serome K. Jerome, The tale of the wan-
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3500 STRIDS OF

SKIN GRAFTING EXTRACRDINAIISY

IN THE CASE OF WILSON
FREDERICK WIHO LOST TWO-

ThHiRDS ©F HIS
HIS ARMY ©F

HI8 s the story of a brave man
and his friends apd brothers who
saved his life. He |8 a man to
whom physiclans confided six
months nago that there was no
hope: He fought nobly from the
moment he was stricken. He is
fighting to-day—fighting a less hopeless
battle, and with the hope of recovery al-
most within sight,

This case algo proved a direct refutation
of the theory of medical sclence, hitherto
a: principle {n physiology, that when more
than one-third of the skin of a human
body is destroyed death will result. !

When they took Wilson B, Frederick, of |
Dunellen, N. J., from the wreck which oc-
curred near Westfield, on January 27, on
the Central Rallroad of New Jersey, he
was a3 good aas dead. He breathed, how-
ever, and was hurried to Muhlenberg Hos-
pital, at Plainfield;, N. J.

At the hospital it was found that Fred-
erick was frightfully scalded from head
to foot by dry steam. The left side of his
face, his left arm and both legs to the
shoe tops were fearfully burned. On these
parts not an inch of skin remainad.

Can you imagine the condition of this
man when the doctors laid him wpon an
air bed? Just think of one-third of the
body belng raw and sore! There Is nothing
more painful than a burn. During his

corsclous moments Frederick was in fear-
ful agony. He could not move without
guffering tortures the like of which have
driven men insane,

Frederick never for one moment be-
lHeved, as dld the men who swathed
him In vaseéllne banddages, that he could
not live. There was something inspiring
in the courage and hope of the pale faced
man who lay staring at the ceiling with
great lines drawn about the corners of hls
mouth. It was his ealm, cool, confident
manner that nerved the doctors to use
111 their skill to benefit him.

Trederick s a Masan., He will forever
and a day bless his good fortune that his
application to Anchor Lodge, No. 140 I
and A, M., was acted upon favorably. It
was Hla Masonic friends who came to his
guceor in the darkest hours of his life,

Dr. Albert Pittis, the attending physi-
¢ilan at the hozpital, and a member of the
lodge to which Frederick belonged, under-_
stood that if the life of his brother Mason;
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|tain that he will have them so long as the
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CUTICLE,
HERCIC FRIENDS

wiad to be saved prompt actlon was m-u.x.;?i
sary. He communleated with Louls I Van
Alstyne, Worshipful Master of Anchor
Lodge. Van Alstyne jumped inte t!l-.’!
breach without a moment's hesltation, A |
vast quantity of cuticle was needed. It |
could only come from scores of men. More |
than foupr thousand pleces of skin alone|
counld save Frederick's life, It seemed a
forlorn undertaking.

Van Alstyne was the first man to bare
hig arm at the hospital., Then he called a
meeting of the lodge. The lodze room was
crowded by a solemn, Intense body of men.
Dr. Pittis and Van Alstyne told the Ma-|
song of Frederick's danger, and thaot many |
pieces of skin must be cut from the bodies|
of robust men to cover the burned surface
of the Mason's body., With these men
there was no ugeleas argument; they were
ready to ald a brother.

And to the hospital they went In twos
and threes, whkile the sharp knives of the
surgeons cut strips of skin from their
arms and bodles and hastily sought the
hedside of Frederick.

Jerusalem, an older lodze of-the order,
wis quick to Tollow the lead of the mems=
bers of Anchor. ' “Phey had a sympathy in
common., Day after day the Masons went
to the hospital, and after them the em-
ployes of the TUnited States Express Com-
pany, where Frederick had been employed,
The injured man saw his voliunteers try-
Ing to save his life, and a néw courazs
was born within ths heart still racked
with pain.,

Great iInterest centred in the case.
Masons and expressmen from differgnt
parts of the country journey to Plainfield
to give thelr skin to aid the physicians
working upon Frederlek, The physicians,
who declared that the man could nog live,
saw the great fight he Wwas making and
were determined that he shouid pot die
While the eondltlon of the patient was
such at times that the work had to be In-
terrupted, thers never was a pause In Lhe
procession of enthusiastic lodge men.

More than six menths ago Frederick was
taken from the wreck. B8ince that time
thiriy-five hundred pieces pf skin have
been grafted to his body from 121 different
men. He requires seven hundred pleces
more, but his friends and brothers main-

supply of Masons holds out.

The case has made an unparalleled rec-
ord. “There ars instances whers many |
pleces of skin have been usged to =ave a
person’s life, but nothing ever like the
amount of new tissue which now covers
the burned portion of Frederick’s body.

