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CHASE OF THESL AVER “CORA’

The Last 8lave Bhip Oaptured by the United
Btates,

700 HUMAN CHATTELS

—_—

IN THE HOLD

One af the Troe Romances of the Sen Told
by the Commander of the 'ursuing
“ Constellation " —A Loaf
from the Mast.

One of thowe true romances of the aes
that put to the blush the best offorts of a
Captain Marryat, & Fenimore Cooper, or a
Clark Russell, was the chase and capture of

the Amerioan slave ship Cora by the
United States xtpamer Constellation.
The Cors was a stanch bark, freighted

with no Jess than 720 slaves, and she was
communded by a bold, resolute and re-
sourceful man., At the time ol the capture
the captain gave His name ax Campbell, and
clalmed that he wan an English solject, and

merely # pussenger on  the bark. By
Masonie friend-h.p he muanaged to escape
from the Constellation at St. Paul de
Loando, und in after years he met the
young naval officer who was detalled to

command the prize. Then he was a painted
and spangled performer In 4 cireus, the cele-
brated clown, Willlam H, Donsldron, and he
oconfosuwed that thin wis His real name. Says
hiv eaptor; "He had been sallor, lounger
and peeudo.gentlamnn of lelsure on Broad-
wiy, negro minstrel, clown, slave captajn—
poerhaps the list had better be closed, but he
had a falthful, generous heart. He was a
brave man even though & statutory plrate’™

The Cora wir the last slave nhip captured
by the United States and the young officer
who played so prominent a part in the affalr
was Licutenant Wilpurn Hall, As soon as
Lisutoenant Hull, who was [n commuand of
the Cora, landed his prize In New York. he
cant his fortunes with the confederacy. After
serving through the civil swar he became
one of the American staff' officers on the
staff of the khedive of Eggpt. He Iz now
the American consul at Nice.

Major Hill has written a graphic account
of the chase and capture of the Cora for the
May number of the Century. An extract
from his story follows:

In Presjident Monroe's agiministration the
United States and Great Britain by treaty
agreed to maintain each a squadron carrying
at least elghty guns, on the African coast,
to suppress the slave trade. which to that
time had recelved no real check. Each na-
tlon could search and might capture the
merchant vessels of elther, upon proof which
satisfied the naval officer of the violation of
the laws. In point of fact, while this right
was occasionally used by British men-of-
war, still they seldom exercised it against
American vessels, and It became almost the
rule that American men-of-war should per-
form the duty. This fact came about be-
cause the slave trade was largely carried on
by American vessels, And strange as [t
may wseem, by way of parenthesis. the
American vessels were Invariably fitted out
and despatched from northern ports, only
one In many years Immediately proceding
the war having southern ownership—ihe
schooner Wanderer, which landed slaves on
the const of Georgin; but these slaves were
at once gathered in by the United States
government  and sent back to Africa on
the steam frigate Ningara.

Engaged in thie duty the Constellatiop Wwas
erulaing on the African coast, the men find-
ing relaxation only at long intervals In a
short rest at Madeira or the Canarles; or
perhaps on one of the islands in the Bight
of Benin., Afier one of these erulses, when
off the Ambriz river, pear the Congo, In
August, 1800, the calm guve way to a re-
freshing breexe and the Oonstellation, with
all squaresail to roynls, had just shaped her
course for St. Paul de Loando. It was about
T p. m., the sen was calm as o floor and a
beautiful moon lit the waters with a splendor
rarely seen. The crew and officers were all
on deck enjoying the refreshing change.
Bongs were heard forward, messenger boys
woere skylarking Io the gangways, officors
were pacing the lee guarterdeck.  Suddenly
from the foretop sall yard rang out the ery:
do&u ho!"

Instantly laughter ceased, songes ended,
men jumped to thelr feet—all was now ex-
pectancy. “"Where away?' came sharply
through the speaking trumpet from the of-
ficer of the deck. "About one peint for'ard

of the weather beam, sir.” BEvery eye
caught the directfon Indicated. Sure
enough, bright and glistening in the re-

flected moonlight, the salls of the siranger
weore seéen, hull down, with the upper parts
of the courses In view.

Lisutenant Hall describes the alacrity and
bustle with which all of the oficers and
men of the Constellation sprang to their

ts as Lhe steamer started to overhaul

e brig:

Soon the ship was dashing along on the
dtarboard tnek with royals and staysalls
drawlng. This evolution brought the chase
on our weather beam. The Constellation
was & remarkable sailer by the wind, and
few ships were ever known to equal her

when evarything Was braced sharp
up and bowlines  teut, The yards
wersa now &0 sharp up that  she
Tan noearer than the usual nix

points to the wind, In no long time the
courses of the stranger began to rise, show-
ing the galn we were making: and in an
hour she was anedarly hull op. It was os
clear as day, but the light was thet wonder-
fully soft light which the moon gives only
in the tropics. The stringer's salls were ns
white In that llght as a pocket handker-
chief. The breeze had freshened so that we
wore running at least nine knots, Men had
been sent aloft to wet down the topsalle, and
avery thread was stretehed with Ith duty,
the lecches of the topsall just quivering. At
this time n gun from our wenther how was
fired—a signal for the stranger to hoave to,
but on sho sped, silent ns & dream. We
could now plainly see through the glasses
that there was not & lght about the ship, a
most significant sign. Another gun was
fired. As the white smoke came pouring
over our deck we loswt eight of the chase
but as it was swept to leeward, there she
ran silent and glistening, with no tack or
ahoet started. Susplelon now amounted al-
most to a certainty that we had a slave ship
at hand.

