warm friend, was dead; his spirit had
ssied away to cruise through an unknown
realm.

Returning on board the schooner. Dudley set
to work with a will to look after the wounded,
who were numerous, and it was some time ere
they were all attended to.

Tnen he called his own men to their posts,
the anchor was hauled up, the sails set, and tho
schooner meved swiftly out of the inlet.

Heading tor the spot where they had left tho
frigate, the schooner dashed on for half an hour;
but to the surprise of all, the Sentinel was not
discovered.

Keen eyes and night-glasses swept the sea for
miles around, and searched closely along the
shores for a sight of the frigate, but no sail
greeted them—the schooner was alone upon tho
waters, and the frigate nowhere in sight!
Whither she had gone, or what had become of
her was a mystery to all.

CHAPTER XXIII.
DUDLIT DASH PLAYS A BOLD GAME.

W hen morning at length broke over the sea,
it found the captured schooner still cruising off
the inlet, with all on board scanning the wide
waste of water for a glimpse of the frigate
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I But the sun illumined the sea, and nowhere
was there a sail in sight.

! “ The frigate cannot be seen, Mr. Dash,” said
Audley Roy, coming into the cabin, where Dud-
ley sat in conversation with the English officer.

“ | am sorry, for it places me in an awkward
situation. Keep the lookouts alol't, Mr. Trevor,
and | whi stand off ami on here until | am cer-
tain the frigate will not return. How is Mr.
Roy?”

“ Much better, sir; it was but a flesh wound

' ho received, and now that the surgeon has
dressed it, he hjas reported for duty.”

“ He isa brave fellow. Mr. Trevor, you will
act as my first officer, and Mr. Roy as my
second, until we find the frigate.”

“ Ay, ay, sir,” and with that etiquette which
Is demanded on a well disciplined vessel, Norvel
Trevor politely saluted his Doy commander and
left the cabin to attend to his duties.

But a long and weary week of anxious watch-
ing passed away and no frigate came in sight.

Then Dudley Dash called his brother mid-
shipmen to a council, and it was decided to run
to Havana in search of the missing Sentinel, for
it was known that she intended going there.

“ She doubtless gave chase to some strange
sail and ran so far away that she concluded to
put into Havana and await us, taking it for
granted that we would capture the schooner
and follow her there,” said Mr. Roy.

“It may be that Lieutenant Wheeler had
some orders that we did not know,” returned
Dudley.

“ That must have been the case, sir. | would
advise starting for Havana,” remarked Norvel
Trevor.

“ And I,” joined in Midshipman Roy.

“ Then to Havana wo go. Wo can at least
get rid of our prisoners there, and procure a
supply of stores, of which we are in need, and
then we can go on a cruise after the frigate.”

“ Or turn the schooner over to some American
vessol-of-war that may bo in port.”

“ No, Mr. Roy; | do not intend to do that.
We captured this schooner after a hard fight,
and | will report only to Commodore Duncan.
If I cannot find him, why we will servo our
country on our own account as a privateer.”

Both midshipmen looked at their young com-
mander with surprise. Ho was a daring officer,
they both knew, for they had seen him tried;
but would he dare do what he threatened?

Fearless as he was, they almost feared ho
would not—I1 say they feared he would not, for
such a reckless adventure just chimed in with
their own spirits; but Audley Roy said, quietly:

“You have no commission as a privateer,
sir.”

“ | seized this schooner, and | need no com-
mission. With the stars and stripes at tho
peak, | care for none.

“ What will tho men say, sir?’ asked Norvel
Trevor.

“ 1 shall not ask them. If they mutiny, they
do so at their peril. Mr. Trevor, put tho schoon-
er away for Havana,” and tho Doro-Dcvil mid-
shipman spoke in a tone that proved he was in
deadly earnest.

After a rapid run tho Dreadnaught anchored
under tho frowning guns of the Moro Castle,
and Dudley Dash swept tho harbor with liis
glass in search of tho missing frigate. Sho was
nowhero in sight, and inquiry proved that sho
had not put into Havana at all.

Here was a quandary; but Dudley Dash
proved himself equal to it, and at once acted
with promptness and decision.

His first movo was to parolo tho English com-
mander and his crew, and sond them on board
a British sloop of war anchored near him.

This done, ho sent Audley Itoy ashoro to pur-
chase all supplies needed, for with tho schooner
he had captured a large quantity of gold.

Soon tho stores wero on board, and tho
schooner’s bow boldly turned seaward.

“Is not that craft a beauty?” asked Audley
Roy, as tho schooner was gliding out of the
harbor, and ho pointed to a rakish-looking craft
that was lying under tho guns of thp English
sloop of war.

“ 1 never saw a moro beautiful vessel. Sho’s
as saucy as a pirate, and can sail liko thowind,”
replied"Dudley, with enthusiasm.

“ She’s a prize to tho English sloop, sir,” said
tho man at the wheel, politely touching his cap.

“ An American, then?”

“ Yes, sir; she was built by a rich gentleman
to go privateering in on his own hook; but tho
sloop captured her by running afoul of her ina
fog. Inis | learned, when | went aboard with
tho prisoners yesterday, sir.”

“1'd hke to recapture her,” said Dudley,
quietly; but ho turned his eyes away from tho
beautiful vessel and ordered:

“ Mr. Trevor, call the men aft. |
speak with them.”

“ Ay, ay, sir.”

As -tho schooner gained tho open sea three-
score of hardy tars stood in lino before their
young commander, who, after eying them for
a moment, said, in his frank, cheery tones:

“ Lads, tho unfortunate death of Lieutenant
Wheeler placed mo in command of this schooner.

“ What his orders were, | do not know; but,
certain it is, that after accomplishing tho duty

would
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we were sent upon, we found our frigate
gone.

“ You well know that | waited more than a
week for her off the inlet where we left her, and
have now just left Havana, where we came in
search of her, but without success.

“ It is still my intention to search for the
frigate; but also to cruise ns a privateer until
we find her. In this determination my officers
have supported me, and | have called you aft
to know if there is one man in this schooner
who fears to snil under the command of the
Dare-Devil Middy ?

The wild cheer that greeted his words was
certainly most gratifying to Dudley Dash, who
doffed his cap, and rephed:

“ Lads, | thank you; frem my heart | thank
you. | am but a boy in years, but you have all
seen me tried, and | see in your midst the gal .
lant tar, Dirk Harding, who gave the name by
which you arc pleased to call me. Mr. Harding
until we find the frigate, or it finds us, | ap-
point you my acting third lieutenant.”

Again a rousing cheer greeted the bov com-
mander, and he felt, come what might, he
could wholly rely upon his officers and men.

“ What course shall we steer, sir?” and Dirk
Harding, an honest, brave old sailor, who had
once been captain of a merchantman, and

\afterward boatswain on tho Sentinel, came aft,

and politely saluted.

“ Head for Abaco, in the Bahamas, Mr. Hard-
ing. My first duty will be to pay an old pirati-
cal friend avisit—one he will little like,” and the
young adventurer descended into his cabin,
while the fleet schooner bounded swiftly along
on her course.

CHAPTER XXIV.

CAPTAIN WINWOOD AT HOME.

My readers certainly have not forgotten Cap-
tain Winwood, tho buccaneer chief, whose pro-
meditated attack on the villa of Judge Raynor,
had proven so opportune to Dudley Dash.

Now, Captain Winwood had a double motivo
in this raid upon tho villa; he not only desired
to possess himself of the judge’s gold, but also
to run off with tho fair Louise, whom he had
met several years before, when howas an officer
of tho navy of tho United States, and dearly
loved her.

But tho captain was a very fast man, and his
wild lifo led him into difficulties which caused
him to take life to extricate himsolf, and then
he was compelled to fly the country to savo his
neck from tne hangman'’s noose.

After his flight, ho wrote to tho fair Louise,
and beggod her to become his bride, and re-
ceived irom her an indignant reply, while tho
iudge intimated in a letter to him, that it would
he a serious thing for him to again cross his
path.

Having cruised against the buccaneers in
southern waters, Captain Winwood know
where to find a place of refuge, and accordingly
cast his lot with a horde of pirates, who soon
after made him their chief, for, to say tho least
of him, he was a brave and skillful officer.

After his narrow escape from capturo by tho
Iron Duke, Captain Winwood left Dudley and
his boat’'s crew to their fate, and stood away
for that part of tho coast upon which dwelt
Judgo Iteynor and his lovely daughter.

Entering the little bay, net far frem tho uni-
versity, ho selected a score of his best men and
moved slowly toward tho villa.

But his coming had already been discovered,
and instead of gold he got lead and steel, from a
party of worthy citizens, who drove him rapid-
ly to his boats with a loss of half his men.

Putting to sea again with all dispatch, Cap-
tain Winwood. tho following morning, sighted
%_small sloop that was standing rapidly toward

im.

At first ho believed it to bo a party coming
from the shore to attack him: but a closer ob-
servation through liis glass proved that tho sloop
was manned, and carried only half a dozen men
ujxm her declis.

Shortly after a signal was displayed, and,
coming to, tho schooner awaited tho approach
of the sloop.

It was soon alongside and two men sprung on
tho deck of tho buccaneer.

The one was Paul Dunstan, polo and excited
—tho other Loyd Newton, reckless and indiffer-
»ent.

“ Paul Dunstan—do | see aright?” exclaimed
tho buccaneer captain with surprise.

“ Yes, Winwood; | am, hke you, afugitive—
we littlo thought when wo were rivals for the
love of tho fair Louise, that we would one day
be outlaws; but so it is.”

“ And you ore an outlaw then?’

“ Yes; things went wrong with mo ashore.
| got into some troublo. A fellow | had in my
pay blabbed, and | had to clear out. Thank
Satan for lookingafter hisown, | saw and recog-
nized your schooner, and put out to her: but.
lot me introduce my particular friend, Loyd
Newton. We aro both open for a berth aboard
your vessel, and | have lour men here who will
join you.”

“ Good! | am short of both officers and men:
I have had bad luck of Icto. Is this your sloopP
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“ Yes; | bought her months ago, to kidnap
the judge’s daughter; but my plans miscarried,
as did yours last night: but what in the name
of Satan did you do with that boy you cut down
after Newton had hung him up?”

“ Took him to sea with me and tried to mako
a pirate of him: but it did no good; vet ho was
doubtless hung for a buccaneer, as 1 sent him
aboard a vossjl one night tliat | thought was a
supply ship, and which proved to bo an English
frigate, tnat very nearly caught my schooner.
The boy wounded you in a duel, | believe?”

“ Yes, and | earn3 near dying, curse him. |
hope ho is hung; but, come, captain, set tho
sloop on fire a.id lut us get away from this
neighborhood, for | don't liko to bo so near
shore.”

Captain Winwood gave an order to one of his
under officers, and the sloop was set on liro and
turned adrift, while the boa Lance at once set
sail, heading on a soutnerly course.

W ita the cruise of tho boa Lanoo | havo littlo
to do; but will state that it turned out a moot
unsuccessful one, and with a mutinous crow
Captain Winwood was at length compelled to
stand away for his island rendezvous in tho
Bahamas.

He had been there but a fow days, and was
thinking of putting to sea again, whon one day
a vessel was reported approaching tho island.

Taking his glass he loft liis cabin on shore, and
walked to a high hill, commanding the entrance
to tho little bay in which his schooner was an-
chored.

Landward, tho view was certainly uninviting,
for a succession of sand-hills and rocky gorges
mot the eye, dotted here mid tliero, close to tho
beach of the littlo bay, with rudo cabins, tho
homes of the buccaneers when on shoro.

In the little land-sholtorcd bay lay tho Sea
Lance at anchor, and with her topmasts down,
to prevent being soen by any vessels passing
near the island.

On the high point of land jutting into tho sea,
was a masked battery of threo cightccn-pound-
ers, that commanded fully tho approach to tho
bay.

I¥[ was at this point that a lookout was con-
stantly kept, and upon his report that a vessel
was in sight. Captain Winwood had ascended
the hill, and turned his glass upon tho strango
sail.

“ She is a largo schoonor, and armed, and sho
heads direct for tho entrance to the bay. bho
moans mischief, and | must see to it; but what
traitor can be at her helm to briim her here?
i£.i! sho Hies tho American flag! By heaven!
lucre is to bo warm work here, for yonder craft
conics on noerrand of peace.”

bo saying, Captain \Yinwood hastily doscend-
od the hill, and his stern voice soon called his
mon to busy action.

“ Into the fort there, a scoro of you, and man
those guns! Mr. Dunstan, you and Nowton
take charge of the fort, and Valdos and myself
will go aboard the schooner and prepare for ac-
tion. |If the stranger comes directly on, open a
hot fire upon him, and if ho runs the gantlet of
the fort, I will lay him aboard with tho Soa
Lance.”

TJie officers and men at once set out for their
respective postj, and when Paul Dunstan reach-
ed the fort he found tho strange schooner within
a mile of the shoro, and standing rapidly in to-
ward the entrance under fighting canvas, and
with her men at tho guns.

CHAPTER XXV.
THE BUCCANEER AND THE MIDDY.

Having reached tho masked battery, or fort,
as Captain Winwood was pleased to call it, Paul
Dunstan and Loyd Newtown set about prepara-
tions for firing upon tho schoonor, wnich was
standing swiftly in, ovidently under the guid-
ance of an experienced piiot, for no vessel
would otherwiso dare run in so boldly upon an
unknown shoro.

“ She is noar enough to fire upon; blaze away!”
cried Paul Dunstan.

He evidently did not liko to soo tho flag of his
country coming so near, with hostile intent.

The canvas screen, made to resemble a bank
of sand, was instantly removed from beforo tho
grinning muzdos of the lon” eighteen.-:; tuen
the burst of artillery fairly shook tuo hid, us
tho three guns poured forth their firo.

Two of the iron meisongirs sped wide of tho
mark; tho third struck tho schooner somewhere
in the waist, and it was evident hit her hard.

But the fleet vessel still stood on?disdaining
to reply, and in spite of the rapid and well-
aimed firo from the hill, soon ran in under tho
land where she would be out of the rango of tho
fort.

But she had passod through a severe ordeal,
for the point of her long bowsprit was shot
away, the main-topmast was hanging by the
rigging, and several ugly looking holes were in
her decks, which were blood-stained, and hero
and there dotted with the dead.

Once into the channel, and the schooner stood
on, as fast as her shattered condition would ad-
mit, and soon glided into the little bay, where
the Sea Lance came in sight.

Instantly the buccaneer craft stood across the
harbor to meet her, and luffing quickly, gave
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her a terriblo broadside, which again did con-
siderable damage.

j Upon tho schooner’s quarter-deck stood Mid-

~ shipman Dash, his eagle eyes talcing in tho

| whole scene—his face pale, but calm.

1 When tho broadside of the Sea Lance struck
his vessel, tho order to fire trembled upon liis
lips; but suddenly cheeking himself, ho cried:

“ Men, wo are hurt too bad for tho schooner
to bo of much further use; Ictus take yonder
craft unhurt. Boarders, ahoy!”

A wild cheer broke from the men, and with
an order to the helmsman, Dudley Dash sprung
forward to lead the boarders.

But again came a broadsido from tlio Boa
Lanco; fortunately it cut away the rigging, and
human lifo was spared.

; As tho mainmast tumbled to tho deck, drag-
ging tho foremast with it, tho Sea Lanco wu3

; skillfully laid alongside, and with maddening

| yells the buccaneers sprung on board tho almost
wrecked schooner.

1 Dudley Dash had formed his men in a solid

llino, just under the shelter of tho quarter-deck,
and as the mass of buccaneers hurled them-

: selves upon tho American vessel, there camo tho
stern order:

“ Together, mon—fire!”

It was a telling volley, for one half tho buc-
caneers went down, and ero they could recover
from their surprise, for they had deemed vic-

_tory in their grasp, the cheering voice of tho

j Dare-Devil Middy rung out.

“ Up and at them, lads!”

! With longing cries tho irresistible mass moved

: forward, and tho remaining buccaneers wore

1swept into tho sea.

I “ Boarders, ahoy! o:i their own docks wo'il

| fight them now,” and Dudley Dash sprung upon

«tho Sea Lance, followed by liis throe officers
and two scoro of men.

There ho was met by Captain Winwood him-
self, and his remaining buccaneers.

But tho onslaught of tho Americans drovo
them back, and Dudley Dash and tho buccaneer
chief were faco to face.

“ You here? You wero not hung then?”

“ No, Captain Winwood. Lay down your
arms and your lifo shall bo spared, for what you
once did for mo.”

