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CURSED.

From side to side she flung herself, fighting
every feot of the way. Briggs put back
his head and laughe:l at the rare spectacle.
Twice or thrice the sailors slipped in blood
and rum upon the planking, and once Kuala
Pahang all but jerked free from them. At
the capstan, only the pistols of the three
white guards held her kinsmen back from
making a stampede rush; and not even the
pistols could silence among them a men-
acing hum and murmur of rage that seethed
and hubbled.

“Here, you'” shouted Briggs. ‘‘ Mah-
mud Baba, you yellow cur, come here!”

Mahmud loosed his hold on the capstan-
bar at which he had bheen laboring, and in
great anguish of fear approached—fear and
hate and rage that longed to kill. Very
gladly would he have given up his liée if in
the giving he could have taken the captain’s.

“ Yas, sar?” whined Mahmud. “I come,
sar.”

Briggs leveled his revolver at the Malay.
Unmindful of the nearing attack and of the
spattering bullets, he spoke with delibera-
tion.

“ Son of a saffron dog,” said he, “ you're
going to tell this wench something for me!
If vou don't tell it right, you know what
you'll get! Understand?”

“ Yas, sar. What piecee thing me tell?”

“ You tell her that if the boats don’t go
back to land and let us alone I'll heave her
over the rail. I'll feed her to the sharks, by

God! Alive, to the sharks—sharks, down
there! Savvy?”
* Me savvy.”

* And you tell her she’s got to tell that
to the men in the canoes! She’s got to
shout it to ‘em. Go on, now, tell her!”

Mahmud hesitated a moment, shuddered
and grimaced. His cyes narrowed to slits.
The captain poked the revolver into his ribs,
with tautening trigger-finger. Mahmud
quivered and laid a skinny hand on the
shoulder -of the girl, who had now grown
strangely quict. He fell into a sing-song
patter of strange words with whining into-
nations. Suddenly he ceased.

The girl listened, her gleaming eyes fixed
on Mahmud's face. A sudden question
issued from her bruised, cut lips.

“ What's she asking?” demanded Briggs.
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“ She ask where her mother, sar?”

“Tell her! Tell her I've shot the old
she-devil to hell, and beyond! Teil her
she’ll get worse if she don't tell the canoes
1o stand ofi—worse, because the sharis will
aet her alive! Go on, you hlack scut o’
misery, tell her!"”

Mahmud spoke again, with nasally dron-
ing speech. He flung a hand at the en-
veloping half-circle of the war-flcet. The
nearest boats now were moving hardly a
quarter-mile away. Little smoke-puffs all
along the Dbattle-front kept pace with the
popping of wild, ineffective gunfire. In the
proa, oily brown devils were laboring to
reload the brass cannon.

Mahmud’s speech ended. The girl swept
her look appraisingly along the fleet, then
let her glance fall in scorn on the defenders.
She stiffened, quivering, with clenched
hands. The sailors, holding her wrist, could
feel the whipcord tension of her muscles.

“ Tell her to shout to the proa there!”
shouted the captain in white fury. * Either
they stand off or over she goes—and you
see for yourself there's shark’s enough!”

Again Mahmud spoke, and again grew
silent. The girl grunted a monosyllable.

“What? What's that she says?” de-
manded Briggs.

“ She say no, sar.
tell her people so.”

“ The hell you say!” roared the captain.
He seized her neck, shaking her violently.

“T'll break your damned, obstinate neck
for you!” he cried, his face distorted with
rage. ‘‘ Tell your people to go back! Tell
em!”’

Mahmud translated the order. The girl
only laughed. Briggs knew himself beaten,
so far as getting that order obeyed might
be concerned. In that choking, sneering
laugh of Kuala Pahang’s echoed a world of
maddening defiance. He loosened his hold,
and for a moment kept silence, trying to
think how he should master her. The
shuffling thud of bare fect and the monoto-
nous clicking of the capstan rose on the
shuddering air. Along the flcet, guns were
going like kernels in a corn-popper. An-
other man grunted, by the rail, and slid to
the deck, where a chance hullet had given
him the long sleep.

She die, but she no
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me worse than you do. You’'ll have to
make this go till 1 can get through with
some of the others.”

