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THE EXPERT DESIGNING and tne unusually careful tailoring 
of the C/gA L4 SPIR1TE CORSET keep the waist line 
slim and graceful. It feels better, looks better and 
.wears better than any other corset made. .

<



THE popular magazine advertiser
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j.’ jThe actual living, breathing voices of 
the world’s greatest opera singers in all 
their power, sweetness and purity.

Hear the Victor—any Victor dealer will 
gladly play it for you. $10 to $300.

Write for catalogues of the Victor and Victor Records.

Victor Talking Machine Co., Camden, N. J., U. S. A.
Berliner Gramophone Co., Montreal, Canadian Distributors. MASTERS VOICE”

To get best results, use only Victor Needles on Victor Records

A complete list of new Victor Records for January will be found in the January number of Munsey’s, 
Scribner’s, McClure’s, Century, Everybody’s, Current Literature; and February Cosmopolitan.



CLASSIFIED ADVERTISING SECTION

Rate, $2.25 a line, which includes AINSLEE’S and SMITH’S Magazines, making a 
total of 4,000,000 readers—the cheapest and best Classified Advertising medium 
on the market. Next issue of POPULAR closes December 16th.

Aients and
Help Wanted

BE YOUR OWN BOSS:—Start Mail 
Order business at home; devote whole 
or spare time. We tell you how. Very 
Sood profit. Everything furnished.

o Catalog outfit proposition. Write at 
once for our “Starter” and free par­
ticulars. Address, M. L. Krueger Co., 
155 Washington St., Chicago, III.

LADY SEWERS wanted to make 
up shields at home; $10 per 100; 
can make two an hour; work 
sent prepaid to reliable women. 
Send reply envelope for informa­
tion to Universal Co., Desk Q, Phila­
delphia, Pa.______________________

AGENTS new invention. Never sold 
in your territory. Coin money. 
Everybody wild about them. Sells 
on sight. Free sample to workers. 
Write at once. Automatic Co., L 177, 
Cincinnati, O.___________________

AGENTS WANTED in every county 
to sell the Transparent Handle 
Pocket Knife. Big commission paid. 
From $75 to $300 a month can be 
made. Write for terms. Novelty Cut­
lery Co., No. 14 Bar St., Canton. Ohio.

AGENTS $300 every month selling 
our wonderful 7-piece Kitchen Set. 
Send forsworn statement of $12 daily 
profit. Outfit free. Thomas Mfg. Co. 
30*  Home Bldg.. Dayton, O. 

LEARN Telegraphy. Calls for our 
graduates far exceed supply. Under 
supervision of R. R. Officials. Railroad 
wires in school. Work for expenses. 
Cat. free. Nat’l Teleg. Institute, Dept. 
3, Cincinnati, O., Pliila., Pa., Memphis, 
Teun.. Davenport, la.,Columbia. S. C.

ELECTRIC GOODS, Big Cat 3 cts. 
Undersell all. Fortune for agents. 
Battery Lamps, lanterns, motors, fans. 
Ohio Electric Works. Cleveland. O.

PERMANENT Income selling Iden­
tification Insurance Credentials. Lib­
eral commissions. Virgin territory 
open. Address Pontiac Ins. Agency, 
1020 Monon Bldg., Chicago.

OUR SWISS EMBROIDERED 
SHIRTWAIST PATTERNS sell at 
sight. 50 dollars weekly made. Write 
today for catalog. U.S. Embroidery 
Co., 96 East Broadway, New York,

AGENTS—$75 Monthly, metal Com­
bination Rolling Pin, 9 articles com­
bined; lightning seller; sample free. 
Forsliee Mfg. Co., box 213, Dayton. O.

AGENTS, Election over; everybody 
getting busy; here’s your opportunity. 
Don’t delay. Flatiron shoes, Wilson’s 
dress hooks. Keyless Door Locks, Fire­
less Cookers; fast sellers; big money 
in it. Investigate. Address Dexter 
Co., 334 Dearborn Street, Chicago.

PAYING POSITIONS FOR 
WOMEN OR MEN. All or part 
of your time. We supply every­
thing to start you. Give credit. 
Protect territory, This is your 
opportunity to have a profitable, 
permanent business in government 
guaranteed Soaps. Perfumes, Fla­
vors, Spices and Toilet Preparations. 
The Taxis Co., Section 24, Chicago.

Agents and Help Wanted—Continued.

AGENTS make $103.50 per month 
selling wonderful self-sharpening scis­
sors and cutlery. V. C. Giebner sold 
22 pairs in 3 hours, made $13; you can 
do it. We show how. Free outfit. 
Thomas Mfg. Co., 50 Home Bldg., 
Dayton, Ohio.

NEW Art, Fascinating, rapid money­
maker. You can decorate china, burnt- 
wood, pillow-tops*  anything, plain or 
colored from photographs. No talent 
required. Send stamp for information 
D. D. Vallance Co., Elkhart. Indiana.

WANTED—Railway Mail Clerks, 
Customs Employees, Clerks at Wash­
ington. Commencement salary $800.00. 
No “layoffs.” Many examinations soon 
Preparation free. Write immediately. 
Franklin Institute, Dept. A8, Roches- 
ter, N. Y.

WE wish to obtain in your locality a 
secretary for The White Travel Clubs. 
Requires men or women of education 
and culture. Highly remunerative. 
Address H. C. White Co., No. 1 The 
Monolith, B’way A 34th St., New York.

MEN Wanted Quickly by big Chicago 
Mail Order House to distribute cata­
logues. advertise, etc. $25. oo a week. 
$60.00 expense allowance first month. 
No experience required. Manager, 
Dept. 72, 385 Wabash Ave.. Chicago.

THE SECURITY CHECK PROTEC­
TOR is a Remarkable Seller. Prints 
“Not Over FiveDols$5$” upto $2000. 
Sells $2.50. Salesman’s Profit 100%. 
Strong Bank recommendations. Seeur- 
ity Mfg. Co., 270 Dearborn St. Chicago.

PERMANENT Business for agents 
selling new incandescent lamp burner. 
Doubles the light costs 1-5 gas. 1-6 oil, 
1-10 electricity. Everyone wants one. 
Write for booklet. U.‘ S. A. Light Co., 
Dept. W, Sprint-field, Mass.

AGENTS—Why not start now in 
hosiery business making big money 
on Christmas trade. Hosiery guaran 
teed to wear for 6 months or replaced 
free, making sales easy. Sell from sam­
ple. Triple wear Hosiery Mills, Frank­
lin & Girard, Philadelphia.

LADY AGENTS wanted for a well 
known Toilet Article. $3.00 per day 
easily earned. Charles Chemical 
Co., Grand Rapids, Mich.

THE ESTES CHEMICAL CO.. 75 
5th Ave., New York, requires bright 
men and women for county agents 
to handle Dento-Blaiic (The New) 
Tooth-Powder and Specialties. Quick 
sales and good profits. Write for 
■samples, terms and booklet.

Floor Polish
BUTCHER’S BOSTON POLISH is 

the best finish made for floors and 
interior woodwork. Not brittle; will 
not scratch or deface like shellac 
or varnish. Send for free booklet. 
For sale by dealers in Paints, Hard­
ware and House Furnishings. The 
Butcher Polish Co., 356 Atlantic 
Ave., Boston. Mass.

Paren and

PATENTS SECURED or tec re­
turned. Send sketch for free report 
as to patentability. Guide Book 
and What to Invent, with valuable 
List of Inventions Wauled, sent free. 
One Million Dollars offered for one 
invention: $16,000 for others. Patents 
secured by us advertised free in 
World’s Progress ; sample free. 
Evans, Wilkens A Company,'852 “F” 
Street, Washington. D. C. ,

PATENTS that PROTECT. Our 3 
books for inventors mailed on receipt 
of 6 cents stamps. R. S. A A. B. Lacey, 
Washington, 1>. C. Established 1869.

WANTED—Information regarding 
good patent which would be ’ money 
maker. Only inventor, who wishes to 
sell outright or on royalty basis, need
scription.
Rochester, N Y.

e price and brief de­
Darbyshire, Box 89A,

PATENTS that PAY. 2 books free. 
“Fortunes in Patents—What and How 
to Invent” and 84-page Guide. E. E. 
Vrooman. 1122 F, Wash., D. . C

Real Estate
LA GLORIA, the first and most suc­

cessful Amerieaii Colony in Cuba. 
Easy payments on instalment plan. 
Possession after first.payment-. Ulus, 
booklet free. Cuban Land & Steamship

(■UBA, “A Perpetual June”—$75 
buys 5 acres; loo acres for $1000. 
Write for booklet and circular A-l tell­
ing why I am selling at these astonish­
ing prices, a limited amount from a 
tract of the best laud in the best part 
of Cuba, on the railroad. Title perfect. 
Agents wanted. Geo.T. Street, Cama­
gue y, Cuba.

NEW JERSEY FARMS—5 acres, 
$100- $5 down. $5 monthly. 17 miles 
from Atlantic City. The great-all-year- 
round seaside resort. Near three rail­
roadsand two laru-e towns. Soil adap­
ted to fruits, early vegetables, poul­
try. Mild healthful climate. Title in­
sured. Write tor free booklet. Daniel 
Frazier Co., 698 Bailey Building, Phil­
adelphia, Pa._____________________

CASH for yourreal estate or business 
where ver located. If you want to buy 
or sell write us at once. Northwestern 
Business Agency, Minneapolis, Minn,

Mantels
SEND for our illustrated Catalogue 

containing 67 cuts and price list
of Carved Brick 
places. Pliila. A

Mantel 
Boston

Fire- 
Face

Brick Co., Dept. 15, 165 Milk St., 
Boston, Mass.



Business 
Opportunities
“MY new store necessity is better 

t han a telephone. Sells better than cash 
registers or scales ever.sold. Sells for 
$50 to $1000. Your ability alone limits 
your possibilities. Salesmen, Territory 
Mgrs. and local Agts. wanted. Ref. 1st 
Ntl Bank, Chicago. M. Q. Pitnere, 183- 
189 Lake St..-Chicago.”

“SUCCESS IN THE STOCK MAR­
KET.” Our little book gives interest­
ing details. It’s yours for the asking. 
Write for it. John A. Boardman & Co., 
Stock Brokers, 53 Broadway, N. Y.

ALFALFA and fruit lands in the 
Pecos Valley $50 an acre and up will 
make you rich in a few years. Write 
today for Pecos Valley literature and 
six months subscription to “The 
Earth” our land journal free. C. L. 
Seagraves, Gen. Colonization Agent, 
A. T. & S. F. Ry., 1172 Z, Railway 
Exchange, Chicago.

WE START YOU in a permanent 
business with us and furnish every­
thing. Full course of instruction free. 
We are manufacturers and have a new 
plan in the mail order line. Large 
profits. Small capital. You pay us in 3 
months; make big protit. References 
given. Sworn statements. Pease, Mfg. 
Co., 863 Pease Bldg., Buffalo, N. Y.

$25.00 TO $50.00 A WEEK made 
on a $100.00 investment, operating 
our Vending Machines. Smaller in­
vestment will start you. Can be 
looked after in your spare time. 
Write for plan. Caille, Detroit, Mich.

BIG PAYING BUSINESS; only few 
dollars and spare time required; send 
for free booklet, “Money Making Op­
portunities in the Mail Order Busi­
ness;” why work for others or remain 
poor; write me today; you'll be pleased 
with what I send Free. Address 
McKean, Dept. 18.12fi9 Broadway,N.Y.

$3000 TO $10,000 YEARLY easily 
made in real estate business; no cap­
ital required; we teach the business 
by mail, appoint you special repre­
sentative, assist you to success. Val­
uable book free. The Cross Co., 2281 
Reaper Block. Chitsago. See our other 
advertisement in this magazine.____

START MAIL-ORDER BUSINESS. 
Sell goods by mail; cash orders, big 
profits. Conducted by any one, any­
where; we supply everything. Our 
plan positively successful; satisfac­
tion guaranteed. Write for free book­
let and sample catalogue. Central 
Supply Co., Kansas City, Mo._______

DO You Want to Sell Your Business 
or Real Estate! I buy, sell and ex­
change all kinds of business places and 
real estate. No matter where located 
;f you want to buy. sell or exchange, 
u.ldress Frank P. Cleveland, 1506 
Ad ms Express Building, Chicago, 111.

TELEGRAPHY—taught quickly. R. 
R.w.irein school; living expenses earn­
ed. Graduates assisted. Home study 
also. Catalog free. Dodge’s Institute, 
24th St., Valparaiso. Ind. Estab 1874.

TELEGRAPHY taught at home in 
the shortest possible time. The Om­
nigraph Automatic Transmitter com­
bined with Standard Key and Soun­
der. Sends your telegraph messages 
at any speed just as an expert op­
erator would. 5 styles $2 up. Cir­
cular free. Omnigraph ’Mfg. Co., 
39N, Cortlandt St., N. Y.

Musical 
Ins trmnents
WING PIANOS, BEST TONED AND 

MOST SUCCESSFUL—Est’d 40 years. 
Recent improvements give greatest 
resonance. Sold direct. No agents. Sent 
on trial—freight paid; first, last and all 
the time by us—to show our faith in our 
work. If you want a good piano, you 
save $75—$200. Very easy terms. 
Slightly used “high-grades,” 1 Stein­
way, 3 Chickerings, etc.,$75 up, taken 
in exchange for improved Wing pianos 
—thoroughly refinished. Send for bar­
gain list. You should have anyway— 
“Book of Complete Information About 
Pianos.” 152 pages. N. Y. World says: 
“A book of educational interest every­
one should have.” Free for the asking 
from the old house of Wing & Son,363- 
368 W. 13th St., New York.

Music
SONG-POEMS. Show me yours. Free 

Booklet tells you how to succeed.First- 
class music only. My personal work on 
each. Satisfaction guaranteed. One 
success means fame and money. Arthur 
A. Penn, Composer of “Carissima,” 
“Kisses,’’“Nightingale,” “Sea-Shells,” 
etc., 36 Daly’s Theatre Bldg., N. Y.

Novelties 
and Postcards
LEATHER Bill Holder 25 cts.; 

Genuine Pig Skin Bill Holder 50 cts.; 
with name in gold. The Cleveland 
Leather Goods Co., Cleveland, O.

CALIFORNIA Rose Hat Pins-NaJ- 
ural roses metalized, all colors. Sam­
ple rose one dollar. California RoseCo., 
715 So. Flower St., Los Angeles, Cal.

Boo/t^s and

SPRECHEN SIE DEUTSCH?— 
Everybody should know the German 
language. Lipman’s German Self­
Instructor will enable you to teach 
yourself quickly and correctly. A 
cloth-bound book of 400 pages, 
illustrated. Send $2 for the book. 
Study in spare time for a week. 
Then if you would rather have the 
$2 than the book, I will take the 
book back. E. Lipman, 914 Capitol 
Ave., N., Indianapolis, Ird.

Coins
CERTAIN Coins Wanted.-1 pay from 

1 to 600 for thousands of rare coins, 
stamps and paper money to 1894. Send 
stamp for circular, get posted and 
make money. Vonbergen, the Coin 
Dealer, Dept. D„ Boston, Mass.

Elocution and
Dramatic Art

ACTING, Elocution, Oratory. We 
teach tills fascinating and profitable 
art by mail and prepare you for the 
stage or speaker’s platform. Booklet 
Free. Chicago School of Elocution, 
1148 Grand Opera House, Chicago.

Games a-ntfl1 
Entertainments]
PLAYS, Vaudeville Sketches. Mono­

logues, Dialogues, Speakers, Minstrel 
Material, Jokes.Recitations, Tableaux, 
Drills, Entertainmetite.*  Make Up 
Goods. Large Catalog1 Free. - T. S. 
Ddnison, Pubr., Dept. 19, Chicago.

For/fteDeaF
DEAF? Invisible Ear Pelliclets,late­

ly patented, will restore your Hearing 
and stop Head Noises promptly?SiTpta- 
rior to anything offered yet. Moderate 
price. Write.for booklet. The Pelliclet 
Co., 17 Grant Bldg., Atlanta, Ga. ••

For Men
AGENTS—Sell Patented Radiumite 

Self-Honing Strop. Just being put 
out as an agency proposition. Strop 
covered by 16 patents. A $2.00 razor 
given free with every strop sold. 
Strop retails for $1.00. Millions being 
sold and agents coining money. Throw 
away old, worn-out propositions for 
something new and salable. F J. 
King made 33 sales one Saturday af­
ternoon in two hours. Outfit free. 
Thomas Mfg. Co., 903 Home Bldg., 
Dayton, Ohio.

DULL safety razor blades (all 
makest, sterilized and made better 
than new for 2 cents each. Send for our 
convenient mailing wrapper. Keen­
edge Co.,831 Keenedge Bldg., Chicago

Typewriters
THE NEW REMINGTON MODELS 

10 AND 11 constitute an epoch-ma­
king advance in the progressive de­
velopment of the typewriter. These 
new models combine all the famous 
Remington qualities with new im­
provements which are a revelation in 
time and labor saving. They do more 
than supply every demand; theyan- 
ticipate every demand of every Oser 
of the writing machine. Spine of.the 
new features: New Single Dog Es­
capement, New Column Selector 
(Model 10), New Built-in Decimal 
Tabulator (Model 11). New C^sriage 
Governor, New Back Space Key,‘ New 
Variable Line Spacing Lock, Ijew 
Shift Lock, New Paper Feed. 'Rem­
ington Typewriter Company (Incor­
porated), New York and Everywhere/ **

Miscellaneous
“JUBILEE EDITION” of Page 

Catalog Free—Issued in -celebration 
of the Quarter-Centennial of Page 
Fence. Tells why over 800,000 farmers 
buy Page Fence, made of High- 
Carbon, Open-Hearth, Spring Steel 
Wire. Shows why it is the most 
economical fence on the market. Send 
today for Free “Jubilee Catalog.” 
Page Woven Wire Fence Co., Box 124 
Z, Adrian, Mich.

MAGAZINES AND NEWSPAPERS 
at cut rate prices. Always the lowest. 
Price list free. Bryan’s Magazine 
Agency, 637 E. Main St., Columbus, O. j



Another
Xmas Present Offer

4‘Love Sonnets of
Abelard and Heloise”

This is a De Luxe edition of 
the famous Love Letters, para­
phrasing very closely the orig­
inal letters of the most unfor­
tunate lovers known to history.

Each page is illumined in 
colors and gold in the old 
monastic style.

The book is as handsome and 
resplandent as a little jewel, 
and the binding is the best we 
make. Unexcelled as a Christ­
mas present.

Ask for description and pho­
tographs—free.

Special Xmas Present Offer

This new masterpiece of Ella 
Wheeler Wilcox in beautiful
Holiday binding with a new por­
trait of the author, only $1.25 <

“New Thought Common Sense’’ is to the 
SMF followers of the new religion what the 

bible is to the followers of the old. It is 
Mr a simple, clear analysis of those burning 

truths that began to impress themselves 
■W upon the minds of deep thinkers only during 
sy the past few years. It defies accepted theories, 
w It scouts the thralldom of the conventions. 
9 It acknowledges not the existence of Fear.

You have only to read over the chapter head­
ings to realize that the subject mutter of this 
book is vital in appeal — universal in interest. 
"What is a Good Woman?”—"Are You Alive?”— 
“Something About Celibacy The New 
Thought Economy ” — “ The Color of Your 
Thoughts”—“Common Sense Ideas in Mar- 

..V; *Woman ant* ^e Cigarette”—“Brace Up —“Famous and Infamous Women”—"The 
High Calling of Maternity” — these are but a 
few out of the fifty or more chanter headings, 
picked at random to show you what important 
subjects are treated here.

And yet the treatment is not drv—not didac­
tic, but so intensely thrilling that it is well- 
nigh impossible to start the book without finishing it at once.

At All Dealers—or sent postpaid on receipt of 
price by the publishers.

W. B. Conkey Company, Dept 16y Hammond, Ind

This is a \ .. A
Beautiful Fresrnt
for any Girl or Woman

The artistic gray.
green and white binding
will appeal to her aesthetic
taste just as deftly as the subject will appeal to 
her sentiments, and even though she cannot 
agree with all the opinions of the author, she 
will at least be interested in them, and flat­
tered by your selecting a work of such distinctly 
feminine interest.

Special Additional Offer
To all who cut out and send in the lower part 

of this advertisement with this order, we will 
as a Christmas inducement send the special 
copies of the book containing the essay, “What 
Life Means to Me”—one of the gifted author's 
most famous works. Although this really 
doubles the value of the book, the price will be 
the same—just $1.26.

Big Pay in Civil Service
The pay is good, the work congenial, and promotion rapid 

In the U. S. Civil Service. If you are an American man or 
woman over 18 you are eligible for any government position 
if you pass the Civil Service Examination. To learn how you 
can qualify in your spare hrne,write for our free I. C. S. booklet.

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS, 
Box 855C • Scranton, Pa.

■ a TELEGRAPHY
A |\1 BOOK-KEEPING

■mImb I a I w shorthand 
by mail in a few weeks spare time home study, under our 
Practic-l Instruction — and a good paying, responsible 
E>sition is yours; we are unable to supply the demand.

any energetic graduates have worked up to salaries of 
$5,000 per year. We send complete outfit, and you 
DAV lie UH HABIEV tor tuition until position rAI UO HU HlUnCI secured. Write at once 
for special offer, stating which you prefer to learn. 
MICHIGAN BUSINESS INSTITUTE,G74 Inst.Bldg,Kalamazoo,Mich

Perhaps You Read

WYOMING
As it ran in the

“POPULAR MAGAZINE.”
Expanded into 70,000 words, strengthened in heart­
interest and character study, it is now published 
in book form, and beautifully illustrated, and will 
be sent by mail free on receipt of price, $1.50, by

6. W. DILLINGHAM COMPANY, Publishers, New York.

Grand Prize Contest
An Unlimited Number of Prizes will be distributed among those who make a 
copy of this picture. If our Art Director decides that your copy is even 40 per cent, as 
good as the original, it will win an illustrated magazine FREE OF CHARGE FOi^ 
SIX MONTHS, showing the work of the most prominent artists of the country.
No Money Required to Win a Prize—It will not cost you a cent to enter this con­
test. Sit right down now and copy this picture with either pencil or pen and ink. See how 
well you can do it. If you are a prize winner it will prove you have talent for drawing.

COPY THIS PICTURE AND WIN A PRIZE
Thousands of people now earning small pay have illustrating ability, but do not know it. If you will 

send your drawing to-day, we will tell you whether you possess this talent. If your drawing is even 40 
per cent, as good as the original, you have this natural ability, and we can «tart you on the road to a 
comfortable and independent living, with pleasant, steady and profitable employment.
CORRESPONDENCE INSTITUTE OF AMERICA,Dept. 181 SCRANTON, PA.



The Greatest Bargain Ever Offered

big volumes contain an inexhaustible
subject, defining 250,000 words. Our bargain offer takes off

and
payment secures the set.

Half Leather Binding

There 
strongly 
binding.

FREE FOR 
EXAMINATION

mine of information on every

Sign and return the attached 
coupon, indicating the binding de­
sired, and the complete set of five 
volumes and the Atlas of the 
World will be sent, transportation 
charges paid, for examination. If 
you find the Dictionary and the 
Atlas satisfactory, you pay for the 
Dictionary only in small monthly 
payments. If on examination you 
do not consider the books an ex-

The Werner Co., Akron, Ohio.
You may send me on approval for 10 days one set of the NEW 

AMERICAN ENCYCLOPEDIC DICTIONARY, bound in the 
Stvle indicated bv havincr the “ X ” hecirle

of illustrations. it is up-to-date in every particular. 
It is absolutely reliable; the names of its editors are 
among the greatest in every field of research. As a 
dictionary, it defines 25,000 more words than any 
other dictionary. As an encyclopedia, it treats 50,000 
subjects, covering the whole field of human knowledge.

ceptional bargain at the special price, you may return 
them at our expense.

Mail the Coupon Today

$5.00 pnpp 
Atlas r IVCrCr Five Massive 

Volumes
are five volumes, each one foot tall, and 
and handsomely bound in three styles of 
The set contains 5,000 pages and thousands

two-thirds the price, and we pass the work on to you at less than 
one-third the price of any other first-class reference work. We send

The Modern Atlas of the World sells 
regularly for >5.00. It contains more than 
100 maps in colors. There is a map of each 
state, territory and country. It gives the 
population of all cities of importance. This 
invaluable Atlas is bound in red cloth and 
is 10 x 13 inches in size. We will send it to 
you, absolutely free, if your order for the 
encyclopedic Dictionary is received before 
Dec. 20th.

50 Cents Secures this Great 
— Reference Library

This magnificent reference work, costing three-quarters of a mil­
lion dollars to produce, is a dictionary and encyclopedia combined. 
In fullness of definitions, number of words defined and accuracy, it is 
superior to reference works selling for five times its price. It has been 
recently revised and enlarged by a staff of American editors. Its five

the complete set to your home for examination without chargi 
if you decide to keep it, a small first

Full Sheep Binding. Regular Price $64.00. If I 
retain the books, I will pay you $1.00 after examination, and 
$2.00 per month for 12 months.

Half Morocco Binding. Regular Price $56.00.
If I retain the books, I will pay you $1.00 after examination 
and $1.50 per month for 13 months.

Library Cloth Binding. Regular Price $42.00.
If I retain the books, I will pay you 5t) cents after examina- 
tion and $1.25 per month for 12 months._____________________

You are to send the set of five volumes and the Atlas of the 
World, delivery charges paid. If not satisfactory, I will return 
books and Atlas within 10 days after delivery, at your expense for 
return charges.

THE NEW 
AMERICAN 

ENCYCLOPEDIC 
DICTIONARY

This is only a limited edition, and will not last lejng. 
You must reply promptly to take advantage of the bar­
gain and secure the Atlas free.

THE WERNER CO., Akron, Ohio

Name. .

Address

State. ..
Pop. 1-09.



/Can 
ffot/We 
Your 

Sa/ary
TFyou earn less than $25.00 per week 1 can double your 
A salary or business by teaching you how to do up-to-date 
advertising. For example: When half through my System 
of Instruction a young man in Brooklyn, N. Y., secured 
the position of advertising manager of one of its leading 
department stores. The advts. which he wrote so im­
pressed the advertising manager of a large local paper, that 
he offered him a special position to which he could attend 
evenings, in this way almost doubling his income. He is 
ready to testify at all times to what a student can attain by 
following my practical instruction. If you have ambition 
and a common school education, 1 shall be glad to mail my 
two free books—Prospectus and “Net Results”—telling 
all about the situation, and showing why the Powell Sys­
tem is the only one in existence having the hearty endorse­
ment of the experts and publishers.
GEORGE H. POWELL,1085 MetropolltanAnnex, New York

Earn BIC SALARIES
From $1,000 to $10,000 a year and ex­

penses. If you want to enter the easiest, best 
paid profession in the world, our free catalogue

‘A Knight of the Grip” will show you how. We 
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(A Complete Novel)

ENDING yet?" asked 
the stranger in the 
black raincoat, block­
ing the doorway of the 
Laiiiinian's wireless­
room.

“Not till I've tuned 
up this pile of junk!”

was tlic pi coccupied answer of the op­
erator, bent low over his work.

“You don’t mean it’s broken down 
our first hour out ?" demanded the 
stranger. He still stood there, study­
ing the shirt-sleeved figure in the-cen­
ter of the room.

“I can't make her spark right. And 
I've got a damp helix and a motor run­
ning weak !" The words were followed 
by a gasp of exasperation and the rattle 
of a tool flung to the floor.

The huge-shouldered man in the rain­
coat made no effort to conceal his dis­
appointment. It was what one deserved, 
he conceded, for traveling in such a 

punk-riveted, slush-pitted, coal-eating 
second-rater!

He stood leaning against the drip­
ping rail, peering out from under bushy 
iron-gray eyebrows drawn close over 
the flat-bridged nose, unmindful of the 
rain that beat in from the northeast 
as the Laminian plowed her way down 
through the Narrows and the Lower 
Bay. His red-rimmed, many-wrinkled 
eyes were still on the horizon, and his 
massive, russet hand was still clamped 
on the white awning-stanchion as Sandy 
Hook was passed and Atlantic High­
lands melted down into a vague mono­
tone of rain-swept loneliness.

Beyond the ship's officers, who 
fretted uncertainly back and forth along 
the bridge, his figure was the only one 
on the deserted deck. As the mist shut 
off the last dull line of Navesink, and 
the nose of the steamer swung south­
ward, rising and dipping in the long 
ground-swell of the open Atlantic, the 



watching man gave vent to an invol­
untary sigh of relief. But he still stood 
there, in the slanting rain, while the 
deck beneath his feet shook with the 
purposeful throb of the engines under 
their “full steam ahead,’’ and the pulsa­
ting and ponderous thing of steel, “car­
rying a bone in her teeth,’’ shouldered 
her way on through a ghostlike world 
of sea and rain. She seemed for all 
her pitted and rust-stained plates, dig­
nified with some new-found sense of 
mystery, of austere and unknown mis­
sions, as she sought out he« predestined 
path through the gray loneliness of 
her universe; she seemed humanized, 
endowed with the will of a sentient and 
reasoning being.

The stranger looked about quickly, 
as the thick-necked, short-legged cap­
tain, in dripping oilskins, leaned over 
the port bridge-gate and called back 
along the empty deck.

“Aren't you getting the Princeton 
there?” he demanded. He flung the 
rain-drops from his cap-brim, with a 
bull-like shake of the head, as he 
waited. There was no answer to his 
question. So he repeated it, this time 
in a bellow. Then came the sound of 
coughing from the wireless-room and 
the rattle of a quickly opened shutter.

”1’11 have her in five minutes,” an­
swered the operator. The shutter 
closed again, sharply.

The man in the raincoat turned and 
studied the operator’s “station” where 
the after-deck superstructure rose squat 
and square as a scow cabin out of the 
bleached flooring of the weather-deck. 
He peered up to where the “T” aerials 
of phosphor-bronze wire on their ash­
wood stretchers bridged the two mast­
heads; he followed the course of those 
united wires as they led down into the 
square little “station.”

Next to this “station,” on the right, 
was the ship's lamp-room. In front of 
it stood" the flag-locker. Farther along 
the deck, he noted, came the chart­
room, and then the captain’s cabin. In 
front of that again was the wheel­
house and the canvas-strapped bridge. 
On this bridge an officer, unsheathing 
a glass, was peering out to sea. The 

stranger followed the direction of the 
pointed glass and made out the ponder­
ously rocking mass of a war-ship as 
she crept up on them through the mist. 
There was something ominous and au­
thoritative about her, with her sullen 
turrets and her monotone of color, as 
she belched out her black smoke plumes 
that hung low on the sky-line.