Our distancs was vyt to great to reach her
with a shot. Soon ber jib fluttered, her bow
swung to the wind, the muin-yards were
hauled—altogether she seemed to turn wupoen
her very heel, and with the quickness, and
almost the precision, of a muan-of-war she
had gone on the other tack, hoping, doubt-
Jess, to beat 1o windward The Con-
stollation followed her movement, and again
fired 6o gun.  We were both dolng otr ut-
most, and the two ships cut the bLriiHant
walers on an apparently even course; but
the Constellution was galning, Nothing
could prevent our overta's m the chase,
unless & sudden sguell should arlse, Thia,
posaibly, was the strangers hope, Aguln
and agnin she tacked ship: wo followed like
Fute Itsell,  About 11:20 we had the flesing
vonsed wilhin long range, and begun a steady
fire from one or two guns, shotted, and full
of command The orders were to fire al
her upper spars, as all were now convinced
that the bull waus filled with sluves

The slaver was well on our starboard bow,
Mr. Pairfax called me to go with him on the

n deek, where we ran two heavy 32 owt

our bridle ports ready for s chase dead
abend, which soon occurrad. | was directed
1o carry away Lhe upper spars and rigging,
and under no clroumstances to hit the ves-
sol's Bull! “Alm high and make your mark,"”
he continued, 1 touched my cap and smiled;
"t was »0 like the admonitien of an amhi-
tious mother to her son. Soon one gun was
sending round-shot  whirling through the
rigging.

Suddenly our attention was attracted by
dark objects on the water ahead af
us. The mlaver was lightening ahip
by throwing overboard casks, spars, and
even spare masia. The spa apprared
an If flled with wreckage in A4 long
lne. All at once boats were ssen. “They
are fOlled with negroes,” T heard some one
ery on deck. “Steady on your course.’’ |

" heard the fag officer shout on the fore
oastle Just sbove my head. Sure enough
they were boats, and us we sped they
sootned to be coming swifily to we My
hoart beat with guick vmotion as | thought
I saw thom erowded with bumaen forms
Men on deck shouled that “ley Wwere
erowded with people, but we swepl by, pass-
lng them rapi The slaver hoped we
would stop to plck wp his boats, and thus
guln more tme, bat this ruse made ua sven
Jore pager. Now, our guns redosbled, we

knew the end must come woon, but (here l

seamed po way to stop the chase without
minking ber, and humanity forbade & shot
In her hull, Her oaptain renliszed the sftun-
;IoLn. but even then hir courage was wonder-
u

On we went, EBuddenly 1 saw her course
begitt to change. ahe was coming to wind-
ward—her studding weails came flotiering
down, her skyzalls and royals were clewed
up, her foresall alat, and ax she rounded
up to the wind and bicked her maintopsail,
the Constellation had barely time to get In
her canvas, and round o ander her main-

topaall, scarcely 200 yarde to windward.
“Away there, first cutters, away!" ealled
the bostswain's mates, as their shrill

whinties ceaned '

1 had barely time to got on deck, after
the guns had been secured, before | saw
the flest outtar. with our gallant fArst leu-

tenant {hingselt as the boarding /officer,
speeding ke an  arrow  to  the Vie-
pel, her ocurs  mcattering eparkling dia-

monds of phosphogescent water § they rose
and fell, ERvery officer and mat was ledn-
Ing over gur low hammock-rails, bresth-
Jennly walting and watlching. We saw the
cutter round up to the gaugway, “In
bows: wiy enough!”’ we could hear Falrfax
say distinetly, though hiv orders wers low
Then came the ratiling of the oars an thoy
were Lossed, and the grating ol the cutter
niongside.

Fairfax's active figure could be seen
qiickly mounting the slde, and then he
disappearsd as he leaped over the gangway
Into the walst. For two or three minutes

the stiliness was painful,. One could hear
men breathing o thelr exelted anxipty,
Buddenly there wan s hail, in tones which
I can recall as if beard today—clear, ddis-
tinet and manly: *“Constellation, nahaoy!
You have captured a prize with over 700
slaven."

For n sscond the guiet still prevalled. and
then the crew forward of the mainmast

spontansouxly gave three loud,ringing cheers,
Only the sanctity of the guarter deck pre-
vented the officers from jolning, but they
ghared the feelings of the crew, Asxide
from the natural feellng which success
in a chase brings, there was large prire
money o prospect, for in every such cap-
ture tae law divided among officers and men
a sum equal to half the value of the ship
and her outfit, and an additionsl sum of
$26 for each slave captured, amounting in
this case to at least $30,000. To a practical
mind there was reason for cheering. The
prige, however, was not surrendered by her
eaptain, but by the crew, who In terror of
our guns hove-to the veasel,

It was about £ a, m. when, by order of the
flag ofMicer, 1 went on board the slaver with
a prize crew, consisting of nine men all told,
one belng n negro servant.