A laugh from the companionway jangled
on this scene of suffering and agony. There
stood Alpheus Briggs, wiping his bearded
lips with a smear of his hirsute paw—for
once again he had been at the liquor below.
He blinked about him, set both fists on his
hips, surveyed the prospect a moment, and
then flung an oath of general, all-compre-
hensive execration at sea and sky and ship,
at vanquished enemy and at his crew, dead
or alive.

*Well, anyhow, by the holy Jeremiah!”
he cried, with another laugh of barbaric
merriment, ' well, anyvhow, 1've taught
those vellow devils one good lesson!”

A shocking figure the captain made, as
he stood there at the top of the companion-
way. All at once Prass came up from below
and stood beside him. Mauled as Prass
was, he secemed untouched by comparison
with Briggs. The captain's presence af-
fronted heaven and earth, with its gross
ugliness of rags and dirt and wounds, above
which his savage spirit, drunken with rage
and hate, seemed to rise indifferent, as if
such trifles as mutilations lay beneath
notice.

Across the captain’s right brow a gash
oozed redly down into his eve, half-closed.
puffy, discolored. As he smeared his fore-
head, his arm knotted into hard bunches
ol muscle. His naked, hairy breast was
slit with knife slashes, too: his tangled
mop of beard had stiffened redly from a
wound across his left cheek. Nothing of
his shirt remained, save a few tatters
dangling from his tightly drawn belt. All
the rest had been torn away. His magnifi-
cent torso, muscled like an Atlas, was all
arimed with sweat and blood and dirt.
Save for his boots, nothing of his clothing
remained intact; and the hoots were slip-
pery. sodden. red.

Now as he stood there, a bit unsteadily,
peering out with his one serviceable eye
under a heavy, bushy brow, and chewing
curses to himself, he gave an impression of
quitc invincible strength and determination.

Here stood a man. if one ever breathed,
unbeaten and unbeatable.

The captain’s voice, as he grew some-
what coherent and passed from half in-
articulate blasphemies to speech, gusted
out raw and brutelike, along the shambles
of the deck.

** Hell of a thing, this is!"” he vociferated,
with hands on belted hips. ** And all along
of a yellow wench. Devil roast all wo-
men! And devil take the rotten, coward-
ly crew. 1f I'd had that crew I went black-
birding with two years ago, up the Gold
Coast, not one o’ those hounds would have
boarded us. But they didn't get the she-
dog back, did they? They didn't get her
back! It's bad, bad, but not too had.
Might be worse, so help me!”

Again he laughed, white tecth gleaming
in his reddened beard, and lurched out
on deck., Blinking he peered about him,
on the after deck and midships. A brown
body lay before him, face upward, with
grinning teeth.  Briggs recognized the
turtle-egg seller, he who had thrown the
kris.  With an oath he kicked the hody.

*“ You got paid off, anyhow,” he growled.
“ Now you and Scurlock can fight it out
together, in hell!”

He turned to the doctor, with a hard,
sneering laugh, and limped along the deck.
*“ Doctor Filhiol!"” cried he, sharply.

“Yes, sir?"” answered the doctor, still
busy with the man at the wheel.

* Make a short job o’ that, there, and
get to work on those two by the deck-
house. We've got to muster all hands as
quick as the Lord will let us--got to get
sail on her, and away. These damned
Malays will be worrying at our heels again,
if we don’t.”

“ Yes, sir,” said Filhiol, curtly, giving a
final turn to the helmsman’s bandage. He
made it fast, arose, took his kit, and started
forward. DBriggs laid a detaining hand on
his arm-—a hand that leit a broad red stain
on the rolled-up sleeve.

* Doctor,” said he, thickly, " we've got
to stand together, now. Bygones are by-
gones. There’s a scant half-dozen men,
here, able to pull a rope; and with them
we've got to make Singapore. Do vour
best, doctor—do your hest!”