“ Never! | savod you, to mako a tool of you
—through you to rob Judfjo Itaynor. Curso
you. boy, you owo mo nothing,” savagely said
the buccaneer chief, and drawing a pi tol quick-

I'ly, he leveled it at Dudley Dash and pulled tho
trigger.

But tho powder flashed in tho pan,* and Cap-
tain Winwood, with a bitter curse, sprung for-
ward, with drawn cutlass.

“ So bo it, then! Now, | will take your life,”
and tho two blades crossed.

Though a mcro youth, Dudley Dash was a flno
swordsman, for an old coast-fisherman, who Imd
once been a British sailor, had taught him tho
use of all kinds of swords, and constant prnetico
had mado him proficient in tho urt of self-do-
fenso, and offense.

Therefore Captain Winwood found that ho
had met his match, for ho did not cut down, as
ho had expected, his bravo young adversary.

Then followed a hard-iouglit combat—tho
buccaneer chiof fighting for tho death of his
enemy, and for his own life. Dudley Dash de-
termined to slay tho man beforo him, and thoro-
by rid the seas of a fearful scourge.

With flashing eyes, hard-drawn breath, and
muscles severely strained, they fought on, until
at length Captain Winwood seemed to feci that
his hour had come, for his men hail surrendered,
and the Sea Lanco was won by tho Americans.

Once liis eyes glanced upward—but whether
in prayer or not, none knew; then his faco bo-
came pallid and his lips whito, wliilo his nervo
seemed loaving him.

“ Will you surrender now?” sternly said Dud-
ley Dash.

“ If I slayyou shall my lifo bo spared?” hissed
tho chief.

“ Yes, you shall ro freo.
p.»

“ This is madness, Mr. Dash,” said that officer
impatiently.

“ 1 promise him liis lifo if ho kill me; soo to it,
Mr. Roy,” repeated Dudley Dash.

“ If | surrender—wliat then?”

“ You shall bo hung.”

“ To tho death then bo it; your lifo or mine,

b*oy.”

With fierce determination Captain Winwood

| again pressed forward, to bo met with calmness
and skill which his fury could not destroy.

. A few moments longer tho combat wont on,

i and then Dudley Dash seemed to suddenly nervo

I'himself to greater exertion; t'ie result followed

| almost immediately, for Captain Winwood, the

j buccaneer chief, received his death-blow at tho
hands of tho Daro-Devil Middy.

Mr. Roy, you soo to

CHAPTER XXVI.
AN EXECUTION.
As Dudley Dash struck Captain Winwood to
_tho dock, there came a sudden shout from tho
J men; but it was not altogether a cheer—for a

| * At that time—1SI12—lint lock pistols and guns
*were la use, Auraoa,
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cry of alarm mingled with it—as a terrific yell
answered Die cry of tho Americans, and two
boats dashed alongside tho Cea Lanc<f, filled
I with men.
| Interested asthey wero with tho duel between
| their boy commander and tho pirate chief, the
seamen had not noticed tho coming boats until
i the%/ wore just aboard; but they met tho attack
"with a volley that momentarily checked them,
\and tho buccaneers seemed as if about to ro-
! treat.
But, suddenly, Paul Dunstan and Loyd Now-
i ton sprung upon tho dock, and their comrades
| quickly followed.
Thcro was a rattlo of fire-arms, a clash of
Sblades, and Paul Dunstan fell to tho deck, mor-
| tally wounded, by a pistol shot from Audley
i Roy.
| At the samo moment Dudley Dash rushed for-
ward nnd struck tho sword from tho grasp of
Loyd Newton; but, instantly, ho started back,
crying:
Am | right—you nro Loyd Newton?”

“ Yes,” sullenly replied tho young man, os ho
held forth his hands to bo ironed, whilo tho buc-
caneers, seeing their leaders beyond all resist-
ance, lustily cried for quarter.

“ And Paul Dunstan. too, leagued with pi-
rates,” and Dudley Dash turnod his gaze upon
tho dying man.

Blowly tho eyes of Taul Dunstan opened, and
then met tho gazo of tho young midshipman.

“ Ila! you nro victor in tho end. Thank God!
I'll not be hung,” and then as his eyes fob xipon
his friend in irons, ho said, recklessly: “ Now-
ton, you'll bo hung. Our lifo of piracy was a
short life, and—a—merry—merry—cruise—God
—havo mercy—upon—my poor—mother—too
late!—too—Ilate!”

Again the eyes closed; but ho still breathed,
ami Dudley Dash knelt besido him and said,
softly:

“ Your mother shall never know how died
her son. | will sond her word that ho fell in
action with an enemy.™

Tho eyes again opened, nnd tho right hand
felt for the grasp of Dudley, who quickly took it.

Then their gaze met, and a smile came upon
tho faco of the dying pirato, whilo his lips parted
with the simple words:

“ Thank you.”

They Were tho last words ever spokeu by Taul
Dunstan; a moment after he was dead.

“You'll hang me, | suppose?”

Dudley started. It was Loyd Nowton who
spoke, and whoso oves glared upon him.

“ Piracy upon tho high seas is punishable
with death. Yoil wero taken on a pirato deck,
in the uniform of an officer, nnd resisting
American seamen; yes, Loyd Newton, you shall
die.” and Dudley Dash turned away.

“ Have you no mercy?” groaned tho con
demned man.

“ Such mercy nsyou onco showed to mo, Loyd
Newton, just such mercy will I show to you.
Hr. Roy, get together theso buccaneers, and let
us have their execution over. Wo havo much
to do, for our schooner is in a sinking condi-
tion.”

“ Av, ay, sir.”

An hour afterward the stores nnd tost, arms
of tho sinking schooner wero transferred to tho
Sea Lance, which ran in alongside of n small
pier, built out from tho shore.

Then on tho beach tho prisoners wero drawn
up in line—thirty-fivo in number, and five of
whom wero wounded.

Glancing keenly down tho lino, Dudley Dash
said, sternly:

“ Men, my experience on board your vessel
some timo sinco, convinced mo that many of
you were buccaneers against your will, various

| circumstances, which, perhaps, you could not
control, having caused you, as | can well under-
stand, to enlist under tho flag of the pirate.

“ By tho laws of nations you have forfeited

j your lives, anil though | do not promise you
freedom from all punishment, | pledgo myself
to intercede for you, and Leg that you may be
pardoned, excepting your three officers now
! remaining—Mr.*Newton, and tho Spanish Lieu-
tenants, Valdos and Pedro. Per tlioso throe
there is no cxcuso; they must die!

“ Butmy clemency toward you is cn one con-
dition—that you enlist as seamen under my
command—that you do all tho work assigned
you, an | upon your good conduct dei'‘ends my
report to my commodore, flhould cno net cf
yours causo mo to feel that | rm disappointed

:m you, the man who commits that act shall te
hung five minutes after. Do you ngreo to my

j terms?”

If a hearty cheer wn3 cn indication, Dudley
should certainly havo Lorn satisfied, for tho re-
deemed buccaneers fairly mado their throats

; sore with yelling, whiio cno hardened old sinner,
anxious to gain favor, cried out:

“ And I'll tell yer, enptin”, v V.r ycr kin pita
dozen moro likely lad: —they was tuck from a

| wreck somo weeks ago, an’ is prisoners in yon-
; dcr cabin for tlicr samo that t!:cy would not jine

' our bloody band o’ cut-throats.”

“ Go and bring thoso men here, sir.”

j Tho cx-buccanccr departed with alacrity,
and in ten minutes returned with a haggard*

1looking hand, thirteen in alh
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Their story was soon told—they were all that
remained of an American privateer, which had
been wrecked in a storm, and washed ashore on
the pirate island.

With this addition to his crew, for the priva-
teersmen willingly enlisted under the gallant
midshipman, and his buccaneer recruits. Dudley
Dash found himself in command of a hundred
seamen.

“ All hands ahoy! to witness execution!” then
loudly called out old Dirk Harding, the acting
third lieutenant of the amateur privateer, and
the seamen, ex-buccaneers and all ranged them-
selves in line amidships, on the Lea Lance.

A platform was then erected over the star-
board bulwark, and a dozen weather-beaten tars
detailed to act as the executioners, and armed
with muskets.

Then the throe prisoners were brought up,
and mounted upon the platform—Loyd Newton,

llid and shalring as if with ague: the two
ganiards, with livid faces, but a stubborn, in-

ifferent manner.

“ Dash, for God's sake, show me mercy. Re-
member, we were students together. Do not
have me killed,” cried Loyd Newton, wringing
his manacled hands in agony.

Dudley Dash was very pale; but his face was
very firm, and his eye unflinching, as he re-
plied:

“ No, Loyd Newton: there is no hope for you;
you must die. Mr. Harding; is all in readi-
nessT'

“ Yes, sir.”

“ Then do vour duty, sir.”

Immediately the squad of executioners were
called to attention, and at that instant Loyd
Newton dropped uj>on his knees, and his hands
were stretched out in supplication—perhaps in
a prayer to his offended God—perhaps in en-
treaty to the stem youth whom he had once so
deeply wronged, and who stood with folded
arms, and stem face, gazing far out over the
waters.

“ Firo!”

With the ominous word, twelve guns flashed
forth their death-knells and the three buccaneer
officers fell dead upon the platform. Their evil
lives had ended in gloom and despair.

CHAPTER XXVII.
UNDER ARREST.

T he morning after the capture of the pirate
stronghold by Dudley Dash, that gallant young
officer called a council of his officers in the luxu-

riously-fumished cabin of the Sea Lance, for

is own schooner had been completely used up
n the fight.

“ 1 send for you, gentlemen, to make known
my plans,” he said, as the three officers seated
themselves. “ You are awareS5 he continued,
HAthat my two visits to this island, when on
board this vessel, under Captain Winwood, en-
abled me to come here and attack the buccaneer
stronghold! Unexpectedly | found Winwood
and ms vessel here, which gave us harder work
than we had anticipated, for | expected to cap-
ture the island, and await his return, and sur-

ise him; but, as it is, wo are successful, and

ugh we lost our own vessel, have captured
one nearly as good; but | am determined to have
a better craft, an 1| learn from several of the
buccaneers that the schooner captured by the
English sloop, and which we saw in Havana,
was chased by Winwood on threo occasions, ana
ran away from him with ease—as the schooner
is larger than the Sea Lance, and was thorough-
ly armed, it was doubtless the desire of the
owner and captain not to fight unless compelled
to, and to grow rich off of merchant prizes.
Now, | am determined to have that schooner,
and shall sail to-day for Havana, If the schooner
is there | shall watch my chance, and cut it out,
having it understood through rejiorts spread
.ashore that Captain Winwood did it, and thus
avoid trouble between our government and
Spain. If the schooner has gone on a cruise, so
much the better, for we can take her on the high
seas. |If we find our frigate, in the meantime,
why our cruise will be at an end. Am | second-
ed by you in my plans?”

An affirmative answer was at once given, for
all now felt the most perfect confidence in their
young commander, and his wish was then law—
where he dared lead, they dared to follow.

One week after leaving the island rendezvous,
the Sea Lance dropped anchor in the harbor of
Havana, the stars and stripes flying from her
peak.

With joy Dudley Dash beheld the coveted
.schooner still at anchor; but the sloop-of-war,
\her captor, was nowhere visible; she had gone
'off in search of other prizes,
| Selecting several of his most trustworthy sea-

men to ai 1him ashore, and giving strict orders
that no one else should leave the vessel, Dudley
Dash landed, at an isolated pier, and went to an
inn, to which he had been directed by an old
seaman, who had been often in Havana.

Here he obtained temporary quarters for his
men, and the several sailors who were to aid
him by shipping on board the captured schooner,
and then he sained forth to glean what news he
could. !

He had discarded his uniform for a citizen’ssuit,
and was strolling slowly along, when he was at-
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'éracted by some articles for sale in a shop win-
ow.

As he turned to walk on he beheld a pair of
gleaming black eyes gazing at him from within
the shop.

Somewhere before he had seen that face—but
where ?

That was what puzzled him, and in vain ho
strove to forget the unpleasant impression they
left upon him as he walked along.

He had gone on slowly for half a dozen blocks,
when he heard quick steps behind him, ami
turning quickly he beheld th3 shopman and two
soldiers approaching him.

“ That is he; | know him well,” said the shop-
man, in Spanish, and the two guards stepped

Jforward, one of them saying sternly:

“ | arrest you, senor; resistance ta useless.”

I “And why am | arrested?” asked Dudley

| Dash in the best Spanish he could command.

I  “That you will soon know. Come, | must
iron you.”

At first Dudley Dash seemed as if about to ro-
sist; but then, thinking there must be some mis-
take, he held forth his hands, and iron manacles
at once clas{>ed his wrists.

He was then marched off to the guard-house,
where the shopman, and several other citizens,
whom he had collected on tho way, heldan earn-
est conversation with tho officer of the guard.

What that conversation was Dudley did not
know - but at its termination tho officer said:

“ Well, young sir, | shall have to carry you to
tho moro for safe keeping.”

“ And why? | am an American officer,” in-
dignantly said the youth, while his brain was
whirling with conflicting thoughts.

Had nis men already betrayed his intended
cutting out of tho schooner?

Was tho Sea Lance known as a pirate vessel,
and he arrested as a buccaneer?

But these questions were not answered, and
ho was placed in between a file of soldiers ami
marched off to the gloomy Moro Castle.

Soon the frowning, misery-holding Moro was
reached, and the guard and their prisoner drew
up at the massive gateway, as several gentle-
men, in brilliant uniforms, and accompanied by
elegantly dressed, and parly vailed ladies, pass-
ed out.

In front walked a man of noble form and dis-
tingue air, while his face was darkly bronzed,
fine looking and stem.

Upon his breast glittered a dozen brilliant dec-
orations, and he was clad in the uniform of a
Spanish general.

Hanging upon his arm was a form of rare
grace ana beauty, while tho half-hidden faeo
was sufficient to show that, seen entire, it was
wondrously lovely.

As they passed out, thoeyes of the maiden fell
upon the faco of Dudley Dash.

At once she started, stopiied and gazed moro
intently upon the prisoner, and then turned ami
said something in a low tono to the gentleman,

|who at once turned toward the guard.

“ Whom have you there, senor?” ho asked of
the officer in charge.

“ A young pirate officer, Senor Eccellenza.
Ho was arrested upon tho charge of several
citizens who knew him as one of the buccaneer
Winwood’s crew.”

“Is ho the same. Carmalita?” asked the gen-
eral, turning to tne maiden, who answered
quickly:

“ Ho is the same, father.”

Then throwing back her vail, she stepped for-
ward and said, addressing Dudley:

4Senor, where have wo met before?”

“ Upon tho high seas, when | boarded the ves-
sel on which you wero a passenger; you then

e me this ring,” and Dudley Dash held forth

i hand.

“ 1 have been told of your kindness, senor, to
my daughter—nay, to ail who were with her on
that eventful occasion; but you stand but now
confessed of a crime for which there is no par-
don—piracy.

“ It had been better had you never dared to
enter Havana. Then | would not liavo had to
pass the death sentence upon one to whom I
am under great obligations; but you have seen
fit to venturo here and you must look for no
mercy from me.”

“ Father! Eccellenza! would you thus con-
demn him to death? Remember, he saved my
life, my honor!” and the maiden spoke jvitn
rising indignation.

“ It must bo so. | regret it; but ho must die.
Senor officer, placo tho prisoner in tho Moro,
and tell the commandant to see to his safe keep-
ing.”

“ Si, Senor Eccellenza” and tho officer moved
into the prison yard witn Dudley, who felt that
all hope was not yet gone; he had caught sight
of a glance from tho beautiful Carmalita that
bade him hope, for she was his friend.

Ten minutes after Dudley Dash found himself
alone in a dark, damp, ana gloomy cell, against
the outer wall of which ho could hear the surf
beating with ominous roar.

CHAPTER XXVIII.
A woman’'s plot.
As night fell upon the town and harbor of
| Havana, following the day on which Dudley
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Dash was arrested, a carriage roiled up to tho
closed gate of tho More, and was challenged by
the sentinel.

Tho driver responded satisfactorily, and the
vehicle was admitted and drew up m front of
the commandant’s door.

“ 1 would see the senor commandant. Ask
him to come hither,” said a sweet voice, and a
moment after a gray-haired, dark-faced officer
approached tho carriage, his hnt in hand.

“ Good-evening, senor commandant.
have a prisoner here that | would see.”

4AThe Senorita Carmalital How can | serve
you, sweet lady?” and the officer bowed low.

“ | have just said, senor, that you have a
prisoner here that | would see. Need | show
you the order from mv father?” and tho maiden
naif held forth her hand, containing a small
paik>r.