The deck was covered with articles of all
kinds, which were to have besn cast over-
board to lighten the ship. The crew could
only be seen me called to me. They were
ket of cutthroats—bearded, dark-looking,
geowling Spanlards and Portuguese, not
a native Amertean Among them,
The slaves were nearly all on the
slave deck, shouting and screaming in
terror and anxiety. I leaned over the main
hatchway holding » lantern, and the writh-
Ing mass of humanity, with their cries and
struggles, can only be compared in one's
mind to the horrors of hell as pictured in
former Jdays. But 1 paid dearly for that
sght. The sickening stench from hundreds
of naked beings frowded into a Epace so
small, in so warm a climate, without ventila-
tion, was *rightful. Overcome by horror at
the sight and smell, 1 turned faint and sick
at heart, and hastened to the stern.

THE COLONEL'S LATEST VICTORY.

A Story for Memorial Day.

He, Colonel Swordsley, had entered the
civil war as a mere lieatenant, but he had
fought so well and so persistenty, remain-
lng alive while officers sbove him were killed
by dozens, that when the great canflict ended
Le wore & silver eagle on each shoulder.

His friends Insisted that if the fighting
had Iasted a few months longer Swordsley
would have been made & brigadier-general.

Be that as It may, when he was mustered
out at the close of the war he carried Into
clvil life with him, In addition to a high
military reputation, a digmiy and a mustache
which were the envy of all of his subalterns.

Such of his friends as were In business
hesitated to offer anything so0 small as a
olerkship to a fellow who ecarried himself
with the air of & man who should have an
immense establishment of his own to man-
nge.
Sometimes his periods of lelsure woere so
long that observing persons told one an-
other that Colonel Swordsley really ought to
marry, if only to have some one to tell him
when his coat and hat were becoming
shabby. Suddenly, however, he would make
o modest, yet quick and brilltant hit, in the
way of business, always hionastly, and finally,
his habit of suddenly recovering himself,
while the details of each operation became so
interesting that his acquainiances fell into
alluding to them In about the same form of
words:

“Have you heard of the colonel's latest?"”

There came a year, however, In which the
question was scarcely asked; instead of it,
male  gossips wondered to one another
whether the colonel might not be losing his
ETip.

Had not winter come to his asslstance and
brought his faithiul and indestructible army
overcout to the front again, he would
scarcely have dared to appear in the strects
by davlight.

As soun as the warm weather succesded
the winter of the colonel’s discontent, the
ex-warrior hastensd to a summéer resort
near which he had mude quite & hit the
year befure by bullding a temporary bridge
In a very few days, earning a large premium
for vach day saved from the specified time of
construction,

The so-called improvement eompany for
whom he had dome the work had been gon-
erous of praise as well as of payment, and
expressed the hope that the colopel would
e within call should they ever again get
Inte a hole, and as the colunel started for
thie Jocallly a second time he could not help
hoping, without wishing lLarm to any one,
that p hole wopuld be ready when heé reached
his journey's end.

At the little summer hotel to which he
had gone that year when he built the.bridge,
bhe met Miss Mirlam Coynbee, the first
womat who had ever given his heart uny
seripus uneasiness. Although not a marry-
Ing man, he was quite fond of wotnen, and
80 deferentiel that any girl who was ac-
quainted with him would cheerfully go whaole
clly squures out of her way to receive a
bow from the colouel

Miss Coynbes, however, was no mere
pretty girl; she was a handsome woman.
with a great deal of heart, which she was
Just old enough to display on proper occa-
slon without running any risk of losing it
or having It stolen, and the colonel had felt
80 lhonored by ber soguaintance and her
manner toward him thuat he felt it & mat-
ter of honor to make a plgrimage to the
place where he hoad met her,

Thure was no likelihood that he would mest
her agnin, for she was practically the nurse
of an (ovalid mother, who seldom could en-
dure any summeritig place two years in
sucosssion,

The colonsl had spent many winter hours
In cursing the carelessness of hablt which
had kept him from wccumulating money, for
bhad he posscssed n moderate compelince he
would have proposed to Miss Coynbee—pro-
posod even had he bean almost sure of re-
Jection, for even to be rojected by so glorious
a creature wowld have been an honor.

He knew that she would have listoned
kindly, that her great, doep eyes would
have seen Kis heart's bovesty, and that her
handaome, sympathetic face would have
been full of tenderness even had she sald
Sao

The colonel was ®o poor when he made hia
second trip that the “valuables'' which he
deposited in the safe of the lttle inn con-
slsted of only money enough to pay the fixed
charges of a fortulght and take him back

to the city
Ha had brought cigars enough to last
through his stay; he had about 310 In his

pocketl, and, as he had stopped drinking, he

felt sure of a fortnight of pesce. After
that—well, he did not know what might
happen, If only that lmprovement company

might onre more be in & hole?

