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E THE BATTLESHIP TEXAS,
" The Texas Lﬂn

steam 17 knots an hour when doing her best work. She dis- |

places 6,315 toz‘s of water, develops 9,000 horsepower, and she cost $2,500,000.

Her main battery is coth

posed of two 12 inch and six 6 inch guns. Her second-

ary battery consists of a dozen smaller guns.
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 THE SERPENT'S SIGH.

-1 :.- .
And How it Did Rodney Barnes a
Goofl Turn.

—_

Pa|AfRE[‘ I,

A Blackwell b%l-ﬁ, ‘ rolling eastwanrd
along Cornhill, [London, reluctantly
slowed up at the rear of the Royal Ex-
change to let twqg passengers off. The
one was a tall, well-built gentleman of
middle age, light hearted, clad in blue
serge, and with a 'nautical air about
him; his companion was @ slim, good
looking lad, some!l8 or 19 years of age.

The capttain drew the lad in w e
shady passage a little removed from
the ibustling crowds on Cornhill. “I
have business to| transact 'here,” he
gald, pointing to the broad entrance
way of Lloyd’s, where are the head-
guarters of the shipping interests of the

world. “°Of . you don't want to
go with me, but| in this great and.

- “strange city it is very easy to—"’

“1 won’t get in ' ;
mapted Rodney, “‘and I won't get lost.
T remembber a £

6n thils occasion,”  said his father.
“Two days is little enough, and It
would have | twice as much but

. for the storm that brought us into the

Mersey forty-eight hours overdue. And
I regret more than all, my boy, that
wou must go back with me on Wednes-

: . -
from Liverpool 0 New York, some
three weeks previous, rthere was on
board a stingy and eccentric American
from Ithe West. He wanted what
money he had with him put in a safe
place, but refused to trust it fto the
punser, as was 'the usual custom. \Caip-
itain Barnes, on loffering, out of pure
Kindness, o hake change ‘of it for him,
received from the passenger the' sum
of £300 in ®nglish gold and mnotes,
which he Nlocked up in & smaill iron
galfe in this ‘cabin. The ladgt nlght out
being stormy, the captain was on the
bridge muntil nearly dawn guanding
agalinst 'the perils of the American
coast. ‘"Then fhe coming .on board of
the pilot eniabled him ‘to snatch a few
thours of sound sleep in his cablin.

By midday the City of Mocsow was
swinging up the North - river #o her
dlock, and mow, ‘wihien ithe passemger, de-
manded his money, it was found to

captain’s lockéd safe. Meanwhile the
gangway had been dropped, to the pier-
and a little later it was learned that
one of the deck hands had secretly
slipped off the wvessel with a flow of
passengers. 'A search revealed the fact
that he had packed his scanty belong-
ings and taken them with him.

Beyond a doubt the deck steward,
Stephen Layecock by name, was the
thief. -He was a young Englishman
of 22, @ bright and willing worker, and
had been employed on the steamer for
three vears. It was c¢lear that bhe had
pilfered the safe key from the sleeping
captain’s pocket in the \dark hours of
the morning, taken the money; and
then chosen flight in preferente to the
risk of suspicion and detectjon.

“I only wish I would . run alCross

day, dnstead of takKing the delightful
#rip that we Pplanned for you in. June.
But I hope you ‘will have the opportun-
fty nmext summer.” .

“Don’'t talk about it father,” said
Rodney, in a low voice. z

«Jt was a heavy blow,” declared Cap-
tain Barnes. his face suddenly <cloud-
ing. “It ¥s no, joke to lose £300, and to
as I was bound in

took mnearly all of my
savings.”

1 Lo

‘He broke off denly. ‘‘What are
.,33 going ‘to do -v:#i*ﬁ younself now ?"' hie
added. {* -

“Tak 1 4long the river below
-Lanﬂmf -w*ﬁ%l ,* Rodney veplied,
“and then 1 may fun up as far as Chel-
seg on @ penmy steamer. T will come
back by bus and get supper sSome-
wihere on Ithe Strand.”