4By no means, lady. Your sweet face would
pass you anywhere—whom would you see? |
will have him ordered to your fair presence.”

“ No; I would see him in his cell. It is tho
young American who is held as a pirate. Ho
once saved more than my life; now he is con-
demned to die and | would slK>ak with him.”

41 remember, lady—a mere boy, and a splen-
did looking fellow, too. It is a great pity that
he should nave becomo a pirate. Here, Kamero,
escort tho senorita to the cell of the young
pirate—his cell is tho first in the water row.”

A young page came forward, and under his
escort the beautiful girl wended her way down
into the gloom of the fortress.

“ Here, jailer, the senorita would see the pi-
rate,” and the page addressed the man in charge,
who recognizing the fair visitor, bowed low and
hastily threw open the door of a cell.

“You can retire along tho corridor. | will
call you when 1 need you,” said Carmalita,
shuddering at the chill that pervaded the place.

The jailer and page withdrew, and Carmalita
stood faco to face with Dudley Dash.

“ Laxly, this was noble of you to come hither,”
said the youth, arising.

“ | have sought you for one purpose—to savo
your life.  You will certainly die if you remain
here. Why did you come hither?”

For an instant Dudley Dash determined to
toll tho lovely girl all—that he was no pirate;
then, ho changed his mind and said, quietly:

“ An important duty called me here, lady;
but, | swear to you that | am nopirate. Ap-
pearances aro against me; but yet 1could clear
myself, were | given a trial, which under Span-
ish laws | will not bo granted. Spain shows no
mercy to an enemy.”

Tho maiden's faco flushed, but she repliod,
quietly:

“ This is no time to talk of what you are, or
are not. You aro doomed to die. To-night |
will send a priest to you. Dress yourself in his
clothing and escape; he will take your placo
hero, and—"

4Bo punished on my account. No, senorita,
I will not gain my freedom through the suffer-
ing of another,” proudly replied the youth.

“ Nobly said; but he whom | send will meet
with no punishment, | pledge you.”

“ Then | will do as you wish.”

“In two hours’ time he will bo here, and he
will tell you how to get out of this prison.
Then, for tho love of God! leave Havana.”

“ 1 will, lady.”

“It is well. Adios—" and tho lovely girl
turned away, and a moment after the iron door
closed upon Dudley Dash once more.

But with hope in his heart he paced his nar-
row cell—to and fro, to and fro, until again he
heard steps approaching.

Nearer and nearer they came; then a light
flashed through the grating, and once moreliis
door was thrown open.

Beforo him stood the jailer, and a person in
priestly robes.

“ Senor, the good father would hold converse
with thee for tho welfare of thy soul,” said
tho jailer, and closing the door he withdrew.

“ Senor American, | have come to save you.
Here, take this priestly garment, and throw it
around you.”

Dudley Dash started. It was the voice of
Carmalita that addressed him.

Her tall, elegant form was concealed beneath
tho dress of a priest, and tho cowl hid complete-
ly tho beautiful face and raven curls.

As sho spoke she took from beneath her robe
a dress similar to her own.

“ No, senorita; | will not leave you here,”
said Dudley Dash, firmly.

* Nonsense, boy. The jailer knows mo well,
and | have bribed him. As soon as you pass
out and aro free, he will return and take mo to
his rooms, where | will remain until you have
time to get out of Havana, or conceal yourself
in some way; then he will bring me back to
this cell, and go and report to tho commandant,
that in going his nightly rounds he found a
woman in tho cell of tne young pirate.

“ The senor commandant will then come
hither, and escort me in all honor to my home.”

“ Ah!l my lady, | fear you will havo to suffer
on my account.

4Foolish boy! Here, let me whisper one little
secret in your ear: | am the daughter of tha
Governor-General”

Yoi
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Dudley Dash was almost overcome with sur-
prise. He had believed her to I>e the daughter
<f some one in j>ower; but the secret he then
learned surprised him.

“ Mow, do you not see, senor, that the jailer
will keep the secret on account oi his own head?
The commm lint will nev t tell, and my august
hither will scold a little and fchero the matter
will end. Come, | will call the jailer and prove
that he knows my plot.”

“ | believe you, lady, and | thank you more
than | can express in woi\ls; yet | hate to leave
you here, in this fearful coll.”

“ Then 1 will go with you to the jailer’s quar-
ters. Com*."

Dudley arrayed himself quickly in his bor-
rowed plumage and left the cell.

At tlie end of the corridor the jailer met
them.

“ Aguero, | will await your return hero.
('omo as soon as you have seen the youth safely
out.”

“ Si, senorita."

“ Laly, fare.veill May God forever bless you,
and miv lask that you may do me one favor?'

“ Name it."

Dudley hastily wrote something on a slip of
paper. Inn le 1it to her, and said:

“ Write to this address and tell mo tho result
of your brave sacrifice to-night for me."

“ I will do it, senor."

“ Ere | leave Havana, lady, | will address to
von a letter, telling you whom you have this
night saved. Farewell."

Dudley Dash bent low over tho tiny hand and
then followed the jailer alonij tho gloomy pas-
sageway which led to life and freedom.

CHAPTER XXIX.
A prize!

Audrey Roy and Norvol Trevor sat in the
cabin of the Sea L ine * engage 1in earnest con-
versation, for th i men who had gone ashore in
the morning with Du Hoy Dish, had returned
aid reporte 1 that h>iial been arrested and
thrown into the More.

All day long they hal hoped for some word
from him in explanation, an | none came.

At sunset Dirk Harding had gone oshoro
alone to see if h» could learn anything regard-
ing the absent midshipman, an 1while awaiting
his return the two young ollieerx engaged in a
conversation, the purport of which was to de-
vise some means of escape for their commander.

At length there was a challenge on dock, and
a boat came alongside; a moment after two
men entered the cabin. One was Dirk Harding,
tho other was da | in frien lly garb.

“ Mr. Hoy, this gentleman came to tho pier as
I was leaving and begged to come on board.
Ho says he has news or Mr. Dash.”

Both midshipmen were on their feet in an in-
stant, to suddenly utter a cry of delight, as the
cowl was thrown back and tho daring, hand-
some face of Dudley Dash was revealed.

But ore a woru could be said Dudley re-
marked, quickly:

“ 1 have no time to explain now. | have just
escajxj | from tho Moro, and in this disguise.
Toll me, where are tho men who went ashore
with me this m nming?"

“ All aboard, si~ Tho schooner needed no
men now; she is awaiting the return of the
English sloop-of-war, and will then be manned,"
said Norvol Trevor.

“ Good! llow many men are on board?"

“ A Lieutenant, a midshipman, and twolvo
seamm.”

“ Better still. Mr. Harding, call away tho
long boat, and put in it twenty men dressed os
Spanish soldiers, all well armed. | will pay a
visit to the English ollicer.”

As Dudley spoke he took from a locker a falso
beard and fitted it upon his face, and then
donned the uniform of a Spanish captain, for
Captain Winwood was a man that always kept
plenty of disguises about his vessel.

In a few momonts he walked on deck, and
found tho men in tho boat, and all attired in
their disguise as Spanish soldiers.

“ Now, Mr. Roy, | wish you to don the uni-
form of a Spanish midshipman, and come
aboard with twelve men attired os Spanish sea-
men; half un hour after 1 leavo, como on board
the English scho mer.

“ And, Mr. Trevor, all valuables that we care
to remove from tho Sea Lance have put in the
other boats an | let the men all be ready to leavo
at a moment’s notice."

Thus giving his directions, and without mak-
ing known his plan of action, Dudley Dash en-
tered the waiting boat, and sternly ordered:

“ Coxswain, pull for the English schooner,
and remember you are all Spanish soldiers."

A row of ten minutes brought tho boat near

the schooner, where Dudley nailed and begged |

permission to come alongside.

It was at once granted, and he was met at
the gangway by the midshipman.

“ 1 would see your commander on important
business," said tho Dare-Devil Middy, with an
accent that was perfoct.

“ Walk Inti> the cabin, senor; he is about to
retire, but wall see you,” and tho young man led
theway.

A moment ufter Dudley Dusli stood before tho
English ollicer—a man of middle age, with a
brave, kindly face.

“ Senor, 1am sorry to disturb you; but there
is a rumor that the buccaneer Wimvood intends
to make an attack on your vessel to-night, cut
it out, ami escajHi to sea, and l1lcame from the
Moro, only a short while since, to ask you to aid
me in capturing this noted piratet"

“ Willingly, senor; but 1 have only half a
dozen men, tor half of my men are ashore to-
night. You say that such u I>old act as you tie-
scribe is contemplated in the harbor of llavanu,
under the very guns of the Moro?”

“ Yes, senor; but 1do not cure for your men
to aid me. in fact, 1 would rather have them
keep out of sight. | have with me a score of
men of my own command, and a midshipman
and a dozen seamen will soon be on t>oard; so
hear my plan.”

“ Willingly, captain.”

“ It is that you remain in your state-room,
with your young officer, and give me jiermis-
sion to send your men into the hold.

“ Then | will conceal my men, and those4 that
are coming, about tin* schooner, and when the
boats of Winwood come aboard 1 will meet this
noted pirate at the gangway, ask him into the
cabin, and in that way we can capture him and
his crew."

All this was silken in a very earnest tone
and in admirably affected broken English.

“ The very thing, captain, and 1will be happy
when we have that sea monster safe."”

The arrangements were soon made, and by
the time that midshipman Roy came alongside
in his boat the six English sailors were crouch-
ing down in the hold of the schooner, and around
them were tho twenty bold seamen, clad as
Spanish soldiers.

“ All works well, Roy. Now come with mo
into the cabin and bring two men," and Dudley
Dash met his young comrade at the gangway.

“ Lieutenant, will you and your young ollicer
come here a minute >

At the request of Dudley Dash the two offi-
cers came from the state-room, to suddenly find
themselves under the muzzles of muskets and

pistols.
“ Gentlemen, you are my prisoners. Onj
move and you die. Surrender quietly, and

within the hour you shall be free."

Dudley Dash spoke in a low, stem tone that
told the two Englishmen tliat lie was in terrible
earnest.

To move was death, and though bravo men,
they had but one alternative—to submit.

“ We submit; but, what means this outrage?”

“ It means that your vessel is in the bunds of
a crew from the celebrated buccaneer schooner,
Sea Lance."

“ Ha! you are then—"

“ The commander of the Sea Lance. Mr.
Roy. see that these gentlemen are securely con-
fined in yonder state-room. | have work on
deck.”

So saying Dudley Dash went forward, and,
descending into the hold, said simply:

“ Coxswain, do youruuty; but on your life,
harm none of them.”

Ere tho six unsuspecting seamen were aware,
they were seized, gagged and bound, for resist-
ance was useless.

Seeing that all were secured Dudley Dash
called midshipman Roy.

“ Return at once on board the Sea Lance,
towing two of the schooner’s boats, and bring
off all tho men and baggage. Leave tho Lance
at anchor just as she is.”

“ Ay, ay, sir," and delighted at their success
so far Audloy Roy departed upon his mission.

Half an hour after the entire crew of the Sea
1Lance were safely on board the captured vessel,

which at once presented a scene of busy life.

“ Get sail on the schooner at once, Mr. llard-
ling; we have yet work ahead of us,” calmly
| said Dudley D'ash, and then he added, “ Let
| that boat of the Sea Lance tow astern; wo shall
j need her when wo get an offing.”

Ten minutes more and the schooner was swift-
I'ly gliding out of tho harbor of Havana, and in

half an hour more luffed up, out of range of the

guns of the Moro, the officers of which httlo r.us-

JKctod tho daring game that a fearless boy had

played beneath tneir very eves.

“ Bring up the prisoners, Mr. Trevor."

In obedience to tho order the English officers

and their men were brought on deck.

“ Lieutenant, though | have taken from you

your new and beautiful schooner, | leavo one
for you in fair exchange, which is a fleet
schooner, and one tliat has spread terror upon
| the sea.

j  “ I refer to tho Sea Lance. You will find her
anchored just off the harbor stairs of the Moro.

j No one is on board of her, and the vessel and
all she contains is at your service. There, sir, is
the long boat of tho Sea Lance. In it you can
return to Havana, and should you wish to find
this schooner, you will havo to hunt her up o:i
the high seas. A pleasant trip back to Havana,
senores."

The Englishman gavo ono look into the beard-

less face, and said sternly:
1 “ You shall repent this night's work,
| pirate."

sir
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Dudley Dash laughed, a light, boyish laugh,
and replied pleasantly:

“ Allies, senor.”

The Englishman sprung into tlio boat, whither
his men hud preceded aim, and said almost
savagely:

“ Give way, men!”

And as the boat darted away, the schooner
fell off before the wind, and under all the can-
vas she could carry, spoil over the dork waters

“ Head for the island renilezvouSj Mr. Hard-
ing. Once there, we will paint this beautiful
vessel snow-white, and then cruise against the
enemies of our country. From this night, she
shall spread the stars and stripes upon the
waters, and win a name far and wide as the
Winged Witch of the Sea.

CHAPTER XXX.

found!

More tlian two years have passed away since
the Winged Witcn lied from the gun-guarded
harbor of Havana, leuving behind the wildest
excitement at the news that Winwooil, the buc-
caneer, hail boldly cut a vessel out under half a
thousand Spanish guns.

Then it Lecaino known why tho young pirate
officer, then supi>osed to Ix* in the Moro, had
visited Havana, anil many excitement-loving
denizens of the town anticipated a rare pleasure
in seeing him hung.

But lor reasons best known to himself, and
which the reader may easily guess at, the gov-
ernor-general held his own counsel. A pirate
captured some weeks before was masked and
secretly executed, anil thou the rumor circulated
tliat the youthful buccaneer lieutenant hail been
garoted; the populace were glad of this, but
dreadfully sorry that they had missed tho
dramatic scene of death.

As for this supposed pirate, he was cruising
tho seas, and his Winged Witch soon bccarao
the terror of English merchant vessels, anil
British privateers that infested the American
coast from Maine to Texas, for the Dare-Devil
Middy was ever ready to try his strength with
any small cruiser afloat.

As the time passed on, prize after prize was
taken anil sent into the nearest port until the
Winged Witch was considered almost a phantom
vessel, so numerous were her captures, so re-
markable her si>eed, so wonderful her success in
escaping capture, anil so deep the mystery tliat
hung over her ollioers and crew.

Sometimes it was whisjiereil thut she was
commanded by a notorious pirate, who, onj
American by birth, hail espoused the cause of |
his country, anil that hor decks wore manned
bv a hundred heavily-beariled buccaneers—men
oi all nations, trained to deeds of daring upon
an outlaw craft.

Again, 'twas said that her commander was a
slaver, with a crow of African negroes discij>-
lineil to obey his orders, while still more assented
that hor commander was a mere youth nnd liis
crew a kind of heroic lioys.

And there were a few, of the superstitious
kind, who boldly said, and believed, that the
Winged Witch Imd the ilovil for a captain and
lost-spirits for a crow.

But the reader knows that the Winged Witch
was controlled by Dudley Dash, tho Dare-Devil
Miildy, who, for more than two years, escaped
tho English cruisers sent after him, and served
his country most nobly.

Toward* tho close of tho war with Great
Britain, the Winged Witch was cruising slowly
along under a four-knot breeze, in latitude
twenty-five degrees north latitude, anil heading
northward, when the lookout hailed the deck
from the mast-head.

Ujjon the deck stood two persons well known
to tlio reader—Dudley Dash and Audloy Roy,
both rapidly maturing into splendid specimens
of manhood*.

As for Dudley, ho looked older, sterner, and
liisfaeo had lost its boyish expression and sunny
smile, for tho cares upon his young shoulders
hnd been enough to mold his nature into one
of iron.

“llo! tho mast-head! What do you see?" he
called out in a voice that rung with metallic
clearness.

“ A drifting boat; | make her out now, sir--
five ljoints off tho weather bow."

“ Head for that boat, quartermaster," simply
said Dudley, and ho began again to paco the
deck with monotonous tread.

In an hour's time the Winged Witch luffed in-
to tho wind, and a boat was sent after tho ono
that was drifting.

“ An oarless barquo upon the sea."

“ Arc they alive?” asked Dudley, as tlio cox-
swain called out tirnt it contained tw*o persons.

It was somo time before the reply came.

* Ono of them, sir; but lie's mighty weak."

“ Bring them aboard at once."

A moment after Dudley Dash started back.