But the company was In no sueh condi-
tlom; it had sold & gredt many villa sitos,
the landlord of the Inn told the colonel, and
bhad resched the dignity of having an en-
ginmer of It own,

Not everything was disappointment, how-
ever, for the host alse told the colonel that
the Conyboos had returtied to him, the wold
Iady haviug bought some of Lhe lmprove-
ment commpany’s stork apd preforred (o be
where she vould think bersell jookiug alter
ber own intereeis

The colousl kad & long snd delighiful

]

chat with Misa Coyubes thal very evenin
~a chat w0 delightful that when he retir
to bhin own roons he abused himself for half
an hour In languages which he wouldn't
bave endured from any ono else for half a
minuts,

From swearing be changed
praying and solemnly promised heaven
that theronfter, If he might have ancother
chance In the world, he would be Industri-
ous, methodieal and saving until he folt
justified in meking the woman of all women
to let him Aght all of fe's battles for her,

BRwoen tha Intensity of his profanity
and protestation the colonel became so ex-
cited that he passed a restleas night, and
was on Lhe hotel plazza by sunrise. Ha
found his host having a difficulty with »a
spirited saddie-horse,

“Faet 18, sald the landlord, “the season’s
been 8o cold and wet that there's been
hardly anybody hers and the horses haven't
been used any to speak of, and they're so
full of oats and eplrits that U'm afraid to
let a guest use them. 'Twouldn't do my
business any good to have somebody thrown
and brought in with a broken leg or
neratehed face™

1 wish,” sald the colonél, as he looked
the horse over with a professional eye, “"that
I had some of my old cavalry borses here
They'd cure your horses in short order, and
not harm them any, elther.”

“1 winh to goodness you had"
reply. “But, say, colonel, don't you ride
yoursell any more? Last vear you com-
plained that 1 eouldn’t give you & horse
with any spirit- tn him, now, here's the
very beast you're looking for, and f you'il
ride him all you llke It won't cost you A
cent and 1'H xay ‘Thank you' besldes. or
course I don't expeéct & guest to train my
horser down for me, but this particular
coalmal would make you foel lke old times,
I've got a military saddle, too; 1 remember
that you didn't llke ordinary saddles last
year,”

The offer wus just to the colonel's taste.
A long dash—somewhere, anywhere, would
perhaps dispel his blues and brace him up;
80 promising to try the animal sfter bresk-
fast he entered the dining room, where he
woas greoted by a grinning walter, who re-
membersd hin and pluced him at a table
besides Mies Coynbee,

“0h, eolonel! how delightful—and unex-
peoted ! Mother, you remember Colonel
Bwordsley ™"

In half an hour the colonel wns deeper In
love than ever, He silently renewed his
vows of the night before, but he also looked
the situation honestly in the face, told him-
self that he wis destitute of everything ex-
cept hope nand determination, and there-
fore the honorable thing was to retire in
good order and thereafter make such dem-
ondtrations as courtesy might require.

But the colonel, like many another aol-

was the

dier of approved valor, had neglected to
think of what might be done on the other
slde, Miss Coynbee left the table with

him, walked to the plazeza, and heard the
landlord remark:

“Here he s, colonel—just dying to get
away with you nnd have a grand old time.”

“Oh, eclonel,” Miss Coyvnbee exclaimed.
“You hlicky man! Of for a long ride, of
course 7"

“Yes," replied the ex-warrior, lengthening
& stirrup lesther, “and 1 heartily wish 1
eould ask you to Joln me, Unfortunately,
our host esys that all of his horses are too
frisky just now to be safe."

“Colonel.” whispered the landlord, loud
enough for Miss Coynbee to hear, “‘if you'd
ltke to have the lady with you she may have
my wife's pony, which has been used every
day for a month. I'd trust my youngest
child with "

The colonel thought of the resolution
which had hurried him away [rom the
breakfast table, and also of the small amount
of money in his pocket. Were he to take
Miss Coynbes out this morning he would
be bound in honor to msk her afterward.

He had no banker, he hated debt, he had
no remalning assets, for the winter's stress
had borne heavily upon him. On the other
hand, to have Miss Coynhbee at his side—
He looked at her, ralsed his hat, and asked:

“Won't you do me the honor?"

“Nothing would please me more—I shan't
keep you walting five minutes,”” was the re-
ply as the lady hurried away to dress for
the ride.

Ten minutes afterwards the couple seemed,
to the colonel, to be as far from the hotel
ns if they never had seen It. They talked
of everyihing, like well bred people, ex-
cept the subject nearesi the colonel’s heart,
and meanwhlle they rode farther and farther
from the lon,

Miss Coynhee succeeded in luring the col-
onel into conversation about the war, which
seemped an unending sulject of interest to
persons who had nothing to do with {t, and
In some way the colonel had got upon the
gubject, incomprehensible to the elvillan
mind, of the wide gulf which separated offi-
cers from the men In the ranks.