Then the stranger in the dripping 
raincoat swung sharply about and 
looked up at the masthead. As he did 
so he saw a nervous blue spark appear 
and disappear at the ends of the taut- 
strung aerials that cradled back and 
forth with every dip and plunge of the 
ship. A muffled crash and clatter of 
sound echoed out of the closed “sta­
tion”; a simultaneous kiss and crackle 
of broken noise came from the mast­
head.

It was the wireless-operator at last 
working his key. It was the Hertzian 
waves, erupting from the mended coils, 
winging their way with the speed of 
light out through the loneliness of the 
rain-fogged afternoon.

Then came a space of silence, inter­
rupted by the sudden appearance of the 
operator, still in his shirt-sleeves, with 
his coat held over his head, like a hood. 
He scurried forward to the bridge-gate, 
where he was met by the waiting cap­
tain. Together they bent over a sheet 
from a tinted form-pad. Then the 
hooded figure once more scurried back 
to the “station,” and the slam of a 
door punctuated his disappearance from 
sight. The man in the raincoat turned 
back to the war-vessel, and stood 
thoughtfi lly regarding the bursts of 
foam on her plunging cutwater and the 
intermittent show'er of spray as she rose 
and dipped in the cross-swell. Through 
the engine-room skylight behind him 
came the call of subterranean voices, 
the busy clangor of iron scraping on 
iron, the quick.slam of furnace doors, 
magnified in the open shaft-head to 
sounds of titanic proportions. As he 
stood there a deck steward mounted the 
brass-plated stairway, carrying a tray 
with coffee-cake and steaming cups of 
tea.

The man at the rail wheeled about 



quickly at the unexpected sound of a 
voice so close behind him. He declined 
the proffered refreshment, bruskly, and 
swung back to his earlier position, star­
ing out at the war-vessel. The steward 
took up his tray and passed on to the 
operator’s door, where, adroitly bal­
ancing on one foot, he tapped on the 
panel with the other.

The door opened, and this time the 
white glare of the electric light shone 
along the wet deck. The man at the 
rail caught a clearer glimpse of the 
room. Behind the door swung a cur­
tain of soiled denim, partly withdrawn. 
Squatting on a canvas camp-chair be­
fore his unpainted work-table was the 
operator. His wireless helmet-receiver, 
or “set,” was clasped over his ears and 
held close to the bent head by a chaplet 
of glimmering metal. Against each “re­
ceiver” the operator pressed a white 
handkerchief, to shut away outside 
noises.

His face was thin and keen, and 
though still youthful, seemed almost 
colorless in comparison with the ruddi­
ness of the open-weathered ship’s of­
ficers. He had the high.brow and the 
wide cheek-bones of the natural ascetic. 
Though his eyes were impersonally 
studious and abstracted, there was a 
redeeming line or two of humor about 
the still boyish mouth. His hands were 
long and bony and slender, with some­
thing persistently scholarlike about 
them. This impression was further 
borne out by the restless, uncoordinated, 
and, at times, almost wolflike restless­
ness of the spare and nervous body.

He nodded cheerfully enough to the 
steward, however, at the sight of the 
coffee-cakes and the steaming tea. Then 
he turned back to his responder. The 
steward, leaving his tea and cake on 
the seat of a broken-armed steamer­
chair, went on his way, and the deck 
was again deserted.

“Why aren’t you getting the Prince­
ton there?” Captain Yandel once more 
demanded from the bridge-gate. It was 
plain to see his feeling for the new 
operator was not an overkindly one.

The new operator showed his head 
and replied, “I’ll try again, sir!"

Once more came the hiss and rattle 
and crackle of the spark, and once more 
the head appeared around a corner of 
the stateroom.

“He’s busy talking to the navy-yard !” 
“What did he tell you ?’’
The new operator hesitated for a mo­

ment or two before answering. His 
singularly quiet eyes were resting on 
Captain Yandel’s nose, for it was a re­
markable nose, something between a 
cardinal and magenta color, stippled 
with the brighter hues of countless 11- 
tle broken veins.

“He told me to shut up, and cut out!” 
was the answer.

The passenger in the raincoat fell to 
pacing the open deck. He stopped once 
or twice, quite casually, to glance in at 
the wireless apparatus. Then, seeing 
that the operator had taken off his ear­
phones and was leaning back in his 
canvas chair, giving his open and un­
divided attention to the tea and coffee- 
cake, the stranger came to a stop and 
leaned companionably against the jamb 
of the open door. The young man 
glanced up at the huge figure darkening 
his cabin. He did so with no outward 
sign of emotion. He had, apparently, 
become inured to the wondering eyes of 
the passengers, and he had his own ends 
to pursue. So he went on with his 
coffee-cake, in silence.

“Could you take those messages of 
mine now ?” asked the man in the rain­
coat.

“Any old time now,” answered the 
operator, without so much as a second 
glance.

“I settle for it with you, don’t I ?” 
asked the stranger, drawing out a roll 
of bills. The formidable dimensions of 
that roll were lost on the man bending 
over the teacup.

“Leave your name and cabin number, 
and pay the purser. They don’t seem 
to trust operators on this floating pal­
ace! All I do is stamp the time-check’ 
on the message and send it out.”

He took the two messages, stamped 
them, and read them aloud, before pen­
ciling the number of words on a corner 
of each sheet and stabbing it on his 
“send-hook.” He read perfunctorily:



\ arkel, Sixty Wall Street, New York.
Our man on board Laininian bound Puerto 

Locombia. Wire Washington. Will have 
him held by authorities to await instructions.

Duffy.
The second message lie read off quite 

as hastily, and with equal nonchalance. 
Doctor Bernardo Morai.es, Mobile.

Advise Charleston wireless to relay' Lam- 
iiiiau southward bound if shipment of 
laundry equipment and steel ties left Mobile 
for Ganley and date of sailing.

Michael Duffy.
The stranger waited a moment at the 

door, as though expecting some further 
word or movement from the operator. 
But that youth was already busy over 
his “tuner.” So the man in the rain­
coat turned away, with a look of mild 
exasperation in his predaceous and puz­
zled little eyes.

II.
It was four hours later when the man 

in the raincoat reappeared on the 
bridge-deck. The night was thick, and 
McKinnon, the operator, worked with 
his coat off and his door hooked back 
against the wall-plates. He looked up 
for only a moment as he saw the huge 
figure once more confronting him. The 
stranger, unrebuffed by his silence, 
stepped calmly inside.

“Anything come in over this ma­
chinery o’ yours for me ?” he inquired, 
as he took out a cigar, pushed his hat 
back on his head, and struck a light. 
The operator looked up with his habitu­
ally abstracted and unseeing stare.

“What’s the name ?" he asked, once 
more studying his “tuner.”

The other was indignantly silent for 
a moment; then he laughed a little, for­
givingly. “Duffy,” he answered. “Mi­
chael Duffy.”

The operator shook his head; the 
movement was followed by another 
minute or two of silence.

“It might’ve come under the name 
of Cody, Richard Cody,” explained the 
intruder. Something in the younger 
man’s smile caused him to add: “You 
see, that’s our firm name, Duffy and 
Cody.”

An alias, south of the Twentieth Par­

allel, often enough carries its own ex­
planation. But McKinnon merely gave 
a shake of the head. It was several 
minutes before he glanced about at the 
other man, with a closeness of scrutiny 
that might have been impertinent, had 
it seemed less frankly impersonal.

“Nothing in for passengers this trip,” 
he announced, as he turned back to his 
“tuner.” He drummed impatiently on 
the table-edge for a moment, before re­
adjusting his helmet-receiver. But the 
huge-shouldered intruder was not to be 
so easily shaken off.

“Your machine's working, isn’t it?” 
he asked, preoccupied with an inspec­
tion of the end of his cigar. This cigar 
was soft and thick and short, like his 
own fingers. Despite its dark and bale­
ful color he kept inhaling and expelling 
great lungsful of it as he talked. The 
operator idly registered the mental de­
cision that cigars such as those were 
surely of Hondurian make.

“I saw you giving a message to the 
captain, didn’t I ?” And again the bel­
lowslike lungs expelled their languid 
cloud.

"That was to not take on coffee at 
Puerto Locombia!” answered McKin­
non. The stranger was suddenly offer­
ing him one of the thick short cigars. 
A shadow seemed to have lifted from 
his face.

“I don't smoke,” said the ungracious 
man at the key. “And I’m busy send­
ing!"

“You mean you’re talking to New 
York or somewhere, now?” amiably 
persisted the other. The operator’s hand 
went out to the switch, black against 
the unpainted boards, and flanked on 
either side by a fuse.

“I’ve been tuning for Atlantic City. 
We’re just picking him up,” he an­
swered as his fingers hovered over the 
starting-box lever clamped to the same 
pine boards above the switch. A sud­
den deep buzzing filled the cabin. It 
grew louder and louder as the lever 
crossed farther and farther down on the 
contact-pins. It sounded like a hive of 
bees stirred into anger. The stranger 
peered in at the dynamo under the 
operating-table.

Morai.es


“So you're talking!” he murmured.
“How long will you be in communi­

cation with them?” he went on, after a 
second or two of thought.

The other raised an ear-phone to lis­
ten, as the question was repeated. Then 
he turned back and bent over the car­
borundum-tip between his responder­
points.

“We’re never really out of touch with 
’em, on this run!” he retorted. He 
seemed to resent his own increasing 
concessions to the other’s imperturba­
ble good nature.

“You mean you can call up New 
York from the Caribbean?”

The operator put down his ear­
phones and shook out his small card­
board box of carborundum fragments, 
picking through them for a fresh piece 
for his responder-points. It seemed ap­
parent enough that he was neither 
friendly nor unfriendly; it was simply 
that he was busy.

“No, I don't mean that, exactly. New 
York never works south of Atlantic 
City, as a rule. He's got too much to 
handle there, too many ships going in 
and out. But New York can relay to 
Galilee and then down to NF—that’s 
Norfolk—and from there on to Hat­
teras. Then Hatteras could throw a 
message over to Charleston, and if 
we’re depending on land stations alone, 
Charleston can relay to Savannah, and 
then Savannah can get in touch with 
the naval station at Saint Augustine.”

“And then where ?” asked the stran­
ger, leaning back against the cabin 
wall.

“Then Key West could catch it up, 
and if there wasn’t a gunboat or an 
Atlas fruit-liner crawling somewhere 
round Cuba, why, the navy-yard at 
Guantanamo could get it relayed over 
to Limon, and from Limon, in decent 
weather, you'd catch the navy-yard op­
erator- at Colon. And if the night was 
clear, you’d run one chance in a hun­
dred of waking up the Coconut Trail 
aerials behind Puerto Locombia.”

“Could Puerto Locombia get any­
thing outside of a passing ship ? Kings­
ton, for instance?”

“Kingston never had wireless—it’s 
prohibited by the British government.”

“Then there’s New Orleans, on a 
pinch ?”

“There’s too much map between,” ex­
plained the operator. He gathered up 
his box of scattered carborundum.

“Queer, isn’t it, getting words on a 
tape that way, four hundred miles off!” 
said the stranger. He scratched his 
huge head in a sort of mute astonish­
ment, as he surveyed the cabinful of 
apparatus.

“We don’t use a tape,” the other cor­
rected, waving a preoccupied hand to­
ward the inscription on the condenser­
case. “We're De Forest! And we don’t 
claim to talk around the world yet!”

The stranger was peering contentedly 
and aimlessly about the crowded little 
cabin. “Where d’you suppose that 
cruiser was off to?” he next inquired.

“That’s what I’z'e been trying to find 
out!”

“They all carry wireless?” asked the 
other, as he sent an exhalation of pun­
gent cigar smoke ceilingward.

“Yes, but they’re not aching to talk 
just yet. Wait till they’ve been lying 
down there in the heat for three 
months! They’ll be calling all night, 
just for the sake of seeing something 
doing with a coherer I”

The stranger, who seemed well satis­
fied with what he had learned, re­
mained silent for a moment or two.

“By the way, could you take a mes­
sage for New Orleans to-night?"

“I could take it all right, if you’re 
willing to prepay land charges.”

“I'll pay anything you say, so long 
as you get me in touch with my people 
there. I want to ask Jean Careche, at 
the St. Charles, just when a shipment of 
oil and mill-shafting got out of that 
port.”

“Wait a minute, then, until I get 
Atlantic City again. You can be wri­
ting, out your message and I'll get the 
time-check on it.”

McKinnon bent over his table, with a 
wrinkled brow, and started to “call.” 
As he caught the lever-handle of the 
huge key in his fingers and worked it 
deliberately yet slowly up and down—• 



he was sending “strong”—the sudden 
blue “splash” of flame exploded and 
leaped and hissed across the “spark­
gap,” from one brass-knobbed dis­
charging-rod to the other. It filled the 
roughly improvised “station” with a 
sound like the rattle of musketry. The 
ceiling and walls of the room, crusted 
with many paintings of white lead, mir­
rored and refracted the purplish-blue 
flashes. A faint ozonic odor, not un­
like a sublimated smell of brimstone, 
filled the air. The operator threw off 
his switch again, and listened intently, 
with his two handkerchiefs muffling his 
ear-phones. Then he suddenly swung 
about and looked at the man behind- 
him.

“That cruiser’s going to Culebra, off 
Porto Rico. She’s ordered south on ac­
count of the Locombian trouble.”

“You don't mean she’s going to mix 
up in that mess ?” the intruder cried, 
with a note of disgust.

“No; Atlantic City says she’s just 
going to lie there and wait for in­
structions from Washington.”

The operator turned back to his ta­
ble without apparently noticing the in­
terest in the other man’s eyes. He sat 
detached and unconscious of any pres­
ence in the room except that of the 
mysterious spirit which came and went 
at a touch of his hand. A smile began 
to play about his mouth as he listened. 
It was held there in suspension, while 
his gaze shifted from side to side, vi­
vaciously, in response to that far-off 
and mysterious Voice that was winging 
its invisible way across so many miles 
of rain-washed sea and emptiness, to 
creep along a slender thread of metal 
into his closed and crowded cabin.

He still seemed unconscious of the 
mounting look of determination, of ob­
durate belligerency, that smoldered up 
into the square-jawed face of the watch­
ing stranger, as his eyes traveled from 
a wall map of the Caribbean down to 
the brass key, and then back to the map 
again. “You’d think our Uncle Sam­
uel had enough troubles without trying 
to play school-teacher to those dinky 
little fire-eaters down there!” he medi­
tatively ventured, as he took out another 

of his black Hondurian cigars, and once 
more fell to studying the map of the 
Caribbean.

The operator, bent low over his ap­
paratus, did not deign to answer him.

HI.
“You’ve made this trip before?” ob­

served the stranger, studying the youth 
before him with the same calm and 
half-closed eyes as be had bent on the 
faded wall map.

“Never on this tub!” McKinnon re­
sponded, with a contemptuous side 
glance about his “station.”

The stranger followed that glance as 
it circled the crowded and disordered 
room. It was both a sleeping-cabin and 
an operating-office. Under the wide 
shelf that supported a double row of 
Leyden jars, surmounted in turn by the 
De Forest helix, was the operator's nar­
row berth. Toward the foot of this 
berth, below the condenser, stood an 
enameled wash-bowl and a litter of 
tools. Next to these was a wooden- 
slatted trunk, on which lay a clutter of 
recently unpacked clothing, a pair of 
canvas-covered dumb-bells, a shaving­
set, and a tin box of photographs. 
Against the farther wall, half-way to 
the door and directly in front of the 
dynamo, stood a broken steamer-chair. 
In front of it was the rough pine table 
at which the operator sat and worked. 
On this table stood the tuning-box, with 
its mysterious rows of numerals along 
the three slots in which lever-heads 
moved back and forth, the great, long­
handled despatching-instrument, like a 
Brobdingnagian model of a telegraph­
key, and the delicately mounted little 
responder, the nerve-center of the wire­
less system. Above this on the outside 
wall stood the switchboard. It was of 
unpainted pine, like the table. Set in 
it, near the top, was the starting-box, 
with its broken .and roughly spliced 
lever, and below it the switch-arm 
itself, standing between its two protect­
ing fuses. At the end of the table was 
the faded wall map of the Caribbean 
and a shallow clothes-locker. It was a 
strange medley of the obvious and the 



inscrutable, of the commonplace and 
the mysterious.

“Flow’d you get aboard this tub, any­
way ?” the stranger suddenly asked, 
with a sympathetic wag of the head.

“I needed the money. But I never 
thought I’d have to face a mess like 
this!” And the new operator waved 
an arm about the room, disgustedly.

The stranger was meditatively rub­
bing his pendulous chin.

“You don't like the work, eh.
“It’s good enough when you’ve got 

a decent station. But this room isn’t 
fit for a pig to live in! Look at that 
box of a sleeping-berth! It’s worse 
than a coffin! And I'm going to kick 
a board out of that cabin wall if they 
don’t get a ventilator-tube in here— 
it’s like sleeping in a dough-box! And 
look at that bunged-up tuner! And 
that operating-table that’s never seen 
a coat of paint; and that switchboard 
—nothing but raw pine! Why, nine of 
the connecters in those Leyden jars 
turned out to be broken, after I’d struck 
this place at noon. I had to patch them 
up with all the wash-bowl chains from 
the first cabins as we came down the 
Bay. I got onto that dodge aboard the 
Prinz Joachim!”

“She’s a real boat!” interpolated the 
stranger.

The young operator was wistfully 
nodding his head.

“But you can make this snug 
enough,” the other soothed.

“Snug! Why, this place looked like 
a box stall in a livery-stable! I haven’t 
even got a silence-room or an annunci­
ator connecting me with the bridge—■ 
I’ve got to be hollered at like a sinker­
cook in an East Side beanery!”

The stranger laughed. It was alto­
gether a laugh of sympathy. But his 
meditative eye kept roving about the 
stateroom.

“I suppose you’ve seen a good deal 
of thd South ?" he said at last.

“All I want to, thank you!” promptly 
answered McKinnon. The vigor of his 
retort made the other man smile again.

“You don't like it down there, eh?”
The operator, who had slowly ad­

justed his caplike receiving-apparatus, 

performed his habitual rite of lifting the 
phone-receiver from his ear, to catch 
the question as it was repeated.

“Do yon?’’ demanded the operator.
The stranger did not answer the 

question. Instead of that, he asked an­
other.

“Why don’t you keep out of it, 
then?” There was nothing but good 
nature in the query. The operator 
laughed.

“I can’t afford to!” was all he said, 
though he added, in an afterthought: 
“Until I can get at the work I want!”

McKinnon’s questioner looked re­
lieved. He became more light-hearted, 
more suavely consolatory.

“But it’s so deucedly mysterious— 
sending all kinds of messages for all 
kinds of people!” he argued.

“What’s so mysterious about it?” the 
man at the table demanded. “I think 
it’s confoundedly simple!"

“The machinery is, I suppose, when 
you understand it; but I mean the mix­
ing up in big events, the getting next 
to life with the shell off."

“Oh, it’s mostly weather-reports and 
‘sweetheart’ messages and captains giv­
ing distances and saying they’re com­
ing into jSort or passing lights or want­
ing wharf-room, if it isn’t the navy 
people asking for Sunday papers and 
news from home.”

“But think what a swath you could 
cut with wireless, if you wanted to!” 
pursued the other, in his placid disre­
gard of all side-issues.

“Me?” said McKinnon, turning 
quickly about.

“I mean as a side-line,” interposed 
the stranger, with a shrug. Still again 
McKinnon’s nervous gray eyes swept 
the figure in the steamer-chair.

“But I have a side-line.” explained 
the operator, as he noted the other 
man’s puzzled gaze resting on his box 
of models.

“How d’you mean ?”
“I mean that reed-disk and Ruhm- 

korff-coil transmitter you see there. 
That’s the work I want to get at!”

“But what is it ?” was the other’s half- 
diffident inquiry. His lack of interest 



in no way seemed to depress the 
younger man.

"It’s my wireless-telephony scheme 
for pilot-boats and fleet-maneuvers and 
yacht-races and ten-mile work in gen­
eral. For instance, there's a battle go­
ing on, and the whole top-hamper of 
a cruiser gets blown away ; all we’d have 
to do, with this, would be to run a wire 
up on an oar and call on the flag-ship 
for orders."

"But aren't other folks getting in 
ahead of you on this?"

"Well, I can still use my outfit to 
smash their monopoly and stop royalty 
overcharges. You see, it's only an ar­
rangement of steel reeds connected 
with a receiver, or, say. to a responder 
like this one on the table. These reeds 
are tuned in unison with the trans­
mitter-reeds—it works on what we call 
the law of syntonic synchronism."

He noticed, as he went on, the other’s 
companionable grimace at the polysyl­
lables.

"Models cost money, of course; I 
have to go slow. But once I’ve got that 
apparatus where I want it, you’ll never 
see vic south of Hatteras again.”

He stopped, and waited for the other 
man to speak.

"It's not a white man's country,” ad­
mitted the stranger, with a nod toward 
the South. “The only good thing in it 
is the mules!”

“We’ve got to take that as it comes1” 
McKinnon said. Then he leaned back 
with half-closed eyes and linked his 
long forefingers together behind his 
head. “You see, I can always save 
money on a coastwise run like this: 
there’s no way of getting rid of it.’”

“Well, money's worth having now 
and then," the stranger remarked, as 
his sagely ruminative eye fell on the 
little varnished box that held the wire­
less-responder.

He was silent for a moment or two, 
though McKinnon watched him closely 
out of his half-shut eyes. Then the 
stranger swung slowly about and 
touched the operator on his soiled shirt­
sleeve. McKinnon felt the heavy fore­
finger on his arm, but he did not move.

"See here,” said the stranger, and 

both his voice and his expression had 
undergone some quick and pregnant 
change, “see here; d’you want to make 
ten times what you get out of this key­
operating business? D’you want to 
make a good round sum, helping me 
out of a hole?”

The Lavtinian's operator looked 
closely at the man who had invaded his 
cabin. He had, apparently, been afraid 
of sonap such undercurrent of self-in­
terest in the other’s advances. Ide 
seemed to possess the man of thought's 
persistent horror of material and en­
tangling alliances; he seemed to feel 
that some secret web of inveiglement 
had been woven about him.

“How could I help you out of a 
hole?” he curtly demanded.

The stranger did not answer at once. 
The other’s suddenly aroused suspicion 
had warned him to go slow. Instead 
of speaking, he leaned back in the 
steamer-chair and studied his compan­
ion. The path before him seemed a 
precarious one. His pursed-up lips 
worked slowly in and out, as he sat 
there temporizing. There was some­
thing suggestive of the ruminant in his 
large and heavy silence.

“Could we talk here—us two, man to 
man ?” he finally asked, with a look at 
the door.

“Of course we can !" the operator, re­
torted, nettled by the sense of mystery 
the other was conjuring up about so 
simple a situation. This vague feeling 
of irritation seemed to merge into 
something that was almost anger, as he 
watched the stranger slowly rise to his 
feet and cross over to the cabin door, 
held back against the wall-plates by its 
brass hook. He lifted the end of this 
hook, on his toe, and let the freed door­
swing shut with the slow dip of the 
steamer's deck. Then he ruffled out the 
faded denim curtain, and came back 
and sat down. The two men continued 
to look at each other, guardedly.

’Tye got a hard job ahead of me,” 
began the intruder, seeming to feel his 
way as he went. “A hard job—and 
you’re the only man on this ship who 
can help me along!” •

“Well?” said McKinnon, with a sig­



nificant glance toward his large and au­
thoritative silver watch. The stran­
ger’s eye, following him, passed on to 
the key-lever, and then on again to the 
helix wires.

“You may recall that you sent a 
couple of messages out for me, this 
afternoon ?" he began finally.

McKinnon recalled the fact of the 
two despatches.

"I suppose I've got to explain them,” 
said the stranger, fondling one of his 
thick short cigars in his thick short 
fingers. “You’ll notice that the first 
message went to Sixty Wall Street. You 
may or may not know that that’s the 
information bureau of the Consolidated 
Fruit Concern. And if you’ve knocked 
about the Banana Belt long enough 
you've found out that those people just 
about own those little yam-eating re­
publics down there!”

McKinnon nodded, as a sign that he 
understood.

“They’ve got a good many millions of 
money locked up in that export busi­
ness o’ theirs. And when you're doing 
business in a republic that’s built on 
bullets, you’ve got to watch where 
you’re walking. It means that you’ve 
got to keep your ear to the ground; 
see that your governments are stable, I 
mean; and your marionettes in their 
nice little red and gold uniforms run­
ning smooth and true. That’s why they 
retain a big man like Varrel for their 
information bureau—just to know who’s 
poking a finger into the political pie 
down there, and to be ready for trouble 
,when it blows up!”

It was all obvious enough to the lis­
tening operator.

“Well, I’m here acting for Varrel 
and the Consolidated Fruit people. The 
Locombian charge d'affaires at Wash­
ington tipped our office off, about five 
weeks ago, about trouble ahead in 
Guariqui.’’’

“Guariqui ?’’ quietly asked McKinnon.
“Guariqui’s their capital—the capital 

of Locombia. Since we’ve heard that, 
of course, we’ve been cooperating with 
the Department at Washington, keep­
ing an eye on any Locombian likely 

to be interested in the Guariqui mix- 
up !"

McKinnon confessed that he had 
known of detectives engaged in the sole 
pursuit of shadowing Latin-American 
exiles.

“And it's right here under this deck” 
—Duffy tapped the floor with his heel 
as he spoke—“it’s right here on this 
ship o’ yours that zve’i'c got Ganley— 
the one and only Ganley!”

IV.
The stranger peered across the cabin 

at the unperturbed operator.
“Who’s Ganley?” asked McKinnon. 

The man in the steamer-chair let his 
astonishment explode in a ceilingward 
belch of smoke.

“Ganley ! Why, Ganley’s the biggest 
gun-runner doing business in the Carib­
bean ! He’s the slickest revolution­
maker that ever shipped carbines and 
smokeless into a Latin-American re­
public !”

“Lie’s new to me!” McKinnon pro­
tested.

“He’s the man who’s always smell­
ing out a country that's looking for a 
liberator! And he gets a rake-off 
from the patriots, and a rake-off from 
the Birmingham gun people, and an­
other rake-off from the nitro-makers! 
Why, he’s the man who’s been engineer­
ing this Locombian uprising for the last 
seven months! But now we’ve got him 
good, and got him where we want him.”

“Then what’s he doing on a steamer 
like this? Couldn’t he see he was go­
ing to be cornered ?”

The disposition of the operator was 
not altogether an inflammable one.

“That’s just the point, my friend! 
He couldn’t get out of Charleston or 
Mobile or New Orleans. We had those 
ports watched. So he slipped quietly 
up to New York, engaged a pas­
sage on Saturday’s Hamburg-American 
steamer for Colon, and then slipped 
over to the Laniinian in a closed cab, 
when he thought we weren’t keeping 
tab on him. And he's under this deck, 
down there in Cabin Fourteen, and 
you'll find that he’s going to stay there 



until we slip into the roadstead at 
Puerto Locombia!”

“But what have I got to do with all 
this?’’ McKinnon demanded.

“That’s just what I’m coming around 
to,” the intruder was saying to him. 
“This Ganley, remember, has got his 
‘fences’ and confederates and small-fry 
helpers. He works the thing thorough, 
when he does it. And as likely as not, 
between here and Puerto Locombia, he's 
going to get messages sent in to him, 
or he’s going to send out some des­
patches on his own hook—so as to keep 
in touch with his people.”

The stranger came to a stop, and sat 
regarding the younger man, as though 
he looked for some word of encourage­
ment or comprehension from him.

“The thing I’ve got to guard against 
most,” the stranger who called himself 
Duffy continued, “is the Department at 
Washington. If they sent something 
in, and it got out all over the ship, it 
would be likely to spoil everything 1”

“But it won't get out all oyer the 
ship !” the operator corrected.

“You’ll promise me that?” asked the 
other, with a look of relief.

“Of course I’ll promise you that— 
it’s part of my business 1”

“But there’s the other side of the 
question,” the stranger discreetly con­
tinued. “Ganley is almost sure to be 
sending or receiving something. Why, 
I shouldn't be surprised if you’ve been 
handling something for him already!”

The operator reached out for his 
message-hooks. The movement was 
merely perfunctory, for the hooks were 
all but empty.

“What name would he be traveling 
under?” McKinnon looked up to ask.

“He’s booked as John Siebert, Cabin 
Fourteen,” was the answer.

The man in the steamer-chair looked 
relieved, but only for a. moment, when 
he had learned that nothing had come 
or gohe.

“Of course I may be wrong about his 
trying to keep in touch with those peo­
ple of his. And it may happen the 
Department won’t even try to have him 
held. Perhaps they won’t do anything 
until we get him ashore at Puerto Lo­

combia. But we’ve got to get him 
there—it’s our last chance. We’ve 
worked too hard on this thing not to see 
it put through to a finish 1”

“And?” asked McKinnon, waiting.
“All I want you to do is to keep tab 

on anything that comes in for this man 
Ganley, or about him and his tin-horn 
warfare down there—and on anything 
that’s to go out until we land.”

“Are you acting officially?” McKin­
non demanded, with a studied effort to­
ward impersonality. “I mean, are you 
acting for the Department at Washing­
ton ?”

“I’m acting as the confidential agent 
of the Consolidated Fruit people, and 
the Consolidated Fruit people have 
been cooperating with the Department 
for several weeks now.”

“And you simply want to know what 
these messages are?”

“Yes, that’s all: I mean that's all, un­
less they’re of such a nature as to de­
feat the ends of justice. We don’t 
want anything to get through that’s go­
ing to help our man slip away from 
us!”

“You mean for me to hold back 
everything that looks suspicious until 
you O. K. it?”

“And couldn’t you do that, if I made 
it worth while for you ?” quietly in­
quired the stranger. .

“How do you mean worth while?”
“Why, I’ll pay you for your trouble!

I'll----- ”
But McKinnon’s seemingly indignant 

start brought the older man to a stop.
“You don’t suppose I’m going to 

take money to hold up the company’s 
business?” he demanded.

The stranger raised a thick, red 
hand, protestingly. McKinnon noticed 
a scar in the center of the wide palm: 
he inappositely wondered if it could be 
a bullet-wound.

“Hold on a minute,” he warned the 
other, appeasingly. “This isn’t a mat­
ter o’ messenger-boy tips. It's out-and- 
out business. You’ve got to remember 
they’re big things involved in this, and 
big people, too!”

“Why do you want to mix me up in 
the mess, whether it’s big or little?” 



complained the operator. The other 
man permitted the protest to go unan­
swered.

"But can't you tell me what it’s worth 
for you to cooperate with us in this?” 
he blandly insisted.

“It would be worth my job!” Mc­
Kinnon cried.

“Well, what’s that worth ?” queried 
the other, undisturbed. In fact, there 
was an undertone of contempt in his 
guttural question.