Tho limp, haggard, wasted form that was
ban*Icil iv) tho gangway by tender hands, was
kno.vn  Li: i: it was Rafael tho Smuggler—he.
whom, nearly three years before, tho youth had
made a pri .oner in the sloop Pretty GirL

The ot or ..anin the boat was a common gear*
man.
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“ Buiy him in the sea. Take this man into
my cabin, and send the surgeon to him,” ordered
the young commodore, and again he paced the
deck.

An hour passed, and tho surgeon came on
deck.

“ The gentleman would see you, sir; |
there is no hope for him.”

Dudley Dash descended into the cabin, and
there beneld Rafael, the pirate, as he had after-
ward become, reclining uj>on a silken divan—
his face as white as marble, his eyes beaming
brightly.

“ Am | mistaken—are you not—?

“ Dudley Dash—yes; we have met before, but
you must keep quiet, and not talk: you shall
nave every attention,” said Dudley kindly.

“ It is too late—| am dying. If | lived, it
would be but to end my life on the gallows: it
is better as it is, far better.

“ What vessel is this?”

“ The American privateer, Winged Witch.”

The man started, and again looked earnestly
at the youth, while ho said:

“ And you are—"

“ Her commander—a midshipman
United States navy.”

“ Boy, you have won a great name—one of
honor, while 1—I have won a name of dishonor.
But, let me not hesitate now; | have a confes-
sion to make ere | die, and to you | would make
it.  Will you listen to me?”

“Yes.”

“ My name is Rafael Gaston—"

The man paused for he noticed Dudley start,
but then ho went on:

“1 was born a gentleman, but my devilish
love of mischief would not let me remain one,
and | was dismissed from the English navy for
a wild escapade, and at once came to America.

“In the United States | met a lovely girl,
whom | learned to love most dearly, and for a
while | changed my evil life, and returning my
love she became my wife.

“ Yet, strange to say, her pure love did not
keep me from returning to my old life of dissi-
pation, and one night, in a drunken frolic, |
shot one of my comrades and fled for my life—
fled from my wife and little baby, then but ten
months old.

“ Of my after career it is needless to speak,
except to say that | drifted from bad to worso,
until | became tho leader of a band of smugglers,
who had their retreat on one of the islands off
the Maine coast.

“ One day | went further than smuggling, and
attacked a large vessel that | had reason to be-
lieve would be a rich prize.

After a desperate resistance | captured the
vessel, boarded her, and in the cabin found—
my wife and child!

Oh God! the horror of that moment. Did
I live a hundred years, 1could never forget—
for my wife was dead, lolled by a shot from ray
own vessel, and upon her lay my poor little girl,
weeping bitterly for her mother. My wife was
on her way to the Mediterranean, where her
father, a naval officer was then stationed, and
thus sadly did her voyage terminate.

“ Well, | took my child with me to my island
retreat, and mv jxxir wife | buried where the
roar of the surr would be her only requiem.

“ Had my poor little daughter ever oeen near
me, my life would have been far different: but,
one day, | returned from a cruise, to find her
gone, none knew whither.

“l searched the island and found the dead
body of a ruffian, whom | had several times
&nished for misdemeanor, and by his side were

tracks of my little Gabrielle—but nothing
else could | ever learn of—"

“Let me tell you all that you would know,”
said Dudley, softly; and in a low, earnest voice,
he went on to tell of his visit to the island; res-
cue of Gabrielle, and that she was then living
on the coast of Maine.

For some moments tho man could not speak,
but covered his thin face with his thinner
hands.

“ Thank God! | thank God! If she is happy,
| can die content. How glad | am that I did
not die in that open boat!”

“ How was it you were in that boat?” asked
Dudley.

“ Wo had a severe combat with an English
cruiser. My schooner was terribly cut up, but
I managed to escape in the darkness, and then
a storm came on, my vessel sprung a leak, and
we took to our boats. There were nine men in
my boat, and | was the only one who lived
through the horrors we had to undergo, and |
am dying; but, let me tell you that in this
sachel you will find—will find papers proving
the truth of what | tell you about myself, ana
my wife’'s likeness and mine; take them, and
keep—"

“ Sail ho!”

The cry startled Dudley Dash, who at once
said:

“Try and get some sleep, for you need it.
After awhile | will see you again, and | trust
you may recover and yet see little Gabrielle,
for I am bound home now.”

A smile covered the thin face, but the lips did
not move; and Dudley Dash went on deck.

“ Xcalled down into the cabin, sir, as you did

fear

in tho
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not seem to hear mv first hail. She is a large
frigate, evidently of the largest class,” said
Audley Roy, handing the glass to Dudley, who
said:

“ And she looks American in build. Bring
her up, helmsman, and we Il have a closer look
at her. If English, we must keep tho Witch
out of range of her terrible broadsido.”

Nearer and nearer tho two vessels came to
each other, until only a league divided them,
and then tho Winged Witch ran up the stars
and stripes, and fired a gun to leeward, as if in
defiance of her huge enemy.

“ Ha! there goes up the American flag; and
see! they are signaling us.”

“ She asks what schooner is that?” said
Audley Roy, referring to his book of signals.

“ Run up our flag to tho fore, and signal our
name.”

“ Ay, ay, sir!”

Instantly there was run up to the fore-top-
mast, a roll of bunting, which, when shaken
out to tho wind, proved to be a mnss of green
and blue, representing tho waves of the sea, and
the skies, whilo in the center was a white, gaunt,
terrible-looking form, impersonating an ola
witch.

“ What does she signal now, Roy?”

“ Tho American frigate Ticonderoga—Admi-
ral Duncan's Flag Ship."

The yell that answered this reply was deaf-
ening. ' The Dare-Devil Middy had found his
long-lost commodore.

“ What does lio signal now?”

“ Come on board; tho admiral would speak
with you.”

“ Helmsmen, stand aw-ay for yonder frigate.
Mr. Roy, have a full crew ready to row me
aboard the frigate,” and Dudley Dash de-
scended into tho cabin to dress himself in his
best.

At first he stepped lightly, for ho believed
that Rafael Gaston was asleep; but a second
glance told him that it was tho sleep of death.

CHAPTER XXXI.
THE MEETING.

As Dudley Dash wrent over the gangway of
the frigate, darkness had settled upon "tho
waters, and he failed to recognize any familiar
faces among those that peered into his own, to
catch sight of the famous commander of the
Winged Witch.

“ 1 will conduct you to the cabin, sir. Was
not tho commander able to come on board?”
asked an officer, meeting him.

“ | am the commander of the Winged Witch,
sir.”

The officer gazed upon the youthful face with
marked surprise, and led tho way into the
cabin.

At a table, covered with papers, sat Admiral
Duncan, for ho had won that rank by gallant
service.

Ho was looking older, and grayer; but still
possessed the same noble, kindly face as of
yore.

“ The commander of the Winged Witch, ad-
miral,” said the officer, and he immediately
withdrew.

Admiral Duncan arose and stepped forward,
his hand extended, and a genial smile upon his
face; but suddenly he started back, for before
him stood a slender form, clad in a midship-
man'’s uniform, and with a boyish face.

“ Great Heavens! has the sea given up its
dead, or do | see aright?”

“1 am Midshipman Dudley Dash, Admiral
Duncan, commander of the Winged Witch.”

“ Boy, my brave, noble boy, let me embrace
you, ere | ask you any questions. You, you my
boy midshipman, the famous rover1 and the
ola admiral greeted Dudley with a warmth that
was certainly most flattering.

Then the two sat down, and Dudley told his
chief all that had occurred, even to his cutting
out tho schooner, and leaving the Havanese to
believe that it was done by Winwood, the buc-
caneer.

“ It was a bold act, and if known, would cause
us trouble with Spain; but, let it rest as it is,”
and the admiral gazed admiringly upon his
young midshipman, and said:

“ And you still call yourself Midshipman Dud-
ley Dash?”

“ Yes, sir; except by strangers™ | have never
allowed myself to be called captain.”

“ But, captain it shall be, sir, and the Presi-
dent will approve my appointment when ho
knows all. Now, Captain Dash, | woiikl like to
explain my running off from you on that me-
morable occasion which lost us poor Wheeler.

“ An English sloop of war came near us and
we gave chase, ana unable to over!aul her, |
put back, when another sail was sighted.

“ This Proved to be a dispatch vessel sent in
search of me, with orders to proceed at once to
the Mediterranean.

“ My orders admitted of no delay, so I direct-
ed the dispatch vessel to go to my station and
await your return; if you camo back unsuccess-
ful, to take you on board and carry you to port,
from whence you could join the frigate at some
future time; if you were successful, to order
you to follow me in the schooner to the Mediter-
ranean.

Yol. I.

“ Until a few months ago, | heard nothing <A
the result, until | learned that the dispatch ves-
sel had been captured shortly after parting with
tho frigate, and of your fate nothing w-as known,
so that we came to look upon you all as dead, or
in an English prison—thank God, neither was
correct.

“ As for myself, | was made admiral of tho
fleet, and transferred to this elegant frigate, the
Ticonderoga; but you will find a number of fa-
miliar faces among her officers and crew-. But
of Roy, and Trevor, what of them?”

“ Midshipman Rov is my acting first lieuten-
ant; poor Norvel Trevor, and Dirk Harding,
who was my acting third officer, we lost In
battle some time since,” said Dudley Dash,
sadly.

“ And where bound now, Captain Dash?”

“ To the Maine coast, sir. | havo not seen my
friends there since | left in the frigate. | wished
to win a name before | returned; but, admiral,
let me make known to you a strange circum-
stance,” and Dudley Dash went on to tell of hi*
picking up the drifting boat.

“ Good God! you say that his name was
Rafael Gaston?” and Admiral Duncan seemed
deeply moved.

“ Yes, sir.”

“ Dudley Dash, Rafael Gaston was my son-in-
law! He married my only child, Gabrielle
Duncan,” and the admiral, deeply moved, passed
to and fro the cabin for some moments, commu-
ning with a bitter past.

At length he saiu:

“ And he lies dead in your cabin. Well, my
chaplain shall give him honored burial. None
need know* who howas; and poor little Gabrielle,
my darling grand-daughter, must never know
that her father was a pirate.

“ And now,” continued tho admiral, after &
pause of some moments. “ now you must con-
tinue on your course, ana as soon as | have an-
chored in the Potomac, and reported all that has
occurred, | will po6t across country to Maine
and join you there. | wish to claim my little
Gabrielle, and have her mother’'s body moved to
my own family burying-ground, near my homo
on the Chesapeake; but, first, let mo go aboaid
with you ana see your wonderful vessel; | wish
to make the acquaintance of the Winged Witch
of the Sea.”

Midshipman Roy beheld tho boats leave the
frigate’s side, and expecting a visit from the ad-
miral, he called the men to quarters, and as ho
stepped on board gave him a most royal salute
with his guns.

Half an hour after, with tho honors of wnr,
the form of Rafael Gaston was consigned to a*
grave in the sea.

Then Admiral Duncan wrung the baud of
Dudley Dash in parting, and returned on boai d
the fngate, where the arums rolled, calling the
men to quarters, and from huge oaken sides
burst forth a salute to tho Winged Witch the*
would have done honor to a king.

The two vessels then slowly dnfted apart, and
when the morning sun illumined tho sea, the
frigate was nowhere visible to those on tho decks
of the Winged Witch, which, under a ten-knet
breeze drove onward in swift haste to drop air
chor under the leeof Crescent Island, and in full
view of the cottage home of Carter Hayes.

CHAPTER XXXIL
CONCLUSION.

Carter Hayes, whose onco erectand power-
ful form had begun to droop with age, was seat-
ed upon his cottage porch, quietly smoking hii*

~ ?fear him sat two other persons, ono a middle-
aged lady, with a pleasant, intelligent face, and
who was the sister of the old fisherman, who
had passed her life in teaching, until sent for ty
her brother, three years before, to superinterd
the training and education of Gabrielle Gaston.

The other person was that young lady herself
—a child no longer, but a beautiful maiden cf
seventeen—whose character was as lovely
her face and form.

Sitting in the shadeof a pine tree, and piously

ffing away at a long-stemmed pipe, was oi l

satience, over whose honest face and form no*
a shadow of change had fallen.

“ | tell you, Gabie, yonder schooner stands off
and on, asthough she wanted a pilot. If sba
was an American | would go out and bring her
in,” and Carter Hayes pointed out beyond tlw
reefs where was visible a long, low, rakifeh-look-
ing craft, painted white, and carrying a cloud
of canvas.

“ By Jupiter! she is putting in without a pilot!
No, see how she luffed up there to avoid tho
sunken reef, and now stands across the channel.
| tell you, folks, there is a man on board who
knows this coast. See, he comes in through the
north cut. Only two persons that | know of,
ever know that channel, and—"

“ Those are?” said Gabrielle, rising quickly.

‘* Myself, and—"

“ Dudley?”

* Yes"

In an instant Gabrielle bounded into the house,
to return the next instant with a spy-glass,
which she adjusted and leveled at the strange
schooner.
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“ Father Hayes,” she said, impressively, while
her face flushed and paled with excitement—
“ Father Haves, Dudley stands at the wheel of
yonder vessel.”

“ Praise God!” ejaculated Carter Hayes,
springing up as nimbly as a boy of twelve.

“ Praise de Lor’! ef de boy hain’'t corned back
arter all—de goo’ Lor’ God ha answer de
prayers o' de ole nigger—sartin "—and old Pa-
tience waltzed about with amazing celerity.

In the meantime Gabrielle had rushed swiftly
down toward the beach and thither the other
three followed her as rapidly as they could.

Then a few moments of impatient waiting,
and a boat put off from the schooner, which
had come to anchor under the lee of Crescent
Inland

Jr that boat were eight oarsmen, a coxswain,

two officers seated in the stern-sheets.
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Those officers were Dudley Dash and Audley
Rov.

A few moments more and Dudley Dash sprung
ashore, and received a welcome that made his
heart glad, after which, dismissing his boat, and
presenting Audley Roy, the party set off for
the cottage, Patience skipping on ahead like a
young girl, as she said:

‘eTogita bunkum supper for de youugosjifer,."

That night, when all had retired but the old
fisherman and Dudley, the youth told of his dis-
covery of Gabrielle’'s father, and how the ad-
miral was to come soon, and make known to
her that her parent had died on board ship at
sea, and that he had come to claim her.

“ And now, Father Hayes,” continued Dudley,
“ | would learn something of myself—for | know
that you picked me up in an open boat at sear
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Without a word, Carter Hayes arose, and un
locking a large chest, took from it an old port-
manteau, that seemed exceedingly heavy.

“ Here, Dudley, this | took from the boat in
which | found you. It contains considerable
money—a bag of trinkets, and rings, and awatch
| took from the dead bodies | found in the boat
—and important papers. By those papers you
will find that your parents took passage many
years ago in a packet-ship bound from Liver-

pool, to Halifax, but the vessel was lostin a
storm, and all on board took 1ftthe boats. Of
that entire number, you, | believe, alone sur-
vive. uJ

“ Wait, hear me: these papers furthermore
tell you that your father was an English gener-
al, and was coming out as governor to Canada
when wrecked; his name was Dudley, Karl of
Dashwood.” .



18

The youth stood like one in adream. When
he recovered himself Carter Hayes had gone.

Then he looked over the papers with respect-
ful touch, and gazed upon the miniatures of those
whom he now Knew to be his parents.

Among the papers ho found one addressed to
him. It was in the hand-writing of Carter
Hayes and read;

“ Dudley: If | amdead, when your eyes meet
these lines, forgive me for keeping this secret
from you.

“ But | was an old, lonely man, and | could
not give you up.

“ May your life ever be happy, is the wish of
your Adopted Father.”

For an hour, or more, Dudley mused on all he
had heard, and then, with a sigh, turned and
took from the mantel a letter which Gabrielle
had told him, came for him, two years before.

It was addressed in a lady’s hand:

“To Dudley Dash,
Bath, Maine,
United States of America.”

Breaking the seal tho youth read the contents,
vhich were os follows:

“ Havana. Dec, 10th, 18—.

“ Senor:Thatyour mind may be at rest| keep
my promise and address you this letter, and es-
I>ecially glad am | to be able to write that you
may know how rejoiced | was to find by your

note, that you were not, after all, a terrible |

pirate, and that circumstances you could not
control only made you appear so.

“ May your future be a bright one, and one
Df these days may we meet again. Should you
wish to find me, ask for the Countess Castello,
for, after Christmas coming, | will no longer be
Senorita, but ever your friend, Carmalita.

“ P. S.—Oh! senor, | like to have forgotten
that | promised to tell you if | suffered by re-
leasing you.

“ A surprised commandant’'s frown, a scold-
ing from my august father, were all the incon-
veniences that followed. Again, Carmalita.