“The truth Is, my dear Miss Coynbee,
said the colonel, ‘'the private soldier,
although a man, with feelings and Tights
ke other men, must be regarded in waor
a8 a mere machine. 1 always siw to it
that my men were as well fed and otherwise
cared for as the government would allow,
and 1 never allowed any of them to be sub-
Jected tounjust treatment, but as to recog-
nizing them as individual human beings—
why, ‘twas simply Impossible, and 1 never
attempted it.”

“How strunge!" murmured Miss Coynbee.
“It seems positively Inhuman.'

““Relieve me from that susplcion, please,™
sald the colonel, “The distinction is en-
tirely military, you know. In the abstract,
I know a number of my men were at heart
very much hike me, for they were born
farmers’ sons, and 1 was born on a farm
myself."

Miss Coynbee looked sldewise and curi-
ously at her escort. She had seen many
young men from farms—some of them very
fine fellows, too, but none of them had the
dignity, the wstyle, the effective manner of
the colonel. .

The colonel was oblivious to what was go-
ing on beslde him. The force of old habit
always made him scuan the road in front of
him, and while Miss Coynbee had wogdered
he had been greatly puzaled by a group of
people in the roadway near a house about
u mile distunit. Finally he sald:

“It's very strange, but if we were any-
where but on a country road I should fn-
aist that a brass band was Iin froot of the
bouse yonder—the one nearest us.'”

“A bruss band? Why, the neares!t town
must be several miles distant. 1 chance to
know the geography of this country pretty
well, have assisied mother somewhat In her
new business interest.*

“It certainly is & band—and a hearse—and

a flag. H'm. A military funeral; that is
the funeral of some one who has been o
soldler.™

“Indeed? To think that the war made its

Influence felt in an out-of-the-way oountry
like this*

“My dear Miss Coynbee,” sald the oolonel,
*1 often Lthink It was most felt in just such
places, Soldlers’ wives, mothers, slsters,
eweelhearts suffered more than the soldiers
themolves.""

“Tis  very
colonel.""

"Not, generous, my dear madam; merely
Juse.”

The paces of the horses were quickennsd,
while the colonel admitted] confidentially
to Miss Coynbee that, although it might be
very undignified, he never could see any
imitation of & military ceremony without
baving his heart stirred by remembrance of
old times,

It certainly was a very shabby imitation
which the colonel saw when he and Miss
Coynbes stepped In front of the house and
the old soldler raised his hat an lustant in
recoguition of the veteran who had gone
higher than he. The bhouse was very small
and plain; evidently the owner had been
among the poorest of his class.

A few neighbors, who also looked poar,
stood pear the bearse; evidently they had
Just placed the remains therein, A woman
in dingy black koked furtively from s win-.
dow, and several children stood abeut look-
ing clean, frightened and uonoomfortable.
One of the neighbors seemed (o be guarrel-
g wibth the leader of the band,

1 lesave i o this gentléman," exclalmed
the man of music, who had noted the
colonel’s approach, "“whether (t aln't an in-
fternal shame, We've trumped four miles
oul here, supposing the engagement was fair
and square, and now we find that we're 10
get oply the walk for our palns. 1'll take
the law on you for false pretences or trying
to swindle, or samething.*

“Don't, mister, ploase,” ploaded the farmer,
“It's Yest as I tell ye—honest. 1 heerd tme
an’ agin that the gov'ment padd for the band
when an old soldisr had to be burled, un’
I s'posed | was doin’ the proper thing in
sendin® for ye.'’

“And afier making such a fool blunder
you're not man enough to make It right und
pay the bill, eh™"

“How's | goin' to pay when I ain‘t got
nothin'—can't even pay my tazes! 'Tain't as
ef 1 was rioh; we're all dreadtul poor folks

generous of you to may mo,

suddenly to @

adong this ridge—bad land, fur from town—"

““Tention, men!" gxclalmed the Ileador.

“I'd take the risk of, playing and suing for
the money, butl I goesn'l appear that the
Judgment could ever be oollectsd. Let'n
tramp back home; what do yon say ™"

The band sdmitied Lhat there scomed
nothing else to do. Miss Cornbee, who had
been looking at the woman in black behind
the window. murmured:

“Oh, colonel! Don't Jet thom go' Look
at that widow—and (he children.'

The colonel turned  pale. There was but
one way to keep the dand; he had but $10
in hin pocket; he might give his ward and
his card, writing at anes 1o the eity to bor-
row the money, bul 10 run Into debt with-
out the prababllity of belng abile to pay Iin a
ong time, was too awful to think of, even
to ploase Miss Coyhboe.

Do keap them!” begged the lady. 111
chesrfully pay them rather than the poor
fellow shan't have a military funeral.”

“If they are to be retained the exponss
must be mine,” the colonel replind, feeling
very much as he 414 during hin first charge,
“but'~—ol, Iweky thought! “‘they’'ll demand
from either of us & price which wil)l be a
shameful imposition, and, which on prinei-
ple, we ahouldn't endure ™

“I wouldn't play now,” sald the leader of
the band, shaking hi® st at the farmer who
was the Innocent and mtupld cause of all
the trouble, “if you offersd me double my
price. ‘"Tentlon, men! Forward, march!"