“Oh, it's not what the job’s worth,” 
protested McKinnon. "It’s the putting 
outside business before the business I’m 
paid to do. It’s the acting against regu­
lations and getting the company of­
ficers down on me. It’s the doing of 
something I'm not here to do !"

“But this is merely a matter between 
us two, man to man. The company 
doesn’t have anything to do with this.”

“They own this junk,” broke out the 
operator, with a wave of the hand that 
designated the apparatus about him. 
“And they about own me, too, as long 
as I’m on their pay-roll.”

"Of course they do,” the other 
soothed, tranquilly. “But you’re here, 
and they're in New York, and you’ve 
got the running of this apparatus un­
til we dock at Puerto Locombia.”

The operator sat looking at the other 
man, in silence.

"Why, you told me yourself, a few 
minutes ago, that your machinery 
doesn't always work right. And you 
say you haven’t a tape, or anything 
that registers the messages as they 
come to you. Isn’t that right?”

The operator nodded.
“Then why couldn't you accidentally 

miss a message? Or why couldn’t you 
send it out without being sure that it 
was going to carry clear across to the 
next operator?”

McKinnon still looked at the other 
man. There was something so placid 
and intimate about the tones of the 
stranger’s voice that the very purport 
of his suggestion had seemed robbed of 
its enormity.

“I wouldn't do a thing like that for 
five hundred dollars!" the operator at 
last declared.

The stranger looked back at him 
without a move of his great body in the 
steamer-chair. McKinnon’s glance of 
open contempt in no wise disturbed 
him.

“I’ll give you one thousand dollars if 
you do it!” he said. His voice was quiet 
and casual as he spoke, but again the 
operator swung about and blinked at 
him. He opened his lips to reply, and 
then suddenly became silent. He shifted 
in his chair, as though to draw away 
from some ‘ tangible and precipitating 
temptation.

“I’ll give you one thousand dollars,” 
repeated the stranger, “and I’ll promise 
to stand between you and any trouble 
you’re afraid of!”

“It’s not what I’m afraid of!’’ the oth­
er retorted.

“Then what is it? You fail to catch 
a message or two, and no one’s the 
wiser! What of that ? Good heavens, 
man, you’re not doing anything 
crooked! Nobody’s cut a throat back 
there in New York ! Nobody’s trying to 
get away from your Center Street peo­
ple ! You’re not doing anything against 
the penal code!”

“Why didn’t you go to the captain 
about this?” complained the operator. 
The tacit note of concession in that com­
plaint did not escape his companion.

“Because the captain has no more to 
do with this than De Forest himself ! 
And I imagine he’d rather be soaking in 
brandy pawnees than talking business to 
outsiders! This is something between 
us two. You’re not cheating anybody! 
You’re not hurting anybody! All you 
do is to help me win a big case and 
get well paid for your trouble. And a 
twist of the wrist is what it costs you. 
For I’m assuming, of course, you can 
put that machinery of yours out of 
business, for the time being, without 
exactly showing how!”

“That’s easy enough!” said the op­
erator, with a stare at his apparatus. 
“There are a dozen ways of throwing a 
complicated thing like that out of kilter. 
It’s my getting out of kilter with the 
company that worries me!”

“The company doesn't count, my 
friend ! They’re outsiders in this. And 



yon get your thousand dollars in cold 
cash, to work on that reed-disk of yours 
for half a year if you want toI”

McKinnon laughed a little. Then he 
grew more thoughtful, and was about 
to speak, when the quick tread of feet 
sounded on the deck without. He 
caught up the phone “set,” hurriedly, 
and bent over the pine table. The steps 
passed on, but the betrayal of disingen­
uousness remained a consoling and obvi­
ous fact to the mart in the steamer-chair. 
It left him no longer in doubt.

He reached down into his capacious 
trouser pocket and produced a roll of 
treasury notes held together by a double 
rubber band. He peeled off three 
orange-tinted twenty-dollar bills and 
folded them neatly across the middle, 
lengthwise. Then with equal delibera­
tion, he thrust them into McKinnon’s 
still hesitating fingers. The operator 
looked down at the money doubtfully, 
and then up at the stranger.

“That's just a trio of twenties, to bind 
the bargain,” the latter explained. 
“You’ve got to get something for me 
taking up your time like this.”

“But how are you going to clear me 
—I mean, how are you going to make 
them see I haven’t been acting against 
the ship, if it ever comes to a show­
down ?”"asked the operator.

“There'll be nothing to clear, and 
nothing to show,” the other retorted. 
“All you’ve got to do is to have a bad 
ear when a certain message or two hap­
pens to come along! But I’ll go fur­
ther than that, just to put your mind at 
rest. To-morrow, when I pay over the 
balance, I’ll put it down on paper, with 
my name to it, that I guarantee to pro­
tect you. We can both sign a note 
showing we’re acting straight, and 
where we stand. Then you’ll have me 
tied down, in black and white. That 
seems square enough, doesn’t it ?”

“Oh, it’s square enough! But sup­
pose this man Ganley comes to me with 
a message to send out. I’ve got to 
show it to you, and, if you don’t ap­
prove of it, I’ve got to act the lie that 
the message has been sent, and keep 
lying to him, every time he asks me 
about it!”

“You’re not paid to be a ‘fence’ for a 
gun-runner, are you ?’’

The older man laughed a little. Then 
he rose heavily to his feet. His head 
almost touched the cabin ceiling. 
“There's not much danger he’ll ever ask 
about it! And when you know the man 
and his business, you’ll never let things 
like that worry you 1”

“That doesn’t excuse me—his being 
a gun-runner!”

“Of course, I don’t want you to lose 
either your job or your self-respect, just 
because my official duty’s been making 
me shadow a man 1”

The wireless-operator seemed groping 
about for an answer, when the quiet­
ness of the ship was broken by a sud­
den sound. It was the Lamiiiian’s fog­
horn, hoarse and mournful through the 
darkness, tearing the quiet with its 
slowly repeated call. The two men 
stood side by side, listening, as the bass- 
noted complaint was repeated.

“We're running into thick weather,” 
said the operator, turning to catch up 
his ear-phones. The two men, immured 
in their own ends and aims, had lost 
all thought of time and environment.

A moment later, heavy footsteps 
sounded on the deck, and the captain 
appeared in the doorway. He stood in 
the narrow opening, red-nosed, gnome­
like, with the white light glistening on 
his waterproofed figure.

“Are you keeping an ear open for 
everything in there?” he demanded, 
with a scowl of disapproval at the man 
beside the steamer-chair.

“Yes, sir,” McKinnon answered, the 
“set” already over his head. The door 
shut again. McKinnon turned back to 
the littered pine table. The fog-horn 
sounded and grew silent; the dynamo 
purred and buzzed as the starting-box 
lever crossed down on the contact-pins.

The stranger beside the steamer-chair 
buttoned his coat. Then he crossed the 
cabin, and turned back to peer at the 
operator, bent low over his table.

“So I can count on you in this?” he 
asked, in his quiet and reassuring gut­
tural. His hand was already on the 
cabin door-knob.

“To the finish,” answered the other 



man, pregnantly, replacing his ear­
phones and holding them close to his 
head with his muffling handkerchiefs.

V.
McKinnon was oppressed by the 

thought that the hour was late and his 
body bone-tired. But he did not close 
communication with the “Royal Mail” 
operator who had “picked him up” 
through the fog until he had been duly 
warned of heavy weather southeast of 
Hatteras. Through the night came also 
the news that one of the “Royal Mail” 
passengers, an American consul from 
Aregua, had broken his thigh-bone 
against a bulkhead, and the Laminian 
was asked to relay the news to New 
York. This meant a call for ambu­
lance and doctors to be at the landing­
wharf, together with an order to have 
a hospital-room made ready.

So the key was kept busy again, 
while the beneficent resources of 
science were being marshaled, so many 
miles away. The Laminian's operator 
had just bidden his far-off fellow work­
er a sleepy “good night,” and was still 
stooping absently over his tuning-box— 
which had not adapted itself to the 
thick-weather work—when a knock 
sounded oq his cabin door.

“Come in!” he said, lifting off his 
ear-phones with a little sigh of mingled 
weariness and resignation. He sus­
pected that his undisclosed caller was a 
junior officer, much given to garrulity. 
He began to dread the thought of be­
ing kept out of bed for another hour 
or two.

The door opened slowly, and the look 
of frank annoyance as slowly faded 
from the operator’s face. For standing 
there, confronting him, blinking in the 
strong glare of his electrics, was a 
young woman.

Her skirts, gathered up in one hand, 
and held high from, the wet deck, 
showed in a sweeping cascade of white 
against the gloom behind them. On 
her head was a blue sea-going cap, 
swathed in a long, cream-colored motor­
veil. Behind her stood a stewardess, fat 
and untidy, carrying a cloak, with the 

outward and studious solicitude of a 
servile nature exalted by the conscious­
ness of having been handsomely over­
tipped. She would have made an ideal 
figure, the operator felt, for the nurse 
of the Capulets.

McKinnon put down his phone and 
rose from his seat, still peering at the 
figure closer to him, the woman in the 
doorway. He noticed that she was 
wearing a gown of dark-blue cloth, and 
that she was smaller than he had at 
first supposed. One of her hands had 
been thrown out to the door-jamb, to 
steady her against the roll and pitch of 
the deck. The pale oval of her face—• 
and it seemed more the mature Slid 
thoughtful face of a woman than the 
timid and hesitating face of a girl— 
was shadowed and softened by a crown­
ing mass of brown hair. Her teeth, as 
she ventured her sober yet oddly con­
ciliating smile, showed very white and 
small and regular. Her deep-lashed 
eyes were dark and alert, set wide apart 
under the low and thoughtful brow. 
These eyes carried an inalienable sense 
of wisdom in their almost austere stead­
iness of outlook, McKinnon felt, as the 
woman still stood in the doorway, puck­
ering her face at the strong light.

Then she stepped boldly in across the 
high door-sill, and held, out a tinted 
form-pad sheet to the operator. The 
soWcitously purring stewardess, at a 
gesture from her benefactor, had al­
ready disappeared.

“You are still sending, are you not?” 
asked the young woman, stepping still 
nearer the operating-table. Her voice 
betrayed no trace of foreign origin, as 
McKinnon had at first expected it 
might. The speech was that of a well- 
groomed New York girl, the type of 
girl that McKinnon had so often noted 
about the Fifth Avenue shops and the 
theater lobbies. The voice was the New 
York voice, yet with a difference. It 
was the slightest and thinnest substra­
tum of accent, of modulation, that made 
up this difference. Yet in doing so, it 
imparted to her words a mild and be­
witching gentleness of tone that seemed 
to hint at some indefinably exotic influ­
ence of education or environment. It 



seemed to impart to her the crisp 
piquancy of the Parisian, persistently 
yet mysteriously accounting for her 
birdlike alertness of poise and move­
ment, for some continuous suggestion 
of schoolgirl youthfulness that belied 
her actual years.

“Then you arc sending?” she said, as 
though in answer to her own question.

“I’m sorry,” said McKinnon, backing 
away from the chair, that she might 
take it if she chose. “I’m sorry, but 
I’ve just stopped for the night!”

For the first time, he was conscious 
of the fact that he had been at work in 
his shirt-sleeves, and that these sleeves 
were wofully soiled. He took down his 
coat and struggled into it. The young 
woman noticed the movement, grateful­
ly, and sank into the chair he had aban­
doned for her.

“But can you not get somebody?” she 
asked. There was no note of pleading 
in her voice, but the mute appeal of her 
eyes, as they rested on his, made him 
suddenly change his mind.

“I've been having trouble with that 
tuner of mine,” he explained. “It’s 
rather hard for us to pick up anything 
on a thick night like this, you know. 
But I’ll try.”

She bent a little to one side as he 
leaned over the table and threw down 
the switch-lever. They were side by 
side, almost touching each other. Me 
caught the key in his fingers and the 
blue spark once more leaped and ex­
ploded across the spark-gap. The girl 
watched him with intent eyes and 
slightly parted lips as he fitted the “set” 
to his head and listened, with the phones 
pressed against his ears.

McKinnon was keenly conscious of 
her presence there, so close beside him. 
There was something perversely and in­
sidiously exhilarating in it. It made 
him forget the hour and the fact that 
he was bone-tired. The orderlylike 
stewardess, fluttering about, he sup­
posed, somewhere beyond the closed 
door, alone took the romance out of a 
visit so deliberately secret. He turned 
to his key again, and again called 
through the night. Then he adjusted 
his phones and listened. He finally put 

down his “set,” with a shake of the 
head.

“I’m afraid we’ll have to wait until 
morning,” he said. “If you’ll leave the 
message, I'll file it.”

The woman handed him the message­
form, with her intent eyes still on his. 
“Must I pay now?” she asked.

“It will be charged against your 
stateroom; the purser will collect it be­
fore you land,” explained the operator, 
as he jabbed the message on his send- 
hook, with a businesslike sweep of the 
hand.

“But you will see that it’s sent ?” she 
asked, as she rose to her feet.

“It will be off before you're up,” 
McKinnon answered, watching her as 
she drew the heavy folds of her veil 
close down over her face. She looked 
back, at the door, with a timidly auda­
cious nod of the head. The next mo­
ment the door closed, and she was gone.

McKinnon, still conscious of the 
subtle fragrance that filled the room, 
swung about to his table. He paused 
only a second, to w’onder a little at 
this faint but persistent perfume that 
seemed to have charged and effeminized 
the very atmosphere about him. Then 
he reached out to the send-hook, and 
quickly unspeared the message.

He looked at it for several moments, 
without moving. Then he passed his 
hands over his tired eyes and reread the 
words. They were addressed to En­
rique Luis Carbo, Locombian Consulate, 
New Orleans, and they said:

Am on board Latninian with Ganley, bound 
from New York to Puerto Locombia. Ad­
vise necessary quarters. Alicia Boynton.

McKinnon was still peering down at 
the message in his hand, when he was 
startled by the sound of some one at 
his door. Even before he could re­
store the message to the hook, this door 
was opened, and as quickly closed again. 
It was the girl who had just left him. 
He noticed that she was panting. She 
leaned against the jamb, for a minute 
or two, as though weak from fright.

“What is it?” the operator asked.
“Oh, it’s nothing!” she faltered, 

struggling bravely enough to regain her 



composure. Her answer was not alto­
gether convincing.

“What has happened ?” persisted the 
startled operator.

She moved away from the door, in 
a listening attitude.

“It was a man!” she tried to explain, 
inadequately. “He frightened me !”

“Hut what man ?’’
“A stranger—somebody outside !"
“You mean that he dared to speak to 

you ?”
There was a moment’s silence.
“No,” she answered in her low voice. 

“But it was the shock of seeing him, 
so—so unexpectedly !”

McKinnon stepped across the cabin 
and stood near her. His efforts to 
catch some clearer glimpse of the veiled 
face were fruitless.

“Won't you sit down until you feel 
better

"No, no, I must go! It’s so late. I 
must go!”

But she still hesitated.
“Shall I take you to your cabin?” he 

ventured.
She showed actual alarm at this.
“Oh, no; that is out of the question! 

But if you will turn down your lights, 
until I have slipped away!”

Pie snapped out the electrics. He 
could hear her, in the darkness, quietly 
opening the door. She stood there 
looking out for several moments. “Good 
night,” she whispered gratefully, as she 
slipped across the deck, and was gone.

McKinnon stood looking after her, 
deep in thought.

VI.
It was the next morning that the 

I.aminian ran into a coastwise gale that 
left her decks clear of passengers’ and 
her funnels white with salt. The in­
termittent crackle of “static” from the 
humming “aerials” kept obliterating the 
etheric “splash” of the Laimniait’s low- 
powered coils. The ship was left inar­
ticulate and alone on her course. Be­
yond the erratic “sneeze” and “cough” 
of the atmospheric electricity there was 
no answering voice within McKinnon’s 

sternly delimited radius of communica­
tion.

The weather disturbed McKinnon 
much less than did his own state of 
mind. The day, which was one of 
brain-fogging pitching and tossing 
about his cabin, left everything con­
nected with the night before still in sus­
pense. The ship seemed a deserted one. 
Captain Yandel and his officers sat 
alone before the “racks” of the musty- 
odored tables. No one ventured on 
deck. McKinnon, during that enforced 
armistice, escaped a day of total in­
action by packing away his belongings. 
That task accomplished, he overhauled 
his helix and drafted a casing for his 
dynamo. As the afternoon deepened into 
evening and the wind fell, he coerced 
his attention on his Ruhmkorff-coil 
models; and he was still studying over 
his reed-disk apparatus when an unex­
pected tap sounded on his door.

Even before he had time to answer, 
the door itself was opened. It was the 
girl in the blue gown, his visitor of the 
night before. She looked back, one in­
tent moment, as though to make sure 
she was not being watched or followed. 
Then she quietly closed the door and 
as quietly slid the brass bolt that stood 
under the knob, locking herself in the 
cabin.

She smiled a little, nervously and yet 
spiritedly, as she caught sight of the 
other’s concerned and puzzled face. 
Then her own face became quite sober. 
Again . McKinnon was conscious of a 
faint perfume pervading the place. It 
seemed as finely feminine to him as the 
rustling of skirts.

“Could I speak to you ?” she asked, 
a little disturbed at the other’s continued 
silence. “I have something to explain,” 
she continued, “something in which you 
might help me.”

The flow of her English seemed as 
even and natural as the flow of a river, 
yet there still remained that puzzling 
and piquant undercurrent of the exotic.

“You do not mind?” she asked, ob­
viously puzzled by his continued aloof­
ness. It w'as plain that she was not a 
woman who frequently asked favors of 
men.



“Of course I don’t mind! It’s only 
that a visit like this might be miscon­
strued----- ”

She shrugged her shoulders, ambig­
uously, and sank into the steamer-chair. 
McKinnon discreetly slid back the shut­
ter of his cabin window. He took the 
further precaution of drawing the faded 
denim curtain. The woman watched 
the operation, with her mild and medi­
tative gaze still on the figure before her. 
Then she motioned for him to sit down. 
She noticed his eyes on the door in 
apprehension, and she smiled a little. 
Then she became serious again, and 
peered studiously about the room.

“You could put me in there,” she 
suggested, with a satiric motion toward 
the operator’s closet door.

McKinnon seemingly took her query 
in good faith, for he threw open the 
door and peered inside. His troubled 
look returned to him.

“There would scarcely be room,” he 
explained. “It’s so crowded and shal­
low, you see!”

“It would be an adventure,” she 
maintained, making due allowance for 
his lack of humor.

He agreed with her that it would. 
He even laughed at the thought of it, 
infected a little by her .spirit of quiet 
audacity. But as be let his eyes rest 
on hers, there remained with him the 
stubborn yet vague impression that her 
presence there was the preamble for 
some deeper and undivulged purpose. 
The seconds lengthened themselves into 
a minute, and still neither spoke. They 
were still gazing at each other, when 
the sound of a quick step on the deck 
without fell on their ears.

The woman stood up, with a little 
gasp. The look on her face changed 
into one of appeal. McKinnon, im­
pressed with her fear, also rose to his 
feet. They could hear the locked cabin 
door being impatiently shaken.

“What shall I do?” whispered the 
woman. The operator pointed toward 
his clothes-closet. It was the only re­
source. He motioned for her to step 
into it, as he himself crossed the cabin 
toward the outer door, on which some 
one was now impatiently knocking.

There was a fleeting rustle of dra­
pery, a warning pressure of one slender 
finger against the woman’s lips, and 
a moment later she had disappeared into 
her place of hiding, and had swung 
back the door. McKinnon, as soon as 
he saw she was safe, withdrew his bolt. 
In the frame of light stood the great 
wide-shouldered figure of Duffy. He 
waited there, without advancing, for 
several seconds. But McKinnon could 
see his slowly roving eye as it took in 
each detail of the stateroom. He be­
trayed no surprise and no curiosity, but 
across his face flitted a veiled look of 
apprehension.

“Are you alone ?” he asked.
McKinnon nodded.
“Busy ?” he next demanded.
The single word bristled with some­

thing more than interrogation. But 
McKinnon felt that he was not in a po­
sition to resent it. He stooped over 
the last of his wireless models, and 
lifted the box back against the closet 
door.

“I am packing away my Stuff for the 
night,” he answered, as he turned back 
to his operating-table and caught up his 
ear-phones. His action, in doing so, 
was simply a rite of repudiation. The 
gesture was not lost on the other man.

“I guess you’re busy to-night,” he 
said;* “I won’t take up your time. All 
I wanted was to close up that agree­
ment of ours.”

He reached into his pocket and drew 
out his roll of bills, placidly, with the 
businesslike unconcern of a man con­
temptuous of small transactions. He 
counted off nine hundred and forty dol­
lars, folded them together and flung 
them on the pine table. McKinnon, all 
the while, was thinking of the half-shut 
closet door.

“That puts us even, doesn’t it?” 
Duffy said, backing away a little. His 
movement brought him nearer to the 
ever-menacing door.

McKinnon was not in a state to ar­
gue it out with him. His strangely self­
frustrating wish was still to cry every­
thing off. But he was afraid of some 
second complication.

“Yes, that makes us even,” he ad­



mitted, suddenly remembering he had 
a witness to the strange business in 
hand. The intruder stepped back to the 
table again.

“Then we’ll both sign these duplicate 
slips of paper, so we'll know where we 
stand.” he suggested.

After Duffy had ponderously signed 
his name, with a heavy, gold-banded 
fountain pen, the operator took his 
place. The paper seemed nothing more 
than a receipt, yet something about its. 
wording was repugnant to him. He did 
not take time to analyze this feeling: 
he was too oppressed by the thought of 
the woman and the near-by door. He 
ventured one half-hearted objection, 
however, as Duffy thrust the pen in his 
hand.

“I can’t say I altogether like this!” 
he complained.

“Where d’you want it changed?” 
Duffy demanded, as he fell to pacing the 
cabin. His wandering threw McKin­
non into a sudden panic.

“It’s not the wording—it’s the sign­
ing of a thing like this.”

"Of course it is,” the other agreed, 
mild and indulging, as a doctor might 
be with a restless patient. “But weren't 
you saying you wanted to make this 
every-day work of yours a little more 
romantic ?”

Fie had stopped in front of the closet 
door, and was apparently studying the 
faded map of the Caribbean. The posi­
tion was perilous.

“Where do I sign ?” demanded Mc­
Kinnon, bringing the other man back to 
his side at the table.

The ink was scarcely dry on the pa­
pers before a change crept into Duffy’s 
manner. He seemed more sure of him­
self, more conscious of master}' over an 
ally, who, if a reluctant one, was still 
an ally.

He folded the receipt and dropped it 
into his leather wallet. Then he placed 
the wallet in his breast pocket; his 
movements were always ponderous and 
deliberative.

“Remember, this means a devil of a- 
lot to me! I’ll have to depend on you 
to do the right thing, when the time 
comes.”

“It’s not that bad, is it ?” the opera­
tor asked, with an effort at humor, as 
he pocketed his copy of the paper.

“It may be as bad as either of us 
could imagine,” Duffy retorted.

“If that’s the way it’s shaping, I’d 
better draw out of it!”

McKinnon seemed more and more re­
sentful of the other’s attitude of mas­
terfulness.

Duffy slowly tapped the pocket which 
held his wallet.

“It's too late for you to draw out of 
it,” he declared, with heat. Then his 
mounting tinge of anger went suddenly 
out of his face.

“Pshaw, what’re we squabbling about, 
anyway?” he cried. “We're both ma­
king easy money out of this, and that’s 
an end of it. We’ll have time to talk, 
later on. And I guess you’re busy to­
night.”

There was a veiled tone of mockery 
in his voice that left McKinnon a lit­
tle troubled. He followed his visitor 
to the stateroom door, in silence.

“We’ll pull together,” assuaged Duf­
fy, largely, suavely, as. he stepped out 
on the deck. “We've got to, eh?” He 
laughed a little as he said “Good 
night!”

“Good night!” answered the opera­
tor.

The stateroom door had scarcely 
closed before the woman had pushed 
aside the model-case and was out of her 
hiding-place. Her face had lost its last 
vestige of color.

“Oh !” she cried, pantingly, and noth­
ing more.

“Hush!” said the alarmed operator, 
listening at the closed door.

She stood there, breathing hard, with 
her hand on her breast.

“What is it?”
“That man!’’ the woman exclaimed. 

She looked older now, under the try­
ing white light of the electrics. Her 
aura of belated youth had in some way 
fallen away from her. “Madre de Dios, 
do you know who that man is ?”

“Pie’s an agent named Duffy,” ex­
plained McKinnon. “He’s acting for 
the information bureau of the Consoli­
dated Fruit Concern.” He was about 



to say more, but on second thoughts 
he kept silent.

“Duffy I” cried the woman in deri­
sion, “Duffy!”

Then she drew herself up and gazed 
at her companion with what seemed a 
look of mingled wonder and contempt 
wrinkling her low white brow.

“And you two are working togeth­
er?” she murmured.

“Yes, in a way.”
“But how ?” she demanded. “How 

are you acting with him?”
Her alarm did not seem to disconcert 

him.
“It’s not exactly a partnership. He’s 

simply shadowing a man on this boat. 
I’ve promised to help him out, when 
the time comes.”

“How help him out?”
“If you must know, by holding back 

certain despatches.”
“But whose despatches?” still de­

manded the woman.
“Despatches for the man he’s shad­

owing, of course 1”
“But still you don’t tell me who this 

man is!” cried the impatient woman. 
McKinnon found it hard to fathom the 
source of her anxieties.

“I mean this man called Ganley,” he 
explained, concealing his growing im­
patience.

“Ganley !” echoed the woman.
“Yes, Ganley,” retorted the other. He 

noticed that her breath was corning in 
short gasps by this time and that her 
face was as white as his cabin walls.

“Ganley!” she cried. “Why, the 
man zvho zvcnt out of this cabin five 
minutes ago is Ganley!"

VII.
There was a silence of several sec­

onds.
“That man was Ganley?” foolishly 

repeated the operator. His face, as he 
peered back at the woman, was almost 
vacuous. He had expected surprises, he 
had prepared himself for emergencies. 
But this was more than he had counted 
on.

The frightened-eyed woman still con­
fronted him, her face seeming one of 

pity touched with fear. When she next 
moved her gesture was almost that of a 
person wringing their hands.

“And you have promised to act with 
this man?” she little more than whis­
pered. “You have taken his money?”

“But he came to me as a man named 
Duffy. He’s the man who’s got to turn 
Ganley over to the authorities the mo­
ment we touch at Locombia.” •*

Still again the woman’s wide and 
pitying eyes rested on his face.

“They are making a tool of you,” was 
all she said.

“Of me?”
“Of you! They are deceiving you— 

they mean to make use of you.”
“But how?”
The woman remained silent. Mc­

Kinnon stood before her, perplexed, lost 
in a moment of troubled thought.

“Then who are you?" he suddenly 
demanded, noting her quick glance 
down at her little jeweled watch. He 
felt, as she stood there compelling her­
self to calmness, that there was some­
thing epochal in the moment, that in 
some way the uncomprehended was 
about to reveal itself.

He turned slowly about and relocked 
the cabin door. Then he sat down op­
posite the broken steamer-chair in which 
she was already leaning back so wear­
ily.

“You want to know who that man 
is ?” she said, at last.

"I want to know who you are.”
“That will come later,” she explained. 

And again she leaned back wearily and 
sat there with her eyes closed. Mc­
Kinnon studied her face, line by line, 
from the pale ivory of her dark-browed 
forehead to the tender curve of her al­
most statuelike chin, for the shadowy 
and thick-planted lashep did not lift 
from her cheek until she began to speak 
again.

“The man who was in this room is 
Kaiser Ganley—King-maker Ganley 
they call him everywhere south of 
Guatemala. His business is to make 
revolutions. He has agents in almost 
every one of the Central American re­
publics, in New York, in Cuba, in New 
Orleans—everywhere. When he sees 



signs of unrest, he sends a man to strike 
a bargain with the enemies of the gov­
ernment. He waits like a buzzard on 
a housetop, until his meal is ready. 
Then he is given money, and he brings 
so many men and so many carbines, and 
so many niules and machine guns. 
Sometimes it’s for the patriots, some­
times it’s for railway charters, or for 
mine rights. Sometimes it’s for rub­
ber and coffee concessions. A more 
conciliatory man must be made dicta­
tor, or a more dependable friend must 
be set up as president! That’s the way 
he won the Caqjieta Asphalt concession; 
that’s why he never dares land in Brazil 
or be seen in Venezuela again!”

She paused for a moment. Then 'she 
added:

“And now he has the rebellion in Lo­
combia. The Locombian president has 
been called the ‘Friend of Foreigners’; 
he has been good to the Americanos. 
He is modern and progressive; he is 
the----- "

“Are you a Locombian ?”
“I am not a Locombian,” answered 

the woman, after the slightest pause. 
“But I have my interests in that coun­
try. Oh, believe me, I know this man 
to be its enemy! He is fighting for the 
downfall of its government. His plan 
is made. He is qnly waiting for the 
end. Now, to-night, while we sit here, 
his men—deluded peons and beach­
combers and paid mercenaries—are 
drawing up closer and closer on Guari- 
qui. They are to wait there ; they are 
to be moved, like wooden pawns on a 
chess-board, when he orders it, and in 
the manner he orders. On the thirteenth 
of the month, a revolutionist, wearing 
the uniform of the government, is to 
assault an American citizen in the 
Prado of Puerto Locombia. A Mobile 
ore-boat is to take the assaulter on 
board, openly. He is to be dragged 
ashore again by government officers. 
Roof-tiles are to be flung down on these 
officers, as they pass through the town. 
Arrests, of course, will follow. That 
will arouse the people—they are so fool­
ish in their hate for the Americanos. 
And while this is going on, many miles 
up the coast machine guns will be 

landed, and tubs of cartridges, and two 
thousand rifles.”

“But how do you know all this?” 
“It became my duty to know it!” 
“But why?”
“Because my brother is Arturo 

Boynton, the Locombian minister of 
war,” she answered, after a moment's 
silence.

McKinnon gazed at her in wonder. 
“Is he a Locombian?”

“No.”
“Then why the Arturo?”
“That was a concession to local prej­

udices,” she answered, after still an­
other moment’s pause.

“But why such concessions? You 
see, you’ll have to be perfectly frank 
with me.”

She smiled a little. It was not a smile 
of condescension, for her earnest eyes 
were almost deprecative as she looked 
at him.

“That will mean a sad lot of family 
history,” she said with a little shrug, as 
exotic, almost, as the Southern inflec­
tion of her voice.

He laughed a little, too, for all the 
anxiety that was weighing on him.

“But, you see, we have to understand 
each other’s position in this.” 1

“My brother went to Guariqui seven 
years ago.” she said, quite sober by this 
time. “He was compelled to go there 
to look after my father’s lost nitrate 
claims.”