“ N. B.—Do you know that | in someway
connect you with the daring capture of tho
English schooner in our harbor?—and my
woman’swit will insist that you have converted
her into an American privateer. Anyhow, suc-
cess to you, and believe mo, | will not betray
your secret.

“ For the last time | sign myself, senor,

“Carmalita.”

True to his word Admiral Duncan arrived at
the cottage, and brought joy to the heart of
Gabrielle. She had found one of her own flesh
and blood, and she was happy.

Nay, more; the admiral brought news that
the war was over, yet handed Dudley his com-
mission as captain in the navy of his country.

After a month’s rest the whole party sailed in
the Winged Witch for England, when Dudley
at once proved his right and title to the name
of Dashwood, and was installed in the princely
home of his fathers, so long deserted and
".onely.

One year after the declaration of peace be-
tween the United States and England, Lord
Dudley, Earl of Dashwood, was married to
Gabrielle Gaston, grand-daughter of Admiral
Harvey Duncan.

Though a youthful couple, none handsomer
ever stxxxl before an altar; so said all who wit-
nessed the impressive ceremony of tying two
ioving. hearts together until “ Death would
them part.”

Audley Roy was Dudley’'s groomsman, and
shortly after married the young girl who was
the bridesmaid of Gabrielle.

While on their bridal tour, Lord Dudley met,
at a grand ball given him in London, two faces
that were familiar, and he sought an opportu-
nity to speak with them.

They greeted him most warmly, for one was
the Countess Cavallo, once the lovely Carma-
Uta, who had rescued him from the Moro’s
dungeon; and the other was Mrs. Fred Granger,
r#te Louise Raynor, the aiding of whom had so
bdigularly led to the adventurous career of The
I »iro-Devil Middy.

the end.

Among the Mangroves.
A WILD ADVENTURE IN CUBA.
| BY CAPTAIN MAYNE REID.

j “On the south side of the island, beyond
‘Batabano. Mia casa a disposition de x.” Thus
spoke to mb a fellow-passenger on the R. M.
Steamer Osprey, as we were running into the
harbor of Havana.

From Southampton to St Thomas we had
voyaged together—thence to the chief seaport
and capital of Cuba.

Crossing the Atlantic in a West India steam-
packet, it is not possible to escape making new
acquaintances. A man must be of morose tem-
perament who does not meet some one of dispo-
sition congenial. Belong to what nation hi
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may, or speaking whatever language, there will
be those who can converse with him in his own
language, and sympathize on the score of a
common nationality. John Bull, bound to Bar-
badoes or Jamaica, can drink Bass's beer with

ntlemen in tweed coats and wide-awake hats;

ohnny Crapaud, seeking Guadalupe or Mar-
tinique, may sip absinthe, and smoke paper cig-
arettes, with half a score compatriots; while
Don Diego, over his “ copita,” of Xeres, may
hob-nob with numbers of sallow-faced individu-
als, who can talk to him in the soft language of
Andalusia.

There will be a Dane or two destined for St.
Thomas; a Dutchman to Guazana or the diminu-
tive island of Curacoa; a Mexican making for
the port of Vera Cruz—in all likelihood a jioliti-

|cal refugee returning to lead a new revolution;

<a Caraquin going to La Guayra; with other odd
waifs from Costa Rica, Nicaragua, New Grana-
da, Ecuador and Peru, returning from cold Eu-
ropean climes to their sunny homes on the
shores of Equatorial America.

He, who had so generously placed his home
at my disposal, belonged to none of tho above-
named nationalities, though speaking the lan-
guage of the last. He was a native of the

I “ ever-faithful island "—a Creole of Cuba.
1 But one who looked with no favoring eye on
I'its fidelity being continued. On the contrary,
as | had already become aware, he had a strong
! bearing toward “ Cuba Libre.”
It was, indeed, this had brought about the
| rapprochement between, that led to his proffers
of hospitality. Just then was coming up and
mbeginning to agitate his native land that nues-
Jtion, which has since devastated some or its
| fairest provinces, bathing them in blood. The
; steamer was packed with Spanish officers, en
|route to join their regiments at Havana; with
I'scores of Canarios anil Catalans, base curs loyal
[to the backbone, like all such, bloodthirsty.
; They have since given proofof their sanguinary
spirit, in deeds to make humanity mourn.

And such a man showing sympathy with the
cause of Cuban independence, stood little
chance of other than scurvy treatment; and
having taken sides with the Creole, at times se-
verely put upon, a pleasant acquaintanceship
had been established between us; which, before
the end of the voyage, became ripened to
cordial friendship. A fine young fellow my new
friend, handsome in person as proud inspirit,
high-hearted and open-handed, | could not help
liking him. So much that | felt pain at tho
prospect of our approaching separation. We
were steaming into the harbor of Havana,
past More Castle, its guns grinning down
upon us, a standing threat to “ Cuba Libre.”
Passengers were hurrying to and fro, sorting
their baggage for the dread ordeal of the
duana. In another hour he and | would be
mutually bidding “ adios!” perhaps never more
to meet, save by such chances as are cast in the
kaleidoscope of Fate. Alas! true hearts are
scarce, ana loyal ones too rarely encountered in
the conflict or life. All the more did | dislike
losing the one | had found.

It was some compensation to discover that
my regret was reciprocated by Don Mariano
Aguera; for such was the name of my respected
fellow-passenger. | had proof of it, as coming
up to me he said:

“ Caballero 7 | hope we are not going to sepa-
rate as soon as we set foot ashore. | can't think
of its being so, and if possible won't permit it.
You've been kind to nje—something more in-
deed—and must give me an opportunity of
showing my gratitude. | know of only one
way, which is, indeed, exacting a further favor.
I hope, however, you will grant it by accepting
such hospitality as | can offer.”

| bowed thanks, but before | could give a re-
sponse the Creole continued:

“ Unfortunately 1 have no establishment in
Havana, my poor patrimony lying at some dis-
tance from the city.”

Then followed the speech already reported,
ending with the phrase, “ Mia casa a aisjx>si-
tion ae V.”

Among Spaniards a mere formulary, meaning
nothing, as | knew; but from tho Cuban, as |
also knew, an invitation extended was in all sin-
cerity, and meant for acceptance.

* Pressing it upon me, Don Mariano said, in
continuance:

“We have now a railroad to Batabano; and
the journey is short. There’s nothing to hinder
you making my house your headquarters during
your stay m the island. Only that | fear it
may be too dull, and | can offer no inducement
to tempt you away from the city. You will
find Havana rather a gay place. However, if
you're fond of field-sports, as | fancy you are,
perhaps | can treat you to some that may be
new.”

Field-sports promised to a man in a shooting-
coat with six pockets appertaining! And with
the additional lure of their being of a novel
kind! Need | say what were my feelings?

I only hesitated to declare them, reflecting
how far it would interfere with my plans, ana
the business that had brought me to the isl nd.

“ Beyond that,” persevered the Cuban, “ and
showing you soma of our scenery, | can promise
but little in the way of entertainment. | ama
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bachelor, living in a lonely bahio, with a sister
who keeps house for me. An untutored Creole
girl whoso manners won’t much remind you of
the foshionablo ladies of London and Paris.
But | enn answer for her having a warm heart,
and making welcome tho friend of her brother.
Now, cnballero! say you will come?”

Tho field-sports had already half-determined
me to accept the invitation. At mention of the
“ untutored Creole girl,” so unlike tho ladies of
London and Paris, my mind was made up.

“ Con mucho gusto,” was the answer | gave
Don Mariano.

“ Mil gratios,” rejoined the polite Cuban.
“ And now, senor, consider yourself in my keep-
ing as long as you stay in Cuba.

“ My sister,” ho said, in continuance, “ is at
present staying with our aunt, who lives a littlo
way outside the city. Sho has been there dur-
ing my absence in Eurojie. Soon as we have
clearea our things through the custom-house,
wo shall run out there, pick her up—then on to
Batabano.”

The formidable duana done and our impedi-
menta placed in charge of a comisatio, tc oe
forwarded to the railway station, wo leaped in-
to a “volante,” and between its two huge
wheels were soon rolling through the suburbs of
Havana.

Once out into the open country the subject of
field-sports again came up, tho rural scenery
suggesting it.

“ 1 can promise no big game,” said the Creole.
“ As you aro doubtless awafe we have neither
bear or deer upon the island. Indeed, our only
indigenous quadrupeds are the harmless little
ngonti, and a small animal of the carnivorous
kind. But the Spanish pig has gone wild in our
woods, and you may meet boars as fierce os
those of your European forests, or tho Indian
jungles. In tho absence of nobler quarry we
can attack the scaly alligator, or the crocodile.
We have both species in the swamps of the
southern shore. And in Batabano bay there
are manatees, the mermaids of the old naviga-
tors, to whom you can make love with your
breech-loader. If that betoo tame | could treat
you to a chase more exciting. What say you to
a man-hunt?

“ A man-hunti Your meaning, Don Mari-
ano?”
“ Exactly as | say, without changing my

words, or In any way altering their sense. A
veritable bonafide man-hunt.”

Had the revolution already broken out, and
was my host expecting me to take part in it?

Before | could further interrogate him, he
continued:

“ Yes; a chase with blood-hounds, tho gams
human beings if negroes be so considered.”

Now | understood, and | may say felt some
what shocked at the proposal. | should not hav«
expected it from the republican patriot—the
advocate of “ Cuba Libre.

| was relieved, as he laughingly continued:

“ | see you don’t feel inclined for such sport
as that; nor would | wish to indulge you in it.
I only said | could; and am sorry it isso. My
agent in town has just told me that several of
my slaves have absconded during my absence.
Though It is the custom among some of the
neighbors to employ dogs in recapturing these
runaways, | never did, and never intend doing
it. | prefer letting tho poor fellows, who are
not contented with my rule have their freedom
in that way if they wish it. But here wo are at
my aunt’s, and there is my sister.”

A handsome country homo, with flowered
parterres in front, ana a grand portalcd en-
trance, the gate open. Inside this a young lady,
standing as if on the look-out for some one ex-
pected. Then as the volante turned in, running
toward it with arms outstretched, these soon
after enfolded around Don Mariano’R neck, his
cheeks saluted with a shower of kissesthatwould
have given pleasure to Sardanapalus.

This, then, was the untutored Creole girl so
different from the damsels of Europe, and not
up to their standard. For my part, | liked her
style of training, and envied Don Mariano the
first exhibition | had of it.

When he said, introducing us, “ My sister;
Juanita, this is a friend who is going to be our
guest, give him welcome,” and she artlessly
took hold of my hand, | trembled at the touch.
For my heart told me, “ This is the ideal for
whom | have been searching—the woman whose
wishes must rule mine for happiness or misery,
for good or for evil. | felt | was in the presenco
of my Fate.

Before me stood what seemed a very Venus,
not like her of Cyprus poised upon tne shell,
with tresses of that huo which the auricomout
dye of modern days can easily counterfeit. But
Cytherea as she should bo in a southern clime,
with the complexion becoming; skin with a
tinge of golden brown, cheeks as red as grena-
dines, teeth like strings of pearls picked up from
her native seas, and hair as the plumage of the
tropic bird that soars proudly over them. Idle
to attempt describing the charms of Juanita
Aguera. Jealous of them, | would not if I
could. Gazing upon them, I no longer thought
of the chase, or the sort of game frequenting
Cuban covers. | would not now have given
*p that shooting excursion to Batabano for al)
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the grand quadrupeds that roamed around our
American prairies, or African karoo—not to
bag ali the buffaloes, elands, and elephants in
the world.

We spent the remainder of that day, with
the night following, under the roof of the tia, a
hospitable old lady of the brocaded type, who
carried a bunch of keyes a la chatelaine.

Next morning we were driven to the railway
terminus at Havana, and there booking for Bat-
abano, were soon gliding along the camino de
hierro, amid scenes which made it worth while
keeping the curtains drawn aside.

To a native of Northern lands a railway
train running through tropical scenery is
suggestive, giving rise to singular trains of
thought, indeed almost ludicrous. Steam, the
symbol of modern civilization, appears altogeth-
er out of place among palm trees. And as its
imoke curls up through these feathery fronds,
one cannot help an idea of something like dese-
cration. It isasif Nature’s fairest forms, and
choicest handiwork, were being sacrificed to the
ipirit of utilitarianism—put to a baser purpose
than was originally intended.

Some incongruity, also, in seeing railway
jfflrials, with purely Spanish features, and hear-
ing a guard interrogate as ho draws open the
earriage door.

Among the Mangroves.

gays that in Covcnt Garden would command a
fabulous price.

For a time the novelty held me entranced.
Anywhere an ardent admirer of silvan scenes,
in the tropics my admiration amounts almost
to worship, and had | been alone with Don
Mariano he would have found me a fellow-trav-
eler of fow words. 1 should have continued
silently gazing out till my senses were surfeited
with the beautiful in Nature.

But inside was the beautiful in flesh and
blood, and for once Nature was robbed of my
adoration, or received only the lesser share.

Batabano was at length‘reached, the terminus
station of the railway. To carry it further in
that direction were to run it into the Caribbean
Sea.

schooner from some other of tho Antilles or
South American main. Once a dangerous port
for such craft, either to enter or stand out of—
when Lafltte cruised out from Barataria. and
Kidd, with his cruel pirates, had their head-
quarters in tho Isle of Pines.

The duana, with other public buildings, some
houses of a betteu kind belonging to officials,
with a scattered surrounding of palm-thatched
huts, constitute the port and puebla of Bata-
bano.
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There were corals, red, like Juanita’s lips, bi-
valves of i>early hue, bleached to the whiteness
of her teeth. Then the path would suddenly
plunge into shadow, dark as her hair, with fire-
flies—great cocuyos—flitting about to symbolize
tho flames of her eyes.

Our road lay along tho shore of Batabano
Bay, south-eastward from tho town. Borne ten
miles to travel before we could arrive at our
destination—the house of Don Mariano. Long
before reaching it, wo were riding through land
that was his; dense forests, hero and there al-
ternating with savannas.

At length an opening appeared before us,
showing cultivation. Vast fields covered with
bushes, set in quincunx and shaded by tall
trees. Tho bushes bore homes, which gave out
an aromatic odor; they were those that, when
burnt and ground, furnish tho Leverago of our
breakfast-table.

We had entered a cafetal, and were riding
among its rows.

Soon a house came in sight; the dwelling-
place of its proprietor. Not an humble hut—a
bahio—as Don Mariano had modistly charac-
terized it—but a mansion of imposing appear-
ance, with grand gate entrance, and avenue
leading up, the latter arcaded by double rows
of the peuma real.

Clearly an establishment of the first class of
cafetales, with hundreds of slaves at work in

THUS INSPIRED, | RUSHED IN AMONG THE MANGROVES, AND COMMENCED CLIMBING OVER THEIR AERIAL ROOTS.— Page 33.

“ Por Guinez, senoresf’ Then as he clangs it
0, adding, “ Todos por Batabano—nos vamos!"

After clearing the barrios of Havina, we
I*asse | many pretty villas—the rural retreats of
lho city aristocracy. Then succeeded coffee
[lantations, and tobacco farms, with here and
there an ingenio, its tall steam chimney telling
where sugar-cane is crushed and its sweet sap
loiled to crystallization. Beside each the casa
trandc of the planter, its avenue of approach

haded by rows of loyal palms—the orcodoxa

i‘tgia.

Passing Guinez station wo crossed the divid-
ing ridge or backbono of tho island; tho terrain
thenco gradually descending to tho shore of the
Caribbean sea. Hero tho evidences of agricul-
tural industry are rarer, plantations further
apart; till at length tho iron horse gallops on
through thick primeval forest, tho smoko from
his nostrils ascending among tho branches of
great fig trees, cedrelas and caobas, better
known as mahogany. Inside, thocarriage is ob-
scured, asthough the train were passing through
a tunnel. Looking out you behold huge trunks,
each with its array of parasitical plants roped
toother like tho rigging of a ship. Many aro
magnificent orchids, with flowers fully expand-
ed; often hanging so closo to tho carriago win-
dows you may hook them with tho handlo of
jw r umbrella”® or reaching forth gather no**

Wo made a short stay in the place; onlv long
enough to see our trunks out of the railway-
station and into a carreta, having a couple of
mules attached. Don Mariano had taken the
%ecaution to send on instructions tho day be-

e; hence the wheeled vehicle for our luggage,
with three saddle-horses for ourselves, found
awaiting us.