The ca:pball'n “Yiom zda.n’vt 20

. "There's no telling,” the capbain re-

. with o shrug of his shioubders.
“You are certain he stole the money,

father?”’ N
“Yes, T am winced < of that—no
world. He stole e;;;
and he will keep t, if there is any left
- . No, Rodney,. don’t
. v of ‘the £300. Re-
memiber, Buston  station at 10. o’clock

gharp. Takle a s Cross bus on
 the 8 i, or at the 'top of 'St. Manrtin's
lane’’ '

It was a hard blow of fate,” the lad:
reflected, bitterly.. Briefly, how: #t all
oaimie albout was as follows: During the
last voyage Of 'the City of Moscow

. Steve,” Rodney said to himself, as a

tide of wheeled traffic ¢hecked him un-

| der the statue of old King William.

He suddenly made a grab at (his shint
sleeve and hitched it up to the elbow.
On the fleshy part of his &arm, several
inches wbove the mwrist, a coiled ser-
pent was admirably tattooed in half a
dozen brilliant colors. He looked at it
wiith angry eyes, remembering thow and
when it came there. MTwo years ago,
svihile crossing the Atlantic for the first
time with this father, he and Stephen
Liaycock had been fairly chummy. An
old sailor, a friend of Steve’s, had, with
more zeal than discretion, pricked the
same snaky design on an arm of each
lad. Mhere had been a row, of icourse,
and Captain Barnes had been very
angry. It was not pleasant mow for
Rodney to feel ‘that that 'he and that
contemptible thief were branded alike
for Tife. '

For two hours the lad lingered amid
the memories and sights of the historic
old tower. Then, circling around by
way of Tower hill and the Mint, he
came, toward 6 o'clock, to the water
stairs beneath the tower bridge. :

“Want a bit of a ride, sir?” .

The voice had a hearty and 'honest
ring, and it belonged to the occupant
of @& whermry that had just grated
alongside the lower step—a thickset,
yvoungish man, with deeply ibronzed
face and clad in blue trousers and a
worn shirt of the same color.

““Hullo! T didn’t see you land,” ex-
clai Rodney. ‘“Yes, I wouldnt
mind a little ride. How much farther
down you going?” i

“Onty¥ to Wapping, sir. Come along
if you like.” ' -

Rodney hesitated an instant. Then,
remembering that he had some time
to spare, and tempted by his love of

the water, he stepped into the wherry
and took ‘the stern seat. ,
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The Bi-oo'l:lyn is the navy’s' greatest cruiser. Her 'speed is 20 knots, her

displacement 9,271 tons, and she cost about §3,000,000.
inch, twelve & inch and 20 smaller guns S
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She -carries eight 8

have mysteriously disappeared from the A

sure "as my name’s Tom Pugsley.”

“I'm sorry for . you,”
who was ! by the seaman’s
“It's hard to be out of

shilling will help you along——"’

H broke off with a sharp ecry, which |
was echoed at the same instant from
a different quarter. A fusy little tug-
boat had glided quietly and ‘suddenly
from behind the stern of a Dbig mer-
chantman, and 'was steaming diagonal-
ly up streamm across the boat of the
wiherry

“It’s all right sir,” exclaimed Tom
Pugslye, who had -shot a quick glance
over his shoulder; “‘we ain"t goin® to
collide.” i |

But neventheless, so unexpected
and close at hand had ‘the tug loomed
up, there was imminent danger. The
sailor knew this, and Hustered him a
bit. With both hands he jerked at one
oar—jerked so 'hard that the blade
snapped off at the rowlock, and he fell
sidewise against the gunwale. ]

The tug and the wherry met ‘with a
crash, and the latter capsized in the
twinkling of an eye.

Rodney went far down toward the
Thames mud, but he was a good swim-
mer, and did not lose his presence of |
mind or his breath. Striking out hard,
he came to 'the surface, where he shook
the mvater from his eyes and looked
abowt him. Hevhad passed under the
tug, and it was mow some feet -astern.
Close to one side was Tom Pugsley,
feelbly splashing to keep his mouth
above watér. There was a bleeding
wiound on his forehead,evidenitly caused
by striking the bottom of the 'tug, and
this seemed to have stunned him. No
immediate help was®at hand, and he
was in peril of drowning.