*“ 1 will, sir. But that includes cutting
off your rum!”
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Almost as partners in a wondrous enter-
prise, they two had watched Hal grow to
school age, and then to that decisive
cpoch of long trousers. kzra had Dbeen
just as proud as the captain, himself,
when the sturdy, black-haired, blue-cved
bov had entered high school and had won
his place at foothall, at baseball, and
on the running-track. When ** Hal ”’ had
become ** Master Hal.” for him, on the
hoy’s entering college, the old servitor had
come to look upon him with something of
awe, for now Hal's studies had lifted him
beyond all possible understanding. And
with each prize won, whether of scholarship
or athletics, old Ezra had thrilled with
pride as real and as proprietary as Cap-
tain Briggs had felt.

- CHAPTER XIV.
A VISITOR FROM TII PAST,

S the captain :at there expectantly
on the piazza, telescope across his
knees. dog by his side, a step

sounded in the hallway of Snug Haven. and
out upon the porch issued Ezra, himself,
blinking a little in the sunshine, screwing
up his leathery, shrewd, humorous face.
and from under a thin palm squinting out
across the waters of the harbor,

* Ain't sighted him yet—er—cap’n?’’ de-
manded he, in a cracked, hoarse voice.
~1t’s past six bells o’ the aft'noon watch.
You'd oughta be sightin’ him pretty soon.
now. seems like.”

1 think so, too," the captain answered,
with a vague note of disappointment in his
voice. * He wrote that they'd leave Bos-
ton this morning early. Seems as if theyv
should have made IKndicutt Harbor by
now.”

* Right you are, cap’n. RBut don’t you
worry.none. (Can’t nothin’ of happened to
‘em. Theyv can't of fell foul o’ nothin’,
Master Hal, he’'s an Ar man. Tll trust
ftim in avny craft an’ any sea. He’ll make
port afore night, cap’n, never you fear.
He’s gotta! Ain’t I got a leg o’ lamb on to
roast, an’ ain't I made his favor-ite plum-
cake with Dbutter-an’-sugar sauce? You
know how Master Hal admires lamb an’

plum-cake. Ave, he'll tie up at Snug Haven
afore sundown. never you fear!”

The captain only grunted at this prognos-
tication: and old Trefethen, after careful
but fruitless examination of the harbor.
went back into the house again, very much
in the manner of those figures on toy barom-
eters that come out in good weather and
retire in bad.

Left alone once more, the captain drew
deeply at his pipe and glanced with satis-
faction at his cozy domain. A pleasant
place it was, indeed. and trimly eloquent
in all its arrangements, of the hand of an
old seafaring man. The precision where-
with the hedge was cut, the whitewashed
spotlessness of the front gate—a gate on
the - port ™’ post of which was fastened a
red ship's-lantern, with a green one on the
* starboard,” which lanterns the captain
or Ezra infallibly lighted everv night, in
all weathers—and even the sanded walks.
edged with pink and brown conch-chells.
all spelled  shipshape.”

Trailing woodbine covered the fences that
divided the captain’s land from the yards-
to right and left. and along these fences
grew thrifty blackberry, raspberry, and cur-
rant bushes. Apple-trees, whereon the little
green buttons of fruit had already thickly
set, shaded the lawn, herc and there inter-
spersed with flower-beds edged with shells
and whitewashed rocks—flower-beds bright
with a profusion of hollyhocks, peonies, and
poppies.

Back of the house a vegetable-garden.
jointly cared for by the captain and old
Ezra, gave promise of great increase; and
in the hen-vard White l.eghorns and Bufi
Orpingtons of the purest strain pursued the
vocations of all well-disposed, contented
poultry. A Holstein cow, knee-deep in
daisies on the gentle hill-slope hehind Snug
Haven, likewise formed part of the house-
hold; and last of all came the bees, denizens
of six hives in a prim row not far from the
elm-shaded well.

But the captain’s special pride centered
less in all these things than in the gleaming
white flagpole, planted midway of the front
lawn—a pole from which flew, every sunny
day, the Stars and Stripes, together with a
big blue house-flag bearing a huge * B " of












































































































PINCHER PUTS ONE OVER.