“The brutes!” excliimed Miss Coynbee, as
the band marched awhy, As for the polonel,
he felt so graiteful, and also so mean, it
béing relieved of responsibility in the affalr,
that he explained that it really was o matter
of bueinoss with the musiclans, who probably
wire feellng quite as disappointed as the
family of the decensed veteran

He turned his horse's head, and was about
to take the road again, when he ventured
upon a question of mers curlesity, saying to
a farmer who had sidled up to look over the
saddle horsos:

"Your friend was a8 private soldier,” I sup-
pose "

“Private? No, sir!” was the reply.
WwWaR a, coppyral! ™’

As the coionel explained, with a con-
temptuoans emile, that Miss Covnbee would
have seen but litle difference between the
two grades had slie known the ariny, the
farmer hurried taward the hearse, took from
It something In a frame and returnéd with
it, saying:;

“Ye needn’t take my word for It, but just
look at that.™

The colonel extended his hand carelessly;
he wanted to be respectful to the dead in
all circumstances, oven to the remains of
one who had been merely a corporal, but
really this was no affair of his.

The frame contalned a “warrant”—the
form of certificate given by regimental com-
manders to non-commissioned officers, yet
ae the colonel’'s eye fell on the familiar form
Misa Coynbee exclaimed:

“Why, colenel! What can be the mat-
ter Y

“Matter? Oh,
excuse me, my dear
self for an instant.
deceased I8 one of
remember him, but
sBlgnature—writien
agn."'

“0Oh, eolonel! And the band le gone!"

“Can't any of his friends play fife apd
drumm 7" the colonel asked Impatiently.
“When I was a boy Lhere was somebody on
almost every farm who blew a flute or fife,
and a drum could be found somewhere.”

““There's an old drum over to my house
that 1 used to hammer on when 1 was
younger @n' the Fourth come ‘round,” the
farmer replied, “but sence the big war the
Fourth o' July ain'tias much of a day us it
used to be. As for d'fife, Jim—that's him in
the coffin there—he(was the only feller in
thesa parts that cogld blow one. He could
blow it good, too, but I s'pose it wouldn't be
fair to expect hlm;to play for his own
fun'ral.”’

“RHut you at least can get your drum, my
friend, and pay him the tribute of respect
which he would hawe most wanted. BEx-
cuse my earnestness‘in an affalr  which
may not seem to concern me, but the truth
Is, 1 was his—] was In the army, too, and
know how—"

“Yass, 1 heerd what you said to your gal
thar, ‘bout Jim's bein’ one of your own
men. [ alluz understood him, though, that
his capt'n got kiHed"

“Captains in the Fortieth were frequently
killed,” said the eolonel with a grim smile.
“Do hurry home, though, and get your
drum; I'll enguge to find a fifer, somewhere.
Is the corporal’s fife in the house—would
the family allow some other person to use
1% i

“I reckon they'd be mighty glad—they
know he always wanted the nash'nnl alrs
played over him when he was gone, an’
the flag put over his coffin. We borryed a
flag, an’ we s'posed we'd got the music, but
1 dunno where you'll git a fifer.”

“Get your drum—get me the fife, and I'll
see what can be done. My dear Miss Coyn-
bee, 1 beg you'll excuse what must seem to
you a most extreordinary interest In what
remnina of a fellow whom I can't remember
to hayve ever seen, but as he was one of my
men—and doesn’'t seem to have had much
but poverty and children since he left the
service, and—" 2

“Nop excuses are necessary, colonel. Your
sentiment doss you credit. Perhaps while
you are looking to the affair I may be able
to say n comforilng word to the widow,'"

So suying, Miss Coynbee slipped from her
horse and entered the house, while the
colonel, with a desperate look on his face,
tied both horses to the fence and asked once
more for the deceased corporal's fife. The
{nstrument was brought, and the colonel
asked:

“Ig it possible that none of you gentlemen
ever played the fife, flute, plecolo  or
flageolet? The fingering is the same in all
these (netruments.”’

“Guess nobody's ever done It,” one of the
farmers answered, after aii ike others had
looked Inquiringly at one another,

“Can’t you remember any one within two
or three miles who ean play? I'll ride after

and bring him,"
lm';‘\lmrt- wis & genoral shaking of heads in
the negative, The colonel set his teeth,
started toward the barn and growled:

s“Never mind; I'll find some one." .

“Wonder who he knows over that way?
asked one of the bystanders as the entire
group sauntercd to the corner of the house
and followed the stranger with their eyes.
The tolonel went behind the barn, Inid
aside his diguity, hroshed _lnl mustache
upward from his lip und raised the fife to
his mouth,

It was just as he had supposed; he had
not forgot the fingering and mouthing of
the Instrument which had helped him while
away many lonesome hours when he was a

er's boy.
uug pl"ﬂ(_'tit}'l’i'l. softly several moments nnltll
the inner surface of the fife became moist
and the notes came clearly. Then he re.
called the national airs and several dead
marches to which he had often been ubliged
to listen, and he rehearsed them all

When he returned to the house the man
with the drum Wwas ‘th«:«i Mig: Coynbee
came to the door and ssked:

“Iid yon succeed, colonel?” The nold
soldier locked somewhat shume-faced s
ho replied

1 di, my dear madam, If the man has
your permission to play.”