Rodney knew the fearful risk of try-
ing to aid @ man in such a condition,
but he was 'too plucky to hesitate for
an instant. 'At once he swam up [be-
hind Pugsley, and took a tight hold of

his collar. The half-unconscious sailor
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he peered

then-at thé,

elbow.His L,
turned froft: red to purple
he muttereis

ain't a 4iff¥{}
{h' vet the miistake was no
lad, about that
t on youryarm. Might
er tattooed the same?”
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“Name of iCarson?” eagerly demapd-

ed the capi
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«“Was he § pout 20 years old, slim and
' ¢, with grayish eyes?” :

Y fits him,” assented Rod-

sandy-hairg:

“Yes, they,
ney. - A FE
“It’s the &

a different 1§.me,

ers.
“Very
do you
done?”

“Done?"’ §
“Why the.
me fur the
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'with a

: }y" said 'Hodney.

of him? What thas he

the wrone party!” declared one..

e looked kind of queer.”
_ an, here’'s a rummy
anots. ;__
4r noise!” thun

¢ )

Bepitated a moment, observ-
n Pugsley was gazing at
him curiouly,  The mystery was grow-

s am old sailor, m couple of
‘We finally said. “The other
gteward - on the ship I

entical chap, only he give
» oriedl Captain Bow-

noed the angry captain.
kunk signed with
nd trip, and then skipped
to the MThames.
an’ the police
When I seen the

| of course—""

.so!n
i, Striding into the group
ii'rst at Rodney’s face, and’

“What |

was him,

men. -

TURRET MO

The Terror is a modern coast defense vessel of 3.%5 tons dilplaoement. Her
speed is 12 knots, and she cost Uncle Sam $3,178,0::5.

guns are carried two in each turret. She also hageigsd sm
she can sink so that her upper deck is flush with the iater and her curved deck
and revolving turrets are alone presented as a target:

3
-

o g
s
2 R

L]

L3

L

Her four big 10 inch
smaller guns. In actior

‘She carries a crew of 200
£ 4. 1

hair, and both sank beneath the tide.

Struggling desperately they came 0
the top again, Rodney grimly holding
his breath, and now unable to break:
loose had he wished. Once more he
was drdegged dowm, and he gave
himself up for lost; thoughts of parents
and home - flashed across his wide-
awake mind. Then he saw light, amd
gulped a mouthful of air. The tug was
alongside of him, and he felt strong
arms grasp him and pull him on board.

In a moment the brave lad was all
right, and able to thank his rescuers.
The struggle had drawn his shirt sleeve
farup;andibhe'mnmedaevpemon this
elbow was exposed to plain view. . Tom
Pugsley was in much better shape than
miight have been expected.

“God bless you, young gentleman!”
he whispered faintly, leaning toward -
Rodney. *“I shamn’t furget ’ow Yyou
saved my life—that blow somt of stun-
ned me. Put wus ashore at Wapping
stairs, if you don’t mind, sir,” he added
to the captain of the tug.”

ng was paimbed in huge

letters of wed. Over thé rail leaned

some one of the crew, and between
these suddenly crowded a red-faced,
sandy-bearded mén. One downward
glance he cast at the tug and its occu-
pants, and ‘then velled excitedly: )
“Hold on there below! Stop and
make fast! Do youhear? T want that
jad—there’'s a warrant out fur him!
Heave the young scroundrel up!™

“T say. hold on there!” came angrily
from the cargo steamer. “Don’t you
be taking that chap away, or I'll give
you trouble. He's a from my
vessel, an’ I want him.” "

“Is that so?”’ demanded the captain.

“Of course it is,” was the reply, “else
why should T say it?” 3 ’

“I mever saw the fellow ‘hefore,” ex-
claimed Rodney. **

twisted ‘around, seized the lad by the l
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“I see,” Hfjerrupted Rodney. ‘It was
a natural # istake.” |

the’ave a private word with

X

- jous,” exclaimed Rodney.
“And ’ag’’e wronged you, sir?”