“ Read the letter,” Cooper suggested.
He did so—and here it is:

Dear Coorer:

I am sending you a few trifles, which you may
pass on to the skipper with my compliments.
The bLank-roll belongs to Archie Skidmore, the
bookic; the watch feels at home in the pocket of
J. Morton Deering; the pearl collar is Mrs. Pene-
lope Barrington's; and all three will probably be
raising Cain around here about the time you re-
ceive them. It occurs to me that if you and the
skipper put your hcads together, and don’t blab,
you both ought to get the long-credit marks for
quick and efficient detective work when you send
the junk to the hotel management, to be returned
to the owners. More later. No Sig.

(A4

“Well, I like his nerve!” the inspector
ejaculated when he had finished reading.

*So do I,” Cooper responded fervently.
“It’s refreshing. Can I offer a sugges-
tion, skipper?”

“ Sure.”

“ Iollow Pincher’s advice. Call up the
hotel in the morning and tell the manager
that you're on the track of the stolen prop-
erty, and that you’ll have all of it before
night. Then, just before dinner-time, send
up the stuff.”

“ And accept a reward for recovering
it?  They've already offered one.”

“No. Refuse it. Tell ’em we're not
that kind of cops.”
“ ITuh! They’ll sure think we're a new

kind, all right.”

“ It °ll help Pincher out. Don’t you see
his game—his two games, in fact?”

“ No: I'm blowed if 1 do!”

“ Well, for one thing, he’s having the
time of his life—working at his old stunt.
Tor another—and this is the main point—
when he does cop Thompson’s leather the
loss will be attributed to a regular dip,
on the lookout for kale. and not to—"

“T get you, Cooper. [I'll do it.”

Pincher, in the mean time, as we know,
had experienced no difficulty in identifying
Mr. G. Z. Thompson, and in getting a line
on him.

At approximately the same time that
Cooper and the skipper were discussing the
return of the stolen property, he was seated
at a table in the hotel café, two tables re-
moved from another around which Thomp-
son and three companions had gathered.
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Pincher had no difficulty in overhearing
their converzation. Indeed, the manner
and character of it were such that he very
soon became imbued with the notion that
they not only intended that it should be
overheard by anybody who cared to listen,
but actually desired that it would be lis-
tened to; and, quite naturally, the ques-
tion that was uppermost in his mind in
regard to it was, [17/iy?

“ That bunch is just a mite too uncare-
ful with their chin-music,” was Pincher’s
unspoken comment; and he thought on:
“It’s a common enough stunt to write
cipher letters and make memoranda in
cipher; but it certainly is a new one on me
to listen to a bunch of guys telkin’ in cipher
—and that’s what theyre doin’, or I'm a
liar.

“You'd think,” Pincher continued voice-
lessly, addressing himself, * that Mr. Foxy
G. Z. T. was entertaining three of his pet
brokers, and tellin’ them how to buy and
sell at the opening of the market in the
morning, with all that guff about D. and
R. G, St. Paul, A. T. and S. F., and that
kind of dope; and that those colored slips
of paper was just his personal, ready-
reference memoranda, made on different
colors for the sake of brevity and expedi-
tion in using them. But that's not the an-
swer, I'll take my oath.”

He began to ponder upon the idea that
had occurred to him, and with such con-
centration that he heard nothing more of
what the four werc saying until he was
startled to return consciousness of his sur-
roundings by the shoving back of their
chairs as they left their table.

“ Come along up to the roem with me,
Colton,” he heard Thompson say to one of
his companions. I won't keep you long.
Good night.” he said to the other two. He
was returning the black wallet to one of
his inside pockets while he turned away.

Pincher remained at his table a little
while after they had gone, xtill pondering.
Presently he sought his room thoughtfully.
His lips were pursed and his brows were
wrinkled, while he undressed and extin-
guished the light and got into bed.

He had been there an hour, motionless,
when, with a jerk, he sat upright.
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see a bijou garage out back. Te could -
well, that was far enough ahead to go. of
course, just now. William devoted another
interval to gazing raptly out of the window;
and presently the tracks grew thicker and
unlovely little houses clusiered more close-
ly: and William experienced several funny
little chills, because this was Sennett Falls
and somewhere along the State road, at this
very minute, James was whizzing Anne to
hiz side! Perhaps, one little hour from
now, William would be a completely mar-
ried man!

