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38 A Strange Catch.

the receding wave, yet going farther onward each
time, he, the future commodore of the United States
Navy, was borne on the waters of the Delaware toward
the city.

An old fisherman, who loved to get out at night and
make his haul in time for the breakfasts of the good
citizens of the Quaker City, saw something floating
along on the water.

“Looks plaguey like a mahogany log,” he mused;

“shouldn’t wonder if it was one o’ them logs lost t’other
night. Blame me if it is, I can make more by gettin’
it than by fishin’.”
- Looking up at the moon, he calculated that he could
swerve from his course and spend ten minutes looking
after the log, and if it was of no value he would still
be in time for his fishing.

He pulled for the log, not with quick, silent strokes,
but with short, heavy ones, strokes which lifted the
boat out of the water and made it fairly jump over the
waves.

“Merciful powers!” he exclaimed. “It’s a stiff.”

Two conflicting ideas fought for supremacy in his
mind at that time.

If it was a corpse he might sell it to the hospital
students, or he might take it to the morgue, but which-
ever he did he stood a chance of being charged with
murder.

Simon Long had no desire to take the trouble of
towing a body into the city unless he could make some-
thing out of it. But he had also a very strong objec-
tion to being charged with a crime, especially when he
was entirely innocent. He rowed close to the body
and found that it was a young man, whom he did not
recognize at first.

“Crash me, but I think he’s alive!”

He pushed the body with his oar, and Decatur
opened his eyes.
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“Crash me, but if it isn’t ‘Capt. Dick,” or I'm not a
sinner !”

Simon did not hesitate any longer, but set to work
to lift the body into the boat. He moved the gag first
thing after Stephen was in the boat.

“Alive! Why, my boy, how came you in such a
pickle?”

Stephen tried to speak, but his lips moved only. No
sound proceeded from them. Simon let the boat drift
while he unfastened the ropes, and then Decatur
stretched his legs. The movement seemed to loosen
the muscles of his throat, for he was able to thank
Simon.

“Take me home, Simon, and never mind fishing to-
night.”

“Right heartily will I, ‘Capt. Dick.” I guess this is
the best night’s fishing I ever did.”

“Not one word to anyone about the gag or the
cords,” cautioned Stephen.

l‘Why ?7’

“Because I say so. But you are a good old fellow,
and I will tell you. I was seized by the press men and
I managed to get away by falling overboard. Now
you will see that nothing should be said about it.”

“Right you are, Capt. Dick, and it is my hope that
I may sail under you some day and make some of those
Britishers give up our men, darn ’em!”

Simon was liberally rewarded for the loss of his
night’s fishing, and he never opened his mouth except
to say that he found Capt. Dick that night when he fell
off the dock. :

Stephen told his father all about it, and between
them they made up a tale which satisfied Mrs. Decatur
and allayed her fears.



CHAPTER VII.
THE LAUNCHING OF. THE “UNITED STATES.”

All the nation was aroused.

Enthusiasm was at fever heat, for we had to do
something at once to prevent our commerce being for-
ever destroyed.

The French Directory had sanctioned the searching
of American vessels by issuing an order to treat Amer-
ican vessels as they were treated by the British.

The sanction given was taken advantage of by
French ships, and our former allies became the enemies
of our commerce. Even the universities were aroused,
and Harvard called on the people to raise money and
build a navy, “sufficiently large to wipe France and
England off the seas.”

At last came the day for the launching of the United
States. It was the first vessel built by the United
States under the Constitution, and the whole country
celebrated its event.

Banquets were held, and the “Wooden Walls of Co-
lumbia” toasted everywhere, alike in fashionable
houses, at costly banquets, and in the village tap
houses.

Joseph Story, of Harvard, had written a patriotic
poem for the occasion, and in all parts of the country
people sang it with great enthusiasm.

The students at Harvard sang it in the chapel, and
no one tried to prevent them.

One verse shows the sentiment :

“Shall Gallia’s clan our coast invade,
With hellish outrages scourge the main,
Insult our nation’s neutral trade,
And we not dare our rights maintain?
Rise, united Harvard’s band, »
Rise, the bulwark of our land.”
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The sun was shining brightly on that May afternoon
chosen for the launching of the United States.

The streets of Philadelphia were thronged with hol-
iday-making people. The sun had not risen an hour
before the spectators began to hurry toward the docks,
hoping to get a good place to view the momentous
event.

The shipyard was besieged with hundreds of anx-
ious ones, with all sorts of excuses for going inside to
see the great vessel as she lay on the stocks.

By ten o’clock not a place could be obtained by the
late comer, though the launching was not to be until
one. The venders did a good business. They sold
everything, sandwiches, glasses of milk, and then when
all were satisfied with eatables and milk they turned to
and sold medals and other souvenirs of the occasion.

Then ballad singers sang and collected pennies, and
grew rich, for the people were generously inclined.

When the song was finished, and the collection made,
the sheets of songs were offered for sale, and in an
hour thousands were singing :

, “Americans, then fly to arms,
And learn the way to use ’em.
If each man fights to "fend his rights,
The French can’t long abuse ’em.

“Yankee Doodle (mind the tune),
Yankee Doodle Dandy;

For the French there’s trouble brewin’;
We'll spank ’em, hand and handy.”

The river was gay with pleasure craft, decked with
flags, and bright with the gay dresses of the ladies,
who were even more patriotic than the men. The
great frigate, too, was a mass of bunting from stem
to stern.

At noon, precisely, Capt. John Barry entered the
shipyard and looked at the frigate with eyes full of