“My permission X

“My dear Miss Coynbee, If you 1 allow,
'l waive my rank and be the Afer, It s
horribly irregular, 1 kunow, but when you
come to think of it, the war Ils over and |
wm 4 civillan, and the corporal was one of
my own men, and—"'

Miss Coynbee's eyes filied an she replied:

*Colonel, you're indeed a hero,”

“Thank you,” said the colonel, averting
his face. Then he turned to the group of
men and sald:  “Gentlemen, at a lrooper's
funersl it is customary to have a saddled
borse follow the hearse. Fortunately, my
horse has a military suddle, Will one of
you kindly lead him?"

The friends of the deceased contended for

“He

nothing. 1 beg that you'll
madam, If I forgot my-
but the truth is. the
wmy own man. 1 don't
this warrant bears my
nearly twenly years

the honor.
“Is the cemetery far?' whispered the
colonel 1o the mun with the drum,

“Less'n mile,"” was the reply.
“I'il gulde you"
Then the colopsl turned his head, forgot

himself an instant, and asked:
I the command ready? Forward
march,” after which he recovered gulckly

and bogan to play a dead murch, as daleful
as any dead muan's trisnds could desire; in
the moeantime the colonel devoutly prayed

that pe oiher people from the hotel had
strayed In that direction that morning.
As for Mies Coynbee, she was a noble

woman, and he was sure he counld pledge
her to secrecy, but what would his friends
iz the ety think were they to hoar of his
extraordinary condupt?

His distress of mind was somewhate alle-
vialed by the exocrable work of the drum-
mer, who evidently was long out of prac-
tive; nevertlieless the colonol was gled when

the litle comelery was reached sud be |

stood at the head of the grave and roated |
while the coffin was taken from the hearse,

Then he saw the! Miss Coynbee, the one
woman In the worM, had tramped that
duety mile with the other followsrs. There
soemed nothing Irregular to her in the pros
ceadings, and the colonel became his die-
nified welf as he saw her, as handsome and
noble as hid idea of the angel of the resar-
rection, place hor artn saround the Adingy,
common looking widow snd draw her to the
side of the grave, and then drop her shapely
hesd a lttle and whisper, probably, words
of coneolation

The Interment war quickly made, pro-
eceded by a praver from one of the men,

then every one looked expectantly at the
oolonel, and one man fnally remarked;
“Jim alluz sald he wanted the nash’nal

air plaved over him when he was buried.

The colonel responded, first whispering to
the other musician that s dram did not har
moniee with any of thetn but “Yankes
Doodle,”" with which he would conelude

At last the ordeal wae over The colonel
walked buék to Lhe house of mourning, lensd-
ing bis horse, for Miss Covnbee was stil]
afout and trying to camfort the widaw,

With nll possible haste the colonel got
her away from the scene of so much that

had been unexpected when the morning
ride began.

Ax they took the road again and the col-
onel raised his hat to the mourners and

friends ono of the farmera shouted: “Throe
cheers for him'' and the rosponse was quite
nolsy for so small a party Tre colonel
acknowledged the salute and then exclalmed

“Trot, marth—1 beg pardon, my dear
Mise Coynbee, but 1 seets to have lost my
head this morning through the vory nnusual
Incidents of the past hour or two I me-
e you—"

“Colonel," Interrupted Migs Coynbee with
the grandest, most womanly expression that
the colonal had ever seen evon in her face,
Yyou are the groatest man 1 ever met. You
have lifted me ontirely out of my lttle
warld—taken me so far out of it that T wish
1 might never be obliged to go back into (t.'

The poldier felt prouder—a thousand times
prouder than when he had recelved his
colonel's eommission, although 1t had seemed
to him that day that hes hesd was In the
heavene and his feet did not touch the earth.

Thut womun's approval, he tald himself,
should make a god, almost. of any man
Then a daring impulse harried (rom his

heart to hin lips, und he sald:

“My dear Miss Coynbee, if [ nm to blame
for taking you out of your own world, may
I beg of you to come into mine—and remain
there forever?"

The woman flushed only the least bit—she
was too earnhest-hearted that morning to be
startled by anything, She looked fearleesly
into the polonel's eyes and replied;

“I will; here's my hand on It, with the
understanding that you've the right to change
your mind. Our gequiintance of last senson
wis only a month long."

“But I've had you in mind a whole year
since,” the colonel explained. “On the other
hand, you also shall be free to change, and

have ample time In which to do it, for 1
shouldn't have spoken so hastily, being a
Very poor man. 1 must blame the unusual

events of the morning—"'

“I must thank them,"” sald Miss Coynbes,
“‘sp no one elge shall blame them. 1"l wait
forever for you, [ necessary.”