“Your father, then, was an Ameri­
can?” interrupted McKinnon. He felt 
glad, in some vague way, as he saw 
her head-shake of assent.

“We are—or rather, we used to be 
the New Orleans Boyntons,” she an­
swered. “But father had interests in 
Argentina, cattle-lands and things, and 
property in Belgrano, where the Eng­
lish-speaking colony is, just outside 
Buenos Ayres. So for nine years 
Buenos Ayres was our home—if you 
could say we ever had a home. But 
as I wanted to tell you, my brother 
Arturo was a mining engineer. I think, 
too, he had a good deal of father’s 
spirit of adventure. He saw great 
chances in Locombia, but what was 
more important, he found that the alti­



tude of Guariqui agreed with him. So 
he stayed on and on, and kept working 
harder and harder, and getting newer 
interests, until finally he undertook to 
work the abandoned government mines 
with Doctor Duran. They were copper- 
mines.”

“Do you mean Duran the president ?”
“Yes ; but that was before he had been 

made president. Indeed, when Duran 
first actively entered Locombian poli­
tics he persuaded my brother to join 
him. I was at school then, in France 
—but I know that when their party 
came into power my brother found him­
self in Duran’s cabinet, as minister of 
war.”

“And you are going down there to 
face all this ?’’ McKinnon asked, with 
a vaguely comprehensive wrave of the 
arm.

The woman said “Yes”; she looked 
very slender and fragile and unsuited to 
the ways of war, above all things, to 
the ways of Latin-American guerrilla 
war.

“But that seems as brutal, as un­
thinkable, as a girl going into a ring 
with two prize-fighters,” he tried to ex­
plain to her.

“Yes, I know; but I’m not going into 
the ring,” she answered. “All I can 
do is hover about the outside edges of it, 
and do what I can when I know there 
is underhand work, when there is foul 
play like this going on.”

“Then that brings us straight back to 
the question of just why you are go­
ing back to Locombia at such a time,” 
McKinnon patiently insisted.

“But Guariqui is my home—it is the 
only home I have now.” She noticed 
the fleeting look of concern, that 
amounted to anxiety, overspreading his 
face, and she hastened to add, with her 
slow and almost mournful smile: “You 
know, they often speak of it as the Paris 
of America! And there’s something 
appealing in the life, when you’ve got 
used to it—the stir and color and ro­
mance and movement of it all!”

“But you see you haven’t yet quite 
explained why you are going back to 
Locombia.”

Tier deep and troubled eyes seemed 

to be weighing him; she seemed to be 
pondering his possible weakness and 
strength.

“How can I explain to you, when 
you’re a paid agent of Ganley’s?”

“Don’t be too sure of that!” McKin­
non ejaculated, with more feeling ap­
parently than the woman had expected.

“You mean you may not work with 
him?”

“If you like to take it that way!”
“But he has won you over to his side 

—he has captured you against your 
will!”

“I don’t quite understand!” persisted 
the operator.

“No, but Ganley does. That’s why 
he has bought you over, and led you 
into his power in this way.” She was 
speaking more rapidly now; a bright­
ened color had come into her cheeks.

“But how am I in his power?” Mc­
Kinnon asked.

“What was the paper you signed? 
What have you promised? What was 
the money paid over to you for?”

“To hold back certain messages.”
“Yes, to hold back messages. And 

why do that ?’’
“So that this man Ganley—the man 

he calls Ganley—can be held at Puerto 
Locombia.”

“You mean the other man, the man in 
the cabin ? Then you don’t believe what 
I have said about the real Ganley ?”

“I don’t know what to believe1” the 
non-committal McKinnon complained, 
studying the woman’s face. The only 
conclusion he came to was that it was a 
disturbingly beautiful one.

She was silent for a moment, appar­
ently deep in thought.

“I don’t ask you to believe me now 
—it's not fair. But do you realize 
where you stand ?”

The solemnity of her mapner, more 
than her words, prompted McKinnon to 
ask: “Where do you think I stand ?”

“Before danger you scarcely dream 
of;” answered the young woman, re­
turning his gaze. “It’s not so much that 
you have formed an alliance with a 
criminal, an outlaw, who, would have to 
face a fusilado the moment he was 
caught in Guariqui. But it’s the fact 



that he’s as treacherous with his friends 
as with his foes. You have declared 
yourself his partner. He will hold you 
to it. He will use this paper you 
signed as a proof that you accepted 
hush-money, if it suits his purpose to 
do so. He will claim you agreed to 
work with him. He will hold this over 
you and force you to act for him.”

“But why should I stand for coer­
cion like that?” asked the undisturbed 
McKinnon.

“What would you do? You can’t go 
to your captain; nor to your company. 
It’s too late for that. You’ve cut'your­
self off from them. But that isn’t the 
real danger. The real danger is that 
Ganley’s the actual head of the revolu­
tionary Junta and that he can now show 
that you, too, are one of them!”

"That I’m one of them ?” echoed the 
other.

“He holds a document which practic­
ally brands you as a Locombian revo­
lutionist. We are being carried to a 
country where things move strangely 
and quickly. If Duran has the upper 
hand when we reach Puerto Locombia, 
you dare not, make one move against 
this man Ganley.”

“I dare not, you say ?”
“If you do, he will have you handed 

over to Duran's officers as an enemy 
of the government—and he will have 
his document to prove it. If Duran has 
been deposed, then Ganley is the open 
and undisputed master, and what he or­
ders, you will have to carry out!"

“But I’m not going down there to be 
that government’s catspaw!”

“How will you escape it?”
“I’ll call Ganley up here and get 

that paper back!”
Alicia Boynton laughed quietly and 

wearily, with an upthrust of her shoul­
ders.

“Can’t.you see that it’s too late? The 
price ha? been paid; the bargain’s been 
struck. A man like Ganley never trades 
back. The mistake was in the signing 
of the paper. It was a manifesto, a 
confession. It was the last will and 
testament of your good name.”

McKinnon, who had been pacing the 

cabin, suddenly swung about and faced 
the young woman in the steamer-chair.
/‘Why are you saying all this to me?” 

he demanded.
Her troubled eyes rested on him, al­

most in pity. He was, after all, little 
more than a boy.

“Because we are facing a common 
danger,” she answered, at last. “Be­
cause we may yet have to work to­
gether to escape from that danger.”

“But you haven’t told me anything! 
You haven't explained how or why you 
are in this danger!”

Again her studious eyes seemed to 
be weighing and judging him. He 
knew, by the mournful anxiety that 
crept slowly into her face as she 
watched him, that her decision was not 
altogether a flattering one.

“I am here because there was no. one 
to take my place,” she answered, simply 
enough. “I can’t explain everything, 
now, but I knew they were plotting 
against Guariqui, and against my broth­
er.' I knew, at the last moment, that 
Ganley was hurrying to Locombia, and 
I knew that the authorities at Wash­
ington were sending a cruiser to the 
Caribbean, to be near in case of 
trouble.”

“You mean the Princeton?” McKin­
non asked.

The woman nodded.
“Listen,” she went on, after another 

moment of thought. “Anything may 
happen before we reach Puerto Locom- 
bia. If the Junta have carried out Gan­
ley’s plans, everything will be ready for 
his coup d'etat. If the revolutionists 
hold Puerto Locombia we will at once 
be placed in quarantine there. That 
will be their pretext for keeping us 
prisoners of war. It is an old trick. 
They draw what they call a ‘dead-line’ 
and they shoot every one who crosses it. 
That will leave everj'thing clear for 
Ganley to land; we will be held there 
until Guariqui is carried. That will not 
be easy, of course, unless the field-guns 
have already been landed. The Palace 
is of stone; it could stand to the last— 
it was built for such purposes. It could 
hold out for weeks, with only the presi­
dent’s body-guard, until help came.”



“From where?’’ asked McKinnon.
“That is what I must explain ! When 

Duran installed the electric-light plant 
at Puerto Locombia, he put up a wire­
less station, one at the coast, and an­
other on the Palace at Guariqui. Unless 
the guns have been landed, there is to 
be no assault on the capital until Gan­
ley has been heard from. Puerto Lo­
combia, of course, will be in the hands 
of the revolutionists. They will de­
stroy the wireless station at the coast. 
There are few or no ships there now. 
on account of the yellow fever. It’s not 
the fever, of course, but the quarantine, 
the weeks and weeks of imprisonment, 
they are afraid of. This ship will be 
the only one in the roadstead. You are 
equipped with wireless. That means 
you will be able to talk with Guariqui. 
If Duran and my brother are shut up 
there, calling for help, you will be the 
only person to hear their messages. 
Can’t you understand? The Guariqui 
station is not one of high power. It 
can’t possibly call beyond the coast. Yet 
the cruiser is to be lying somewhere be­
tween Culebra and Locombia, waiting 
to help, only too anxious to interfere at 
the first official call. But that call can 
never reach them without being relayed 
from the roadstead, out across the 
Caribbean. You may be the only per­
son who can hear and understand Gua­
riqui's cry for help!"

VIII.
McKinnon drew in his breath, sharp­

ly, but he did not speak.
“Can't you understand ?” the woman 

was saying. “Ganley has thought this 
all out. He found out we carry wire­
less equipment. He knew this cal! would 
come to us. He has foreseen that we 
could, relay it from Puerto Locombia to 
the Princeton. He knows that you, and 
you alone, could send that message out 
of Locombia.’’

“And he's tried to tie me up, to keep 
me from sending it! And those first 
despatches he filed were simply blinds!”

“Just as his pretense of shadowing 
Ganley was a blind !”

McKinnon fell to pacing the cabin 

again. The woman watched him, with­
out speaking. Then the operator came 
to a sudden pause.

“But I’m not free yet. That schemer 
still has me tied down to him. We 
haven't got that paper out of his hands.’’

The woman nodded her head slowly, 
without any outward e’motion.

“He could still discredit me with the 
captain of this tub! He’d show us both 
to be a pair of liars the moment we tried 
to corner him 1”

"And once at Puerto Locombia he 
can have us dragged ashore! And if 
Guariqui falls he can have us held as 
enemies of the new government!”

“This is a nice mess!’’ half-groaned 
McKinnon, in a derisive moment of 
self-contempt. He seemed to have for­
gotten the presence of the woman. She 
rose from her chair and stood before 
him.

"We have to get back that foolish 
paper," she said. “Before everything 
else we must get back your receipt!”

The quiet determination of her voice 
startled him a little. He stood regard­
ing her, with a new light in his eyes. 
All his training had been repressional; 
his life had taught him to resist every 
threatened surrender to the emotional. 
Yet as he saw her there, so isolated 
from her kind, so unfitted for the tasks 
before her, so insidiously appealing in 
her fragile womanhood,. a warm and 
winelike current of sympathy began to 
creep incongruously through his veins. 
She must have caught some inkling of 
that soft invasion, for suddenly, and 
without apparent reason, her face deep­
ened in color, and then grew paler than 
before. She held out her hand, as 
though to bridge the awkward silence 
that had fallen between them. Mc­
Kinnon saw it was a gesture of fare­
well.

“Will you promise me to do nothing 
until I have got this receipt back for 
you?” she asked, as he still held her 
outstretched hand.

“But why should you fight my battles 
for me?” he asked, wincing a little be­
fore her open and courageous gaze. “I 
can’t have you turn highwayman for 
me!”



There was welling up in him a way- ’ 
ward sense of guardianship over her 
isolated and fragile figure, of responsi­
bility for her safety and well-being.

“It must be done 1” she declared, with 
a bitterness that surprised him a little. 
“There are two doors to Ganley's cabin. 
It is one of a suite. I can get in 
through one of those doors."

“Through one of those doors?” 
echoed the man before her.

“Yes, to-night.”
“To-night?” cried McKinnon, looking 

down at her in mingled protest and as­
tonishment.

“Hush 1” she warned, with her fingers 
held up close before his face. Their ac­
cidental contact with his lips sent a 
responsive thrill through his nervous 
body.

“But I won’t hear of you doing this 
sort of thing, just because I’ve been all 
kinds of a fool. I’m going to this man 
Duffy, or Ganley, or whatever his name 
is—I’m going to face him myself, and 
make him put this whole thing right.”

“That is impossible,” she warned him, 
in her tense whisper. “You do not un­
derstand. You don’t know this man’s 
ways!”

He could see some definite yet mys­
terious fear shadowed on her face.

“But think of what you’re threaten­
ing to do!” McKinnon argued. “You 
have to break into this brute’s cabin 
and steal back a receipt! Think of the 
risk you’d be running!”

“It has to be done; the sooner it's 
done, the better.”

“But why does it have to be done in 
this way?” persisted McKinnon.

Her unuttered misery, her inarticu­
late anxiety, more and more disturbed 
and depressed him. But there were 
many things on which he was still un­
certain, and above all things, he must 
go slow. The woman confronting him 
must have seen some flash of doubt on 
his face, for she caught at his arm with 
a sudden little movement that was as 
imploring as it was feminine.

“You don’t trust me? You don’t be­
lieve what I have told you?” she cried, 
in her hurrying, low-toned whisper.

“No, no; it’s not that!” McKinnon 

answered. “But I can’t see my way out 
—I can’t see what it’s all leading to.”

“But nothing can happen now, here 
at sea. And you will understand later. 
Promise me you’ll wait!”

“Yes; but wait for what?"
“Until you are free to act, and you 

know what I have said is true.”
He took a turn up and down the 

cabin. “Is this paper so important? I 
mean, isn’t this a lot of fuss and feath­
ers about a small thing?"

“It's one of the small things that 
count in war—and this is war.”

Still again he felt the inapposite and 
insidious appeal of her womanhood. It 
wound about him and tugged at him, 
eroding away his self-will, his old-time 
careless audacity of spirit, like a cur­
rent eating under a sand-bank. It made 
sacrifice on her behalf a burden to be 
almost gladly borne.

“Only promise me that you’ll wait!” 
she pleaded. His career had been one 
of much contention; but never before 
had he been compelled to fight against 
what seemed his own self-interest. He 
felt, in doing so, that he was being 
thrust and involved in entanglements 
which should have been evaded as mere 
side-issues. He even marveled at his 
sheer lack of resentment against capit­
ulation so indeterminate and yet so com­
plete.

“Promise me!” she whispered. He 
wanted to beg for time, to think things 
out, but her troubled face was bewil- 
deringly close to his, and the memory 
that he was not innocent of the anxiety 
weighing upon her made him more and 
more miserable.

“I promise,” he answered. The clasp 
of her hand sent a second inapposite 
tingle of joy through his body.

“You -dill wait?” she insisted, as 
though doubly to impress on each of 
them some future course of action. 
“You will say nothing until I have 
done what I promise ?”

“There’s nothing I can say or do,” he 
replied, still demanding of himself if it 
could be right to put her to such a test.

“Then remember,” she said, and her 
voice was little more t1;an a whisper. 
“We are acting together.”



McKinnon still stood there, watching 
her, as she opened the cabin door and 
stepped out to the wet and gloomy deck. 
Something about her departure so par­
alleled that of the man who had gone 
before her that the coincidence struck 
him, with a start. It brought the 
thought through him like an arrow, that 
he had in some way pledged himself to 
two opponents, that he had made a 
promise to act for two enemies. This 
was followed by a second and an equal­
ly disturbing thought: he had not once 
been honest or open with her; he was 
letting his lack of candor make her path 
a harder one than she deserved.

He sprang through the door, after 
her, swept by a sudden fierce fire of self- 
hate. A moment later, he had called 
her back, across the midnight gloom of 
the dripping and rocking deck.

“I haven’t been, fair with you!” he 
confessed, as she stepped into the cabin, 
her eyes wide with wonder. He made 
sure the deck was empty, and closed 
the door. Then, with an obvious effort, 
lie wheeled nervously about and faced 
her.

"I haven't told you what I ought to 
have told you,” he began. “But it’s not 
too late. And it may not be too late 
for us to get out of this mess—and get 
out of it in the right way!”

“But what way?” she asked, puzzled 
by his unheralded change of front.

“The quick way, and the sure way!” 
he answered, swinging across the cabin 
until he stood before his switch-lever. 
His hand hovered about the apparatus 
as he went on. “I mean our way out is 
to get the Princeton, now, to-night, 
before she’s out of touch with us! I 
mean it’s best for us to play our card at 
once, when it’s not too late! The 
Princeton has already passed us, on her 
way to Culebra, to replace the gunboat 
Eagle; she’s leaving us farther and 
farther behind, every hour!”

“But what do we gain by getting the 
Princeton now?” Alicia Boynton de­
manded.

He was at the key by this time, and 
the “crash—rash—rrrrash” of the great 
spark as it leaped and exploded from 
the discharging-rods filled the cabin 

with a peremptory and authoritative tu­
mult of sound. The woman stood 
watching him, spellbound. A moment 
later, McKinnon’s left hand was fidget­
ing above his “tuner,” while his right 
pressed a phone-receiver close to his 
ear.

“What we’ve got to do is to get that 
cruiser to Puerto Locombia,” he hur­
riedly went on, as he waited there, with­
out looking up. “She will be needed; 
she is needed; and she may as well be 
told of it, nor. I mean we’ll do what 
we’ve got to do while the way’s still 
clear!”

“But you have no power to do this!” 
demurred the puzzled woman. "You 
are not the President of the United 
States! You have no authority to or­
der about a battleship!”

“I'll make the authority!” he cried, as 
he sprang to his key and once more 
called through the night. “You’ve said 
just enough to give me my chance, to 
make my course plain. American in­
terests are threatened in Guariqui, at 
this very moment; American property 
lias already been destroyed in Puerto 
Locombia. It's only forestalling the 
inevitable! I mean I’m going to send 
an official call for that cruiser, myself!”

The woman looked at him in amaze­
ment as he swung about and clapped 
the phones once more to his ears.

"If we can only get her!” he half­
groaned. as he stood with bent head 
and fixed eyes, listening, while the sec­
onds dragged slowly by. “If we can 
only get her!” he repeated, less hope­
fully.

He turned to his switch again, and 
still again the great blue spark erupted 
and crashed and volleyed from the dis­
charging-rods. Then again he waited 
and listened, the lines on his face deep­
ening in the hard light from the electrics 
above him.

“The night’s against us!” he ex­
claimed, almost despairingly, as the 
switch came purringly down on the 
contact-pins and his hand once more 
went out to his key-lever. His fingers 
closed on the handle, but the intended 
call was not sent. No nervous flash of 
blue flame bridged the waiting spark­



gap. For even before he turned, Mc­
Kinnon knew that his cabin door had 
been suddenly opened and that a squat 
and thick-set figure stood there peer­
ing in at him.

“What are you working that key 
for?” demanded the figure. It was the 
thunderous voice of the ship’s master, 
Captain Yandel. McKinnon remem­
bered that he must have overheard the 
spark-kiss at the masthead, from the 
bridge.

“What're you trying to send out 
there?” repeated the officer.

“I’m getting distances from a Stan­
dard Oil tank,” answered the man at 
the table, after just a moment of hesi­
tation.

“Distances at this time o' night?”
“You heard what I said, didn't you?” 

cried the defiant McKinnon.
The enraged officer let his glance 

wander to the woman, who had backed 
away a little, as near to the door as 
possible. McKinnon did not move, but 
he was thinking both hard and fast. 
He had already seen the look .on the 
other man’s face.

“What’s this woman doing here?” de­
manded Captain Yandel.

The operator shot up out of his chair, 
angrily, at the barb in that thunderous 
voice. He kept telling himself to keep 
cool. Yet still again the challenge was 
flung at him.

“What’s this woman doing in this 
station, at this time of night?”

McKinnon turned slowly about.
“Shall I tell him?” he asked. His 

voice was so quiet and seemingly self- 
contained that the woman's first blind 
panic of fear slipped away from her.

“Yes, tell him,” she answered.
The captain strode into the cabin. He 

stood behind Alicia Boynton, a little to 
one side; McKinnon, from the opera­
ting-table, faced the intruder. The tones 
of his voice, as he spoke, carried a tacit 
reproof to his superior, a reproof for 
the boisterous note that had been thrust 
upon their quiet and orderly talk.

“This woman is my wife!”
“Your what?” cried the captain.
“This woman is my wife!” repeated 

the operator, without so much as a 

glance at the panting girl’s colorless 
face. “As you may have the discern­
ment to discover, she is not strong.”

“And what has that to do with it?”
“It has this to do with it—that she is 

making this trip as a cabin passenger. 
I mention the fact because you may see 
her in this cabin again, at many times, 
and at hours quite as unusual as the 
present!”

"I will, will I ?” retorted the other.
“You will! And what’s more, so 

long as I do my duty by this ship, and 
by my company, her presence here calls 
for no insolence, either official or un­
official ! I’m here to do my work, and 
I’m----- ”

“Yes, by Heaven,” broke out the 
irate captain, “you’re here to do your 
work! And I’m going to see you do it 
in the right way, wife or no wife! And 
what’s more, I want you to bear in mind 
that I intend to stay master of this ship ! 
And while I'm master of this ship, I 
want no insolence from upstart wire­
stretchers ! So you do your dcspatchin’ 
in regular hours, and when I say so, or, 
I'll ship you back to your company in 
irons I"

The captain of the Laminian wheeled 
about and strode out of the cabin, 
swinging the door shut with a slam that 
loosened flakes of white-lead paint from 
the ceiling-boards.

“So he’s against t»6 too!” murmured 
the operator.

There was a moment of unbroken si­
lence before the woman looked up. 
“Why did you say that to him ?” she 
demanded, trembling with indignation. 
Even her voice shook a little as she 
spoke. “How dare you say a thing like 
that?”

McKinnon crossed the room, until he 
stood almost at her side.

“I had to say that,” he answered. “It 
was the only way out!”

‘ite- lie, a base lie like that, the only 
way out ?"

“Yes, the only way, for now that man 
must not suspect! Because we’re going 
to fight Ganley together, whatever it 
costs, however it hurts!” he explained 
to her. He took her bewildered and 
weary hand in his, as he spoke. “.hid 



that's zvhy we’re got to save Guariqui 
and all it stands for!”

IX.
It was the next morning that Mc­

Kinnon came unexpectedly face to face 
with Alicia Boynton, in one of the Lam- 
inian’s narrow companionways. He was 
returning to his operating-room, after 
a hurried mockery of a breakfast in the 
ship’s musty-odored dining-saloon, and 
would have passed on with nothing 
more than an unbetraying nod. But the 
anxious-eyed young woman, with a 
barely perceptible gesture, signaled for 
him to turn back.

He followed her at a discreet dis­
tance, ,as she stepped into a damp-car­
peted side corridor flanked by white- 
leaded cabin doors. She quietly opened 
one of these with a half-obliterated “7” 
on its lintel, and motioned him inside. 
He surmised at a glance that it was her 
stateroom. He next noticed that she 
had closed the door and locked it. Some­
thing in the quick decisiveness and di­
rectness of her movements touched him 
to a fleeting moment of admiration. He 
was conscious of the fact, as he turned 
to her, that his earlier sense of uneasi­
ness had departed from him.

“Listen,” said the woman, peering 
impersonally up at him as she spoke, 
and yet standing .%) close that her sleeve 
brushed his hand. “I‘ve been thinking 
a great deal about that foolish receipt. 
It’s the only thing, now, that stands be­
tween us and our freedom of action. 
We have cleared away so much; but this 
still stands between us. I mean it's 
still a danger to you—much more a 
danger than I can make you under­
stand, unless you know how treacher­
ous and vindictive this man Ganley can 
be!”

“But why should I be afraid of Gan­
ley?” McKinnon maintained, "Jsj-can 
fight him in his own way !—I am fight­
ing, him in his own way!”

“You might do it, at home, in your 
own country,” she warned him. “But 
not in Locombia; not anywhere in Latin 
America. He knows his ground too 
well, his tricks and his chances, his bur­

rows of escape when he needs them! 
He would never give you a fighting 
chance. That’s why we must do what 
we can, at once, without delay!”

Still again he marveled at her direct­
ness of purpose and movement, at her 
unequivocating frankness of outlook. 
It implied, he felt, a courage seldom 
demanded or met with in the immured 
and upholstered walks of a modern 
woman's world.

“I thought it could be done this 
morning," she went on-hurriedly, yet 
in a tone so low that he had to stoop 
a little to catch her words. “Ganley 
left his cabin, early; I was ready and 
waiting. The moment he was away, I 
let myself into his room. I had won 
over my stewardess, to help me. She 
had found a pass-key that fitted. I 
could see it was dangerous, and I had 
very little time. But I failed. The re­
ceipt was not there!"

"But you can't do this sort of thing,” 
McKinnon expostulated. He remem­
bered an earlier speech of hers: “It’s 
one o( the small things that count in 
war—and this is war.”

“Isn’t it rather late for going back 
over that ground?" she was saying.

“But this sort of thing involves too 
much risk! It's too unfair to you !”

“I looked through everything as far 
as I could,” the white-faced woman at 
his side went on, not het ling his pro­
test. “I could find no trace of the re­
ceipt.”

“Of course not! He shows the value 
he puts on it by carrying it about his 
person, in his wallet !”

“But there was something else I did 
find out. It is that eight mountain­
guns are to be shipped out of Mobile 
this week, invoiced and crated as steam­
laundry equipment. They are Hotch­
kiss rapid-fire guns, breech-loading, and 
with fixed ammunition. Those are the 
guns that are to be landed somewhere 
in northern Locombia. They can be 
taken apart, piece by piece, and carried 
up through the hills, to Guariqui, on 
burros.”

“And he had the coolness to send out 
a wireless about that equipment!” com­
mented McKinnon. The woman, with 



a warning look, motioned' for him to 
speak more quietly.

“My second discovery was even more 
important. It began with what seems 
to be a note from one of De Brigard’s 
generals. It mentions eighty-eight cases 
of cartridges and 800 Remington rifles 
which are on this ship, and under this 
very deck. The ammunition is in boxes 
of powdered slag and the rifles are dis­
guised as cases of structural iron,’'

“That’s Ganley's work," muttered 
McKinnon.

“As far as I can make out, they in­
tend to commandeer a certain eight­
horse-power track-motor from the Con­
solidated Fruit Concern. They are to 
seize it and take it from the roundhouse 
just north of Puerto Locombia. It’s a 
specially built Birmingham motor of the 
railway department of the Fruit Con­
cern. I can remember when it was first 
imported, a year ago. The new rail­
way construction engineers have been 
using it instead of a coach and locomo­
tive, for inspecting the ore-road exten- 
s;ons and the narrow-gage banana lines 
that have been run out into the Parroto 
plantations. You see, it’s so light in 
weight that six or eight peons can lift it 
about on the track; they can reverse it 
without a turntable. De Brigard’s men 
intend to run this motor out on the rail­
way along the pier, at night, and keep 
it hidden in the Fruit Concern’s weigh- 
scales shed, not forty feet from where 
the Laminian will be sure to dock. 
Then, as far as I can make out, the 
slag-boxes are„ to be quietly dropped 
over the side and piled up in the mo­
tor’s tonneau. Then it is to be hurried 
out along the railway-track to Coconut 
Hill, where everything is to be stored 
in the power-house until the Junta dis­
tributes the supplies to De Brigard’s 
men.’’

“But what power-house is this?’’
“I mean the electric-light power­

house just outside the town."
“This is worth knowing!” said Mc­

Kinnon, his leaping thought already 
struggling to bridge the vicissitudes of 
the future.

“But this isn’t the problem that’s 
blocking our way,” his companion 

warned him. “The first thing we must 
do -is to recover our lost ground. We 
have to get back this receipt that ties 
you down to Ganley!”

“But even for that we have to wait 
our chance I”

“Why not make the chance? Gan­
ley is in hourly dread of every message 
that comes into your wireless-room. He 
insists on censoring anything that might 
betray him. Then, after he has gone 
to bed, to-night, why not send for him 
—hurriedly call him up to your opera- 
ting-room? Why not insist that he 
should come, before he has time to 
dress? The mere fact that he carries 
this receipt about with him on his per­
son, as you said, shows how precious 
he holds it to be. But if he’s caught 
off his guard, in that way, he might 
forget. You might easily enough keep 
him there with you for ten or fifteen 
minutes!’’

“You mean the chances are that he'll 
simply throw on anything that’s nearest 
him, a blanket or a bath-robe, if it’s late 
enough ?”

“Yes.”
“But there's the captain,” objected 

McKinnon. “There’s the scene we went 
through last night!”

“Then wait until the captain has 
gone to his cabin for the night. The 
later it is when you call Ganley, the 
better. I can be waiting. The moment 
he has left his cabin, locked or un­
locked, I can be there making my 
search.”

McKinnon looked down at her, puz­
zled, not by her proposal, but by the 
sheer fact that she could make it.

“Suppose Ganley suspects some­
thing ?”

“He can suspect nothing if we only 
do our part of it in the right way,” 
admonished the youthful intrigante be­
fore him. “He lives in daily dread that 
you may receive messages about the 
Locombian uprising, or his connection 
with it. Then why not assume that a 
despatch has come in, one, for instance, 
stating that De Brigard and Ulloa have 
met, that this revolution about which 
you understand so little has actually be­
gun ? You have no suspicion as to who 



these men really are. It will only be 
natural for you to make inquiries. You 
might even be sending for further par­
ticulars. That would keep him in sus­
pense ; that would hold him there and 
give me the time I need!”

“But if he insisted on not waiting,?”
She stood for a moment or two in 

deep thought.
“Then you would have» to warn me!”
“But how ?”
Again she stood gazing at him with 

meditative eyes.
“By the sound of your spark. You., 

could start >to send quickly. I could 
hear it quite plainly, through the open 
port-hole.”

“But even in that again is a risk. I 
might be sending to hold Ganley, and 
not to warn you.”

They stood in thought for still an­
other moment or two. McKinnon was 
not altogether unconscious of her pres­
ence, so companionably close to him. 
Until that day, he had faced the isola­
tion of the man who plans and fights 
alone. There was something vaguely 
consoling in the thought of comrade­
ship so unlocked for and yet so sus­
taining.

“Wait,” he said, as a-sudden thought 
came to him. “I might send one word, 
a simple word like ‘Go.’ You could 
easily recognize it, then, as a warning. 
That would be simple enough; if you 
could only remember the Morse.”

“Would it be hard?”
He tapped out the dots and the 

dashes with his finger-tip, on the rod 
of brass from which the berth-curtains 
hung. She listened closely as he re­
peated them. Then she stooped and 
reproduced the signal with her own 
finger-tip, on the wooden edge of her 
narrow berth. The light and alertness 
of her inquiring eyes, as she looked 
up into his, sent a quick thrill of appre­
ciation through McKinnon.

“That will be the danger-signal,” she 
agreed. “When I hear it, I’ll under­
stand !”

But McKinnon was held back by a 
sudden disturbing thought.