Among the gkin contributors belonging
to the order were State Bupervisor of
Roads Robert A. Meeker, Judge William
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. CUUCE TR W FREDEICKS

N. Runyon, Past Master Btephen Mighatn,
Senlor Warden Fred J. Pope, Junior War-
den Franecis L. Mcntgomery; Jr.; C. A.
Sturtevant, Counsellor George Ball, 8, P.
Bingaman, Robert Rushmore and other
prominent men in the community,

From twenty to thirty-five emall pitces
of skin have been taken from each volun-
teer,

The process of skin grafting used by Dr.
Pittie is the French method Thiersch. It
consgists In making thoroughly aseptlc the
arms of those from whom grafis are to be
taken'by sterilizing and shaving each fore-
arm,. The skin 18 then drawn up upon the
streteh by one hand; while with the other
a long, wide razor is applied flatwise, The

two upper layers, the derm and eplderm, |

are removed by a to and fro movement of
the razor, which {5 kept fooded svith a salt
solution. BEach graft, about half as long
and abont twide as broad as a match, ls
immediately lald an the prepared surface,
upon which it is floated from the razor by
the salt solutlon, drawing the cdge of the
graft on to the wound surface while slip-
ping the razor away.

Each graft is then gently pressed Into
place and the wound surface dressed with
n lattice work of protecting slips of rubber
tissue, which is In turn covered by a coms-
press kept moplstened with normal sallne
golution,

Wllson 8, Frederlck was the chlef clerk|
of the TUnited States Expréss Company's|
offlce in New York at the tima of the ac-|
He resided in Dunellen; and is a|
fank= |

cident.
son-in-law of the late Mavor Ruliff 8§
hamer. His physielan, Dr. Pittls, |s a
gradusate of Columbla Callege. Mr, Fred-
erlek i8 in care of two tralned nurses from
Bt. Luke's Hospital, New York ecity, the
Misses Farquharson and Farsons.
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aptain Samuel Druke Miller, Former Filibuster,an Artistic Rover in Quiet Waters

The Studio a House-
boat That Is Both
Comfortable and
Seaworthy.

BACHED high on the sand of the
east bank of the Delaware River,
ut Florence, N. J., lies the two-
masted schooner Studlo, a' verita-
ble gypsy of the seas. “Three
People in a Boat, to Bay Nothing
of the Dog,” might be an appro-
priate title for the story of the Studio, but
1t is g theme for the pen of a Conrad or a
Stevenson rather than a humorlst like

of this little twenty ton vessel is
g:::giie pure and simple, splced with dan-
ger. The career of the master of the
ornft is a serial of adventures, and in Its
later chapters an important part has been
played by his wife, his five-year-old
daughter and Brindle, the dog. i
Samue! Druke Miller, artist,
ahcl‘:awt;l:fman. former filibuster and Mil
around soldier gi rdcil;tu::oﬁil;s t?l‘:n:vif Pan;5
mnster of the udio, ~ el
mate dnd ‘the principal mrtiﬁgm e
crew, Moreover, they built t'“?d e iha
selves, with practically :mlal i m-rpe-n-
keel was laid, for the captain ls hjsr' L
ter and cabinetmaker among s wife
s i a he compliments his 2
ﬂ'f:ap;ﬁg?ﬂﬁ‘ a wink in his ?ea_;t;‘; :y:d
that “she iz & mighty handy W

ht';":e g:::ﬂ: “was not h“n'tid?l e;;]e:g.e I:zi
g‘;ﬁg’r}x lﬁtllll:: ;Eﬂmal;;r%:lh;; r;g;lt}irfeir;i;r{
?2: t 1:%?:;51‘ ?}i?lt?:f a.:;hieen n}o‘;rt}ii'lx tf; ::na lt]s:)el::i
ti!?;leemg:e:;. d-rgt‘\lag lgéswbr;:asted tﬁc .ﬁerce:é
billaws of the Atiantic and has voyag

mildly behind horse power up the Erile
&y L
23:«&& fier ways He on the deep or on

rs- be-
rivers the Studlo has always
{nnl:;\‘;l herself admirably. Just at present
she 1g a Mttle leaky, but Captain  Miller
snys he Is golng to sheathe her bottom and
venture forth anew.

Some Choice Curios.