= 5bbed my father of a large
2y—but what do Yyou
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guns and ten smaller guns, '

cost $612,500 and has a speed of 19.5 kn

THE CRUISER MONT
The Montgomery is an unprotected cruiser of 2,080 tons dimhmmﬁt She
ots. She carries nine 5 ingh rapid fire

capalble of sheltering 'the possessor o
\ anything like £300. _

“T'd like to see ‘Alfred Dyer,” Rod-
aey said to the grimy youth in attend-
ance.

“You know him, €h?” was the reply,
accompanied by a keen glance. *

“Yes; he’s an old friemd.”

“The - chap’s in,” said the grimy
-yvowth, apparently satisfied. He tlour-
jshed his greasy knife and pointed to
an open déor around the counter to the
left. ““That way, mext floor back.

Rodney followed directions . and
reached a gloomy hall. He ascended a
flight of narrow, uncarpeted stairs ‘to
an uwpper hall, which was in darkness
save a thin, upnight bar of light a few
yvards straight ahead. Mo this the lad
advanced cautiously, and pushing a
partly open door back on its hinges he
boldly entered.

The room was small and dingy, light-
ed by a cheap oil lamp, on a shelf, and
witha small open” window at 'the rear.
And on a low bed, -reading a flashly
illustrated paper, sat Stephen Laycock.
He glanced up, and when he saw his
visitor the paper fell from  his hands
and his /bronzed cheeks turned pale.

“Rodney Barnes!” he exclaimed
hoarsely, and with a ghastly attemipt
at @ smile. ‘It aint really you?”

“That’s just who it is,” replied Rod-
ney, pushing the door shut.and step-
ping nearer, “and you know what I
want. Give me 'the money you stole
 from my father’s cabimn.”

! I hawven't got it,”’ muttered Steve.

“1 dom’t know anything about it.”
“Donit deny it.” said Rodney. 'It's
 no use. T'in mot going to waste time
in words. You nearly ruined my fath-
er, and you've got the money in that
belt. Hand it over, Steve. You shan’t
get away with it to the cape, as you're
planning to do.”,

“Who told you—"

“Neyver mind! I want ithe money
without any fuss. ‘And it will be for
your own good to give it up—"’

“What is in this belt is mine,” Steve
interrmupted angrily. *“Bluff won't work
my fine chap, and #f I choose o go to
the éape I'l¥ go. What proof have you
thait I stole any money ?”’ .

“Tt's emough that I know it,” Rod-
ney answered quietly; “I don’t meed
proof. ILook here, Steve, how about
Captain Jerry Bowers of the Lap-

oy :

Steve turned color again, and 4 gleam
of fear shone in his eyes. “Who—wiho
did you say?’ he stammered.

“Yiou heard me,” Rodney replied. “I
said Captain Bowers. He's not far oft
this minute, and he wants you pretiy
bhadly.”

‘ Twio steps brought Steve o the end
" of the bed, and with his back nearer
the window. His hands were clenched
and there was a hand memacing on his
face. :

“Hurry up,’”’ continued Rodney, who

“But ‘r awkward wur you,” _ : s -
laughed nﬁt';' ‘captain. “However, I'll | Voo ké?nl‘y on his guard. thYm m
make amely g as fur as possible. Come stand the fix youwre b -Loehs
al 'naw"ﬁ 2 o * y twio ways -about ¥t. Tl only wait a

m:"g ; e . | minute longer, and ithen TNl shout for
- M L Y mp'ta.i’n .BG‘ wenrs ca..b];n' hel,p'n |
that bluff {¥it well-meaning individual “Will you?” muttered Steve., Swifitly
rigiged his § tests in some ill-fitting gar- | hjs right hand slipped behind him, and
mens of 1.: own and sent their wet | .o swiftly it reappeared clutching a
duds to 'bédried at the cook’s galley. ' pver. Don’t dare
Then atiing out some food and a oS 9hli]nmrym re;:'vmm flerce