“Suppose Ganley himself is able to 
read the Morse?”

“But don’t you see, that is impossi­
ble ! He’s shown that already. He 
never would have come to you as he 
did when the Laminian was leaving 
New York, if he had been able to stand 
on the deck and read your spark at the 
masthead, or if he had caught the 
sound from your cabin as you sent. All 
that talk of his was only to blind you 
to his real end; it was only to find out 
if he himself had been found out!"

“But even if we have the good luck 
to get back this paper he's holding?” 
began McKinnon, once more marveling 
af the quick coherence of her reason­
ing. “That is only the beginning of 
things.”

“Yes,” she agreed,, dropping her in­
tent and troubled eyes before his steady 
gaze. "But why should we cross our 
bridges before we come to them ?’’

He still had to confess to himself 
that there was something almost enig­
matic in that persistent yet febrile 
energy of hers. It was sq vastly differ­
ent from what life had taught him to 
expect from women whom the harden­
ing years had not touched with bitter­
ness and left old and wise. It seemed 
a contradiction of everything about her 
—her youth, her softness, her obvious 
honesty of outlook, her childlike candor 
of face and character.

He could imagine nothing less mili­
tant and predaceous than that soft and 
birdlike warmth which lay for a mo­
ment between his fingers as he turned 
away toward the door.

McKinnon waited until he knew 
Captain Yandel had turned in from the 
bridge. Seven bells, of the first watch, 
had already sounded mournfully out of 
the gloom of the dipping forecastle, and 
to wait longer would only add to the 
danger of the enterprise in hand. The 
wind had somewhat lessened, so that 
the seas on the Laminian’s quarter were 
less thunderous than during the day, 
and comparative quietness reigned on 
the shin’s upper deck. McKinnon, as 
he stepped out and glanced toward the 
bridge, felt that this quietness was not 



without its touch of the ominous. Yet 
he quickly hooked back the cabin door 
and adjusted his helmetlike receiver. 
Then he deliberately pushed the call­
button that summoned a steward from 
below. This done, he turned back to 
his operating-table, drew up his form­
pad, and wrote a sentence or two on 
it, studiously knitting his brows as he 
decided on the name and distances of 
the sending ship. Then the pencil once 
more flew over the form-pad. He did 
not look up until he heard the steward’s 
repeated knock on his door-frame.

“Tell the passenger in Stateroom 
Eleven to come to the wireless-room, 
at once,’’ he requested, “Get him here 
quick, for it's important!”

Even before the sleepy-eyed steward 
had turned away, the operator had his 
phones once more over his ears. Then 
his eyes traveled to the watch lying on 
the table before him, and an increasing 
spirit of uneasiness showed in his quick 
and nervous movements as the minute^ 
dragged away.

It was not until he caught the sound 
of approaching steps that he reached 
out and swung down his switch-lever. 
He stood, then, in an attitude of studied 
preoccupation, waiting to send the 
“splash" of his blue-flamed spark out 
into the night. Yet the one sound that 
came to his anxious ears was that of 
slippered feet shuffling nearer and near­
er to him along the deck. It was not 
a hurrying sound. There was no touch 

,of anxiety or eagerness in the heavy 
and methodic tread, even as it entered 
his very cabin. Yet McKinnon knew,- 
before lie so much as looked up at the 
intruder, that it was Ganley who had 
eome in answer to his call.

. “Weil?” demanded the non-committal 
and titanlike figure, as McKinnon 
worked his key for a feverish moment 
or two, switched off, and once more 
caught up his ear-phones.

It was at least a minute before the 
operator deigned to look about. When 
he did turn, his first movement was a 
peremptory sign for his visitor to close 
the cabin door. Yet before the man 
with the phones had once more turned 
about to his key and closed communi­

cation with a studiously weak-powered 
“Good night,” he had made careful 
note of the intruder’s figure. It sug­
gested, as he had hoped, that of a 
sleeper turned unexpectedly out of his 
berth.

Ganley was still in his pajamas of 
braided Chinese silk. Over these he 
had thrown his great black raincoat. 
This he held together at the waist in 
an attitude incongruously feminine, 
though the operator could still see the 
fat, dead-white flesh where the sleep­
ing-jacket stood apart beneath the pen­
dulous and weather-darkened throat. 
There seemed something gigantically 
and incongruously Columbinelike, some­
thing shaming and overintimate and 
repulsive in the waiting figure and its 
accidental exposure of dead-white flesh.

“Well?” the titanlike visitor draped 
in black once more demanded. He 
seemed to show no undue haste, no 
exceptional interest, as he stood there 
with his great shoulders hunched im­
passively. up. Between his fingers, 
strangely enough, he held one of his 
thick-bellied, short cigars, as yet un­
lighted. He made a picture of guarded 
and judicial unconcern, a picture so 
complete that McKinnon stopped for 
a moment to admire it, in secret. And 
every second that passed was a second 
gained. But the limit of delay had 
already been reached.

“You said you wanted to look over 
anything special that came in,” began 
the operator, laying down his phones.

The Columbinelike giant in pajamas 
nodded his head.

“I’ve got news, big news,” McKin­
non confessed. “Yet it’s not exactly 
about Ganley!"

He could see the other man’s eye­
flash of impatience, but still the atti­
tude of wary unconcern was not re­
laxed.

“Well?” was all Ganley ventured.
The man at the table, as he tore the 

written sheet from his form-pad, knew 
that he was being closely and keenly 
watched. This prompted him to toy 
with the situation for another moment 
or two.

“Do you know anything about this 



Locombian mix-up ?” was McKinnon’s 
casual question, as he peered down at 
the sheet in his hand.

“Not a whole lot,” guardedly an­
swered the man in the raincoat. “And 
what’s more, I don’t want to! They’re 
all the same, those tropical revolutions; 
the same fireworks, the same brass 
bands, the same bad ammunition and 
gold braid and bombast, and the same 
eternal countryful of starvin’ peons!”

McKinnon, watching him covertly 
and closely, was a little disappointed at 
his enemy’s apathy. The red-rimmed 
eyes seemed to grow no more alert or 
alarrtied, the heavy lips continued to 
chew the end of the unlighted and 
thick- waisted cigar. Yet time was 
slipping away, minute by minute.

“I seemed to have picked up pretty 
bad news from down there,” began the 
operator, waving his message-sheet.

“You mean bad news for me?” mild­
ly inquired the other, with a languid 
uplift of his shaggy, iron-gray eye­
brows. The two men looked at each 
other, for a silent moment or two. Mc­
Kinnon had a twofold end in view, and 
his line of advance was not an easy 
one.

“There’s been hard fighting in Lo­
combia,” he slowly asserted.

Again the pajama-clad figure merely 
nodded.

“I’ve picked up a Savannah liner 
bound north; she relays the news from 
an Atlas fruiter. They’ve got this revo­
lution of Ganley’s in full swing!”

The speaker did not allow his eyes 
to stray from the other’s face. Yet he 
could still detect no unusual betrayal of 
concern. Beyond the spasmodic and 
habitual working of the heavy iron-gray 
eyebrows, the huddled hulk of a body 
made no movement that could be inter­
preted as a sign of surprise.

“They report that the revolutionary 
forces under De Brigard met the gov­
ernment forces under Ulloa on Tues­
day. It was twenty miles southwest of 
Puerto Locombia; De Brigard was con­
voying eight mountain-guns up toward 
Guariqui!”

McKinnon stopped and waited. The 
other man slowly took his cigar from 

his lips and looked at the tattered end. 
Any current of emotion that may have 
been wakened in-him remained shroud­
ed and subterranean. Whatever he 
might be, concluded McKinnon, he was 
at least a consummate actor.

“Well ?” the stolid and guarded figure 
demanded; and that was his only com­
ment. McKinnon bent over as though 
to consult the message-sheet.

“They report that De Brigard has 
pounded his way through the Locom­
bian lines, and has occupied Itzula!”

The other man sat down, with a 
scarcely audible sigh, in the broken 
deck-chair beside him. There was an 
appreciable space of silence, unbroken 
except for the breathing of the two 
motionless figures.

“Itzula?” at last purred the black- 
coated man, as though uncertain of the 
name. Then he peered down at his 
slippered toes, for several meditative 
seconds, slowly stretching the gross 
legs clad in Chinese silk. McKinnon 
knew he was digesting his victory, but 
only to the initiated could the move­
ment have been interpreted as the very 
core and essence of any such luxurious 
mental easement. Then he looked up, 
and repeated the word “Itzula?”

Before McKinnon could realize it, 
the man was on his feet.

“One moment,” he called back, as he 
crossed the room.

McKinnon caught up a message-sheet 
and intercepted his enemy at the door.

“I want you to see this despatch,” 
he said, catching at the other’s arm and 
talking against time. “I want you to 
understand what this ‘Three-Four- 
Five-Two—Six Refunfuno’ means. 
You’ll see it here in the ABC Tele­
graphic Code. It means ‘Revolution 
broken out here.’ I want you to see it 
for yourself. Then you’ll know----- ”

“I’m taking your word for it, young 
man,” retorted the other as he shook 
his arm free and started through the 
door. McKinnon knew it would be 
madness to try to hold him by force.

“What’s up, anyway?” he askt?^ in­
stead, following the other out on the 
deck.

“I’ve got a map of that country down 



in my cabin,” answered the huge figure 
in the Chinese silk.

“But we don’t need your map,” per­
sisted McKinnon.

‘‘I guess we may as well find out 
where they’re having all that fun we’ve 
had to miss,” called back the - other 
from the stair-head. And he was gone 
before McKinnon could get to his side.

The operator knew only too’ well 
what the man’s return to his cabin 
meant at such a moment. He did not 
take time to determine in his own mind 
the cause of that return, whether his 
enemy had suddenly remembered his 
unlocked door and his unguarded pa­
pers, or whether something had cropped 
up to arouse his suspicions. But Mc­
Kinnon, without a moment’s loss, 
sprang back into his wireless-room and 
faced his switch-lever. He threw the 
ebony handle of his starting-box down 
across the contact-pins with a force 
that seemed almost to explode the dy­
namo into a roar of droning protest. 
It was like the burst and sound-rush 
of an ascending rocket. Then his hand 
darted out to his key and he broke and 
closed the great current, quick and 
strong, sending the huge blue spark 
exploding from his coils until it can­
nonaded through the closed cabin with 
a crash and throb like the quickened 
thunder-claps of a tropical storm. 
Madly he repeated the call, again and 
again, wondering, as he feverishly 
worked the key, if. he had been too 
late, praying, as the moments dragged 
away and nothing broke the midnight 
quietness about him, that the woman 
in the cabin below had heard and un­
derstood his warning.

He suddenly began to reprove him­
self, as he stood there counting off the 
seconds and listening to the intermina­
ble muffled throb of the far-off engines, 
for not thinking in time, for not hold­
ing Ganley back, even though it had 
to be by force. Or he might have done 
it, he felt, by the mere pretense of some 
fresh message coming in. He might 
have kept him there for another pre­
cious five minutes, if he had only acted 
as a man in his place ought to have 
acted. But he had missed his chance.

He crossed to his open door, and 
paused there to listen. He knew that 
by 'this time Ganley was in his cabin, 
and that, unless Alicia Boynton had 
caught the warning signal, she had al­
ready been trapped. This gross, malev­
olent, red-handed enemy of whom she 
stood in such fear must already have 
confronted and caught her. The mere 
thought of it was too much for him.

McKinnon started back to his cabin, 
remembering the revolver that still lay 
in his trunk. But something in the 
quietness of the midnight ship filled 
him with some sudden keener sense of 
impending disaster; without the loss of 
another second’s time he turned and 
darted below-decks.

XI.
It took McKinnon but half a minute 

to reach the passageway that led to 
Ganley’s cabin. He felt, as he paused 
for an instant before his enemy's closed 
door, that his entrance into the room 
before him involved a final and un­
equivocal betrayal of his own position. 
His line of advance, from that time 
forward, could no longer be a circui­
tous and subterranean one. The contest 
between him and Ganley, thereafter, 
would have to be open and above- 
board.

Then, preparing himself for the scene 
he was to face, he turned the knob and 
swung open the door. The cabin was 
empty. The electric lights were on, the 
disordered berth stood before him, and 
Ganley’s massive pigskin wallet lay on 
the floor. But the room was without 
an occupant.

McKinnon, now thoroughly alarmed, 
turned and ran to the second door far­
ther down the passageway. This door, 
he remembered, led into the cabin of 
Alicia Boynton, and for just a second 
or two he hesitated about entering it. 
Then a great sense of gratitude welled 
up through him, for as he stood with 
his hand still on the knob the sound of 
the girl’s voice came out to him. He 
had no time to resent the tumult and 
poignancy of this newer feeling, for 
it was the woman’s words, and not her 



voice, that coerced him into sudden at­
tention.

“How dare you come into this 
cabin ?’’ she was crying. McKinnon 
could hear her gasp of what might have 
been either indignation or increasing 
fright.

“This is a little dose of your own 
medicine, young woman!”

It was Ganley who had spoken. His 
voice was still low and unhurried. It 
seemed almost casual in its studied de­
liberateness. Yet it held a tremolo of 
restrained passion that made the delib­
erating McKinnon wait there for a 
minute or two, with his hand still on 
the door-knob.

It was Alicia Boynton’s voice that 
sounded out of the quietness.

“How dare you!’’ she gasped.
“Cut out that play-acting. And stand 

back against that wall there. So! Now 
hand out that stuff of mine; every line 
and rag of it !"

It was the woman who spoke next.
“I have nothing to hand out.”
“I'll give you ten seconds,” protested 

Ganley, “I'll give you ten seconds to 
get those papers of mine into my hand 
here, every shred of ’em!"

“I have no papers, of yours,” declared 
the more and more terrified woman,

“I’m no fool—I saw ’em—I caught 
yon at it!”

“Will you leave my cabin?”
“Then explain what you’ve got stuck 

down in your waist.”
“It’s nothing of yours.”
“Hand it out, or I’ll rip those clothes 

off your back.”
“I can’t,” was the woman’s answer, 

scarcely more than a whisper.
“Hand it out!” Then came a second 

or two of unbroken silence.
“You’re going to shoot!” gasped the 

woman. It was only too evident that 
Ganley had stepped closer to her.

“No,” he said, his thick voice shaken 
a little with his close-held passion. 
“I’m not going to shoot. But I’m go­
ing to pound your lying head in with 
this gun-grip—I’m going to pound you 
till your own mother w’ouldn’t know 
you!”

, The woman uttered a little cryjfcot 

shrill enough to be a scream, not low 
enough to be called a moan. It was 
then that the waiting McKinnon swung 
open the door and sprang into the 
room.

He was barely in time to behold the 
infuriated Ganley, with his heavy black­
handled Colt revolver held by its bar­
rel, charge on the girl, who stood with 
her back against the cabin wall. He 
was not in time to prevent the blow 
that fell on the girl’s outthrust forearm, 
as blindly and instinctively she threw 
it up to guard her head. But as the 
clubbing gun-butt raised for its second 
frenzied blow, the intruder sprang. As 
he sprang he caught the swinging re­
volver in his hand. One quick move­
ment, one twist of the levering grip, 
wrenched it free. The next moment 
McKinnon’s fingers were clamped on 
Ganley’s fat and pendulous throat, and 
he had the man in the black raincoat 
thrust flat back against the berth-edge, 
gasping for breath, pawing the air with 
his thick, fat hands.

“You hound, to treat a woman like 
that!” was all the overwrought McKin­
non could say.

“Let me breathe, you fool!” gasped 
Ganley. “Let me breathe !”

“You hound!” repeated McKinnon, 
thrown into a primitive and unreason­
ing passion of revolt against the bru­
tality of the scene.

“I caught the she-cat—I caught her 
coming through my door!” cried Gan­
ley, getting his breath again.

“Are you hurt?” the operator de­
manded of the woman still motionless 
against the wall.

“No,” she answered.
“Then I’ll settle this with the gen­

tleman myself, in his own cabin, or in 
the captain’s, if he prefers!”

But Ganley was on his feet at once.
“Nobody’s going to leave this'room.” 

he declared, with an oath. “That 
woman’s lifted documents o’ mine that 
aren’t going to get out o’ this cabin.”

McKinnon’s less primordial instincts 
were slowly reasserting themselves. 
He looked from the one figure to the 
other, as though mystified by the case, 



as though uncertain of the charges be­
ing bandied back and forth.

“Who is this woman?” he demanded 
of Ganley.

“Who is she!” cried the exasperated 
Ganley. “I know who she is, and she 
knows I know!”

“Have you anything of this man’s?” 
McKinnon asked the girlsuddenly, real­
izing that his intrusion had not yet 
amounted to a complete betrayal of his 
own position. The gaze of the girl 
against the w'all and that of the wire­
less-operator met. Ganley moved closer 
to the door, as though to guard it. 
No one spoke until McKinnon repeated 
the question.

“Yes,” said the woman, “I have 
something of his.”

“What is it?” asked the operator.
“A slip of paper.”
“Where is it?”
“I have it,” was all the girl an­

swered.
“Then hand it out to me,” ordered 

Ganley.
Her eyes were still on McKinnon’s, 

as her hand went to her breast.
“No, hand it to vie,” interposed Mc­

Kinnon, as he watched the slowly with­
drawn! hand that held a crumpled sheet 
of white paper. The wide, troubled 
eyes of the girl turned from one man 
to the other. Then she opened the slip 
of paper and glanced down at it. Gan- 
ley’s hand went out for it, authori­
tatively.

It was then that the girl fell back 
a step or twro along the cabin wall. She 
held the paper between her hands, as 
she did so, and with a quick movement 
of her trembling white fingers and be­
fore either of the men could stop her, 
she tore the sheet in two, again and 
again.

“I'll kill you for that!” choked Gan­
ley, shaking and twfitching, but not 
moving from where he stood.

McKinnon, with the revolver still in 
his hand, stepped between them.

“There’s been enough of this prize­
ring work,” he cried, as he faced Gan­
ley. “I want to know what all this 
means.”

“It means I’m going to get that 

woman,” panted the other man, his face 
grayish purple with rage.

“How get her?”
“Get her in irons, where she be­

longs.”
“I stole nothing,” interrupted the 

white-faced woman. McKinnon, real­
izing in that moment something of her 
restless and febrile life, felt a sudden 
pity for her. And a stab of remorse 
went through him as he remembered 
that he himself wras the cause of this last 
and unlovely scene.

“She lies,” Ganley was saying.
“Hold on here,” said McKinnon, get­

ting a firmer and firmer grasp on the 
situation. “I came into this cabin and 
found you beating a woman over the 
head. Say wdiat you’ve got to say 
about it. Then the wrnman can say 
what she has to say.”

Ganley stared at his self-appointed 
judge.

“Are you the master of this ship?” 
he demanded.

“I’m the master of this situation,” 
retorted the wfireless-operator, with a 
pregnant upthrust of the revolver which 
he still held in his hand. “And before 
our party breaks up I’m going to under­
stand what it means.”

“Then ask this woman wdiat she stole 
from me1”

McKinnon had to feel and test his 
way as he went, like a man on thin ice.

“You mean for the woman to speak 
first ?”

“Yes,” retorted Ganley. “And she’s 
going to do more than speak!”

McKinnon turned to the woman, who 
stood still staring at him in unbroken 
silence.

“Well?” he said at last.
“What must I explain ?” she finally 

asked, still studying his face.
“What you carried out of my cabin,” 

answered Ganley.
“You want me to explain that ?” she 

asked, her eyes on the younger man’s 
face.

“Yes,” answered the operator.
“Must I tell you?” still parried the 

perplexed wroman.
“You must,” McKinnon replied.
“It was the contract made between 



this man and the wireless-operator of 
this ship,” she deliberately answered.

“A contract?” said McKinnon.
“It was the agreement you signed 

to become a partner of this man.”
“And you tore this agreement up?” 

demanded McKinnon, with an assump­
tion of incredibility. He waited for her 
glance of intelligence, to show him that 
she had caught some vague inkling of 
his position in that strange tangle of 
interests. But she did not seem to un­
derstand.

“You saw me tear it up,” she replied, 
wondering, in turn, just what was ex­
pected of her, anxious not to endan­
ger him by any foolish misstep on her 
part.

"Why ?” asked McKinnon.
"I could not see any one tied to a 

man whose hands are stained with 
blood.”

Ganley laughed a heavy and mirth­
less laugh, as though resenting the the­
atricality of the woman’s phrase. 
“That’s a hell of a reason,” he mum­
bled in his sullen guttural.

“I did it because I know what this 
man is,” went on the woman, turning 
her slow and puzzled stare from the 
operator to Ganley.

McKinnon, now in perfect control of 
himself, wheeled about to the Colum­
binelike figure in the black raincoat and 
the Chinese silk pajamas.

“You are Richard Duffy, acting with 
the Consolidated Fruit Concern and the 
authorities at Washington for the cap­
ture of a man named Ganley, are you 
not ?”

“I am,” answered the man in the 
raincoat, doggedly facing the young 
woman. McKinnon could see her lip 
pucker up with its little curl of un­
speakable scorn.

“The man lies,” said the girl, in her 
calm and deliberate tones. “This man 
is Ganley, ‘King-maker Ganley,’ him­
self !”

The man in the raincoat once more 
laughed his sullenly derisive laugh. His 
contemptuous defiance seemed to nettle 
and anger the woman into more co­
herent thought. When she spoke next 

she uttered her words more incisively, 
more quickly.

“This man,” and her scorn was in­
finite, “is the buzzard of the tropics, the 
creature who waits and watches over 
sick republics, who prowls about after 
dying governments, to pick their 
bones 1”

“You’re crazy I” scoffed the man she 
was accusing.

“He’s called ‘Kaiser Ganley,’ the gun­
runner, ‘Pasha Ganley,’ the agent of 
every Central American patriot,” she 
continued. “He’s the fighter who never 
comes to do his own fighting. He’s the 
man who sucks his living out of a 
blinded and ignorant people’s gun­
wounds.”

“She lies.” declared Ganley, blinking 
up at McKinnon indifferently, yet as 
though to note the effect of her words 
on him.

“He drugs these simple-minded peo­
ple with war-talk, and blinds them with 
the glitter , of a little gilt braid,” went 
on the woman, with increasing bitter­
ness. “Then he turns and robs them. 
And there he is, the colleague, the in- 
timado you have found, the man who 
made a tool of Juan Parra and mur­
dered him in the swamps of the Mag­
dalena, the man who was given twelve 
hours to make his way out of Brazil, 
the man that even Zelaya refused to 
stand by. He is the upholder of the 
weak who shipped twenty-five thousand 
rounds of ammunition into Locombia. 
embedded in lard, and twenty-eight 
hundred carbines crated and invoiced 
as laundry equipment, and nine cases of 
dynamite that went out of Mobile as 
land-fertilizer for the Costa Rican cof­
fee plantations!”

The man in the raincoat, who had 
been squatting contemptuously on the 
berth-edge, leaped to his feet at this. 
His many-lined, heavy red face had 
lost its color, until it remained only a 
faded brick-dust tint.

“You see!” cried the woman more 
tumultuously. “He even confesses it is 
true. It surprises him that I should 
know so much. But there are other 
things I know. I know that he was the 
instigator of the Orinoco Colonization 



frauds. I know he was once a Cuban 
blockade-runner, and once an agent of 
Don Carlos, the Spanish pretender. I 
know that he was a gun-smuggler into 
the Balkans at the same time as he was 
being made a pasha by his friend the 
Sultan of Turkey."

She paused for breath, and pointed 
mockingly at her enemy’s short, thick 
fingers as they slowly clenched and un­
clenched.

“Look at his hands, and you will see! 
He went to Lhassa in the pay of a Rus­
sian secret agent. And they caught 
him and crucified him on one of their 
convent walls—they nailed him there 
through the hands. You can see the 
marks! He can’t lie those away, for he 
hung there twelve hours, until a tribes­
man set him free and spirited him 
across the frontier. And this is the 
great soldier who gave you money----- ”

Ganley once more broke in on her 
as she stopped to pant for breath.

“These are a pack o’ lies!” he cried, 
and his voice was rasping and forced, 
as though it required a great effort for 
him to utter the words. “These are all 
blamed lies!"

The woman pointed to the little parti­
cles of white paper scattered about the 
floor.

“And that was not an agreement 
with this man here?” she asked de­
risively.

“This man made an agreement with 
me, an open and honest agreement!”

“Honest!” interpolated the scornful 
woman.

“And he had the right of saying yes 
or no to it. He’s past the age of being 
wet-nursed into what he wants to do.”

“Then he had the right to know what 
he was .tied up with,” parried the scoff­
ing woman.

“He still has the right of saying yes 
or no to that agreement,” declared Gan­
ley, as ‘ he brought his great russet­
colored hand down on the berth-edge 
with a sudden blow. “But what’s he 
to you, anyway?”

She looked from one to the other 
of the two men before her. But Mc­
Kinnon gave her no chance to reply.

The moment he had been waiting for 
had already arrived.

“I’ve had enough of this,” he said, 
as he held his hand out toward the 
sullen-faced Ganley. In this out­
stretched hand was a roll of bills held 
together by a rubber band.

“What’s this ?”
“It’s your money!” said McKinnon 

as he dropped it on the berth beside 
the man. “This thing’s too tangled up 
for me. I’m out of it! And I’ve got 
a key waiting for me up-stairs!”

A new look of anxiety flashed across 
the other man’s face, at the mention of 
the key. It was a flash and nothing 
more.

“Then you believe what she says ?" 
asked Ganley, more soberly, looking 
from the paper-littered floor to the roll 
of bills, and from the bills to the woman 
still standing motionless against the 
cabin wall.

“You haven’t disproved it,” said the 
operator.

“I'm proving and disproving noth­
ing,” was Ganley's reply. “I haven’t 
been doing the talking. I’m not the 
talking kind. But I’ve come into touch 
with this kind o’ woman before. I 
know her, and she and her whole gang 
can’t hoodwink me!”

“Well ?” said McKinnon, a little im­
patiently.

“Oh. I’ve known her, and that 
crooked little concession-hunter called 
Boynton."

“Stop !" cried the girl.
“For three years now she’s been a 

feeder for that one-lunged climber, that 
Yankee renegade who’s been trying to 
pose as a Spaniard. They’re the team 
who went down yonder with a cooked- 
up claim on the Corucho Rubber Treaty 
territory."

“Stop!” cried the indignant girl, 
more shrilly. The scene in some way 
reminded McKinnon of a meeting be­
tween a cat and a mastiff. More and 
more he grew to resent the fact that 
this fragile and isolated figure should 
be dragged through such demeaning 
mires of scurrility. But Ganley was not 
to be stopped.

“And when they’d wrung their money 



cut of that,” he declared, “they dished 
up a Locombian nitrate claim, and 
drained that dry. And when that was 
picked clean they wheedled their way 
into Duran’s good graces. And then, to 
cinch her graft, this woman, this pink- 
and-white beauty right here before you, 
married a Santo Domingan half-caste 
filibuster who'd made a half-million out 
of brandy-smuggling and counterfeit­
ing!”

XII.
McKinnon felt as though the deck 

under his feet had opened and let him 
down into the depths of a chilling sea. 
Insidiously he had grown to believe 
that this unbefriended and lonely wom­
an was in some way very close to him. 
Little by little he had come to accept the 
hope that they might draw even closer 
together. But as he stood listening to 
Ganiev’s thundered declaration, there 
swept through him the impression of 
being engulfed and suffocated in fogs 
of duplicity, of being entangled in end­
less webs of lies and intrigues and 
counter-intrigues. He felt suddenly op­
pressed and disturbed by a sense of un­
looked-for and undefined conspiracies 
beyond conspiracies, of bewildering and 
inscrutable forces at play all about him.

“Is this true?” he demanded of the 
woman before him. His question was 
almost a prayer for its own denial. He 
could see that the scene through which 
she had passed had exhausted her. She 
looked wan and worn. She was not a 
girl, but a woman who had known and 
seen much of life. “Is this true?” he 
repeated, and even as he asked it he felt 
that whatever part she might be playing 
in that crowded drama, he was still 
compelled to stand by her.

“No,” whispered the woman, white to 
her lips. “It is not true.”

“Have you a husband?”
“No,” she still answered in her low 

voice. The monosyllable was emotion­
less, yet he could see by her face that 
she was suffering.

Ganley laughed outright. It was not 
a pleasant laugh.

"And yon never married a mangy 
half-caste diamond-wearing Santo Do­

mingan named De Perralta ?” demand­
ed the man on the berth-edge.

“I married a man named Perralta,” 
answered the woman slowly, her un­
wavering eyes on McKinnon as she 
spoke.

“Then it A true?” A note of invol­
untary bitterness rang through’ Mc­
Kinnon’s sharp query.

“Yes,” she answered.
“But you have just said you had no 

husband.”
"He was dragged from the carriage 

an hour after the ceremony—after our 
marriage-—I have not seen him since 
that day. Seven weeks later he died 
of yellow fever.”

"And tell him why he was dragged 
from that carriage,” prompted Ganley, 
with his guttural and mirthless laugh, 
as he saw the woman’s wide eyes 
watching him closely, almost challen- 
gingly.

"He had shot the wife of a govern­
ment official named Gurmanito in Bo­
gota,” she answered in her listless mon­
otone. “That was only one of other 
things.”

“Other things which made him al­
most worthy of the family he’d married 
into,” interpolated the scoffing Ganley, 
in luxurious appreciation of her misery. 
McKinnon could see that she was sha­
king, that her whole body was quiver­
ing. When she spoke again, hurried­
ly, her voice was higher in pitch, as 
though the strain upon her was becom­
ing a tension she could no longer con­
trol or endure.

“I have never spoken of these 
things,” she said in her tremulous so­
prano, facing McKinnon. “But I want 
you to understand. It was three years 
ago, when I was little more than a 
schoolgirl. I was under a great debt 
of gratitude to this man who—to this 
man Perralta. I had been left in care 
of the American consul at La Guayra: 
I had taken an English steamship to 
Venezuela, after two years in a French 
convent. I was to reembark from La 
Guayra for Puerto Locombia, but quar­
antine was established, on account of 
bubonic plague, before I could get 
away. I had to live at the consulate 



on short rations—the American consul 
had refused the demand of the Vene­
zuelan government for a certificate that 
La Guayra was free of the plague. He 
and his family were taken off by a 
United States gunboat, the Paducah, 
and I would have been sent to the de­
tention camps, had it not been for this 
man Perralta. He seemed a gentleman, 
then, and had money and influence. 
He played his part well. He leased a 
seagoing tug and had me and my com­
panion, a German woman, carried out 
of the infected district. After we had 
passed the necessary period of quar­
antine, for observation, in the English 
hospital at Georgetown, we went on to 
Guariqui—and he followed us. I did 
not understand, then—and I was very 
grateful to him—I tell you all this be­
cause—because I want you to under­
stand.”