With her deck pfled high with trunks,
boxes and all sorts of baggage, the Studlo
\noks like a cross, between a canal scow
and a Chinese junk ship. Huge iron bound

s#a chests, covered with tarpaulin and
suggestive of the Spanish main and “'pleces
nf elght,” stand by the side of modern
cracker boxes and 20-gallon kerosene cans,

When vou look at these massive chests, |
reinforeed by iron bands;, vou instinctively [than of sallor.
reject the idea that they contain anything topic he likes and he will spin a yarn that
more matter of fact than treasures of the|would do credit to the foreecastle of an old
Montezumas, or perhaps sllks from the clipper. Moreover, he {& a philosopher, He

Orient. Your guess would not be so far
tut of the way, either. For there are zome
¢holee curios from the ruins of Mexlco and
_Yucar.an. idols and weapons and hlero-
glyphs hldden away in those strong boxes,
Thelr contigulty to the cracker boxes and
the kerosena is all that Jars upon you,

The Btudio has 3 commodlous cabin. It
is twenty-three feet by eleven feet, and
the person looking at the dingv lttle ves-
&el from the shore would hardly be pre-
pared for a glance at its contents. Once
inside you forget all ahout the canal boat
exterlor, for it Is the eabin that justifies
the name of the vessel. Here Is where you
find the true Bohemia of the gea, the
Eypsy environment that envelops these
tramps of the brine. For this cabin is a
studlo, a llbrary and & museum all in one.
Here are half a dozen easels, two support-
ing half completed paintings and the oth-
ers stacked In a cornsr, palettes showing
the effecis of usage hanglng from a neg
near the rack where this artlst-seaman
keepa his colors. One of the paintings is
a small landscape of considerable merit.
Itls a Florlda scene, and the swampy low-
lands of the Everglades show through a
oift In the senil-tropleal foliagk of the fore-
ground. The other plcture under the way
shows promise of becoming a dainty ma-
rine. The blending of sea and sky ls ex-
tremely effective, while the yellowish
brown sand drifting over a hulk on the
shore shows one of the tragedles of the
deep.

Two sides of the cabin are well taken up
by hpoks—between six hundred and eight

hundred volumea in all. Some of the books
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of travel have been “‘extra {llustrated’ hs'l.
the captain with rare engravings, for
which he has g passion. The cases are
neat specimens of the cahinet maker's art
and are the ecaptaln’s own handiwori,

On the wallg are the ihevitable weapons
with which artisis always decorate their
favorite Tpoms, There are a few ugly
pleces of cutlery from the Orient, a Malay
kriss, a yataghan, a bolo or two and any
number of machetes from Cubd and South
America. His hobby above all others is
the: collection of rellos of warfare, espe-
clally those connected with American his-
torv.

But interesting as are the Studic and its
inanimate contents, the vigitor is soon too
engrossed In studying Captaln Mifler and
his famlly to give much thought to any-
thing else. The skipper Is a wiry man of
medium height, with g sinewy, closely knit
frame. Flis almost enowy head is usually
covered by a cap, and from beneath the
visor peer a palr of keen, alert blue eyes.

There is nothing of the blusterlng tar
about him. He does not in the remotest
degree suggest the man who would swag-
ger and exclaim, "Shiver my timbers!” In
conversation he seems more of scholar
But get him started on a

likes the life he leads, and no pecuniary
rewards could tempt him to leave It, He
has epough, and he wants no more.

I may have a few hobbles,” he sald,
“but I think I Inherit them all, Including
my love for the sea, I am of old Dutch
stock—Knickerbocker, you might eall it,
for the first of my ancestors to come to
America was Frederlok der Druke Mahler,
who'landed in New Amsterdam in 1624. His
name signifies ‘the print artist,’ and he
had something of & reputation in this line.
Later the name was corrupted to Druke
Miller, and some =pell |t Drukemiller, For
two hundred years the memberz of my|
family have been preachers or artists,

Filibustered as a Boy.

“My father wanted me to become a
preacher,” sald the captaln, with a half|
smile at the Idea. *"He was a Lutheran
minlster at Warcester, Ohio, where I was|
born, In 1839, I was a mérs youngster when
my father put me In the Lutheran Acéad-
emy at Dayvton, Ohlo, with a vlew to adu-
cating me for the ministry. But I was
restless and began to chofe at the re-|
straint, When T was gixtecn years pld 1
ran away., About a yvear ister I landed in
New Orleana. !

“At that time Walker was fittlng out th9|

cutter Suzan for his fameus filibustering
expedition to Nicaragua, It promised ad-|
venture, and as that was what I was hunt-|
Ing, 1 joined the party. When we finally |
gathered at Greviown therse were about |
two hundred men. By the time fever and
privations had a good chance at us there
wera not so many.
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‘*“Tha worst hole we got into was one
time when we were surronnded by eight
thousand government troops and Indians,
but we cut our way through and most of
us escaped. When 1 .got to New York,
where we were taken on surrendering {o
the United States government, T welghed
just gixty pounds less than I did when I
started out.