Mounting, we rodo away, and were soon
again amidst the wildest wood scenery. A vir-
gin forest, scarce defiled by the stroke of the
woodman’s ax. For the path we were pursuing
did not deserve the name of a road—only an
open track between the trees, arcaded over with
palms, whose smooth trunks looked like tho sup-
porting columns of some grand temple, their
curving fronds forming the concavity of its
domo.

As we cantered along through tho sweet sil-
van scene, | could not help thinking how tho
Creole girl becamo it; or, rather, how it became
her, for she seemed tho primary object, its di-
vinity, tho scene designed for her decoration.

Such was my thought—tho reflection formed
in my heart. Yes, it had come to this.

At intervals tho forest flashed open and wo
caught glimpses of tho sea and it3 shore. Bits
of beach with wind that looked liko silver filings,
mixed with tho dustof gold, strewn with shells
that showed all the irideeoenoco of the opal.

the fields, and at least a score of household ser-
vants inside and around the casa grande; attho
head of these a major-domo; waiting to receivo
us, with a staff of stable-grooms standing ready
to relieve us of the horses.

Inside a large dining-room, with table ret, tho
dinner served as soon as wo could change toil-
ettes to sit down to it.

away
starved and stinted bachelor hp had proclaimed
himself, tho viands on bis dinner-table, with
the various vintages interspersed, showed him
to bo a sort of Cuban Lucullus.

Six days spent as in P)
sions through tho tropical iorest, and %ng the
shell-strewn shores of a southern sea—the beau
tiful Caribbean; these varied by rides around
tho
on
varied
under
palms;
of tho ,
cardinal, listening to that sweeter than all, the
voice of Jiumita Agucra.

Never sweeter than cn that day, when at tv*
wo two were straying through a copea of catmi
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tos. | was now in love with her to the deepest
depths of my soul—a passion that unreciprocat-
ed would consume. That day | intended to de-
clare it despite all fear for the issue. Soon |
must return to Havana. Was | to go back hap-
py, or bearing a broken heart/ | must now
Imow.

The hour appeared propitious, and just then
there chanced a circumstance that looked like
the foreshadowing of afavorable fate. From our
path sprung two palomitas, the beautiful little
doves of the Antilles—very mannikins among
the Columbidee. They How only a short dis-
tance, then settled down on the branch, where
they sat, side by side, close together, cooing and
kissing. They did not seem at all scared at our
intrusion nor attempt to flit further away, but
still continued their caresses till we came almost
near enough to touch thorn. They appeared to
know that we too were wooing!

We stopped and stood gazing at the pretty
love-birds—types of the fondest, purest affection
—for their behavior was emblematical of what
we felt. | was sure of it on my own side, though
it was not till after some words had been ex-
changed between us, | could answer for both,
'hey were:

“ You see those doves, senorita?”

“1 do.”

“ Have you any thought concerning them?”

“ Havo you/”

* Yes.”

“ What is your thought, senor?’

“ That | should like to be one of them.”

“ What a singular fancy! To wish yourself
palomita!l What a singular fancy!”

**Only on condition of somebody else being
Mre same.”

“ Who else?

“ The Dona Juanita Aguera.”

Not receiving any response from her, whose
rheek flushed red at the speech, | was compelled
to continue, which | did in bold interrogative.
It was not the time to talk longer in enigmas.
<simply said:

“ Juanita, ty, me amasF’

“ Yo te amo,” came the answer, without fal-
tering or reserve.

Then ware our hands joined, the flushed
cheek fell over on my breast, permitting me to
press lips sweeter than the honey of Hybla.

The seventh day of my sojourn at the cafetal

was to ba tha last; business | had too long neg-
lected requiring my return to Havana. On
hat day | would have preferred leaving fleld-
spjrts alone, but my host tempted me with on
offer to go flamingo-shooting. Some two miles
off, in the swamp, was a breeding-place of these
singular birds, of which | had heard much,
though during our several excursions had not
seen any of them. | was naturally desirous to
g»t a shot at game which rarely falls to the guu
of the sportsman. Besides, | wished to procure
some skins of these gigantic curlews m their
full, flame-colored plumage—good specimens of
which are rare in tne shops of the taxidermists,
as on the shelves of natural history collections.
Perhaps, also, some ambition to see my namo
inscribed on a plinth below the mounted bird in
a public museum.

For these reasons |, with less reluctance,
yielded to Don Mariano’s proposal to spend my
last day doing havoc among the flamingoes.

As the roost was but a short ride from the
cafetal, we could do all the damage intended
and be back for an early dinner. In the even-
ing | should make amends for absenting myself
frond her whose company was now far more
pleasant than any flela-sport3.

Bidding the mistress or the mansion “ adios,”
with the more cheerful tag, “ hastala tarde,”
we were about setting forth, when a horseman
rode up to the house, and drawing Don Mariano
aside, engaged him in conversation. Though in
iotto voce, it was of an earnest and serious na-
ture, as | could tell by the excited looks and
pasturing of both.

Their dialogue ended, the horseman rode
rapidly away as he had come, when Don Mari-
sno, rejoining me, said:

“ Senor. | am very sorry | shall not bo able

to go with you. A summons unexpected calls
me elsewhere. But do not let it interfere with
your day’s sport. Gaspardo will guide you to
the flamingoes, and you can slaughter them to
your heart’s content without any help from me.
I shall be back before evening, in good time to
join you at the dinner-table. So now, adios,
and as we've both just said to sister, hasta la
tard2/’
;  Courtesy forbade me asking any explanation
of my host. Indeed, he seemei as if he had no
jtime to give it. Soon as saying good-dav, he
sprung into his saddle, and rode hastily off, as
if intending to overtake the strange horseman,
already out of sight.

Thechange of programme, with Don Mariano’s
abrupt departure, did not seem to me at all ex-
traordinary. | could even conjecture the cause.
It was not the first time | had seen strange
horsemen at the house coming and going hur-
riedly, as couriers. In my owi mind | had set
them down as messengers who brought commu-
nications important as they were mysterious.
The former they must have been, judging by
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their effect upon my host. | noticed several
times they disturbed his equanimity of temper,
and knew that nothing could do this save some
grave cause. What should it bo but Cuba Libre?

Indeed, he had as good as confessed to me it
was this. In return | gave him my heartfelt
sympathy. Nothing more could | at the time.
It was no affair of mine, and even had | wished
to embroil myself in the political troubles of
the island, the business that had taken me hither
would have been a bar to my wishes.

Of my host's seemingly eccentric behavior, |
thought no more on that morning than on any
other, only as he rode away, something whis-
pered me that there was danger drawing nigh
—an electricity in the moral atmosphere of the
“ ever faithful island” that would soon burst
over it in a terrible storm, its lightning the
flame of burning houses and plantations, its
thunder the roaring of camion, its rain red
blood.

I had mounted my horse, as my host took to
his. But chilled with a presentiment of peril |
could not account for, | lost all ardor for sport,
and hesitated about proceeding further with
the flamingo-shooting. To stay at home promised
pastime more attractive.

| sat reflecting, irresolute as to which course
| should pursue. Then it occurred to me that
Don Mariano might think it strange, my re-
maining at the house in his absence, more espe-
cially after having seen me in the saddle, ready
to ride off. He was not yet aware of the ten-
der relations established between his sister and
myself.

The sentiment of delicacy decided me; and
giving heel to my horse, | set forward, Gas-
pardo first following, then spurring ahead to
guide me to the shooting-ground.

An original was this Gaspardo, worthy a
word or two of description. No common slave
he; either field hand or house-domestic; but the
cazador of the establishment, whose metra it
was to supply the table with game, combining
the hunter calling with that of the pescudor,
when fish were to form part of the menu4 In
his own physical and moral man, even more of
a complex character. A big, broad-shouldered
mulatto, having in his veins at least three sepa-
rate streams of blood—European, African and
Indian—with a dash of the devil to give spice to
the compound. For all, a good fellow at bot-
tom, fearing God after a fashion, but without
the slightest fear of man. Of his courage and
prowess | already had proof. By this time he
and | had ceased to be strangers, and it was not
the first occasion of our having gone hunting
without my host, suddenly summoned away, as
on that morning.

The cazador well knew the ground we de-
signed quartering; and familiar with the nest-
ing-place of the flamingoes, conducted me
straight toward it.

As it was past the season of incubation, we
might or mignt not And the birds at home. At
night they returned to their roost, but our in-
tended visit being by day, there was a chance
of our getting disappointed.

So Gaspardo saia.

This was a damper. Still, | should have
an opportunity of examining the nests of
these curious, long-legged waders, and so
adding a chapter to my knowledge of their
natural history and habits.

While getting some new hints from the hunter,
who, like most gamekeepers, was a very Audu-
bon in ornithology, the lesson was cut short at
sight of a horseman riding in the same direction
as ourselves.

We did not overtake him. Before we could
come up, he sheered off into a side-path, and
was almost instantly out of sight, disappearing
behind the trees.

A singular personage, judging by the glance |
had got of him. Stylishly dressed in an em-
broidered jacket of velveteen, with trowsers of
the same, slashed along the seams; a scarf of
scarlet-colored silk wound around his waist, its
ends hanging down over his hip. Alongside
them, a sword that dangled, its scabbard-tip
clanking against 9purs that sparkled on his heels;
on his back a short gun, carried a la bandolier,
and in one hand what appeared to be a guitar,
in its case.

All this | saw at a glance; the same taking in
his features, as turning out of the road, he look-
ed back over his shoulder.

They were not such as to give a favorable im-
pression of him, but the contrary. Swarth and
sinister, their expression was not improved by
the shadow of a broad-brimmed hat pulled
slouchingly over them.

“ Who is he, Gaspardo?’

“ Only a goajiro, senor.”

“ A goajiro! What is that?’

“ A fellow who drinks all day, and dances all
night; yet don’'t own anv thing but the clothes
on his back, and the andante between his legs.
Sometimes both horse and saddle are stolen, the
which is likely enough in his case. I'd lay a
wager Rafael Carrasco never came by his in an
honest way.”

“ Rafael Carrasco, you call him?'

“ Si, senor; and a bigger rascal isn't to be
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met with around Batabano. Don Rafael ho
styles himself, with the conceit of Don tho De-
vil. He used to come swaggering about our
cafetal, till the master forbade him.”

“ Why did he forbid him?”

“ Caballero! if you promise not to betray con-
fidence, I'll tell you.”

“1 promiso it. You may speak without
fear.”

“ Well, then, it was becauso Carrasco had tho
impudence—only think of it—to mako preten-
sions to the Na Juanita.”

“ Indeed!”

I was deeply interested now.

“ In what way?’' | asked.
ticulars, good Gaspardo.”

“ Well, senor, onco at aJlesta we had, ho was
called on for i song. | will say that, scoundrel
though he be, he can sing well, and play tho
bandolin to perfection. Most goajiros can do
that, and mako their own songs, too, if they
don’t tho tunes. So what docs my gentleman
try but some verses ho had composed himself,
or said ho had, in praise of the senorita, describ-
ing her charms, as people said, too freely; then
winding up with words to tell her how much ho
admired her. It was all upwith him after that.
Don Mariano was very angry about it, and told
him never to come near tho house again.”

“ Was the senorita herself angry'?” | asked,
making an effort to conceal my' emotion, as |
listened for the answer.

“ Ah, caballero! that | can't say. Women
are such queer creatures. There aro not many
of them who don’t like being praised, especially
in poetry. Be sure the best of them can stomach
a goodish deal of that. There was the Dona
Eusebia Gomez, tho daughter of one of our
grandees, who went away' with a goajiro, and
actually got married to him—all because he
sung canciones praising her beauty and bright
eyes, and that sort of thing. Oh, yes; in their
vanity, the muehachos aro pretty much the
same, whether they be poor girls or rich
ladies.”

| confess thatGaspardo’s ungallant sentiments
gave mo pain, suggesting thoughts | should not
have entertained. Something more than mere
curiosity counseled me to question him further:

“ When did all this occur?”

“ As I've said, senor, at the fiesta. We have
one every year after the gathering in of the
cosecha. When the coffee-crop is oil stored, the
custom is to give a feast in honor of the event,
with grand doings and dances, to which every-
body is asked. The one |'ve spoken of was tne
last we had, just before Don Mariano went
away to travel in your country. All the time
he was gone, the nina, as you may know, has
been staying with her aunt at Havana, and of
course, nothing has happened since.”

“ Then, | presume. Master Carrasco has by
this time relinquished his aspirations?”

“ Quen saber For that matter, he might as
well.  Such as he to think of matching with a

<grand lady like tho Dona Juanita Aguera! It
would be as modest in me aspiring to be the

j alcalde mayor of Batabano. But for all
| that, one can't tell what Rafael Carrasco may
be up to. He’'s got brass for any thing, and be-

| sides, the deceit of Satan himself. 1don’t be-
lieve there's a greater picaro along all this coast;
l'and if re]>ort speaks true, he’s in secret league
with contrabandistos, slave-dealers, and all such
sorts. 'Twas only last week one of our people
saw him in the company of EI Cocodrilo™

“ El Cocodrilo! Who may he be?”

“ What, senor! you don't know EIl Cocodrilo?”

“ Indeed 1don't.” *

“ And have you never heard of him?”

“ Tell me the par-

* No—never.”

“ Ay Dios! that's strange. | thought every-
body had.”

“ You see. I'm an exception.”

“ Well, I'll tell you. He'sarunaway slave—

a black man, who once belonged to master.
But as ho was a bad sort, Don Mariano sold
him to another planter, a neighbor, from whom
he soon after absconded. That was several
years ago, and ever since he’sa cimmarin, not
one of them able to catch him. Yet hejnves
them every chance, as you might think. There
isn't a week passes without Ins being heard of
on some of the plantations making love to the
negro wenches and robbing their masters right
and left. Several times they’ve got up hunting-

ies, and set their hounds uyon his track—

ir very best bloodhounds. Still he continues
to baffle them all.”

“ He must be a clever scamp, this Cocodrilo.
But why is he so-called?”

“ Ah! that's partly on account of his being
pock-pitted; which, as you may suppose, makes
his skin look a little like that of a cayman, or
crocodile. Besides, he's a big, ungainly fel-
low, as they are. But | think ne’s got the name
more from his hiding in the creniaas, where the
animals havo their haunts. By the way, senor,
this is the very swam]) where they say he se-
cretes himself. It is called La Zapata, and ex-
tends for ever so far along the shore. We are
just now passing the place where he was last
seen by one of the field-hands of our plantation.
It was where the goajiro was seen along with
him, tho two talking earnestly together, That
was last Sunday night—Iless than a week ago, *
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“ Supposo you and | should come across him
now. Would you I>e afraid, Gaspardo?”

“N)t I, sehor. 1 hoj>e you don't rate my
courage so cheaply. Afraid of El Coccxirilo!
On tne contrary, Jd just like to set my eves
upon his ugly image, ant if i do, I'll soon al ter
have my hands on him. I've myself some old
score to settle with taut scaly gentleman; and if
over lie conn s into my clutches, ctiey’ll have no
need afterward to p .t bloodhounds upon his
trail. He'll make no more tracks except those
between where | get hold of him and the jail of
Batabano—curajo, no!"

“ Well, if we should fall in with the formida-
ble fellow, you may dc]>end on me, Gaspardo.
I'll do what | edn to assist you in carrying out
your intentions. Not because of his being a
runaway slave, but the wicked character you
describe him. Besides, as you say, he is your
I>ersonal enemy.”

“ Mil jracios, scnor."1

Wo reached the roosting-nlace of the flamin-
goes, and, as half-apprehended, found no birds
about. They were absent, no doubt, on some
other par; of the shore, where sheli-lish and tne
small-fry on whieii they feed were more plenti-
ful.

1saw scores of their curious nests, truncated
con*s, o:i which thev sit, or rather stand, with
their long legs straddled, during the jjoriod of
incubation. They were empty now, but around
lay the shells of the hatched eggs, and many
feathers cast at molting; | observed much, be-
sides, that should have interested me, and doubt-
less would, had 1 been in the humor for ornitho-
logical inquiry. But 1was not. Tho fear felt
in the morning was still uiion me—a shadow
over my spirits | could not shako off.

Jt forced me away from the memory of the
1mg-logged waders, without staying tiieir re-
tarn.

While riding along tho swamp edge, on our
way back to the cafotal, Gaspardo parted com-
pany with me. He begged permission on the
plea of visiting a friend, who had his dwelling
near by, and expected him on some business be-
tween themselves.

As | now knew the way, there was no longer
need for his guiding mo, and he said he would
be at the cafotal almost as soon as myself—cer-
tiinly before his master, Don Mariano.

| had become attached to the yellow-skinned
eazador, and was oidy too glad at being able to
oblige him, by granting tho leave solicited. So
we separated”with a mutual “ hasted lueyn” as
1 moved on, Gaspardo shouted after, “ Va con
Dios?”