“I do understand,” answered Mc­
Kinnon.

“And is that all?" asked Ganley, with 
his careless sneer.

“Yes; that is all,” she answered. 
The insolence of the gross-limbed gun­
runner was like a whip-lash to Mc­
Kinnon.

“And is that all on your side?” he 
asked, with a sudden movement of dis­
gust.

“Not by a long shot!” retorted the 
man in the raincoat, with unlooked-for 
energy. “I want later history than all 
this! I want to know just what this 
woman’s got of mine.”

“She has explained that she took this 
paper," replied the other, pointing to 
the littered cabin floor.

“What do I care what she said, or 
says, or is going to say? You’ve got 
to show me—I'm from Missouri!”

McKinnon pondered the situation. It 
was plain that Ganley had regained his 
self-control, that he could no longer 
be counted on to act with the unthink­
ing directness of the outraged savage 
he had seemed.

“There’s a very simple way to settle 
this problem,” McKinnon suggested. 
“We’ll lock this cabin, so nothing in it 
can be interfered with. The three of 
us will step into your cabin. You’ll 

then go through your belongings, these 
documents and papers of yours, and 
I’ll check them off as you do so, one 
by one. It will be easy enough to tell 
then if anything is missing.”

The proposal aroused no enthusiasm 
in Ganley.

“This is not the hour o’ night I care 
to go into the general-auditing busi­
ness,” was his reply.

“Nor is it altogether the hour of 
night for keeping a young lady out of 
her bed!"

Ganley peered at the speaker for sev­
eral seconds before replying.

“I like to see you being nice and con­
siderate,” he said at last, with his mild 
and studied laugh. “And I imagine 
you enjoy being judge and jury in a 
case like this. And I also imagine, 
just because this woman’s flashed her 
lamps at you a couple o’ times, that 
you’ve got an idea that she’s all right 
and I’m all wrong. You’ve both con­
cluded that this little talk-fest has set­
tled the whole case. But it hasn’t. And 
I guess it’s not going to.”

He rose to his feet heavily and slow­
ly and thoughtfully, and then turned to 
McKinnon.

“Remember, I’m not trying to hold 
you in any way. You’re free. You 
can do what you like. But if anything 
unexpected should venture to happen, 
just bear in mind I gave you your 
chance to stand in with me. and you 
wouldn't take it!”

“Is that a threat ?” asked McKinnon.
“Threat ? Why should I make 

threats? Talking's cheap, and there’s 
been a good deal of it handed round 
here to-night. And, as you say, we’ve 
rather tired the lady.”

There was no longer any trace of 
mockery in his voice as he drew him­
self up and spoke more directly to the 
younger man.

“And now good night, for I’m going 
to turn in. But bear in mind that I’m 
still trying to be a friend o’ yours!”

Before the other quite realized it 
Ganley had completed his suave and all­
forgiving arm-wave and crossed the 
room to the cabin door. No one spoke 



as 1;C passed out through it and closed 
it after him.

It was the watching and motionless 
woman who finally emitted a little gasp 
in which fear seemed to override as­
tonishment. Her companion was star­
tled by the look of apprehension, 
mounting almost to anguish, that crept 
slowly over her face. There seemed to 
be something akin to pity in her eyes 
as she gazed up at him.

“But it’s settled,” he told her con­
solingly. “It's settled, and he hasn’t 
even understood.”

“Yes; it’s settled,” she echoed, un­
happily.

"But isn’t this what we wanted, what 
we were working for all along?”

“You do not know this man as I do,” 
was her answer. “You don’t know 
what he will still do I”

“But it’s over—I’m through with him 
and his revolution!” persisted the op­
erator.

“He is not through with us!”
“But what can he do, when once I've 

got in touch with the Princeton?”
She looked about the small cabin, 

from side to side, with an almost Latin- 
like shrug of her slender shoulders. It 
seemed to McKinnon as though she had 
been weighing the place’s possibilities 
against assault.

“Are you nervous about staying 
here?” he asked, not comprehending 
the scope of her fears. She shook her 
head in negation.

"This is an American ship,” was her 
answer. “I feel safe enough, here.”

"Then where do you anticipate 
trouble ?”

Again that look of guarded pity crept 
into her tired eyes.

“Where there’s no law,” she replied. 
"Where Ganley and his ‘Liberal’ party 
can break or make their own laws!”

A tragic and hopeless something in 
her voice sent a disagreeable chill 
through him.

"But we’re not in Locombia yet, and, 
as you say, this is an American ship. 
There’s got to be law and order on 
board here.”

“Yes, I know,” she said, inadequate­
ly, realizing the futility of attempting 

to put her fears into words. She could 
not, for some reason, quite conceal the 
pathetic quiver of her softly curved un­
der lip. Her ordeal had been greater 
than he could understand. His 
thoughts, indeed, were already of the 
future.

“We may be steering for the Carib­
bean, but after all, we’re civilized,” he 
asserted reassuringly, as he moved to­
ward the door. "We’re not knocking 
one another on the head; we're not al­
together pirates, you know!’’

“Ganley is something that is worse 
than a pirate,” was the woman’s enig­
matic and disturbing speech, as she 
quietly opened the door for him and 
held it as he stepped out.

“Good night!” he whispered. But 
there was no reply; she had already 
closed and bolted the cabin door.

. XIII.
It was not until the Laininian was 

well down off the coast of San Sal­
vador that she rode into settled 
weather. Then, in a night, she seemed 
to emerge from a world of unrest and 
tumult into a world of brooding quiet­
ness. As she crept on, forging ever 
southward under the high-arching azure 
sky, this sense of quietness and com­
pletion grew deeper. The air became 
warm and soft. The sun streamed 
down on the patched awnings, on the 
worn deck that seemed bone-white in 
the flat, strong light of noonday. 
Through the ventilators, all day long, 
came the purposeful throb and beat of 
the engines, muffled, like the throbbing 
of a great heart. There seemed some­
thing inevitable and ordered in that un­
hurried and undeviating pulse, as 
though the ship and all she carried 
were forever at peace with the world.

The outward sense of peace that 
brooded over the Laminian was not 
shared by all her passengers. Alicia 
Boynton, after a feverish night and a 
day in her berth, emerged from her 
cabin a little paler than before, and 
with the soft hollow under either cheek­
bone—which had always given her face 
its almost tragic sense of womanly ma­



turity—a little more marked. But 
otherwise she showed no sign of the 
scene through which she had passed.

McKinnon’s own nights, since Hat­
teras had been left behind, had been 
equally unsettled. His restless and 
broken sleep was disturbed by dreams 
wherein he thought he was engulfed in 
burning quicksands, and held fast there, 
when he ought to be at his key. The 
more he struggled and raged to reach 
his instrument, just beyond his touch, 
the more firmly the engulfing quick­
sands seemed to hold him.

The drama about him wras at a stand­
still. But only too well he knew that 
this suspense was for the time being 
alone. It was not peace into which 
they were drifting. Things had gone 
too far for a long-continued armistice. 
And the longer a truce was maintained, 
McKinnon felt, the more decisive 
would be the final action. Yet he him­
self, he argued, had not altogether be­
trayed his position. It might be im­
possible to placate or hoodwink Gan­
ley, but there was still the hope of 
eluding finalities; there was still the 
possibility of temporizing and keeping 
under cover until some outer and more 
authoritative force put an end to the 
situation. Yet the mere fact that an 
end was inevitable, and that no open 
steps were being made to approach it, 
only added to the wearing sense of ar­
rested action.

McKinnon found this waiting game 
a hard one. He knew that the most 
he could do was to be guarded and 
watchful. As Alicia Boynton had 
warned him, be was facing an unscrup­
ulous and adroit enemy, an enemy who 
gave no signal and took no stand on 
which to centralize an attack. The 
scenes in which Ganley had played so 
active a part, indeed, seemed to have 
passed from his mind. He still paced 
the deck, at times, up and down under 
the gently flapping awnings, with his 
ponderous and deliberate stride. Once, 
as he stood at the rail, McKinnon 
passed within a few inches of him. 
But the gun-runner’s meditative eyes 
were turned up to the stars of the 
tropical night, soft and warm and lu­

minous against a sky of velvety black­
ness. He seemed at peace with the 
world and his own soul; if he had any 
inkling of McKinnon’s presence so 
close to him he gave no sign of it. Yet 
all day long the wireless-operator had 
held the man under his eye, just as he 
felt that he, in turn, was being watched 
by his opponent.

But nothing happened to disrupt the 
LamimaiTs calm. Nothing came to the 
quiet and sun-steeped ship to relieve 
McKinnon's accruing sense of anxiety. 
More than once he felt tempted to con­
front his impassive and quiescent op­
ponent, if for nothing more than to end 
the strain, to knock the chip off his 
shoulder and bring things to an issue.

His sheer hatred of inactivity would 
surely have prompted him to this end, 
had any slightest chance or excuse for 
it arisen. But Ganley gave him no 
opening. And there crept through the 
younger man, as time dragged on and 
the second long and sultry day ended in 
a black and star-strewn evening, the 
feeling that he was not only friendless 
and alone, far from his own kind, but 
that dark and undiscoverable conspira­
cies were being enwoven about him. 
With the coming of the calm and spa­
cious tropical night there came to him 
a self-pitying sense of his isolation. 
Then, of a sudden, this isolation seemed 
a thing of the past. For, looking up 
as he sat before his “tuner,” he saw 
Alicia Boynton standing at his door.

Even before she stepped in across 
the threshold of his narrow “station" 
he had time to make an inward note of 
the variability of his own feelings. 
More than once, during her absence be­
low, he had tried to torture his soul 
with the claim that she was an intri­
gante working for her own selfish and 
unknown ends, playing on his sympa­
thies and feelings, to the utmost, taking 
advantage of her sex’s appeal to warp 
and blind his own judgment. But the 
moment he caught sight of her, in her 
low-throated gown of white linen, he 
felt the subjugating influence of her 
presence. His heart began to beat fast­
er, even before she stepped in across 
his coppered door-sill. He was sud­



denly ashamed of all his suspicions and 
uncertainties. He felt grateful for her 
companionship. With her faint yet 
friendly smile came a reassuring sense 
that he was not, after all, so alone in 
the world. He noticed her pallor and 
the restlessness of her brooding eyes as 
she sank into the broken-armed 
steamer-chair that he placed for her.

"Are you getting anything?” she 
asked, with an anxious glance at his 
apparatus.

“Nothing,” he answered, “though 
I've been calling regularly, twice an 
hour.”

“And not a message in two days?" 
she asked, a little hopelessly.

“Yesterday afternoon I picked up a 
few words from an Atlas Liner, bound 
north. She seemed to be reporting 
distances. But I couldn't get enough 
power; my coils weren't strong enough 
to reach her."

The girl rose to her feet, restlessly, 
and crossed the cabin and stood study­
ing the faded map of the Caribbean on 
the closet door.

“But aren’t there chances of still get­
ting in communication?" she asked. 
"There are so many ships, nowadays, 
that carry wireless.”

McKinnon stood beside her, regard­
ing the map.

"Yes, there are hundreds and hun­
dreds of ships, but, on the other hand, 
there is so much ocean, so much dis­
tance to swallow them up. It's more 
than likely we’ll not get another call 
all the way across the Caribbean.”

"That means we can't get help—that 
the Princeton won't be at Puerto Lo­
combia ?”

"I can't say the case is hopeless,” 
explained McKinnon. "But the chances 
are against us. All we can do is wait 
and be ready. Sometimes, on these 
clear, still nights, we can make wire­
less carry a surprising distance.”

“There must be somebody—some 
ship!” persisted the girl, as she sank 
into the chair again. McKinnon no­
ticed the constraint in her manner as 
she sat facing him, but he attributed 
it to her anxiety, and nothing more. 
He began to wish, as he watched her, 

that it lay in his power to bring some 
touch of contentment to those unhappy 
and restless eyes before him,

“I’m hoping that we'll still be able 
to pick up Puerto Locombia itself,” he 
ventured.

She shook her head, absent-minded­
ly, and a little mournfully.

“There is no station at Puerto Lo­
combia. It will be dismantled—most 
likely it will be burned by this time. 
If De Brigard is fighting his way up 
to the capital, he would never leave 
a coast-station behind him, to be calling 
for help.”

"Can you remember if there is a tele­
graph-line between Puerto Locombia 
and that capital?” asked McKinnon, 
after a moment of deep thought.

"There was one, once," answered the 
woman. “But their poles rotted down 
in less than a year—the heat and rain 
and insects of that climate, you know, 
will make a log as high as your table 
crumble away in one season. So the 
government brought in a ship-load of 
street-car rails, I think they were sec­
ond-hand rails from Kingston, and 
planted them for poles to carry the 
line up to Guariqui. But the natives 
kept cutting out sections of the wire for 
their own use, to mend saddle-girths 
and tie up hut-wattles, and it took 
three-quarters of Arturo's government 
troops to patrol the route and keep the 
line open. So they gave it up, at last, 
and fitted up the three wireless sta­
tions.”

She joined in McKinnon’s laugh, a 
little wanly, at the untimely end of 
Locombia's telegraph-system. Then she 
was silent again.

“Where is the third station—the one 
besides Guariqui and Puerto Locom­
bia?” he asked.

“At Boracao—that's the biggest of 
the banana-shipping towns.” Then she 
was silent again.

“It's hard to have to sit and wait 
for the inevitable this way,” he said, 
with an assumption of cheeriness. “But 
we have the satisfaction of knowing 
that Ganley is doing the same.”

“Yes. it is hard,” she said, out of 



the silence that fell over them once 
more.

He felt, none the less, wordlessly 
grateful for her presence there, talking 
or silent. She seemed to bring a new 
and more vital atmosphere into his 
squalid little station. She seemed to 
throw a warm and transforming tint on 
everything about her, as lie had seen 
a rose-tinted stage-light alter and en­
rich the canvas and tinsel of a Broad­
way playhouse. Yet he noticed her take 
a long and troubled breath, look up at 
him, and once more look away. The 
bum and whir of his electric fan was 
the only sound in the cabin.

"I have told you an untruth,” she 
said at last, taking another deep breath.

“In what way?" asked McKinnon.
"I lied to you, when Ganley and you 

were in my cabin. I can't let it go on. 
I can’t endure the thought of this lie 
standing between us like—oh, like a 
quicksand that can never be crossed.”

"But what is it?" asked the startled 
operator.

She looked up at him, very steadily 
and very bravely.

"I told you that my husband was 
dead,” she answered in her low and 
constrained voice. “He is not dead.”

"He is not dead ?” echoed McKin­
non.

"I said that he died of yellow fever. 
He took the fever and was ill with it. 
But he did not die. He was sentenced 
and sent to the Island of Malpanto, on 
the Pacific coast. The Locombian penal 
colony is there. He was sent there, for 
life. He was dead to all the world— 
he was dead to me. Penal servitude is 
a cause for absolute divorce, in Locom­
bia.”

"Then he is dead, to all----- "
“Wait. I wanted to make sure of my 

freedom, to be foolishly sure of it. So 
I went North to New Orleans, to my 
old home. A felony, in Louisiana, is 
also adequate grounds for divorce. So 
I was set free in my own country. 
That is why I went to the United 
States, alone. That is why I was there 
when the news of this revolution first 
reached me.”

"And Ganley knows this?” McKin­
non demanded.

"I am afraid that Ganley knows 
everything,” she answered.

"And this is why you are so against 
him ?”

She shook a little, and had to school 
herself into self-control before she 
could go on.

“I have a better reason for being 
against him. If he and his Liberal 
Party once acquire power, Ganley will 
annul that divorce. He will bring Per- 
ralta back to Guariqui and commute 
his sentence. He will do this to strike 
at my brother Arturo, to dishonor us 
in the republic, to hound us out of Lo­
combia.”

McKinnon looked at her in amazed 
and silent comprehension. At last he 
seemed able to understand. He had 
been disturbed by the thought of so 
fragile a figure entangled in such brutal 
and rudimentary conflicts. The lack of 
motive for her presence in the same 
circle with Ganley, whether facing or 
following such a man, had been the un­
derground yet actual cause of so many 
of his wayward suspicions. But now 
he understood. And her confession, in­
stead of shocking and disturbing him, 
brought into his softened eyes a sense 
of release, of more perfect under­
standing.

"We’ll never let that man win!” he 
said. It was something more than the 
fire of foolish youth that spoke. And 
the woman must have seen and known 
it, for a touch of color came into her 
pale cheek. The soft and balmy night 
air beat on their faces. The gloom and 
quietness of the ship were about them.

“Won't you let me fight this fight 
out, for you?'’ asked McKinnon, sur­
rendering to the tide of feeling that 
seemed tearing him from all his old an­
chorages.

"If we only could I” she said, inade­
quately.

“We can, together,” he cried, with 
blind and unreasoning hope, resenting 
the familiar look of something that 
seemed strangely akin to pity as she 
gazed down at him. She did not an­
swer, in words, but some slowly trans­



forming emotion, some inner and un­
uttered capitulation slowly overbore 
the look of trouble that weighed upon 
her. Then she closed her eyes, as 
though shutting out some glimpse of 
happiness too great to be anything but 
a mockery. Before she opened them 
McKinnon had her hand in his, and 
reckless fire and warmth and daring 
went singing through his veins.

“I’d fight hell itself for you,’’ he told 
her.

XIV.

Acting on Alicia Boynton’s sugges­
tion, McKinnon kept his station under 
lock and key. He also went armed, as 
she had pleaded with him to do, though 
he felt this latter precaution to be un­
necessary. It was his own suggestion 
that Alicia Boynton herself cooperate 
with him in watching Ganley, as the 
greater part of the operator's time was 
taken up with his “tuner” and phones. 
So the girl spent most of the day un­
der the patched awnings of the bridge­
deck, apparently deeply engrossed in a 
book.

The first fruits of this quiet espionage 
was the disturbing sight of Ganley ma­
king his way to Captain Yandel’s state­
room. What took place there it was 
impossible to tell. All that the girl 
could be sure of was that he remained 
for nearly half an hour with the ship's 
master. For the past few days, she 
suspected, this thick-necked and bul­
lock-minded officer had been more or 
less under the influence of liquor. Al­
cohol, apparently, only served to crown 
his sullen taciturnity with an animallike 
ferociousness when interfered with or 
accosted. That silent and friendless 
man, she knew, was not one to be easily 
won over. He had neither the brains 
nor the ambition to disrupt the even 
tenor of his oxlike days by affiliations 
with anything so disquieting as a revo­
lution-maker. He was not open to a 
gun-runner’s negocio, or he would sure­
ly have played his hand earlier in the 
game. Yet there was something terri­
fying to her in the mere fact that Gan­
ley could remain closeted with that 

autocratic functionary for so long, 
whether the time was being spent in 
bribe-passing or in mere imbibing of 
aguardiente flavored with Jamaica rum 
and dried mint-leaves.

Much of her fear fell away from her 
when she saw Ganley come out of the 
stateroom door again. His face was 
dark and troubled, and to the guard­
edly watching woman his tread seemed 
heavy and spiritless. He had not suc­
ceeded in his mission, whatever it may 
have been.

McKinnon, when she explained the 
episode to him an hour later, was not 
as disturbed by it as she had expected.

“I don’t think even Ganley could pla­
cate a beast like Yandel,” explained the 
operator. “It would be like trying to 
wheedle yourself into the good graces 
of a grizzly. And he’s been drinking— 
drinking abominably. It would be 
worse than trying to pet a boa-con­
strictor. He knows how to navigate 
a ship, and that is all.”

“But suppose Ganley should put the 
whole case before him, and make the 
bribe a sufficiently big one? Suppose 
he waits until the last, and then simply 
buys him over?”

McKinnon shook his head.
“He’s not the buyable kind, or he 

would have been bought before. And 
then he’s against everything—he sim­
ply lives by fight and friction and op­
position. He’s nothing but a whisky­
tippling and saturnine misanthrope.”

“Still, couldn’t he be bought over, if 
the bribe were made big enough? As 
big as Ganley could afford to make it?”

“I don’t pretend to knowledge as to 
what a man will do when he’s tempted 
enough,” answered McKinnon, as he 
fixed his absent and studious eyes on 
the troubled woman. “But something 
instinctive tells me Captain Yandel is 
not going to be our danger-point.” 
Then he was silent for a moment or 
two, for her question had sent his mind 
off on a new tangent.

“Why shouldn’t I be the one for him 
to come and bribe?” he demanded. 
“Why shouldn’t I temporize with him 
and keep him guessing until it’s too late 
for him to bolster up another ally ?”



“But what would be gained by any 
such duplicity ?'’ asked the woman.

"Time, if nothing else. And even 
time is worth something to us.’’

“But it would only make things 
worse, in the end.”

“Could they be any worse ?"
“Perhaps not, but how can you ex­

pect Ganley to trust you now ?"
“First, I’ll give him back his revolver. 

It’s no use to me—and I've noticed he 
carries a second gun.’’

“But you, yourself?" interposed his 
companion. McKinnon touched his 
pocket.

“I had to carry this, now and then, 
even before this trouble. But as I was 
saying, I can't lose anything by getting 
in touch with him again. It’s the way 
of war. He used strategy on me, and 
I’m going to use strategy on him. 
However it turns out, it’s better than 
this suspense. And there’s always the 
chance of picking up something.”

“Then the less he sees us together the 
better.”

“He must not suspect we’re still act­
ing together in any way,” the operator 
explained. The girl swung round with 
a new thought disturbing her.

“Suppose Captain Yandel has spoken 
to him of the scene in your room here, 
when you claimed I was—your ”

She seemed to find it impossible to 
utter the word.

“I know,” said the unhappy McKin­
non. “I'm sorry I lied—I’m sorry I 
stooped to a trick like that.”

“It will make it so much harder, la­
ter," she mourned.

“I'm sorry,” was all he could say. 
Her pale face suddenly colored at the 
thought that he had misinterpreted her.

“By later I mean by what we have 
to go through before we are oflf this 
ship," she explained.

“Then escape from this ship is to 
be counted the end of everything?” he 
asked.

"No. no." she murmured, “the be­
ginning. But it will be the end, unless 
we escape from Ganley.”

“Then Ganley is our first bridge to 
cross,” he said, with sudden energy.

“And before we cross that bridge I'm 
going to test a girder or two!"

XV.
The Laminian's wireless-operator sat 

in his room, three hours later, with his 
door hooked back against the wall- 
plates and his window-curtains gently 
flapping. From its unpainted shelf 
droned and hummed his dry-battery 
electric fan. A seaman passed by under 
the awning, carrying in his hand a clus­
ter of deck-lamps. From the open ven­
tilator-heads came the discordant sound 
of steel shovels grating on steel, the oc­
casional slam of a furnace door, the 
throb and pulse of the unvarying en­
gines. Otherwise it was very quiet; sea 
and sky met in a world of unbroken 
peace which the passing of so incon­
gruous a thing of steel and steam dis­
turbed for only a moment, agitated 
foolishly, yet for only a heart-throb or 
two.

Then high above the quiet deck- 
sounded out an even more incongruous 
noise, the nervous, tense staccato of the 
wireless “spark.” It seemed like some 
underworld god of speed striking out 
titantic chords: it was like some ghostly 
fingers playing on a harp of haste. Mc­
Kinnon sat between his four flashing 
white walls and sent his Hertzian waves 
arrowing out over the lonely acres of 
the Caribbean, hurling his coil's mys­
terious and imponderable force against 
the engulfing isolation of the sea. Then 
came a space of silence and again the 
blue-colored sprite danced anti jigged 
at the masthead.

As McKinnon had hoped, that sus­
tained rattle and roar of his “spark” 
brought to his open door the figure that 
had been slowly and meditatively pacing 
the bridge-deck.

“Could you take a message for me, 
if you're in touch with anything?” asked 
Ganley from the doorway.

The operator put down his ear­
phones with a touch of impatience.

“I thought I had something then.” 
he explained, “but it’s only static break­
ing through—lightning, you know. I 
can hear it go like a roll of drums that 



bends up to what we call a cough or 
sneeze.”

“Perhaps you're not in good running 
order,” ventured Ganley, eying the ap­
paratus, as a street cat might eye a 
canary behind its cage-bars.

“It's working as smooth as oil,” an­
swered McKinnon, adjusting his re­
ceiver again and listening for a minute 
or two. “But we're too far away from 
things! We’re drifting too far away 
from a white man’s world!”

He took the metal band from his 
head and swung about and faced his 
visitor. “Come in,” he said, with an 
effort at offhanded geniality, pushing 
forward his broken-armed steamer­
chair.

Ganley stepped into the cabin and 
sat down, with his slow and ponderous 
deliberateness. McKinnon found it 
hard to begin, for the weight of their 
last encounter was still heavy on his 
spirit. The other man seemed to un­
derstand the source of his embarrass­
ment. He sat back, at last, and diffi­
dently remarked : “You had something 
to say to me ?”

McKinnon reached a long thin arm 
over to the back of his operating-table.

“Yes, I wanted to give you back this 
gun of yours,” he said, as he held the 
revolver out to its owner.

Ganley took it, diffidently, turned it 
over in his fingers, puckered his heavy 
lips, and casually dropped the gun into 
his side pocket. Then he looked up at 
the other man.

“That was pretty ugly talk you got 
about me the other night,” he began, 
sliding low in his chair until his atti­
tude was nothing more than a noncha­
lant lounge. “I suppose you swallowed 
it whole—everything that attractive 
young woman said?”

It cost. McKinnon an effort to hold 
himself in, but the only line of proced­
ure in such warfare, he knew, was the 
indirect one.

“I don’t believe everything I hear,” 
was his answer, as he assumed an equal­
ly indifferent position.

“I guess most stories ’ve got their 
two sides,” remarked Ganley, largely.

“This woman, though, claimed you 

were nothing more than a gun-runner,” 
the younger man carelessly reminded 
him.

“Well, I am," suddenly declared 
Ganley, with his little deep-set eyes 
squarely on the other man's. “Can't 
there be two sides to gun-running?”

“The law side and the outlaw side, I 
suppose,” suggested McKinnon. Gan­
ley stared at him, a little heavily, a little 
impatiently, as the beetling iron-gray 
eyebrows worked ruminatively up and 
down.

“Look here, young man, I want you 
to understand this situation! These 
bodegn-hugging, labor-loathing fire­
eaters down here have got to have their 
theatricals. And they've got to have 
somebody set the stage and supply the 
colored lights for ’em. And if one 
man doesn’t tote in the fireworks, an­
other soon will.”

“And toting in the fireworks is your 
business ?’’

“That's my business! I keep sup­
plying them with the nicest little pin­
wheels that money can buy. They've 
got to have ’em, no matter where they 
come from. So I'm keeping their show 
going, and I'm making them pay for 
it good and plenty.”

“But hasn't this particular calling its 
particular dangers?” McKinnon casu­
ally inquired.

“That’s part of the game ! There are 
even men down there who’d go so far 
as to call me a lawbreaker. If that’s 
what I am, I’d like to know what you’d 
call those Yankee concession-hunters 
and wire-pullers and bribe-givers who 
burrow around for underground con­
tracts and then run squealing to Wash­
ington like a stuck pig every time a 
peon slaps a banana-car with a machete I 
No, sir, that’s my market, and I’m go­
ing to hold it.”

The other was compelled to acknowl­
edge there was something primordially 
massive about' this uncouth Caribbean 
king-maker. There was something ti­
tanic and persuasive about this self- 
confessed filibuster of petty republics. 
His very audacity was a ponderable as­
set. The sheer force of the man could 
still appeal to some substratum of ro- 



niance in the other's none too emotion­
al state of mind.

Some trace of this feeling must have 
shown itself in McKinnon’s half-smiling 
glance, for a new confidence crept into 
the tones of the man so closely watch­
ing him.

“I’ve been in my tight holes,” he 
placidly declared, folding his arms over 
his great chest. "And I've got out of 
’em, every time, just as I’m going to get 
out of this one !”

"But where’s the hole, this time?" 
mildly inquired the operator.

“Not having you on my side," said 
his candid enemy.

"I’m on nobody's side;" equivocated 
McKinnon.

“But what's the use o’ falling be­
tween two stools? Why not swing in 
with the right side, while you’ve still 
got the chance ?’’ Ganley was on his 
feet by this time, and standing over 
him. "See here, you're no piker. You're 
not afraid of a big thing, just because it 
is big. I’ve got my wires laid, and I’m 
going to knock that Locombian govern­
ment off its feet, if it costs me half a 
million to do it. They’ve got chrommm- 
mines down there worth more than 
that alone. I'm going.to clean out that 
Guariqui gang and I'm going to do it 
good when I do it. That’s my country 
down there,” and he waved a great, 
apelike arm toward the southwest, "and 
a week from now'll see it made into a 
v> bite man's land.”

McKinnon peered up at him, won­
dering if by any chance the man had 
indeed persuaded himself of the just­
ness of his cause.

“I tell you you've got to swing in 
with us,” Ganley was blandly declaring. 
“You haven’t any show. This work is 
going to be done quick and done 
quiet.”

“But how about leaks?"
“There’s not going to be any leaks. 

Every small craft and coaster that 
swings in to Puerto Locombia next 
week is going to be held there, in quar­
antine. That won't be anything to 
worry over, for we're the only sizable 
thing that’s due there. But if any of 

those tramp tubs should happen to have 
wireless aboard—and it isn’t likely— 
we're going' to take over their appara­
tus as contraband of war. The only 
thing we don’t want is interference 
from outside. It's our fight, and once 
we win it there'll be no trouble. We're 
a nation then, you see, the New Lib­
eral Party. We're a government of our 
own, and we can go back and patch up 
outside quarrels when we see fit.”

"But what will you do with the Lam­
in ia nd How about our captain, for in­
stance?" McKinnon asked.

"I'll tie him up so tight in quaran­
tine that his anchor-flukes’ll be bar­
nacled before he gets away again,” he 
said, with a snort of contempt for that 
saturnine ship’s master. "Oh, I've got 
this thing figured out as close as a sum 
in arithmetic. Some night this week 
our men are to surround their little two- 
by-four capital. Tuesday morning, by 
daybreak, if our guns and stuff are all 
landed, they’ll begin to cannonade. By 
Tuesday afternoon we’ll be advancing 
on the Palace itself. By Wednesday 
night we’ll have Duran and his gang 
shelled out or our own men shoved 
in. By sunup on Thursday we'll have 
Duran deposed and the new govern­
ment declared, an hour after those Pal­
ace gates come down, with our own 
men in office. There’s no use my beat­
ing round the bush with you any longer. 
It's all got to come. And I don’t want 
you workin' against us. I don't want 
to see you cuttin’ your own throat. And 
if you see us through for the next two 
or three days I'll do the right thing by 
you.”

"How the right thing?”
"I’ll deed you over a third interest in 

the Parroto chromium-mines, and make 
you minister of telegraphs for the new 
republic, with a salary of six thousand 
dollars in gold!”