[ic stepped down, painfully conscious
that he was embarking on the adventure
without so much as a clean collar. He
looked around. Mrs. Hornaday was no-
where in sight. He had rather fancied that
she would he waiting around the platform,
and he smiled at his own absurdity and in-
vestigated the waiting-room.

She was not there, either. Ie lounged
about for a little, and finally took to asking
questions. Neither the porter nor the ticket
agents remembered any one of that descrip-
tion, but a dozen trains went through the
station every hour at Sennett TFalls, and all
sorts of people hurried away from and into
all of them. However, further questions es-
tablished that no through trains had passed
within the last hour or so: wherever she
mizht be going, there was a streng chance
that Louise was still in town.

William, still afflicted with his funny lii-
tle chills, strolled over to the rather impos-
inz Sennett House. rambled through the
lobby and the parlors without result and at
last. rather perplexed, inspected the register
itseli. Herce he encountered a mild shock.
He knew Louise's fine little hand quite well.
and that * Louise Alden.”” whose name was
last on the page, who appeared to occupy
Room 12, was certainly in Louise’s writing!

Alden had bheen her maiden name. Wil-
liam scowled over it for a minute or so and
then. aware that comething clse was afoot.
mounted the stairs zlowly and, all unan-
nounced, cast about for Room 12, It
chanced to lie straight ahead of him and he
knocked softly.  Steps crossed within; the
key was turned and the door opened.
Louise herself it surely was who stood be-
fore him!
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* Oh!" cried Louise.

“Lou!"™ William exclaimed. * You -
you're not stopping here? “ou--"

He stopped short. Thiz was an alto-
gether (different Louise. after all. This

lovely little person had drawn herself to
more than arrow straightness; her eves.
which usually danced at William, flashed
now and her checks burned.

" Did he dare to send you after me? ™ she
cried.

* Did who—who dare?”

*“ You know perfectly! Your uncle! Be-
cause—"

“He never sent me!" said William.

* I'm eloping, Lou! Anne's going to meet
me here and we're going to be married! ™

“What?” ’

“Yes, and we want vou o help us.
You'll do that, Lou?"

There was a moment in which she seemed
unable to believe him: then the tension gave
and with a fluttering sigh Louise drew back
the door.

“Yes, I'll—I'Il help wou. Will," Mrs.
Hornaday said. * I thought—come in and
tell me.” :

William followed and pushed the door
after him. He was glad, indeed, not only
to have found her, but to have her for a
listener. There were many things that
William yearned to say just then—-yet he
was given no opportunity to say them.
Mrs. Hornaday, in the center of the room.
had whirled on him.

“ I've left him. vou know!'"
sharply.

" Uncle Danicl?™ William gasped.

" Yes, I've left him forever, Will.
never going hack!
last!”

* IFound out—what did vou find out?”
William managed.

* Why — why — other  women, Will'”
Louise stammered, and he observed her
hands clasping and unclasping. ** I couldn’t
have believed it! I thought that he was a
man among men. Will, and he- he wasn’t!
I found one of them in his oflicc vesterday.
with her arms around him'"

William’s lips parted. but he did not.
speak.

- Oh, a dreadful creature! ™ Louise cried.

she said,

I'm
I've found him out. at
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usall happy . 1 have been a reader for several years,
and don’t think your storics can be beaten.  As
the frishman says. ©* More power to vour elbow.™

Last March und the March before vou pub-
lished two of my letters on the work 1 wus doing,
writing letters anid sending parcels to soldiers, and
and those letters were answered from all over the
United States from loving friends, who have been
helping cver ~ince with this work., making happy
many of our brave boys in France. This weck
I got o letter from a United States soldier in
France. sayinz he =ot hold of an old magazine
with my letter, and said he was so lonely for the
Arc-Story WerkLy, as he had not seen it for
six months, he being a regular reader hefore going
across. 1 sent him several back numbers con-
taining  vour serials, and others are doing the
stme. So, dear Mr. Editor and authers, vou
little realize how many hearts you make happy
with vour stories and leters.

Wishing the Avik-Story WeRkLY editor and
authors the very happiest year they have ever had,

Your sincere friend,
Maang Frrzeeraro.