I had barely lost sight of him, his voieo still
ringing in my ears, when another sound salute |
them. At first | fancied it to Ix* the sough of
the sea, causod by the breaking of the surf along
the shore. | hail heard this at intervals while
riding along. But it was now at too great a
distance, and could not bo tliut. It was not,
though in some res]>ects similar. Tho noise |
heard was softer, and more smoothly resonant.

Besides, it came from above. Turning my
eves upward, | saw what was causing it. Tho
blue sxy was enameled by scarlet spots—great
birds, with their wings extended in flight—the
flamingoes! No doubt the flock we had failed
to find at their roost, to which they were now
on return.

They were right over my head, and at
least a hundred vyards vertically distant.
But my. breech-loader was charged with swan-
shot, and suddenly chocking my hone,
I raised the gun to my shoulder and let
bang both barrels into the thick of tho flock. A
shrill scream was the resixmsc, continued ns tho
flamingoes flew on faster than before. Consid-
ering the great distance, | took it for granted |
had missed them, and again grasping the reins,
was abort to ride on. Just then 1saw that ono
had separated from tho rest, and was gradually
going down. With some experience as a sports-

man, 1 knew from this that some of my No. 1

shot must have penetrated the body of the bird,
touching it in a vital part.

The place where | nad pulled up was a strip
of open ground, on one side a forest of wild
mangoes, on the other the mangrove swamp.
Two very different kinds of trees, especially de-
tested by the Cuban planter, as he thinks of his
cimmarin slaves. For in the fruit of the former
the runaway finds sufficient sustenance, while
the latter gives him a rcfugo beyond the reach
of the bloodhounds.

The flamingo fell among the mangroves; and
having carefully marked it down, | slipped out
of the saddle, tied my horse to a tree, and start-
ed to retrieve it.

The disappointment of tho day made mo all
the more anxious to get the gamo | had shot—
not liking to return with on empty bag. Bo-
sides, the flamingo that had fallen was evident-
ly an old gander, of a deep scarlet to the tips of
his tail-feathers, not a whito one visible in all
his fiery plumage. WlIliat a grand trophy his
skin would be mounted in a museum with my
name underneath: Presented by Captain
----- ; shot on the shore of Batabano Bay, Cuba.

Thus inspired, | rushed in among tho man-
groves, and commenced climbing over their
aerial roots.

Among the Mangroves.

A singular forest form these trees of the
genus rhizapora. In their growth Ix?aring
some resemblance to the banyan, except that
you see no large trunks—only stems of several
inches thickness, not springing directly from
the ground, but supported on a tangled”trestle
of roots, gnarled und jxhnted like the legs of
rustic chairs or the limbs of gigantic spideis.
These penetrating the mud leave open spaces
under tho overshadowing trunks; a labyrinth
of aisles and avenues, through which crawl
countless crabs nnd hideous creatures of saurian
shajx-; among others, the cayman and croco-
dile—for both species of these gigantic reptiles
are indigenous to the island of Cuba. The
trees of the order rhizapora are not all of one
kind. There are many species of mangrove
along tho coast of tropical countries, all per-
forming tho same office in the economy of na-
ture, reclaiming the land from the grasp of the
surging sea, and staying the latter in its contin-
ual attempts at encroachment. Along their
outer selvedge, where the mud becomes exposed
at ebb tide, they fling out roots from seeds still
within the jxuuearp, and adherent to the;
branches like tho tentacula of nn oetopod,
grasping a victim at each influx of the tide.

The mangroves, thus constantly adding to
the ground they have already gained, in time
form a forest belt often miles in breadth, stand-
ing in the soft mud over which man can not
make way except ns a 'monkey, by swinging
himself from tree to tree.

Into such a jungle Imd 1lentered to retrieve
tho shot flamingo.

Clutching the stems, nnd springing from root
to root, 1 kept on, in hopes soon to rest ryes on
the beautiful bird.

| had not gone far when | heard n rustling
noise, as of some ono moving off before me.
Guided by tho sound, nnd drawing toward it,
I caught sight of a man, like myself making
way among the mangroves. A’ huge negro,
naked from head to foot, not so much as a rag
covering his jet-black skin.

| did not at first think it so strange; sup-
posing him to be some slave from the cafetal,
who Imd boon taking a dip in the sea—tho
water of which | could just perceive shining
through tl:e bushes beyond. But, on advancing
toward and hailing him, | was surprised at his
behavior. He neither answered the hail nor

i showed any disposition to await my coming up.
On tho contrary, he went oiF like a wild animal
startled from its lair; and gliding over the
roots, far faster than 1, soon disappeared from

i my sight. From the glimpse | Imd of his face,

,as once or twice ho looked back, | could see it
was hideously scarred, as by some cutaneous
disease—the worst kind of varioloid. Remcm-

mBering Gaspardo's description of ElI Coeodrilo,
I could not doubt but that chance Imd given n:e
a peep at the formidable cimmarin. Having
no desire to come up with him, | turned baclc
nnd took tho direction | had hitherto been fol-
lowing in search of the flamingo.

By jrood fortune, | found the bird, though it
was tho merest accident. For, after losing
sight of the water, and again getting into the
thick of the trees. 1lost all boamig of the place
where | had seen it settle down. Screams
which | presumed to proceed from ils throat
guided mo to the sj ot. Instead, they proved to
be tho cries of the caraeara eagle, two of which

'were in tho act of quarreling over a quarry
thev had not lulled.

The flamingo was quite dead, lying with its
wings extended, like a scarlet ;!ia\i 1spread over
tho branches, while its long neck, weighted with

: tho huge, curving mandibles, dangled down be-
neath tho body.

\ Fortunately, it had not fallen into the slime,

iso as to spoil its plumage for tho taxider-

:mist. Carefully packing it for transport, |

] commenced returning on my tracks,

i _ Tracks1l There were none. What mattered

1it? | could make my way to the shore in the
shortest direction.

| Sothought | at starting to go back. But my

i confidence quickly changed to uncertainty, and

‘ soon after to apprehension. In less than five

! minutes after bagging my bird, | was wnnder-

| ing amid the maze of mangroves, helpless as
would have been the finding of Fair Rosamond

|without the silken clue. And in five more |

] came to a stop, with a dead heaviness at my

! hoart as ono feels on becoming sensible that he

| has strayed from tho jxith and got lost. Not as

Jone on a common highway, or amid fields of

I com, blit in tho shadow of a trackless forest or

| tho open expanse of a pathless prairie. Lort

I not for an hour, or a day, or a nip-pat, but in all
probability for days, nights, and hours that

|[may end in death.

I 1 did not at first fully rcalizo tho seriousness
of the situation, so little did it affect me. |
made no attempt to call out or in any way sum-
mon assistance.

Indeed, to havo dono this would have been
idle, as | afterward learned when the full fear
came over me. Then | called loud enough to
frighten the caracaras, with no response save
their screams. These, resounding through the
mangroves, resembled tho laughter of maniacs
mocking my despair.

For this was now on me. | had made every
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effort to reach terra flima, first tacking one
way, then another, as appearances promised
better, like a sloth, swinging myself from branch
to branch and r<>t to nxit, all in vain. | came
upon places where the burk showed abrasions,
which on sei utiny proved to have been made by
my shooting boots. | wus but returning on my
ov\n tracks, swinging round the circle. With a
clouded sky, thcie was no sun to give the direc-
tion. It olid not huve taken it if there had
been. For. before entering the jungle, I had
not taken note how the shore trended.

For teveral hours 1kept clambering about,
t;ll the increasing gloom amid the umbrageous
branches of the mangroves warned me that
night v ns near.

Just then a dark object attracted my atten-
tion, and 1turned toward it. Drawing near, |
saw' what I<xked like a haystack set upon piles.
Advancing toward it, | discovered it to be a
shed or arbor; no freak of vegetable nature, but
the work of human bonds. There was a floor
of wicker llianos, warped and twined among the
tree roots; alx>ve, a canopy of leav(*s, the broad
blades of the wild banuiia. 1hue sides were in-
closed with the buttle of sipos; the fourth open,
giving admission to the interior.

N; ringing up to tho wieker stage, | found
myself amid objects that told of human occupa-
tion, though the occupant was not at home.
There was a hammock swung between the tterns,
supporters of the roof; and from the lasi de-
pended strips of Chili peppers, onions, and
clusters of ripe plantains; whHo in one corner
stood a basket of sweet potatoes, and a second
containing oranges, mangoes, cherimoyas, alli-
gator pcai*s, and a variety of other fruit—a cor-
nucolila of tropical productions.

Suspended from a limb outside was a huge
guano-lizard, skinned, disemboweled, ready lor
tho spit. Tliut it could be broiled there was
evident, from the embers of a fire smoldering
on a mud hearth, in the center of the staging.

I had no need to conjecture os to what all
this meant, fcleon as feeing the hut so strangely
situated | could tell it to be the refuge of somo
runaway slave—tho home of some hunted ma-
roon.

And who else could its owner bo than him 1
had seen scampering off—the dreaded Coeodrilo!
I wan as sure of this as if | had met the pock-
marked man upon his own hearth, and .been in-
vited to partake of his hospitality.

Vividly recalling his character, as Gaspardo
had given it, | had no desire to. Under the cir-
cumstances, an interview with him might not
end amicably. Perhaps he would reseat intru-
sion on his solitary domain- and bo disposed to
punish the intruder.

Reflecting thus, with my eyes nnthptuuiinn
suspended outside, its form tearfully suggestive
of a human being hanged and flayed', | remained
not an instant longer under the ioof of the n.n-
uway.

I had now better hopes of being ablo to .-e-
gain tho rkore; for, although tho daylight Imd
nearly gene, still in tho dim twilight | could
distinguish something like a path along tho
tangle of roots. Whitish fpots showed where
their bark had been trodden off by tho hard,
horny solos of a negro’s feet.

Along this | started, continuing on fer several
bundled yards. Then tho night came down,
dark us n pot of pitch; and I could no more
make out tko 1llaze.. To proceed further would
only bo to got strayed again—perhaps with less
chance* of ultimate success.

At thoughtof this, | desisted from any further
uttemptSj and resolved to stay among tho man-
groves till morning.

To make m.vreif as comfortable as tho circum-
stances would permit, | selected a spot where
tho roots were thickly malted, nnd there laid
myself along like a steak upon a gridiron. But
before cointing sleep, | took the precaution to
buckle my hunting-belt around a branch at tho
same time attaching it to rcy body. Otherwise |
might roil overinto the mud,’and furnishthecay-
mans with a midnight meal. Tho position vr.s
irksome enough, to nay nothing of being stung 1y
the muskotoes that swanned m myriads around
n:e. A mangrove swamp is tho place to Imd
those noxious insects in thoir most venomous
vigor.

But tho fatigue consequent on over two lrcu.u
of constant tree-climbing, along with a strain
of mental anxiety throughout all tho day, bad
quito overcome me, and | at length yielded ti
irresistiblo slumber. Ilow long | was uncon-
scious | could not tell till afterward. Then, m
taking stock of time, | Imew it must have loce
a:i hour. During it, | was the prey to ho;:
dreams, and had fearful visions presentedto r -
slumbering senses. In theso figured my hoi,
Don Mariano Aguera, and his fair sister, now
my fiancee, sho like an angel, with a luminous
aureole over her brow, Lut beneath a counte-
nance seemingly distressed and sad. Bcsido
her were two devils, one splendidly appareled,
with a look of Lucifer, tne other bigger and
blacker, a sort of Vulcan, with skin charred
and spotted, os by sparks from his Tartarian
forgo. Of course my fancy of tho first must
havo como from what | hiad seen of the gar
goajiro—the second suggested by Qaiipamc%
description of tho runaway slave.
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With these two dcmorri-in-chief were lessor
ones, their satellites. Resides, ray betrothed
appeared to Il<e threatened and in danger. |
could hear her crying out: by name calling mo
to come to her rescue.

But | felt that | could not.
unable to stir hand or foot.

Still | struggled, and this, with her continued
cries, awoke me. Certainly | was bound, as |
found on awaking—buckled to the branch of a
tree. In that thero was no imagination nor in
the cries either. Only that they came, not
from Juanita Aguera, but from the great gruyn,
a species of gigantic crane which frequents the
cienegas of Cuba.

Released from the spell of my dream, vet
scarce recovered from its unpleasantness, | lay
listening. For the cry of the crane had some-
thing in it different from its ordinary call.
During the week | had several times encoun-
tered the bird, stalked and shot it, so becoming
tolerably well acquainted with its habits.

In a second or two, it gave note again, clearly
a signal of alarm.

But now | no longer listened to it, for other
sounds, far moro significant, hail fallen upon my
ears; beyond doubt human voices! Attnesamo
timo | heard a scraping and scratching among
the trees—tho swisn of bent branches in re-
bound. Was it Coeodrilo returning to his lair
accompanied by a confederate/ Tho moon had
meanwhile arisen, lighting up open sjiaeos
among the mangroves. Ono of these was close
to where | sat; for | had now unbuckled and
raised myself to a sitting posture; and when
tho silvery beams slanted down, | saw two dark
forms. Human shapes both, however devilish
their doings. For it was evident to mo they

| was fast bound,

The New York Library.

With the moon now shining clear, | fancied |
might find my way out of tho mangrove swamp,
all the easier from having noticed tho direction
from which tho two men had approached mo
coining from the land side.

Any thing was Itetter than staying there to
bo eaten by the zancudm.

| started, and for a timo succeeded in keeping
the track. Slowly, as | had to examine the
roots with great caro in order to discover tho
spots where the bark had been abraded.

Withal, | again got off it, becoming wildered
and finally lost as liefore.

| was looking for another place fit to repose
u>on, when, glancing a little upward | beheld
an illuminated spot in the sky. It was not the
moon nor any of her satellite stars. Tho light
was of that reddish yellow easily distinguisha-
ble as the glaro of u conflagration.

I Sineo it was not probable this would be in tho
I midst of the mangroves, nor possible on tho sea,
outside them, tho fire, whatever it was, must bo
Jon shore.
Making it my beacon, | started off afresh,
i and keeping on toward it, soon sprung down
i from the network of aerial roots and stood on
! terra jftrma.
| Scanning around me, | saw | had come out on
' known ground—almost the very sj>ot | had fired
i at the flamingo.
I Near by was the tree to which | had tied my
I horse; and entering under its shadow | found
tho animal still there just as | had left him;
[on]y; like myself, terribly impatient, and bad-
] ly bitten by the musketoes. A soft, satisfied
1neigh expressed his delight ns | drew the bridle
| from the branch, and flinging tho reins over his
I neck, vaulted into the saddle. | now knew tho

were engaged in something a Scotchman would j way well, and in tho clear moonlight could not

call “ uncanny.”

Clambering over tho tangle of roots, they
bore a burden between them. It was a thing of
oblong shapo that might bo a cofiln or a corpse,
looking more like tho latter.

Some piece of plunder abstracted from a
neighboring plantation, which tho Crocodile is
dragging to his lair, so heavy as to need help.

On seeing the two men | did not think of what
they wero carrying, or caro. Mv thought was
whether they might soo mo. If they did, |
should certainly be in some danger.

An encounter with the runaway were enough
of itself. Too much to meet him in the com-
pany of another—perhaps also a cimmarin like
nimself. These fugitives from justice, or it
may be injustice, are often desperate men, very
Ishmaelites, whose hands are againstevery man
who chances to have a white skin; and as mine
was of this color, caught just where | was, they
might tako mo for a hunter of them and treat
me accordingly.

A quick survey of the surroundings satisfied
mo that | was safe, at least for the timo. Tho
spot | had chosen for my uncomfortable couch
was canopied by spreading branches thickly
beset with leaves. This placed me in shadow,
so obscure that a man might bo within six feet
without seeing me. Assured of this, | sat still
and watched them as they mode way. Their
progress was slow and apparently toilsome. The
thing they wero trans]X>rting must have been
heavy indeed, and requiring delicate handling;
some article of value easily damaged or broken.

While | was thus reflecting, they had ad-
vanced to within ten paces of me. Then | saw
their arms more distinctly, whilo for a moment
the moonlight shining through a break in tho
foliage, fell upon their faces. Of these | caught
only a glimpse; but enough to make mo imagine
I was still asleep and dreaming, for their faces
were exactly those that had figured in tho phan-
tasmagoria just disturbed—tWs> two chief de-
mons!