Some momentary spirit of romance, 
of vast issues and strange dangers, of 
hazards and risks in far-off corners of 
the earth, hovered about the hot and 
stuffy little cabin.

"I mean it.” went on Ganley. as pla­
cid and persuasive as before. “I’ll tie 
myself down to it. And that hill-town 



of Guariqui is going to be a mighty 
livable little city when we do it over!" 

“It’s not Guariqui I’m afraid of,” was 
McKinnon's evasive answer. He was 
thinking how the spirit of youth and 
adventure less sophisticated than his 
own might be stunned and intoxicated 
by such prospects as these.

"Then what are you afraid of?” de­
manded Ganley.

"It’s so big," complained the other. 
‘’So big for me, I mean!”

Ganley laughed, a little scornfully.
“Then take a day to get used to it. 

Sleep on it, and let me know how you 
feel about it to-morrow. Is that satis­
factory ?”

"Yes, I’d rather think it over for a 
day or two,” was McKinnon’s answer. 
The other man rose heavily to his feet, 
crossed slowly to the door, and turned 
back to stare absently about the 
crowded little room.

“You’ll be with us all right,” he said, 
without emotion. But instead of going 
below, after bidding the operator good 
night in his suave and deep-throated 
guttural, he slowly and meditatively 
paced the bridge-deck, idly blinking up 
at the stars above the mastheads and 
out over the rail at the dark sea on 
either side of them.

XVI.
It was two days later that the Lami­

nin n swung in toward the coast of Lo­
combia. Her rust-stained bow, under 
the lash of the sweeping trade-wind, 
lifted and dipped again in a sapphire­
colored sea streaked with yellow wind­
rows of drift-weed. The hot sun blis­
tered the painted woodwork; the air 
was like a back-draft from an opened 
furnace. The wind freshened, as the 
day wore away, whipping spray along 
the bleached decks and humming 
through the tight-strung aerials at the 
masthead. It brought with it occasion­
al driving showers that pelted on the 
sodden canvas and steaming woodwork.

McKinnon, in his cabin, labored in 
vain over his tuning-box and responder. 
He had held Ganley off for another 

day, hoping against hope that some­
thing might still be picked up. The 
gun-runner had not accepted this en­
forced delay with a good grace; there 
would be little more chance for quib­
bling in that quarter. McKinnon, stoop­
ing to overlook his dynamo, felt that he 
had at last reached the end of his rope. 
When he stood up again he mopped 
his face with a handkerchief, and ir­
ritably summoned a steward and for 
the second time sent down to the en­
gine-room asking how he was expected 
to operate his coils on less than a hun­
dred volts.

Then he once more adjusted his hel­
met-receiver and sat back and sighed, 
letting the hot current from his elec­
tric fan play on his face. But the 
tropical air seemed devitalized, bereft 
of its oxygen. He was dimly conscious 
of the passage of time, of the muffled 
and monotonous drone of the fan, of 
the casual ship-noises far below deck. 
But nothing came to stir his responder 
into life. There was not a ship or sta­
tion to be picked up. The day had 
gone, and nothing had come to help him 
solve his problem.

Already, on the ship’s bridge, the 
navigating officer in soiled duck had 
picked up the Toajiras Light. Behind 
that light lay the flat and miasmal Lo­
combian coast. And somewhere, still 
farther to the southwest, armies were 
being arrayed against each other. Some­
where, across the deepening night, men 
were ambushing and shooting.

The night was well advanced when a 
great wide-shouldered figure passed 
quietly along the empty bridge-deck. 
This figure cautiously tried the door of 
the wireless-room, but found it securely 
locked. Then he crept about to the 
half-open shutter and stood there, min­
ute after minute, in an attitude of lis­
tening. Beyond the unbroken drone of 
the electric fan there was nothing to be 
heard from within. And the cabin it­
self was in utter darkness.

The man at the window waited for 
still another space of time, peering back 
and forth along the deck to make sure 
that his movements were unobserved. 
Then he raised a cautious arm and slid 



the barred shutter farther along its 
groove.

The damp wood rasped and stuttered 
a little, for all his caution, as he pushed 
it, and he drew quickly back from the 
window. For he had heard the sound 
of a sudden half-articulate sigh, fol­
lowed by the stir of a body moving im­
patiently on a mattress, and then the 
quick pad of bare feet crossing the 
cabin floor. It was McKinnon, startled 
out of his sleep of utter weariness by 
the momentary sound of the moving 
shutter.

He turned on the single-globed, 
green-shaded electric that swung low 
over his operating-table. He stood 
there in his crumpled madras pajamas, 
looking dazedly and sleepily about the 
room. Then, automatically, from sheer 
force of habit, he adjusted his “set’’ 
over his head, swung a sleepy hand out 
to his tuner-levers, pressed the phones 
close over his ears, and listened.

He grew tired of standing there, half­
leaning against the sharp table-edge, as 
he listened, for the responder had given 
no sign of life. So he dropped into the 
chair before his instrument, and sat 
there, yawning sleepily, with ludicrous­
ly wandering eyes, his elbows spread 
wide and resting on the edge of the un­
painted pine board.

The man at the shuttered window 
could see his face, half in the strong 
light of the shaded electric globe. He 
could see his nervous thin hand move 
back and forth to the tuner and shift 
and reshift the buttons in the slotted 
box-top columned with numerals. He 
could hear the operator’s low mumble 
of disappointment as he lifted the “set” 
from his head, disarranging more than 
ever his already tousled hair. Then 
the listener drew closer, for a sudden 
little sound, half-grunt, half-cry, had 
broken from McKinnon’s lips.

The phones were once more held 
down hard on his ears as he stooped 
forward, this time wide-awake. The 
coherer had stirred and quivered into 
life. A faint and febrile little shower 
of ticks was pounding minutely against 
his ear-drums. Some one was “send­
ing.”

He reached out and drew up the 
form-pad before him as he listened. The 
call was coming clearly now, repeated 
again and again. “Pt-Ba,” “Pt-Ba,” 
came the query through the night. Mc­
Kinnon, as he listened and “tuned up" 
to the other man’s tensity, could rec­
ognize the nature of the “send” as one 
would recognize the accent of a West­
erner in Boston or a Londoner in Dub­
lin. It was the unmistakable yet un- 
definable inflection and cadence of a 
navy man. It was an American battle­
ship of some sort, calling Puerto Lo­
combia.

McKinnon was on his feet again, 
tingling with excitement. He threw 
down his switch-lever, caught up his 
key, and sent the answering call rat­
tling and exploding across his spark­
gap, loud above the purr of the wakened 
dynamo.

Then he turned again to his phones 
and listened. They had not tuned up 
to him; they had not picked him up. 
For still again came the call “Pt-Ba,” 
“Pt-Ba.” It was out of the hours for 
sending. The engine-room had dimin­
ished his power, leaving him without 
voltage enough to make a “splash” that 
would reach the war-ship.

But bis hand went out to his form­
pad and he bent over it, busy with his 
transcription, as the noise pulsing and 
creeping in through his receivers trans­
lated itself into intelligibility.

This is cruiser Princeton lying off harbor 
of Torreblanca. Send word of Guariqui sit­
uation. Mobile despatch two days ago re­
ports protection wanted for American in­
terests. Please instruct our consul send 
immediate advice. Lieutenant Verdu.

Then came a minute or two of si­
lence, and then the call again, followed 
by the repeated message:

Pt-Ba: Are you asleep? Why does 
Princeton get no answer?

Lieutenant Verdu.
And still again came the silence, and 

still again the call, indignant, peremp­
tory, to the appreciatively trained ear 
as eloquent of impatience in its micro- 
phonic dots and dashes as the human 
voice itself could be.

Automatically McKinnon wrote out 



the despatches, word for word, as a 
matter of record. His chance had come 
at last: all he now needed was power. 
It would take him but a minute to slip 
down to the engine-room, he concluded, 
as he threw on a striped green bath­
robe with a hood like a monk’s cowl. 
Then he could see to it himself that 
they were slinging the right voltage up 
to him. He sprang for the cabin door, 
unlocked it, and swung it open. As he 
leaped out across the door-sill he ran 
head-on into the arms of Ganley.

He scarcely looked up. His one 
thought was to reach that engine-room 
and to reach it without loss of time. 
He accepted the momentary obstruction 
as nothing more than a clumsy seaman. 
He struggled to edge about the un­
yielding bulk, swinging to one side with 
a half-growl of impatience. It was not 
until he found himself seized and almost 
carried back into his cabin that he saw 
either the meaning or the menace of 
the situation.

“Is that message for me?" demanded 
Ganley, his huge figure blocking the 
doorway, his glance on the top sheet of 
the form-pad.

“No!" was the defiant retort. Gan­
ley reached back and swung the cabin 
door shut.

“I'd like to glance over that mes­
sage," suggested the man by the door. 
His tone was soft and purring, but there 
was a suggestion of claws behind the 
velvet.

“This is ship's business," cried Mc­
Kinnon, ripping the written sheet from 
the pad, his spirit of obduracy now well 
stirred into life.

“Could I look over that message ?” 
repeated Ganley, as quietly as before. 
Hut there was no mistaking the threat 
in his voice. McKinnon, eying him, 
saw his hand drop down to his side. 
The movement was quick and casual. 
But when the hand was raised again 
it held a revolver, a heavy, forty-four 
caliber thing of blue gun-metal, with 
a sawed-off barrel. The worn corners 
of the metal glimmered disagreeably, 
in sinister little touches of high-light, 
as Ganley held the barrel low, close in 
against the other man’s startled body.

“Could I look over that message ?” he 
reiterated, with no trace of excitement 
in his voice. The eyes of the two men 
met; they studied each other for a sec­
ond or two of unbroken silence. Then 
the operator flung the sheet on the pine 
table before the other man. The situa­
tion allowed of no further equivoca­
tion.

“Read it, if you want to!”
Ganley pounced on it, like a cat on 

a cornered mouse. He backed away 
to the door, but kept his revolver still 
poised in front of him while he read. 
McKinnon, as he watched the gun-run­
ner calmly restore the sheet of paper to 
his table, saw that the chance he had 
at first hoped for slip past him.

“Don’t you think we'd better kill that 
message?" Ganley suggested, with a 
pregnant movement of his right hand.

“Why?” asked McKinnon. He was 
trying to think, to gain time.

“You know why," retorted the gun­
runner.

The operator looked at his appara­
tus, at the sheet of writing, and at the 
opponent who had his heel on the neck 
of the situation. Then he laughed in 
the purely passionless way of the man 
so submerged in bitterness that fate 
can bring him no further sting.

“No, I don’t see why,” he answered, 
still clutching about for some forlorn 
straw of deliverance.

Ganley came a step or two nearer.
“I'll tell you why," he said, drawing 

his gravely interrogative eyebrows 
closer to his flat nose-bridge. “I’m go­
ing to be up here on this deck of yours 
to-night—I've decided it's cooler than 
that cabin of mine. Seein' this is our 
last night at sea, I'm going to enjoy it. 
And the sound of any message, of any 
message whatever, going out on those 
wires up there, is going to spoil my 
night ■ Is that plain enough for you ?”

He put the revolver back in his 
pocket and waited. The operator did 
not answer him. He knew that all he 
could do now would be to grope for­
ward slowly and blindly; he could only 
crawl and test and wait, like a crusta­
cean with foolishly waving feelers.



Ganley, watching him, backed toward 
the door.

“I'll say good night now,” he purred, 
with mock affability. „ “If you’re still 
in doubt about anything, you’ll find me 
on the deck here all right!”

The operator watched him as he went 
through the door and as he wheeled 
about for one malignant and admoni­
tory*  stare into the cabin. From the 
depths of his soul McKinnon resented 
that smile.

“You own this ship?” he flared back.
“No, but I’m going to,” was Gan- 

ley’s placid retort. He had taken out 
one of his evil-looking, thick, black ci­
gars, and was proceeding to light it 
with the utmost leisure.

“And this is your apparatus?”
“And my particular little corner of 

the earth,” responded Ganley, with the 
studiously voluptuous satisfaction of 
the idealist who has achieved his 
dream. McKinnon’s eyes narrowed. 
The taste of being beaten at the only 
game he knew how to play was grow­
ing very bitter in his mouth.

"And supposing I don’t kill this mes­
sage?” he ventured. Had the words not 
been in the form of an interrogation, 
they might have been claimed to carry 
the weight of an ultimatum.

The huge, red-faced figure with the 
black cigar leaned in through the nar­
row doorway.

“I think you will, though,” was the 
vaguely menacing retort.

“And why?”
Ganley laughed a little.
“Do you s’pose I’m going to let a 

couple of children like you”—and he 
threw a world of contempt into the 
word “children” as he uttered it—“step 
in and try to stop my steam-roller?”

“You haven’t told me why!” re­
torted the dogged McKinnon.

“Well, this is why,” said Ganley, 
and he leaned closer in through the 
door as he spoke. “If you< don’t choose 
to put a padlock on that wire, I’m go­
ing to put a padlock on you!”

“Just what do you mean by that?”
“I mean that you'll kill that message, 

or I'll killymr/"
Then he shut the cabin door, quietly, 

4

and the operator was left standing alone 
in his station.

XVII.
McKinnon was aroused by a quick, 

light knock, repeated for the second 
time. He took up his revolver, slipped 
it into the loose side pocket of his bath­
robe, and cautiously opened the door.

It was Alicia Boynton who stepped 
in as he did so, pushing him sharply 
back and closing the door even more 
sharply after her. Then she stood con­
fronting him, with her finger to her 
lips, as a sign for silence. McKinnon 
had long since learned that catastrophic 
moments and ceremonial seldom walk 
hand in hand. But the thought of his 
attire and its simplicity disturbed and 
shocked him; his embarrassment, even 
at that moment, was greater than that 
of the woman’s.

“What is it?” asked the operator, net­
tled by the intent look on her listening 
face. She made a second sign for si­
lence. Then she took a deep breath of 
relief. For the first time he noticed 
that she was fully dressed, as though 
for land-travel. Something about her 
conveyed to him the passing impression 
that she was disconcertingly well- 
groomed. But her face showed gray 
under the heavy upturned veil; it car­
ried a touch of weariness afid shadow 
about the eyes, as though she had been 
passing troubled and restless nights.

“I have heard every word,” she ex­
plained, in her low and intimate tones. 
"I was leaning on the rail, under the 
bow of the life-boat. I waited until 
Ganley passed behind the officers’ quar­
ters. He’s walking up and down, smo­
king—and waiting.”

“Did he see you come in here ?” asked 
McKinnon, distressed at the thought 
there was no hospitality he_could ex­
tend to her, feeling that this fight was 
his own, and his alone.

“No; he did not see me. It was so 
hot below—I had been sitting on deck 
for an hour. This means so much—to­
night. I must be here, with you1”

The impersonality of her declaration 
seemed to clear the air like a thunder­



clap. McKinnon knew but one moment 
of wavering.

“There's going to be trouble here, to­
night," he warned her. “I'd rather you 
went below."

"I couldn’t, now," she answered, very 
simply. “And we are.wasting time in 
talk when every moment is precious. 
What did you pick up by wireless?”

“I had the Princeton, at Torre­
blanca.”

“The Princeton! Then we are wast­
ing time—we’re getting farther and 
farther away from her every minute.”

“No, that’s impossible if she’s lying 
off Torreblanca. We’re drawing a lit­
tle closer to her, if anything. The dan­
ger is that he'll leave his instrument be­
fore I can call again. And I've got 
to have power from the engine-room.”

“Then I'll watch your key while you 
go below,” she promptly suggested. He 
pondered the problem for a moment or 
two.

“No, that would be inviting danger. 
I want you to carry this message to the 
engine-room for me.”

“I'm ready," she answered.
He lifted his revolver from his bath­

robe pocket.
"I want you to take this," he told 

her, holding it out for her. He noticed 
her hesitation, her tentative glance up 
into his fjee, and then her quick and 
unequivocal movement of the hand to­
ward her breast.

“I have my own," she said. They 
both knew, as they stood facing each 
other, that the ever-narrowing apex of 
the dilemma was crowding up to its 
final climacteric point.

“But what will you do—when the 
power comes?" she asked.

"I'm going to send," was his reply. 
“I’ll fight it out with him. Ganley 
can't dictate to the high seas of the 
world.”

Even in anarchy and outlawry, he 
felt, .there had to be some final sub­
stratum of reason. And Ganley had 
fallen back on nothing but brute force.

“Why couldn’t I go to the captain?” 
she pleaded.

“That’s worse than useless. He’s 
drunk. And we’d only get him against 

us, for he'd order us to keep out of 
the mess. He'd fight shy of entangling 
alliances. He’d forbid me to send, for 
he’s got his ship to clear from that 
port.”

“But the Princeton would be his pro­
tection, as well as ours.”

“That’s true—but the man’s brain is 
too brandy-soaked to understand such a 
situation. We’ve got to act ourselves, 
and on our own hook.”

He told her, briefly, the way to*  the 
engine-room? Then he switched off his 
light, unlocked his door, and glanced 
out to see that the way was clear. Yet 
he waited at that open door with his 
revolver in his hand, until he had made 
sure she was below-stairs. Then he 
locked himself in again, and made a 
mad and desperate dash into his clothes. 
Then he unlimbered his revolver, 
looked over its chambers, brought out 
his box of cartridges, and saw that 
every cartridge was in place. He had, 
by this time, more or less made up his 
mind as to his line of procedure. Ele 
had his natural rights, and they were 
going to be respected. There would be 
no more free-and-easy invasion of his 
station, no more buccaneer’s airy 
threats of force. He had been made a 
football of for too long: he had been 
mauled and bullied and browbeaten like 
a street-curb panhandler. He was an 
official, with official duties to perform. 
Ue had vacillated and temporized too 
long. The time had come to act, and 
he was going to act. Once Alicia Boyn­
ton was back in his cabin he would 
barricade the door and leave her on 
guard behind the window-shutter. Then 
he would go to his key, to the work that 
lay before him. And at the first move­
ment of aggression or interference from 
Ganley, he would shoot—and he had 
long since learned to pride himself on 
the fact that-when he shot he seldom 
wasted powder.

As he waited for the girl's return he 
busied himself pulling out his trunk and 
standing it on end, to-be shoved against 
the locked door as a further reenforce­
ment against possible attack from out­
side. The wall-plates themselves, he 
knew, could never be penetrated by a 



bullet; it was the wooden-shuttered 
window and the door alone that needed 
defense.

No touch of fear rested on McKin­
non as he worked out his plan, point 
by point; it was more perplexity as to 
the outcome of the movement, touched 
with wonder as to whether or not any 
contingency had been overlooked. He 
regretted, vaguely, that Alicia Boynton 
was to be dragged into this trial by fire, 
that she would have to stand so closely 
by and endure a combat so sordid and 
demeaning. Yet he felt, in some way, 
that that night was to subject her to 
the acid-test of a final integrity. It 
would be unalloyed purity of purpose 
alone, he argued, that would keep her 
there at his side, during such an or­
deal. He no longer suspected her or 
her motives. That was all a thing of 
the past. But he almost gloried in the 
thought that such an unequivocal and 
authentic seal was to be put on a rela­
tionship that had once seemed little 
more than fortuitous.

XVIII.
McKinnon, ill at ease, was wondering 

what could keep Alicia Boynton so long 
below-dcck. when the sound of hurried 
footsteps, followed by an oath and an 
answering cry of alarm, sounded from 
outside his door.

“You keep out o’ here!"
It was Ganley’s voice, short and 

brusk. The knob of the locked door 
twisted and moved; the girl must have 
caught hold of it from the outside. It 
was equally plain, from the sound of 
her sudden gasp and the scuffle that 
followed, that Ganley had flung her 
aside from the door.

McKinnon switched out his light be­
fore he opened that door, for he wanted 
every chance. The first message that 
flashed'to bis brain was that it was very 
dark outside. The second was that a 
great malletlike hand had descended 
unexpectedly on his own, out of this 
darkness, and had sent his revolver rat­
tling across the boards of the cabin floor. 
His next was the knowledge of clinch­

ing and writhing and struggling with a 
fighting and heaving hulk that bore him 
quickly back over his door-sill. Then 
came a brief and bitter battle for what 
seemed to be a short-barreled, heavy- 
butted revolver in one of the malletlike 
hands. The revolver fell away from 
them both in the hot and stifling black­
ness of the cabin, but still they clawed 
and panted and writhed from side to 
side. Then came the sound of the door 
slammed shut, and the woman crying to 
McKinnon to turn on the light. He 
dropped low and twisted sharply, tear­
ing himself loose from the apelike arms.

“The light—turn on the light!” cried 
the woman, as though apprehensive of 
some danger he could not fathom.

McKinnon, still panting and shaking, 
sprang for his light-switch and snapped 
on the current. The blank darkness 
puffed into a sudden picture. It showed 
in -sparkling high-lights on the wire­
less apparatus. It revealedffhe huddled 
figure of Ganley crouching back against 
the sleeping-berth. It - showed the 
white-faced and terrified woman close 
by the cabin door. But that was all ; 
for in the next second the light went 
out again, and the cabin was once more 
blanketed in utter darkness.

But McKinnon, in that brief heart- 
throb of illumination, had caught and 
fixed in his mind’s eye the position of 
his fallen revolver. He was on his 
hands and knees, on the floor, like a cat, 
crawling to the farther corner of his 
dynamo base. The silence seemed 
something material, something smoth­
ering and choking the three watchers. 
No one knew from what quarter the 
bolt would strike. McKinnon’s long, 
lean fingers padded feverishly yet silent­
ly about the floor, exploring the area in 
which his fallen revolver must lie. He 
thought he had it; but his fingers had 
closed only on his heavy, canvas-cov­
ered dumb-bell. He padded farther into 
the blackness, feeling along the dynamo 
base, wondering if it were blood, or only 
sweat that was trickling down his face.

Then he gave a gasp of relief, and 
fell back, slowly drawing himself up­
right as he retreated. He was armed 
again; he was once more able to face 



the situation. All he wanted now was 
to get the woman out of the way, out of 
the cabin, if possible. It was not gsing 
to be the sort of thing she should face. 
It was too late for half-measures. ’ He 
had been subjected to too much ; he had 
gone through too much. There could 
be no possibilities of further compro­
mise. He felt, dimly, that it would be 
horrible; and yet he felt that it had to 
be. It was the inevitable, and final 
movement toward which all others had 
centered.

He backed toward the door until his 
groping hand came in contact with its 
knob. Then he caught at the girl’s 
arm, and half pushed, half dragged her 
toward the threshold, with a whispered 
“Quick'’! He never knew whether she 
mistook him for Ganley, or whether she 
had determined to remain in the wire- 
less-room, even against his wishes. But 
she did not go: she only drew closer 
in to the wall as he swung the door 
open for her.

It was at that moment that Ganley 
must have caught some dim silhouette 
of his figure against the less opaque 
blackness of the open deck. For, as the 
door swung open, Ganley swung out 
with the oak-framed steamer-chair, 
which he had already caught up as a 
weapon of defense. lie swung it short 
and quick, with £ forward and ellip­
tical motion as he leaned out toward 
the dimly discerned shadow. He heard 
it strike home; he heard the inarticulate 
little half-groan, half-sigh, as the 
stunned man crumpled down over the 
door-sill. Ganley heard the woman’s 
cry of terror, but he had other fish to 
fry. He pawed frenziedly about the 
cabin wall until he found the light­
switch, and turned on the light. He 
saw McKinnon still half-over his door- 
- ill; he saw the woman crouched shield- 
like over his body; he saw the broken 
steamer-chair lying on the cabin "floor. 
He also saw a heavy iron dumb-bell, 
covered with rusted canvas, lying at his 
feet, not six inches from the dynamo 
base. The terrified woman screamed 
again, and still again, as she saw him 
stoop and catch it up.

It was not until the great, apelike arm 

of the gun-runner brought the dumb­
bell crashing down on the operating­
table that she realized her mistake, that 
his actual intention flashed through 
her. His fury now was not being di­
rected toward McKinnon. It was the 
instrument that he was attacking. For 
the heavy iron had struck with a crash­
ing blow on the delicately poised re­
sponder, with its fragile and mysterious 
coherer, crushing the flimsy mechanism 
.of glass and wood and metal as a mallet 
might crush a bird’s egg. She felt Mc­
Kinnon’s mumbling and struggling 
body under her; but she gave it no 
thought. She only saw and knew that 
this maddened brute was beating the 
very heart out of their wireless appara­
tus, that with every blow he was crush­
ing her last hopes. She dragged and 
wrenched McKinnon’s revolver from 
his outstretched hand. But before she 
could so njuch as raise it, Ganley's sec­
ond blow had fallen. This time it fell 
on the “key” itself, tearing the heavy 
metal lever free from its binding-post. 
He had just caught it up and flung it 
malignantly out through the cabin win­
dow, whirling out into the sea, when 
she fired.

Her first shot went wild. Before she 
had time for a second, Ganley had 
wheeled about and sprung on - her 
through the smoke-filled air. The huge 
forty-four Colt seemed too heavy for 
.her, beyond her strength, for she had 
no second chance of using it, as she 
knew she should have. But she caught 
at him and clung to him, blindly, pant­
ing, and screaming, wondering why no 
one came. She clung and clawed at him 
like a cat. until, under the sheer fury 
of that attack, he had to'take thought 
to defend himself. He fell back a step 
or two. and the movement sent them 
both falling over the broken steamer­
chair, grotesquely, foolishly. But not 
for a moment did the woman cease to 
fight and scream. The sound of it all 
seemed to sting the dazed McKinnon 
into a consciousness of what was going 
on. He dragged himself up to a sitting 
posture; but before he could struggle 
to his feet. Captain Yandel and an of­
ficer from the bridge were in the cabin.



He saw them tearing and dragging at 
Ganley’s great limbs. He saw the white 
and panting and disheveled group once 
more upright, each shaking and facing 
the other. Then for the first time he 
saw his dismantled apparatus.

“What’s this shooting on my ship?” 
roared the captain.

“That cat tried to kill me!” cried 
Ganley, breathing short and quick. The 
woman struggled to speak, but the cap­
tain gave her no attention. His eye for 
the first time had fallen on McKinnon 
leaning against the cabin wall, with a 
little trickle of blood running down 
over one swollen cheek-bone.

“What's this mean?” he demanded of 
his operator. McKinnon’s senses had 
come back to him by this time. But a 
hopelessness that was almost worse 
than death itself crept through him.

“He's killed our wireless! Our wire­
less ! Can’t you see he’s killed it!”

The captain's mental state was such 
that ideas filtered into the narrow seat 
of his consciousness but slowly.

“But how? And why?”
“Look at that responder!” cried the 

operator. “It's smashed. And the key’s 
ruined! He’s cut the heart out of our 
apparatus!”

“But I want to know the meaning of 
this barroom brawling aboard my ship!” 
still thundered its master.

McKinnon pointed landward savage­
ly, toward the mangrove swamps and 
mountains of Locombia.

“He’s at the root of that revolution. 
He’s been trying to stop my sending. 
He said he’d kill me if I sent.”

“'That's a lie,” retorted Ganley. “He’s 
working with this woman to juggle 
messages for Duran! They’re making 
a tool of you and your ship 1”

“That shows who’s making a tool of 
you!” cried McKinnon, pointing with 
his lean and shaking finger to the shat­
tered responder. The ship-captain's 
face was blotched and purplish and hor­
rible to look at by this time.

“And he’s killed our wireless?”
“Look at it,” answered McKinnon.
For the’second time Captain Yandel 

looked. The indignity, the enormity of 

the thing threw him into a slowly grow­
ing ecstasy of sublimated rage.

“And who fired that shot?” he de­
manded, with an almost voluptuous de­
light in the anticipation of further fuel 
for a still more towering fire.

“I did,” said the white-faced woman.
‘“So you did,” purred the captain, 

slowly releasing the torrent. "And 
you’re a nice pair, the two of you, ma- 
kin’ a pot-house of my ship! You half­
breed filibusters! You garlic-eating 
outlaws! You murderin’, slave-drivin’ 
tin-horn conspirators! Get out o’ here, 
you flimflam beach-combers ! Get out o’ 
my sight! Get down to your cabins 
and stay there until you’re put ashore 
at Puerto Locombi^ or by’ the living 
God, if you so much as show a nose 
outside your doors, I’ll clap the whole 
lot o’ you into irons and carry you back 
to New York harbor!”

The captain turned to McKinnon.
“Have you picked up anything about 

fightin’ in there?” he demanded, with 
his guttural running obligato of marin­
er’s oaths. “Or have you been too taken 
up with your own fightin’ ?”

“I’ve picked up nothing,” was Mc­
Kinnon's answer.

“Then why can’t you get Guariqui ?” 
The ship's master was still slow in 
grasping the situation.

“I tell you we’re cut off from every­
thing ! My responder’s gone !”

“Can’t you fix it?”
“Not unless there’s a De Forest re­

sponder brought aboard from Puerto 
Locombia.”

“Can’t you shift without it ?”
“No more than you can live without 

a heart.”
The captain turned on the strangely 

placid-eyed and listening Ganley. The 
latter's indifference' seemed to sting 
him into a renewed ecstasy of anger.

“You'll cool your heel in the Puerto 
Locombia quartci for this,” he declared, 
with another of his explosive oaths. 
“I’ll damned soon hand you over where 
you belong!”

His threat had no effect whatever on 
his placid-eyed listener. His heavy 
face, with its houndlike, pendulous jaws, 



and the drooping-lidded, deep-set eyes, 
with their misleading look of pathos, 
.deemed" to show nothing but a patient 
forbearance.

“I want you to get that couple where 
they belong,” he calmly and slowly re­
plied. “I want that woman put where 
she won’t be taking pot-shots at every 
passenger she doesn't like 1”

The waiting and wide-eyed group at 
the door had increased by this time, un­
til their bodies, pressing close, shut all 
air from the crowded cabin. The cap­
tain shouldered them back savagely. 
That his authority should be overrid­
den, in his own ship, on his own deck, 
was more than he could endure.

"Get out o' here!" he cried at Ganley, 
in his arbitrary rage. “Get out o' this 
cabin, or I’ll throw you out!”

The ship’s mate, diplomatically fore­
stalling his superior officer's intention 
and action, dropped the long, leather- 
covered bridge-telescope, which in his 
haste he had carried in with him, caught 
the rebellious passenger by. the right 
arm, as though to drag him forth.

But one sweep of that huge right arm 
sent the mate stumbling and falling over 
the ruins of the steamer-chair. Captain 
Yandel beheld that offense, and it left 
him no longer a reasoning being. His 
last instinctive sense of order and right 
had been outraged. He caught up the 
leather-covered bridge-telescope. He 
swung it back and down, blindly, in a 
qvicklv shortening half-circle, bringing 
the huge cylinder of glass and steel 
sharply down on Ganley’s head, close 
behind the thick, red ear.