“T have always wanted to palnt. Por-
haps the fever was In my blood. But when
I reached New York I eouldn't indulge In
my tastes, I did the next best thing as
I thought, however, and obtalned a posi-
tion with a decorating firm in the city, 1
algo did & little painting., But this life of
peace palled on me, and when Frederie
Bollvar got up his expedition to Venexzunla
in 1868, I joined the adventurers who were
bent on aiding the reveolutionists.

""There were seventy-two of us, and we
had no sooner landed than we had all the
fighting we wanted. In the very first en-
gagement with the Venezuelan govern-
ment tropps every man In the party was
killed but myself and Charles Gordon, son
of a prominent New York broker of that
time. Gordon was wounded, If T remem-
ber, and I had been shot through the right
Arm.

Condenined To Be Shot

‘T had been shot through the Jaw In the
Nicaraguan expedition, and my hair was
gray before I was twenty as a reaylt of
the ravages of tropical fever. Conse-
quently I did not make & very prepogsess-
ing prisoner when I was captured. Bul I
aould talk Spanish, German and English,

and wasn't guch 'a bad aequisition after
all, Of course, T had to join the Vene-
zuelan army, and 1 hadn't been with the|
sovernment forces long before 1 was cap-
tured by the insurgents and condemned to
be shot.

“The wound In my arm had' not healed
and It was this that saved my life, proba-
bly, While I was convalescing and wait=
ing to be shot, tha Insurgent commander
thought I would make & g00i secrelary,
and hls daughter became my nurse, Soon
I discovered that I was regarded as part
of {he spolls of war and was to be wedded
to the Colonel's daughter, a young woman
of dusky hue,

“As It was a case of life and death, 1
pretended to bé highly flattered, and my
nrdant lovemaking eviderntly disarmed the
suspleion of my captors, One night, alded
by a friendly Insurgent, I made my es-
cape to the seaboard, Luckily I caught a
ship for New York and I left Venezuela
without the slightest regret. 1 haven't
heen baok there since, although in eruising
about South American waters I have been
near enough to run into ong of the ports
of the country. / E

“When I returned to this country the
clvil war had broken oot. I joined the 192d
Ohio regiment. We were sent to Tennes-
gee, where we went Inta camp and stayed
until the end,of the war. I ecan't say I en-
joyed the service, as we didn't have &
¢hanee to smell powder except In fring
salutes. Affer the war ended I became a
wanderer, sometimes on sea and some-
times on Jdand, always painting a iittle,

and In time I wa=s able te support myself
by art.
Wedded Wanderers

“Twenty-three vears ago I met the wom-
an who is now my wife, and we were mar-
ried. BShe seemed as fond of travel as I,

land we went over about all there is to

geen of the Western Hemlaphers. Two of
the three children born to us dled and
were burled In Brazil."

In 1896 Captain Miller declded to bulld
the Btudio. He had owned a small sail-
ing wvessel. but he wanted one that he
ecould have for hls home as well as a
means of trayel. He went to some lumber
dealers In Florida and offered to exchange
pictures for lumber to bulld the boat,
With enly a little outside aid he and Wis
wife bullt the wvessel. The little vessel
has salled slong the whole Eastern cpast
of the Unlted States, and the skipper has
stopped at times to paint some fascinat-
ing bit of scenery or to sell some of his
pletures. Ile makes a gobd living ot of
his art work, “Enough to satisfy my
modest necds.” he says, with a smile on
kis bronzed face,

“But how do you manage the boat, es-
pecially in rough weather?' was asked.

_"‘i’r_-u ses,” he replled, with a comprehen-
8ive sweep of the hand, Indlcating his wife
and himself, “she handles the wheel while
I take care of the sgalls, She fsn't Just a
falr weather sailor, either. She has been
at the wheel for twenty-four hours at a
streteh In a2 storm, with blg seas sweeping
over her. I don't want to see any better

{exhibition of pluck and seamanship than

she displayed one time wheh wwe rounded
Hatteras in the roughest sort of weather,"
The Studlo has made all sorts of strange
voyages, The little cockleshell has hraved
the storms of the Caribbean and threadad
the passages of the West Indies. The
keys of Florlda waters are as familiar to
her skipper as they are to the pllots, On
aceount of her Hght draught the vesse] has
been taken through the canals ta Buffaln
and some of the smaller rivers of Ohjo.