428 Mance Street.
Montreal, Canada.

LIKES SAD ENDINGS

To rul Ebtrox:

Please continue my subscription to the A
Story WEEKLY dor another three months.  Also
vou mayv idd my name to the list of your Argosy
~ubscribers; money order for same enclosed.  As
I am renewing vy ALL-Srory WERKLY subscrip-
tion, thousht I might as well subscribe Tor The
Argoay for a period of three months.

Ay Brand is certainly a fine writer. He knows
how to write stories that hold the reader’s undivid-
ed attention. \Whenever 1 read one of his tales, it
always sets me thinking; while so many stories that
I read leave no impression whatever on my nund.
But not o with Brand's tales, or not so with me,
at least. Take that fine writing from his pen,
* Devil Ritter,” even after T had read it—and a
rood while afterward—I sull remember its details

as vividly as if T had just now finished reading -

its closing lines. Such a wonderful mind as Dewil

Ritter had! A wonderful mind, but a weak
body: which is as it should he. Brand's latest
tale. which was w short story entitled * The

Great Stroke,” is a gripping story, even though it
i a short one. So many of your readers liked
that story of his called Vho Am 1?27 T have
abwavs heen sorry that 1 never had a chance to
read i, But it was publiched before 1 joined the
rinks of your subscribers.

Although of ail the writers on your stadl | pre-
fer Max Dirand, there are quite a few of the others
that T like.  Mastery storiee, especially very weird
ones, alwiays  attracted me. 1 enjoyed the
“ Crimes of Old London ™ series of short stories
exceedingly. F. K. Means is hne for a humorous
writer.  His Southern tales are very witty, and 1
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never tire of them. T liked = The Texan ™ very
much. It ended in such a sad sort of wav. which
is just the way I like for stories to end. | read
so much, and there are <o aany stories that end
with happiness, which is always the oppositie 1o
real life, that 1 do not like those Kindd very much
any more.  Of course [ don't hicet 1o stories
that end up with happincss for all of the charac-
ters, but 1 much preicr the other L Just w
little sadness 1n the ending alwavs pleases me.

[ like the following writers faiviv well: lsabel
Ostrander, Burroughs, Tackson G rv. Freeman
Putney, Parrish, and a fcew others whom 1 do not
recall just now. Although of all the wriiers on
your staff there is not one to find fault with, 1
much prefer Brand or Meuans or Ostrander.  Let
us have as many stories from tieir pens in the
future as in the past. This is hopine that 1 will

reccive my magazines promptlv. and that 1
haven't taken up too much of your time.
Miss Rutar FL Sairen,

Crawfordsville, Indiana.

HUMOR THE THING

To THE Epitor:

Enclosed find post-oftice order for two dollars
for tour months' subscription to the ALL-STORY
WEELKLY, beginning with the next number issued.
[ am a confirmed reader of both the AniL-Story
WeekLy and The Argosy, and as the news-stands
here cannot he depended on every week, T have
suffered some disappointments in the past in not
being able to secure a copv cvery week, hut do
not intend to be without once or both publica-
trons in future.

I have a brother expected home from France
this winter, where he has fought =ince¢ the sum-
mer of rar6. and I am saving my copies of vour
magazines for his perusal when he arrives. as he
always appreciates good reading matter.

[n most of the letters which T have read in
Heart to Heart Talks. the writers sive more or
less detailed accounts of the stories they like best,
so that in the long run almost every story has its
admirers, while some have received their quota
of knocks. Personally T admire the majority of
stories, and enjoy reading them all (serial and
short story alike). with the exception of the so-
called * dilferent ™ stories, and for them I have no
welcome whatever, but find them one and all dis-

wusting and trivial because of their impracti-
cahility.
[ like stories about matter-of-fact  peeple,

especially stories with a touch of comedy, such as
the ones entitled * Ready- to Occupy.”™ by Fdgar
Franklin, and the Wueggles stories, by Freeman
Putney, Jr. Other stories T have egpeciclly en-
joved in the past are * The Texan.” “ No Puart-
ners,” ** Above the Law,” and. more than a'l,
* Claire,” the story with the blind hero. 1 swarted
to read the story entitled ** The King ol Conserve
Island,” by Homer Eon Flint. bat could not in-
terest mveelf sutficiently to finizh it althouch it
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