] - -4 open your ignloy i Wt e,
bottle of érits on the chart table he | ;v «T)] shoot at ‘the first sound!
urged g to eat and drink. Sefa,nd right there—"

At last ax, tsteffumadehim look up, | “«you g’lheaak!mg thief!” gasped Rod-
and he sawylom Pugsley. ney; and with that he made an agile

“Are ongh hings dry yet?” he asked. | leap forward and struck up Steve's

“Not jad,” the sailor answered. arm. The weapon flew

-

fought for mastery. Steve did mot dare
to ery out, and Rodney kept silent be-
oa.gse the still had hopes of gaining his
end. :

Thiey were, pretty evenly matched and
2or several minutes the struggle went
on, a brief advantage shifting constant-
ly from ome to the other.

“You'll ‘be caught,” panted Rodney.
qu pr!" .-

“Niewver!” Steve hissed. “I'll fix
you ¥ :

There was a sudden commbtion down
stairs—loud voices, the slamming of a
door, and 'then heavy footstéps clatter-
ing upward. 'With an oath Steve threw
all his strength into a last desperate
effort. He forced his antagonist over,
hurled him against a chair, and broke
loose. But TRodney had seized and
broken the money-belt, and it remained
in his hands. _

Just then, as Steve stood %o his feet,
the door flew open, and into ithe moom
fairly pitched Captain Jerry Bowers.
“I’vie got you my runaway chicken!”
he cried.

“Not yet!” sn? ed Steve. In a trice
he 'was 4across it room, and a dull
crash told that he had landed on the
nearby roof of a, shedor
With a bellow o6f rage and a bried
glance at Rodney, Captain Jerry Bow-
ers plunged in pursuit. He recklessly
straddled the windew  sill, and there
was another noisy crash as he dropped
Then followed a hoarse vutery and the
clatiter of feet along a paved count

Rodney tucked the precious belt un-
der his jacket and darted into ithe hall,
where he, came face 1O e with Tom

. The laltter, with & gesture of
silence, drew him into an’ unlit moom
a few feet away andpu lled the door
nearly shut. :

“Mt's my Ilodgin’,” he whispered.
«“Wait "ere a bit, an’ we’ll find a chance
to slip out. You were right about the
captain, sir—'e must 'ave 'eard us talk-
in’ 'on deeck.”

The house was now Tinging with
noise, and’ in -quick succession five men
claptered up the stairs; [As soomn as
they had entered Steve’s room Tom and
Rodney crept out and dowm, meeting
no person on the way. The door at
the floot of the lower hall was unlociked
and by 'this they gained 'the street un-
seen. They !
hurried on by devious ways to the

Mimories. Here they luckily found a .
hansom, and during he rapid ride that

followed Rodney described 'his adven-

| tupe to 'his companion.

—

“I'm certain the money is in the belt,”
he concluded, “and I'm glad we got
away all right. There would have been
no end of trouble explaining matters
to 'the police, and it might have kept
father from taking out his ship on
time.”’ _ _

“Yes, we're . Tucky,” assented Tom,
“am’ no mistake. T knew what was up

the minute I seen Captain Bowers g0 't0---

the door, an’ I 'was afraid 'e’d ‘spoil
your trick.” :

It was just twenty-elght minutes
past 10 o’clock when Ithe cab rattled
into Buston station, where Car;’:?
Barnes was waiting Impatiently. e
promptly abandoned his in'tention of
catching the night express to Liverpool
and all three went o ‘a Toom in &
neighboring hotel. The belt was found
to contain exaetly 295 pounds, and this
sum was further reduced by a gift of
£5 to Tom Pugsley, when jthe wihole

: storyo-r-bhereoofmyotrthemmey-hnd

been told.

‘Why is it that men always look at
ﬂheiaceotarbﬁdean&wmnenmm

clothes? -
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SEAGOING BATTLESHIP MASSACHUSETTS.
The Massachusetts is a 15 knot ship and cost $3,020,000. She displaces

10,288 toms of water, has 9,000 horsepower and carries four 13 inch, cight 8
imch, four @ inch and 30 guns of smaller size, i

outbuilding.

turned the first cormer and

e S = S R Y = v