Conweyed Arms fo Cubans

But she has had adventures, too. Soon
after she was launched her owner tried a
little lone handed fAlibustering in behalf of
the Cuban insurgents, WIith rno one aon
board but himself and his wife gnd His
dog, he undertook to convey arms and am-
mimition to the insurgents. He made zev-
eral trips, communleatiheg with the Daunt-
less and the Three Friends, and several
times he landed on the Cuban coast,
bringing back cargoes of fruit, Only once
did he have any trouble,

“This didn"t ameunt to much,” ald the
Captain, "It might have, however, if they
had caught me on the trip out. 1 was
coming over from Cuba to Key West when
4 United States gunboat spled me and
tossed a shot aercss my bow. At first |
thonght T migh't as well make a run for it
just for fun, but a second shot came near
carrying off the bowsprit of the Studlo,
Then I hauled to and waited for the war
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Cockleshell Has Round-

ed Hatteras and Met
Storms in the
Caribbean.

ship to come up. 1 happened to know the
eéaptain, but that didn’t prevent him from
searching the vessel from top to bottom.
All they found was a load of frult. T
Aldn't tell them anything nbout the rifles
I had landed two days before."

Mrs. Miller is an unobtrusive Ilittle
woman, apparently the reverse in char-
icter of her adventure loving husband.
Her princlpal diversion is playing the pipe
prgan In the cabin of the Studio when sha
is nol engaged in stedring the vessel or
perfofming her household datles.

“yeg, 1 1lke the sea,”” she sald, Then
she added, a llttle wistfully:—"But there
are times when 1 lke to be ashore just
to see whit a home-on dry lund is 1lke.”

Her favorite among her husband's paint-
ings iz a full length figure of a Dutch
=irl, with a Rembrandt effect in the shad-
mﬁrhat is my ploture)” she said, proudly.
“My husgband was offered §80 for that, but
I told him it wes my property and he
could mot =ell it for any price.”

Ethel, the blue eyed, falr haired ddugh-
ter, Inoks as large and rugged as a healthy
child of eight. She is the apple of her
father's eye, and she takes great pride in
jier ability as a sallor. She is abls to read,
and under her mother's instruction she
Has learned to play the organ. Her con-
stant companion is the great yellow diog
| Brindle. She has every reason to feel at-
tached to her canine friend, for he has
saved her life twice when she te!l off the
schooner.

Brindle is part collie and part wolf, ac-
cording to the Captaln, who got him from
the Seminole Indlans, down In Florida.
Brindle was a pup at the time, and It had
& broken leg, but the Captaln acted as sur-
leeon and cured Ity Injuries. His master
|savs.he can do everything but speak and
gall the boat,
| There is a regular museum aboard the
Studia, At present it is being exhibited at
| Burlington Park, not far from Florence.
| There are a stuifed alligator and numerous
pleces of fine coral. There dare also weap-
ong uged by the South Ameriean Indians—
baws and arrows; blowpipes and small
| spears. The hattle fields of America have
bean searched for eannon balls, and thera
are specimens used in avery war from the
time of 'the Revolution.

There ts a musket manufactured durlng
the reign of Queen Anne, one of the first
rifles turned out by the Harper's Ferry
Arsenal, bearing date of 1811; a sword
taken from a British major In the Revolu-
tiunary War, ldols worshipped by the Az
tecs, pleces of bas-rellefs from Copan and
nixmerous other curips. There is alao a
collection of about a dpzen Florida mock-
ing birds, which scem to enjoy the life on
the sea,

“The Studio I1s a stanch little vessel,”
gald Captain Miller, "but I am golng to
take a trip which wll require a latger
boat. I want tp take a crulse Iin Eurapean
waters, and we will go Sputh soon, where
Iumber Iz cheapn, and there 1 shall buld a
Southern Europe and indulge my taste for
vessel large enough for the purpose. Be-
gldes, | want{ to see something of art in
wandering, It doesn’t take so much money
when you own your pwn vesse]l and earn
your living as you -go."

Obituarp of Napeleon.

HEN the great Napoleon died there
\Vwen:— doubtless among the readers of

the London Globe many parsons who

would have liked tp read a full nc-
count of hie life, but, if s, they were {is-
appointed, for the Globe, In its lesue of
July 4 1821, contalned only the following
brief notice:—

“Death of Bonaparte. We announce tha
| death of Bonaparte, The official announce-
jment was recelved this morning at the Ad-
imiralty. His death took place on June 5.
| His health had been declining for a long
IHme; and the cause of death was a cancer
{In the stomach. He was born fn 1769, The
{cost of his maintenance at Salnt Helenn
| was each year between two and thres hun-
| dred thousand pounds.”
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