Engrossed in the endeavor aidentify them,
I took no note of aught else till they were nearly
out of sight. Then 1 saw what startled mo,
causing my heart to beat doubly quick, whilo
the blood ran cold in my veins. Something
whitish draped down below their burden. It
looked like a shawl or the sldrt of a woman's
dress. Was it a woman they were carrying/
And if so, was she living? or a corpse, and tho
white drapery its shroud—its winding-sheet?

I had an impulse to stalk after them and see;
it was more than mere curiosity. Indoed avery
different sentiment; with something of fear o;1
apprehension as | recalled tho scenes that ha™
afflicted me in my dream. Could it be possible
that any of the other personages who had ap-
peared—that one—Juanita Aguera—

No—nol The supi>osition was absurd—too
impossible. But for the excited state | was in |
should not have entertained it for an instant.

And scarce a second did |, returning to my
former belief, that the Crocodile and his con-
federate were engaged in tho last act of a bur-
glary, about to secrete the stolon goods, or it
might be a bit of contraband. Recalling Gas-
pardo’s account of the goajiro, the last seemed
the more probabile.

On reflection, | concluded to leave the robbers
to themselves, at least for that night. Chance
had conducted me to their hiding-place, and if
property had been abstracted | snould know

Auere it was stowed and could take steps for
recovering it in the morning.

} again get strayed.

Putting tho liorso to his best sj>oed, in less
than twenty minutes after. | had entered tho
gjo of the cafetal, and was riding up to tho

Se.

No, not to the house. There was none there
now—only tho walls of one, with tho roof in
red blaze ascending to the skies. As | entered
tho outer gate ana looked up tho avenue be-
tween tho rows of royal palms, tho space at
their further end was lit up as in daylight, only
with the red rays of a conflagration.

I did not neea telling that the torch of the in-
eondiary had been at work. Instinctively |
know it, with a boding of misfortune far worso
than fire.

My own heart felt aflame, as | struck my
heels against my horse’s flanks, and galloped on
for the burning house. As | drew near, | could
see figures flitting about—men and women,
their dark forms seen in silhouette against tho
blazing liackground. | could hear their shouts
and ejaculations, all in tones of terror and dis-
tress. In a moment more | was in their midst,
scanning their faces, in search of two that wero
white—the master of the burning mansion and

is young mistress.

No white faces there—only black and yellow
—the slaves and retainers of the plantation.

A man rushing up, stood before me. In the
~re-glow | recognized the cazador.

Without waiting to hear what ke had to say,
| cried out:

“ Where are they, your master, your mis-
tress'?”

“ Gone! both gone! Oh, senor, isn't it sad!”

“ Gone! Whitner? Tho fire! What does it
all mean? Tell mo, Gaspardo—quick!”

“ For Dios, caballero; | cannot. | don't my-
self know. | got home only half an hour ago.
Then | found things just as you see them, only
that the flro wasn't so far on. We tried to stop
it, but couldn’t. The old house must go now.”

‘IWho has done it?” | asked mecnanically.
Something whispered me | knew the'nmn.

“ Well, tho people say tliat soldiers came from
Batabano to arrest the master. It’s because his
being one of the patriotas. By good luck he's
got awav, and they had to go back without him.
Then later, after it had got to bo night, some
others came who wasn’t soldiers at all, but men
in masks. It was them that carried off the sen-
orita, and set fire to the casa grande. It's been
burning over since; and the pobrecital Nobody
knows where they've taken or what's being
done to her.”

I know tho first, of tho last ignorant though
tortured with terrible apprehension. | had no
doubt now that what | hail seen between the
Crocodile and Carrasco was the body of my
betrothed. Was shestill living, or had they killed
her, and what they carried was her corpse?

“ Oh, God! oh, God!” | groaned in agony as
the fell fear swept through my soul.

“ Gaspardo, you are brave. You would risk
vour life to save that of the nina—would you
not?”

“ Ten times over. Only tell me how.
me. senor, you shall see.”

“ Get your gun and horse I

“ They are there.”

He pointed to the horse, that with saddle still
on, stood tied to a rail.

“ Your machete?”

“ Here on my hip.”

* Mount, then, and follow me!”

The cazador leaped into his saddle—I had not
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left mine—and wo rode off,

| flames behind i:s.

I Back for tho swamp. La Zapata.

In less than twenty minutes after we wew
upon its edge, at the place whero | had lately

. left it.

! Dismounting, we made our horses secure
tying them to the same tree where mine had
passed most of tho afternoon and night. We
muffled them to prevent them neighing. The
work wo had to do called for caution, silence,
the stealthy tread of tigers.

On the way | had told my companion all, nnj
communicated my plan of action; which he ap-
proved.

We were going to engage in a conflict v-itV,
two men strong ns ourselve”, to attempt thc
rescue of a captive, and capture them as veil.
They wero not likely to surrender witloul
showing fight. On both sides the struggle w( aid
IX? for life, hand-to-hand, and therefore des-/el-
ate. My brown-skinned comrade knew this, bul
quailed not. | saw he was game to the bid -
bone, almost as eager as myself to enter ipon
action. Besides the desire to rescue his yc unj
mistress ho had an additional sentiment to in-
spire him—the old standing spite against th«
runaway; as also a fresh feud with Carrasco,
who Imd in some way insulted him. The double
vendetta would havo secured mo his co-opera-
tion. with nothing besides. But | believe he
would have gone into the fight through sheet
love of it. He was addicted to deeds of daiin?
—seemed to court them for sake of the danger.

I had, therefore, no uneasiness about hit
flinching, or failing me. My only fear was out
not being able to get face to face with the
enemy.

Would it be possible to retrace my steps to
tho hiding-place of the runaway?

This was the question that gave the most con
cern. Less now that the cazador v as by mj
side. After | had told him all, he mado light ol
finding the way. He spoke as if he was ac-
quainted with it. In my zig-zag through th«
tangle | had observed a tree taller than those
around it; not a mangrove though growing
among them. It was close to the refuge of the
runaway. | had made special note of this,
with some vague anticipation it might afterw ard
stand me in stead, if | needed it for a landmark.
The need had come sooner than | expected. 1'
was now.

I smoke of it to Gaspardo.

“i know that tree well,” said the hunter
“ It’'s a mahagva that's grow n from a seed sonw
bird has dropped among the mangroves. | re
member from having shot a lird Irom it—a big
harpy eagle that had perched on one of its
branches. If that's the place, | can go st; night
to it, though it's now many years since | siot
the harpv. Not so much matter al out the bee
i either, If you can only put me on the rath y nil

jspeak of. When a man has scrambled oie.v

i these roots, trust me for finding his footmarks,
even if it’sonly moonlight. Have no fear, cclt*
allero! Lead on; and snow me where >ou ccj o»
out of tho swamp.”

Looking to our guns to see that they were in
shooting condition, then slinging them over <vf
shoulders, we entered among the mangroves.

Soon ns | set the cazador on the track, fr
took the lead, leaving me to come after.

He did not go fast. It was more important.
make sure of not getting strayed. Besidel
there was the necessity of not making noisd
even the slightest. To guard against this we
had kicked off our toots, before taking to the
trees; and trod the rcots in our stockings.

We went well for seme three hundred yards)
when, in spite of the cazador's wonderful ukill,
we were compelled to pause.

The moon had suddenly dropped undei «
cloud, leaving us in darsmss so dense .c»
could no more make cut the scratches >
the roots. They "were too slight to be distil-
guished in the obscurity.

It was maddening to be thus baffled. To m
every second seemed a minute, every minute a i
hour. For at such a time and on such a matter
every moment was fraught with fearful conse-
quences.

My fancy pictured Juanita, as she had aj -
peared in my dreams, struggling to escape fron ,
the embrace of the fiendish brutes. On! thav
she could have called out; for now | might have
heard, and her cries guided me to the spot whero
she was captive.

We listened, but could hear no sounds of bu
man voice; only the noises of the night, such an
meet the ear inthe midst of a mangrove swamp,
the groans of the great southern owl, the mel-
ancholy cry of the quabird, the “ gluck-gluck ”
of gigantic bull-frogs, and the bellowing of alli-
gators. All sounds consonant to our situation,
seeming to mock me in my misery. For | was
now wretched, despairing, in the belief that
after all we should be beaten, and have to go
back leaving the captive unreleased. And tho
thought of such captivity. It was too fearful
to bear reflection. 1 turned to my companion
in hopes of hearing some word to cheer me.
But no, he only whisp3red:

* There’s no help lor it, caballero, but to wait
till that cloud drives past. If we attempt to go
on without— Hal What's that, yonderf A

leaving the red
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light! Carramba!
Diablo!”

| locked in the direction pointed out. Sure
eaougo, there was a light, gleaming through the
leavis. And as | could tell by tno red glu e,
coming from a reed-flre, and not an ignis fatuus
as the mulatto meant, calling it the “ Devil's
Lamp.”

Gazing at it, wo became satisfied of its true
character; and as soon as resolved, we stole to-
ward it. .

Gliding silently on we got within less than ten
paces of the spot, then stopped to take breath
tor the final spring, now near. For by this we
understood all, and knew, to a certainty, what
was before us.

It was the shed of the fugitive slave.

We had approached it by its open side, and
could see everything within.

A fire, freshly kindled, was burning on the
hearth, beside which crouched the Crocodile,
himself. He had the iguau in his grasp, and
was almost impaling it on the spit. Evidently
the lizard was to be the piece ae resistance of
their supper.

Oa the bamboo bench were two forms seated
side by side; one erect, the other drooping. The
upright figure was that of the gay goajiro, the
bent one Juanita Aguera. | could see that her
hair huug disheveled, and that her dress was
torn to shreds. Also that her countenance was
s.vd, the cheeks wan, the lips pallil, the eyes
Streaming with tears.

»iug all this, I had a difficulty to restrain
myself from springing forward, and at once
v feeting the rescue.

Pradenee kept me back, an intuitive percep-
tion that her peril was. for the time, past, an |
that it might return if | acted rashly.

We were still some distance from the stage
whore the last act of this drama would have to
I»e enacted, beyond the bounds of a single
spring. We must get nearer before attempting
to bring about its denouement.

While stealmg closer, st jpping from root to

" " ocelots

I hope it isn't the Farrol de

things
now? Aha, Dona Juanita Ag iara! | have you
iu my power and mean to keep vou no—os the
cayman keeps the proy he has clutched; this
night you and | shall sleep on the same couch,”

“ No!” | cried, bounding upon the platform,
unable any longer to hold back. Then, grasping
the throat of the ruffian, Gaspardo simulta-
nsously tackling the runaway, | continued :
“ Surrender, Rafael Carrasco! If you resist,
your couch will be a bod of death!”

Never in all my life was | so surprised at the
?ftecfe of a speech. It was more ludicrous than
tragical—like a farce following bad melodrama.
Anticipating a desperate fight with the ferocious
maroon and the gay goajiro, it almost made me
laugh to see the latter upon his knees, and hoar
0s piteous appeal to me for mercy; while the
J)ormcr was playing in the same strain to Gas-

*T ie ft both to the tender mercies of the eaza-
dor. who proceeded to bind them hand and foot,
neitheroifu’iug the slightest resistance.

Then turning, | took the rescued captive in
my arms.

As she lay upon my breast, her heart beating
time to mine, | know she was safe, pure as
when, the day before, our lips meeting, she re-
ceived \er first love-kiss. '

Wo left the two criminalLs in the shed securely
tied, to be sent back for and brought to justice,
by the algnazils of Batabano.

Then, returning over the trestle of roots—my
affianced more tenderly conducted than when
she went the opposite way—we regained the
shore, remounted our horses, she sharing my
saddle.

Back to the cafetal, but not there to stay.
The casa grande was still ablaze, but the flames
were less bright, subdued for lack of fuel to
feed them. The roof was fast falling in, the
red rafters crashing down one after the other.
To remain would have been to behold a smok-
ing, smoldering ruin.

We did not, or but for a moment—only to
take a last look at the scene of desolation. *

Then turning our horses’ heads, we rode on
for Batabano.

Next morning, the first train of the camino
de hierro carried us across tho island to Havana;
and before the hour of cUmerzo, Juanita Aguera
was safely lodged In tho house of her tia, | too,
sharing its hospitality.

Before letting fall the curtain on this little
drama of Cuban life, it must needs be told what
afterward liecame of the characters who have
figured in it.

Taking tho thieves first, left tied as told, they
were sent for as promised, and found aswe had
left them.

Transferred from the frail, palm-thatched
shod to a strong-walled prison—the calabozo of
Batabano—they were taken out of this, tried,
and condemned to death; returned to the jail,
and again brought forth, the second and hist
tirm for execution on the scaffold.

Tho after fate of the honest j>eopleis yet in
abeyance; though it may be said tho untutored
Creole girl is still a girl, under the protection of
her tia, in that pretty suburban villa, outside
the city of Havana, and her brother is a gen-
eral in the Republican army, fighting the bat-
tles of “ Cuba Libre,” the brave Gaspardo by
his side.

For myself—well, perhaps the less said the
better; tiiough | hope, at some day not distant,
to revisit Havana, and possibly Batabano,
though 1 may not so muen care again to go
llammgo-shooting among the mangroves. ~ e

A Conjurer's lllusion.

It was announced a few days ago that linrtz,
the conjurer, had promised to perform an illu-
sion more marvelous than anything which had
ever been done by any sleight-of-hand per-
former or exhibitor of so-called spiritual pheno-
mena. ,, The performer stepped forw rd, carry-
ing a thick green rug, probably ten feet square.
The serai-circular stage was covered with a
heavy Brussels carpet, and at the back between
the pillars were hung crimson curtains. The
Erofessor said that he had heard it alleged that

e had a confederate underneath the stage, and
to show that this was not true, he spread tho
rug upon the carpet, satisfying the spectators
that it was uncut.

An unpointed box, about two feet long and
seventeen inches deep and wide, was then car-
ried upon the stage and put down in the center
of the rug. It had a turnover lid, fastened at
the back with three common iron hinges, and
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two stout iron hams fitted to two staples driven
into the front of the box. A few air-holes had
been bored through the top and side*. The box
had been put together with clinched nails, the
ends being bound "with sheet-iron. Three gen-
tlemen from tho audience stepped upon the
stage at the)professor’s request, and having
given the t>ox a thorough examination, bound
it round an-i round in expert fashion, tying a
multiplicity of curious knots aft every possible
place. Even the rope,handles were made use
of, and the hasps, after being placed over the
staples, were securely fastened by taking a turn
through the latter. A narrow red ribbon was
tied tightly about the first knot, and sealed with
sealing-wax. A canvas cover in the shape of n
Roman cross was placed around tho box, and
the committee bound this around with another
rope, sealing the Imot as in the other case.":Tha
professor’s assistant, a full grown man, divested
nimseif of his coat and waistcoat, and submitted
to have a long tight-fitting sack of thin muslin
drawn over his head and body. .

Then, lying upon the box on his back, bi
drew in his legs so as to enable the professor 11
get a good grip on the openend. One of tht
committee tied this tightly with his own hand-
kerchief, and it was further secured by another
piece of ribbon, which was sealed. Three com-
mon screens were then placed around thft box,
and the professor and his other assistant and
the committee stepped aside.. This was tyh 9
exactly. Two minutes later a tapping wan
heard, the screens were removed, and the mus
lilt sack was seen lying empty upon the box
All the seals were unbroken. The committee un-
tied the ropes and lifted the lid of the box, and
tho man who had been tied in the sack step
ped out, looking none the worse, except for &
flushed face, of his close quarters. The sack
having been untied, his handkerchief was found
in it The professor had in vain offered $1,000
to anyone who could take it out without break-
ing the seal, cutting the material, or ripping the
seams. He disclaimed any spiritualistic aid. '

rT

Khivan Proverbs.

He who steadies himself between two ships
will certainly lie drowned. vy ,k, L2~

Shame isworse than death. ‘

He who weeps from his heart will provoko
tears even from tho blind. ' I-V’'VI IT"

A 1ean horse and a hero in astrange country
each look amiss. -

W hen vou go to law against the Emperor. |
God Himself s ould be tho judge.

The wise man strikes tW|ce against one and
tho same stone. Yr*

You may praise the Russian a thousand
times, but ms eyes will still be blue (tho reverso
of handsome, according to Usbeg taste). © ~

Y oung men may die; old men must. r<

The over-licking (flattering) tongue sooi
makes a wound.

He who fears the sparrow will never sow »
millet. >'>'m

W hen the ass boars too light a Ioad ho wa it*
to lio down.

The spoken word cannot again bo swallowud

He whose heart |s full soon finds a Ioose
tongue.

Smoke rises only from large.blocks of wood

A Ti |V|ng mouse Is .pette¥ than a dead Jfb'l?
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