But she dida't. A wide-nwake, well-{e-do,
warm-hearted woman of 30 yedrs fsn't zeing

to walt any lopger than she likes for her
wedding day. Miss Coynbee's mother's hold-
Inge of the Improvement compuny's stock

were used to make n place in the company
for the colonel, and there was a wedding in
the following auntumn.

“Who {8 that remarkably handsome
woman?"' asked a new member of the club
one day of an old member, as the two passed
Mrs, Colonel Swordeley in the street,

""She? Oh, that’s the colonel's latest—
Colanel Swordsley's."
“Latest? I thought he hadn't married un-

til recently.”
“Oh, did you never hear the story? Well”
—and he repeated It as it was told to me.
it S

PUFFING FOR A PRIZE.

Two Hoars Struggle for the Smoking
Champlonship In Berlin,

A smoking match was given recently by
the Giftnudel Smoking club in its rooms in
Manteuffel street, Berlin, says the Tage-
blatt. The prize was a =olid silver cigar
case and 200 clgars., The entrance fee was
$1, and the conditions were that the con-
testants should smoke only the cigars pro-
vided at the expense of the club, and should
remain in plain view of the referee as long
as they were competing for the prize, no con-
testant being allowed to take food, drink or
medicine during the match. The prize was

to be glven to the contestunt who
smoked down to one-inch butts
the largest number of clgars in  two
hours. There were sevonteen entries, Herr
Knopf, who smoked without pause from
start to finish, was declared winner, He re-

duced ten large cigars to uehes in the allot-
ted time, while his closest competitor smoked
but seven and one-half. At the end of the
first hour ten smokers retired from the
match and Jeft the room. None of them
returned. Of the seven others three weras
pile and perspiring freely when the referce
called *“time.” Knopf felt well and pro-
fessed his willlngness to begin at once an-
other two-hour match, but his challenge
found o tokers. He says that he is ready
to smoks against anybody in Berlin for 600
clgary a side, the length of the contest to
be fixed by mutual consent between one and
# half and five hours.

Shooting Round a Corner.

The lines of the confronting foroes at the
erater front, says Blue and Gray, were
170 yards apart, and so acourate were the
sharpshooters that a hat ralsed on a ram-
rod ever so slightly above the crest of the
parapet was sure Lo be soon perforated with
balls; lndeed, ceaseless viglanee was the
only guarantee against injury at any point
along the lines, and, Incredible as It may
sgem, It I8 nevertheless true that soldiers
facing to the frout, and with the earthworks
betwepn the enemy and themselves, were
frequently struck in the back by the bullets
Just grazing the edge of the parapet In pass-
Ing over with downward Inclination, striking
some hard substunce behind and glancing
diagonaly  forward. Hence there was not
nlways discrodit in being wounded in the
back while serving In these trenches,

Danger became of such hourly ooeurrence,
that {ts presence made it Jocular with the
soldigra. When a broadside would (ssus from
a felleral bettery, and the beavy misslles
come hurtling towkrd our works, the ery,
“More bread,” would go up from Lhe near-
by soldlers, which moant thet as soon as
night or a flag of truce allowed, the fragments
of metal would be exchanged for fresh Liread
with the junk dealer and baker from Peters-
burg, and these lonves were indeed a relief
from the monotony of hard tuck and coarse
cornmeal, called “grits," and often sour.

————

- Mineral Blotting “Paper.”

Mineral blotting stone Is a novelty, t
was exhibited at the meeling of the Na-
tionnl Academy of Sciences, recently in ses-
slon at Washington. On the desk of one of
the sclentists wan & thin elloe of light col-
ored stone, H# used It for o blotter, and it
swbeorbed ink better than any bibulous paper.
It was a pisce of the new mineral blotting
Atone, soon to be put on the marker by a
Missourl firm. The stufl Is a lormation
composed of sediment deposited by certalno
bt Springs. It has been  weoumulating
for ages in the locality mentioned, and i
nvalluble in Inexhaustible guantities, High-
Iy porous, it will take up & surprising quun-
tity of Ink. The merchant will employ it
Incidenitally as o paper welght, and occa-
klonally the offlos oy will sorape it off with
n knife—an ousy task, the substance being
very soft—making it as good as new.

i—
His ldew of It

Henry Watierson tells of o politician who
wask Invelghing against Clevelsnd before a
number of auditors in Washington,

“I'm guing to quit,” says he. "“1I'm going
to get out and keep out of sight for the
next four yours, 1 know a secluded spot
in the James river counity where I'll go
and live. It's an ldeal home for a weary re-
cluse. About 200 yards buck of the cot-
wage there's a springhouse and close by Is
a mint bed, while just scross the creek a
friend of mine runs a Alstillory."

A Kentuckian was smong the auditors
and at this Juncture he interrupted the
speaker

Ezouse me, stranger, but that must be
paradisa!’

—eee

The other dsy Johnnlé saw a branded mus.
ang opn the street. “Obh, mamma,” be
sbouted, "just look how they've gone and

vaccinated the poor thing!”
ol
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