“Get ’im out o’ here!" raged the in­
furiated officer, as the man went down, 
without a sound. “Get 'im away from 
here—get 'im off this deck, or I’ll kill 
him!’’

There was the sound of a boatswain's 
whistle, the murmur of voices, the shuf­
fling of feet. When McKinnon looked 
up. the room was cleared. He saw 
Alicia Boynton, face down on his berth. 
Tor a moment he thought she had 
fainted and fallen there. But she had 
only turned away to relieve her speech­
less horror, her overtaxed mind and 
body, in a paroxysm of dry, hard sobs.

XIX.
McKinnon looked down at the girl’s 

forlorn and weeping figure without 
speaking. Then he looked at his broken 
and dismantled apparatus. He felt like 
a child in an open boat, without oars, 
approaching an inevitable Niagara. He 
turned back to her, in mingled helpless­
ness and pity. There was no message 
of consolation he could bring to her; 
he felt that it was hopeless for both of 
them. So instinctively, as he stooped 
over her, he touched her hand and mur­
mured : “I'm sorry.” He was a man 
of action always before one of emotion; 
but he had to swallow hard, to clear the 
lump from his throat, as he spoke.

He stroked her white and fragile 
hand, as it lay on -his pillow,--with the 
rough timidity with which a seaman 
might stroke a tired and captured land­
bird. Her sobs of utter weariness grew 
quieter, but she did not look up or speak 
to him. So he drew back his berth- 
curtain and lifted his electric fan from 
its shelf, placing it on the operating­
table so that the current of air from its 
whirring wings might blow in to where 
she lay.

“Is it hopeless?” she asked, without 
turning her face to him. She had strug­
gled to ask it casually, but the bitter 
listlessness of her voice translated every 
tone and word of that question into the 
notes of utter tragedy.

"No. it's not hopeless,” he said com­
batively, aggressively, for her sake 
alone. “This is a De Forest station. 
We have the international rights com­
mon to all wireless operation. We are 
immune. We can hold this room until 
help of some sort arrives.”

It was foolish, he knew, even as he 
uttered it. They could be driven out, or 
starved out, or baked out, in a single 
day. Yet as he kept up the pleasant 
fiction, he was infinitely glad of her 
presence there. He needed her, not be­
cause she could buoy him up to meet 
implacable adversities, but to compel 
him to sustain himself for her sake.

“We can attach a power-wire to that 
cabin door-handle, so that no one dare 
touch it. We can run a wire to----- •"



His voice trailed off and went out, 
like a burned fuse. The change that 
had come over him was so sudden that 
the woman turned and sat up.

“Wait!” he called, in a voice so high- 
pitched it sounded what was almost a 
treble note. “Wait!”

He stood rooted to the spot for a mo­
ment, petrified by the new thought that 
had come to him.

“It’s not hopeless!” he cried exultant­
ly. “It can be done ! The models ! My 
telephony models! They carry what is 
practically a responder!”

The woman watched him, wide-eyed, 
for he was down on the floor, on his 
knees, before the box of models, lifting 
out strange and delicate bits of machin­
ery—machinery for which she had al­
ways felt a strange fear and aloofness, 
since the quiet evening he had once 
spoken to her of high-frequency oscilla­
tions and audions and ionizing gases.

“I tell you I can make it work!” he 
exulted. “It'll take time and work, but 
I can do it! I can have the whole 
thing rigged up by daylight. By morn­
ing I can be sending and receiving 
again!”

He was on his feet by this time, try­
ing to explain it to her.

“My key’s gone, you see; but that 
doesn’t make it hopeless. I can adjust 
a piece of heavy copper wire to my rear 
binding-post here. Then I can take the 
other end of that wire and touch it at 
the contact-point here where my key 
used to strike. I can spell out the 
Morse that way, word by word. We’ll 
be able to talk! We'll be able to send 
out our message!”

“Is this true?” she asked, her wide 
and shadowy eyes searching his face.

“Every word of it, or I don’t know 
wireless!” -

“That means we can call the Prince­
ton."

“We’ll be still closer by morning. I’ll 
be ready and waiting by the time their 
operator is at his key. And by noon we 
ought to pick up Guariqui, if we passed 
the Toajiras Light over three hours 
ago—no, before that, any time after 
sunrise!”

“If they are still sending!” said the 
woman absently.

“They must be sending,” cried Mc­
Kinnon hopefully, as he bent over his 
mysterious instruments, “or the Prince­
ton would never have been calling them 
the way it was.”

“Then I must help you !”
“No, you must rest. This is work I 

have to do alone. You are worn out; 
you need rest; you must have rest. You 
must sleep if you can.”

“And you ?” she asked.
“Oh, I’ll be working this out. 

There’ll be no sleeping in this place, you 
know, once I start to send!"

“But I meant that yon need rest," she 
explained.

He could laugh now, though his 
laughter was both brief and preoccu­
pied.

“Rest 1” he cried. “I’m good for two 
days without a drop of it. once I’ve got 
things going the way I’m trying to 
make them go.”

She watched the white electric light 
of the drop-globe pour down on his 
bent and constantly shifting head. She 
could see the little black stain of dried 
blood on his temple. She could also see 
the sweat running down the side of 
his face, between his check-bone and his 
ear. For some inexplicable reasop, she 
gave a throaty and inarticulate little 
gasp of gratitude.

“And things will go our way!” he de­
clared ruminatively. “Once we get this 
message out, we’ll have three hundred 
American bluejackets up in Guariqui 
inside of two days. We can have a 
banana-train filled with machine guns 
climbing up through those hills and 
every rebel in Locombia under cover!”

Alicia Boynton did not answer him as 
he stooped and studied and worked. 
But she sat there, with her hands 
clasped together, loosely, watching the 
aureole of light that the swinging elec­
tric made about the wireless-operator's 
head.

XX.
Things did not go McKinnon’s way 

as easily as he had expected, or had 
so bravely pretended to expect. The 



first gray tinge of morning, deepening 
slowly to pearl, showed along the east­
ern sky-line before he had completed his 
task.

lie sat back with a sigh of relief; he 
sat back like a god who had wearied 
of creation, looking on bis work and 
seeing that it was good. The gray and 
pearl along the sky-line had by this 
time turned to pale rose, and slender 
pencils of light were showing through 
the chinks in his cabin shutter. Alicia 
Boynton was still asleep on his narrow 
berth. So narrow was her resting- 
place, and so quiet her breathing, that it 
seemed to him as though she were lying 
in a coffin. She had dropped off into 
that sleep of utter weariness against 
her will. She had resolved to be with 
him and near him every moment of his 
labor, but the intriguing claims of the 
body had dethroned her volitiorf.

And now, as he gazed down at her 
white and tranquil face, he dreaded to 
waken her. Fie felt touched, as he 
watched the quiet throb of the pulse in 
her blue-veined temple where the dark 
and heavily massed brown hair had 
fallen back, with a sense of mystery be­
fore the ancient miracle of sleep. He 
wondered where her escaped spirit had 
gone to; it seemed nothing more than 
the quiescent shell of her, the empty 
husk of her, that he stood and watched. 
A wayward sense of loneliness, of de­
sertion. crept over him, and he turned 
about, not ungratefully, to listen to the 
familiar swish of deck-hose and thump 
of holystone as the early-awakened 
deck-crew washed down the decks. It 
was commonplace enough, that swish 
and thump of mumbling workers, but 
now there was something wordlessly 
companionable in it to the listening Mc­
Kinnon. It reminded him that the 
every-day trivialities, the orderly actual­
ities that sustain the machinery of life, 
must always go on, no matter how close 
may brood the spirit of outer tragedy. 
It reminded him, too, that it was morn­
ing, and that the hour of his ultimate 
trial had arrived.

He swung his door open, and looked 
out along the deck. He beheld a wind­
less sea, and a blood-red sun mounting 

up above its rim, where dull orange 
paled into dark azure. lie also beheld 
a dirty-jacketed and heavy-eyed stew­
ard carrying a pewter coffee-pot and a 
tray of fruit ’and -toast and eggs along 
the deck to the captain’s stateroom. This 
heavy-eyed steward willingly enough 
surrendered his burden when McKin­
non thrust a dollar into his hand, and 
went shuffling below-stairs again, to re­
place the coffee-pot and replenish the 
tray. McKinnon closed and locked his 
cabin door, before he set down the 
breakfast thus caught on the wing, and 
when he looked up he saw Alicia Boyn­
ton regarding him with wide-open and 
vaguely wondering eyes. He felt glad 
that he had escaped the brutality of 
waking her to the troubled world that 
still encompassed them.

“What is it?" she asked.
“It’s your breakfast.” he said, with 

studied cheeriness. “You’re going to 
drink this black coffee and eat this 
toast while I start to send.”

"Then you can send?” she asked. 
Her world of reality seemed slow in 
coming back to her.

“I've got to go to the engine-room 
first,” he explained, “to see about my 
power. Lock this door when.I go out, 
and don't open it; don't open it for Cap­
tain Yandel himself, until you hear me 
knock three times.”

She had made her hurried toilet by 
the time he was back, but the coffee and 
eggs remained untouched. McKinnon, 
at the still open door, could see that the 
brief tropical morning had already 
merged into open day. He could see, 
too, that they had drawn closer into 
the Locombian coast. McKinnon's flesh 
tingled and crept a little as he looked 
on it. for it disquieted and overawed 
him, that land of crawling mists and 
blazing light and flaming heat. The 
thought of its overcrowded and self­
strangling vegetation, of its ceaseless 
and sinister and overexuberant life, de­
pressed him. He was glad enough to 
shut and lock his door on it all.

“You haven't eaten ?” he said, as his 
eye fell on the untouched breakfast.

“I couldn’t,” she confessed. “I 
couldn't until I knew you were sending 



again!” He thought over that state­
ment, for the situation had its difficul­
ties.

“Not a word, not a dot, goes out 
until we've had our breakfast," was his 
ultimatum. He knew that she needed 
nourishment. He also knew that it 
would be unwise to bank too strongly 
on his untested apparatus. And he 
knew that defeat, if defeat it was. would 
be a crushing one. So he ate. though 
it was more to encourage her than to 
appease his own hunger. And when 
their frugal meal was finished, he looked 
at his watch with speculative and half- 
closed eyes. Then lie gave a deep sigh 
and turned to his operating-stable.

The girl, sitting on the berth-edge, 
saw his hand go up to the switch­
board ; she saw the lever come down 
on the contact-pins, one by one, and 
heard the hum and drone of the wa­
kened dynamo. She saw his rubber- 
muffled fingers catch up the piece of 
heavy insulated copper wire which had 
been attached to the dismantled bind­
ing-post, and the flash of blue flame 
that exploded from knob to knob across 
the spark-gap as he completed his cir­
cuit by touching his wire-end to the 
contact-point of his improvised key. 
She saw his intently inclined head as he 
sat listening with his phones' pressed 
close over his ears, and the thin and 
still oddly boyish-looking face beaded 
with minute drops of perspiration. His 
preoccupied left hand went out to his 
tuner, and still he sat there, over his 
reconstructed responder, waiting. The 
only sound in the cabin was the contin­
uous whir of the electric fan on its un­
painted pine shelf. The minutes 
dragged Slowly away. The silence be­
came nerve-torturing, piling up like a 
wave that refuses to break and fall.
_“Tt's useless!" cried the girl.

McKinnon silenced her with a per­
emptory movement of the hand. He 
leaned forward, slowly, until his breast­
bone pressed against the edge of the 
table. Then came a moment or two of 
unbroken quietness.

"I've got them!" he whispered.
But still again the silence was un­

broken as the man with the glimmering 

steel band across his head sat crooked 
up like a schoolboy over a slate, listen­
ing. His hand went out to the lever­
heads in the numeral-lined slots of his 
tuning-box, as he paused to tune up 
to the wave-pitch of some as yet unde­
cipherable message. His half-closed 
eyes opened and widened, and he was 
suddenly springing for the switch-han­
dle of his starting-box again. *

“I've got them,” he cried exultantly, 
as he turned to his key. "I've got tree 
of them. They’re both talking at once. 
I’ve got to make one hold back,if I can 
reach him. If not, I’ve got to try to 
tune him out!"

His voice was cut off by the familiar 
spit and flash of the huge blue spark, 
and a thin ozonic odor filled the closed 
room, strangely like the smell of sum­
mer air after a thunder-storm. The 
rapt and wistful eyes of the woman 
watched him as he worked, touched 
into wonder before the inscrutable, 
humbled into momentary amazement by 
the unfathomable mystery of Hertzian 
waves.

“Thank God!” he cried, "it’s Guari­
qui !”

“Guariqui!” echoed the woman. He 
silenced her sharply, for he had his car 
at his phone again, and was once more 
working nervously over his tuning-box.

“We've lost them,” he murmured de­
jectedly. "We’ve lost them both!”

The whir of the fan and the breath­
ing of the two listeners were the only- 
sound in the cabin. The quietness again 
seemed like an up-piling-breaker that 
refused to fall and retreat. The woman 
stirred uneasily.

“Wait!” cried McKinnon, with sud­
denly inclined head. His face, now 
seamed with runnels of sweat, was 
drawn and pallid. He jerked a nervous 
hand toward the droning fan peevish­
ly, as though its presence were a per­
sonal affront to him.

"Shut off that fan,” he commanded. 
The woman rose without a word and 
shut it off. There was a malicious little 
spit of the rebellious current, a spark of 
blue under the japanned standard, and 
the revolving brass wheel-wings came 
to a stop.



“There!” McKinnon’s voice erupted 
like one of his own coil-sparks through 
the silence. "Now I’ve got them!”

He jumped for his key, talking over 
his shoulder as he did so.

“It’s the Guariqui operator,” he ex­
plained, as he worked. “He’s sending 
very weak; I can hardly get him. He 
says his power’s giving out, and De 
Brigard’s men are targeting at his 
aerials with carbines.”

Then he flung himself into his chair, 
and caught up his form-pad for tran­
scription, with his receiver once more 
over his head. He wrote slowly, with 
intent eyes and wrinkled brow, word 
after word, sometimes going back and 
scratching out a phrase, sometimes puz­
zled by a lost dot or dash in the stut­
tering Morse, sometimes quickly “break­
ing” and asking the operator to repeat. 
His breath came shorter and quicker 
as he listened and wrote. Then he 
called frenziedly, and listened, and 
called again.

“They’re dead!” he exclaimed, in dis­
gust. “I can’t get them! Their wires 
must be gone !”

His use of the word “dead” terrified 
the woman at his side. He had no time 
to explain. He simply thrust his in­
scribed pad-sheets into her hand as he 
turned to his key again, for time now 
was precious, terribly precious. She 
read:

Duran's men all here. Shut up in city 
waiting cartridge shipment. Light skir­
mishes last two days. Ulloa held De Brigard 
back all yesterday, but had to fall back on 
city at night. Short of ammunition. We 
arc shut in. De Brigard's forces surrounded 
city at daybreak. Courier reports rebels 
bringing machine guns up through hills, from 
Sanibella. We must have help before guns 
join bombardment. Carbines are picking at 
my aerials from Paraiso Hill, to the east. 
Can you get Chilean battle-ship two days off 
Puerto Locombia or British ship out of 
Kingston ? Must have help. Relay call to 
anything in reach. Duran’s authority. Or 
if Chilean or British marines can be landed 
in time advise them to push in by way of 
Boracao. American Consul Klauser shut up 
there holding wireless with Kilvert, United 
Fruit operator, but report bad sending. Is 
only disaffected town outside capital. En­
train there. Must hurry.

Her hungry eyes rushed back and 

forth along the second sheet which Mc­
Kinnon had thrust into her hand :

Can get Princeton. Some one from God’s 
country. Must hurry. Yes, president and 
.cabinet safe. Seven hundred crowded in 
Palace yards and water shut off. Tell Prince­
ton not to wait to land guns. Remember 
Boracao switch bridge is mined. Bullet 
against switchboard. Get me south of Bos­
ton again—hurry—use—power dying—hurry.

That was the end of the message.
“But the Princeton!” gasped the 

woman. “If you can't get the Prince­
ton !”

“Wait—wait—I’m getting her,” an­
swered the man, bent low over his re­
sponder, as though the sense it appealed 
to were vision and not sight. “They’ve 
been waiting for me to relay, they’ve 
been----- ”

He left the speech unended, for he 
was busy sending his spark cannona­
ding across its gap.

He kept up that cannonading until it 
seemed, to the watching woman, that it 
was never going to end. Then he 
switched off and listened again, and 
again cannonaded his answer. Then 
he dropped wearily into his chair, wiped 
the sweat from his face, and remem­
bered that he was not alone. He looked 
up at the woman with a strangely trans­
figuring smile on his pallid face.

“It’s over,” he said, with the simplic­
ity of utter weariness. “I’ve got 
them!”

She put out her two hands to him. 
It was meant as an impersonal gesture 
of gratitude, and he knew it as he took 
them in his. But there seemed some­
thing revivifying and electrical in mere 
contact with them, something that 
brought the hope and joy of life back to 
his tired body. He laughed aloud.

“I gave them what they were aching 
for! They were lying there steaming 
and baking and fretting for the very 
one word I sent on to them. They were 
lying there whimpering to get up at De 
Brigard, just like a rat-terrier whimper­
ing to get at a kitten.”

He was silent for a moment, as his 
mind pictured the sudden change, so 
many miles away, that was flashing and 
thrilling through all the great gray 



hulk of that wakened cruiser, of the 
signal-bells clanging, the orders being 
given, the furnaces being stoked, the 
decks being cleared.

"And before to-morrow night they 
will be anchored at Puerto Locombia.”

"Before to-morrow night?” she re­
peated. with sinking heart.

“She has to steam all the way from 
Torreblanca—she can’t cover the dis­
tance in less than thirty-six hours under 
any circumstances.”

"But tec will be at Puerto Locombia 
to-day before nightfall 1”

"I know it,” he said.
"Then Ganley will have one whole 

day to act. The Sanibella guns will be 
pushed up to Guariqui. Ulloa’s men 
will be without ammunition. The thing 
will be over and done before we can 
help them. And kc will be here at the 
mercy of Ganley 1”

She failed to impart any shred of her 
terror to the listening operator.

"We still have that bridge to cross,” 
he confessed. ‘‘But I think we can 
cross it when -the time comes.”

"But how?" she demanded.
"By going to Guariqui—you and I— 

to-night!" He said the words so quiet­
ly. so guardedly, that they were little 
more than a whisper.

‘‘How—how?” she asked helplessly. 
"In what way?”

"We have to make a way,” was his 
answer.

XXI.
It was nine hours later that the 

Laiitinian made her -way under half- 
speed into the roadstead at Puerto Lo­
combia. A long iron pier ran out'into 
this green-watered roadstead, its trestles 
spanned by the single track of a nar­
row-gage railway. On either side of 
the concrete breakwater that lipped the 
sea edge of the town itself stretched 
away two curves of white sand with 
their intermittently whitening surf. 
Then came scattering clumps of lonely 
palms, then a lower mist-hung coast of 
ooze and mangrove and steaming la­
goon. Behind the concreted crescent of 
shore-line, to which the roadstead pier 
seemed like an arrow set in a drawn 

bow, stood scattering lines of thatched 
huts, of-mud and bamboo wattle, crowd­
ing on narrow streets that sloped to the 
center and held sidewalks no wider 
than a wall top. Still nearer ranged 
the more substantial part of the town, 
the bald, sun-scorched buildings of cor­
rugated iron and tin, the one-story, 
open-front shops, with red tile roofs, 
the uninviting rectangular bodegas, and 
the- bold and austere government build­
ings. Over the latter drooped strange 
flags of yellow and red and blue.

On the higher ground to the right 
ran rusty streets lined with pink and 
yellow-tinted house walls of stucco, with 
heavy Spanish shutters and terra-cotta 
roof-tiles. Along the fringe of lower 
ground to the left stood irregular rows 
of wattled huts, raised the height of a 
man from the “sand-jiggers” and the 
miasmal tundra under them, looking 
like lines of patient herons as they bal­
anced on their rotting palm-wood stilts. 
Beyond the town, leading into the slow­
ly rising ground of the southwest, 
wound a road of shell and limestone, 
leaving a crooked scar of white against 
the blackness of the lowlands through 
which it crept. Close in by the concrete 
breakwater lay the ribs and spars of a 
wrecked schooner, mysteriously adding 
to the atmosphere of gloom and neglect., 
.On a side-track curving from the pier­
end stood a dismantled train of cars, so 
small that they looked like a child’s toys. 
X'ear-by lay a derailed locomotive, 
brown with rust, strangely pathetic in 
its attitude of resigned helplessness. 
Thirty paces from this stood the totter­
ing remains of a corrugated-iron ware­
house. its fallen roof and twisted wall­
plates showing plainly enough that it 
had been blown up by either Ulloa or 
the insurgents.

Farther out along the broken pier 
rolled and creaked a soft-coal-burning 
little tug. About her single deck, un­
der her overlarge and drooping ensign 
of red and yellow and blue, lounged and 
waited a number of figures in red- 
striped uniforms. Obsolete brass can­
non shimmered at her bow and stern, 
and a carbine-rack showed out just Tift 
of her wheel-house.



It was while this tug cast off and 
came puffing and wheeling about to 
meet the newcomer into the roadstead 
that McKinnon and Alicia Boynton 
stood at the rail, gazing landward.

“And those are the tools that Ganley 
works with!” said the operator, looking 
with open scorn at the strange tug, the 
strange ensign, the still stranger figures 
in uniform. He tried to hide his anx­
iety and depression under a lightness 
of tone that seemed as incongruous, 
even to his own ears, as the tricolored 
ensign flapping over the soft-coal-burn­
ing craft before them.

“Those are the tools that can cut deep 
when they have to,” was the woman's 
answer as she shuddered a little, and 
once more looked landward.

“They’re burning Parroto!" cried 
some one from a lower deck, in plaintive 
wonder. “That's Parroto going up in 
smoke there 1”

McKinnon, under the rocking awn­
ing that could not altogether shut out 
the hot sun of the late afternoon, leaned 
farther over the rail and peered inland.

Far to the south and west stretched 
the flat and gloomy swamps, steaming 
under the sun's rays, miasmal and men­
acing. Still farther away, tier by tier, 
rose the hills, with a condor wheeling 
above them here and there. They lifted, 
in gentle waves softerfed with the green 
of orange, banana, and coconut-palm, 
bamboo and breadfruit, until they 
crowded mistily up to the huddled blue 
line of the mountain-ridges, to the very 
peaks of the Cordilleras, lonely, for­
bidding, and seemingly impenetrable. 
From one of the nearer tiers of hills 
black columns of smoke twined and 
curled and billowed up into the air. It 
was the town of Parroto, still in flames.

But no sound or sign of movement 
came from shore. A mysterious and 
druglike sleep seemed to envelop both 
town and swamp and hills. Yet Mc­
Kinnon, watching with set and thought­
ful face, knew that somewhere in the 
dust-laden streets between the stucco 
walls senoritas were peering from 
jalousies, and naked children were play­
ing and lean curs were prowling. In 
the yellow church facing the Prado 

priests were moving about. In the shad­
owy bodegas flies were buzzing and 
glasses were clinking, and swarthy and 
undersized patriots were rolling cig­
arettes and enlarging on the true paths 
that led to liberty. In each tesselated 
patio shadowed by rustling palm-fronds 
were women and old men; and beside 
the mud oven of each wattled hut meals 
were being made ready and eaten.

“Does it look like home?” he asked 
the girl at his side, a little absently, a 
little bitterly.

She was silent for another minute or 
two, as her eyes turned through the 
broken line of the Cordilleras to where 
Guariqui lay, to where still waited the 
life for which she had fought and risked 
so much.

“It will never seem - home to me 
again,” she answered. “Yet I used to 
think it was almost beautiful. The 
movement and color and mystery of it. 
The fiestas, and the music, the glitter 
and pomp of its little court life that so 
satisfied my foolish vanity, the riding 
and the freedom, the passion and 
warmth of everything—I can remem­
ber when it used to make me almost 
drunk, especially at night!"

He felt vaguely envious of those ear­
lier and happier days; he felt that he 
had been cheated out of something. 
But her eyes, through all their mourn­
fulness, glowed like a tropical sea 
touched with moonlight as she smiled 
up at him, and he forgot the feeling.

“It was beautiful to me—then,” she 
confessed. “But the beauty was there 
because I put it there.”

He turned his anxious eyes to the tug 
swinging authoritatively in under the 
Laminian's quarter. He knew only too 
well, from the gasconading attitudes of 
its uniformed officials, from the sheer 
effrontery with which they swung in 
and overhauled the bigger steamship, 
that he was at last beholding the local 
instruments of the new “Liberal" dic­
tatorship. And he knew that with their 
advent the curtain was about to rise 
on a new act of the tangled drama. He 
racked his brain to understand what 
Ganley’s move would be. He knew that 
all day long the gun-runner had kept to 



his cabin. A steward had reported that 
his head was bad and was causing him 
much pain. He had eaten nothing; he 
had kept to his berth, cursffig the Lam- 
inian and the heat of her coffinlike 
cabins. Yet McKinnon knew it would 
take more than a sore head to keep him 
from acting when the moment for ac­
tion arrived. The one thing that puz­
zled the operator was what form that 
first move of Ganley’s was to take.

The solution of that problem came 
even as he stood there at the ship’s rail 
watching. It came in the form of a 
shoe, flung from an open port-hole of 
the Laminian to the deck of the in­
drawing tug. This shoe—it was a lu­
dicrous, wide-toed, well-worn thing of 
humble calfskin—was picked up by the 
epauletted officer of the local com- 
andante. looked at with open disgust, 
and flung openly overboard. But Mc­
Kinnon noticed that before this took 
place, the officer in question had ex­
tracted from its wide-toed interior a 
slip of closely folded paper. He 
promptly disappeared from sight, in the 
wheel-house, and when he reappeared, 
his tug was grating and bumping along 
the Lamiiiiaics side-plates, heedless of 
the blasphemous and stentorian im­
precations of Captain Yandel, bellowing 
and gesticulating from his bridge-end,

McKinnon, however, was busy watch­
ing the port-hole, from which the shoe 
had appeared. He saw a boat-hook 
swung carelessly up to it, a red hand 
reach out and lift something from the 
end of it, and the boat-hook continue 
to scratch along the ship's side-plates as 
though searching for a hold. Then the 
tug made fast.

Two minutes later a coffee-colored 
official wearing cavalry boots, red- 
striped, blue denim trousers, a yellow- 
braided white jacket and a gold-braided 
cap, came aboard. He carried a sword, 
held at his side by a red sash, and was 
followed • by an alert-eyed, narrow- 
shouldered, yellow-faced youth in blue 
denim striped with red. The officer 
with the sword brought his heels to­
gether and saluted Captain Yandel. 
That worthy seaman, descending from 
his bridge, demanded to know, in Eng­

lish, why he was so slow about getting 
pratique, and what all the fuss was 
about.

That was all that McKinnon heard, 
for the talk was resumed in the cap­
tain's stateroom, with thunderous vol­
leys of broken Spanish on the one side, 
with calm and dictatorial insolence on 
the other. It was to this talk that Alicia 
Boynton, as she leaned over the ship’s 
rail, listened so attentively.

“What is it?” asked McKinnon, no­
ticing her wide and terrified eyes.

“We are in quarantine,”' she an- 
, swered.

“Do they say why?”
"The comandante has ordered us to 

be held here. They are sending a de- 
- tachment of soldiers to watch the ship. 

We are to be held here, prisoners, inside 
their dead-line.”

“That’s Ganley’s move!’’ exclaimed 
McKinnon.

"He claims that it’s yellow fever— 
that we’ve entered the affected zone.”

The intentness with which he was 
studying her face brought her won; 
dering eyes up to his.

"I'm afraid you've got to be very 
brave,” he said, as gently as he could.

“Why ?” she asked.
“Because you and I are going to 

break that quarantine to-night!”
She looked from him to the smoke 

columns that hung over Parroto, and 
then back at the carbine-rack and the 
brass guns of the comandante's smoke­
belching ship-of-war.

"We can’t,” she said, with a little 
gasp of despair. "We would have no 
chance. There is no place to go to— 
and they will have orders to shoot. It 
would be giving them the chance they 
are waiting for. We can't go!”

“We’ve got to!” McKinnon said 
doggedly.

XXII.
Alicia Boynton stood on guard at the 

door of the wireless-room, waiting for 
McKinnon's return. More and more, 
in those last strange hours of uncer­
tainty, she dreaded being alone. There 
seemed something ominc is and bodeful 
in the very quietness of the midnight 



ship, as she rocked and grated against 
the pier in the long and sullen ground­
swell of the roadstead. The screw no 
longer throbbed, the engines no longer 
pulsed and churned. The quietness 
seemed deathlike. It was broken only 
by the steps of De Brigard’s sentries, as 
they sleepily paced, the long deck, one 
to port and one to starboard. Yet even 
these two figures, with their shouldered 
carbines, seemed ghostlike, presaging 
vague evils. The heat, too, was oppres­
sive, for not a breath of air seemed to 
stir in the quiet ship. But infinitely 
more oppressive was the silence so 
rhythmically broken by the spectral 
tread of the pacing sentries.

The girl’s heart stood still as Mc­
Kinnon himself jerked back the cabin 
door, dodged inside, and as quickly 
closed and locked the door behind him. 
He stood there with his back to her, 
listening, without so much as a glance 
in her direction. He heard the pacing 
steps pass and die away, and pass still 
again. Then he murmured a grateful 
“Thank Heaven!" took a deep breath, 
and turned slowly about to the waiting 
girl. His gaze was impersonal and ab­
stracted ; be scarcely seemed conscious 
of her presence as he stood there, deep 
in thought.

“Well?’’ she whispered at last, strug­
gling to keep some tremor of dread 
from her voice.

“That letter was right,’’ he said, with 
the look of perplexity still in his studi­
ous eyes. “Eighty-eight boxes of flux­
ing-slag have been passed out from the 
hold and piled along the pier. They’ve 
been standing there covered with a tar­
paulin.”

“Is any one there?” she asked.
“Five of De Brigard’s men—four 

men and an officer. The four men are 
moving those boxes now. They are 
lifting them in through the east door 
of the weigh-scales shed. The south 
door .has been kept shut; and the 
United Fruit Concern’s track-motor has 
been kept there waiting. They have di­
vided the eighty-eight boxes into two 
lots. They intend to take out only one- 
half of the shipment to-night. I counted 
the boxes from under the life-boat. 

Forty-three were left; that means they 
are taking off forty-five.”

“That means almost three hundred 
thousand rounds of ammunition!’’ she 
exclaimed hopelessly.

“The Remington rifles, of course, 
they can’t touch. The forty-five boxes, 
I imagine, have completely loaded the 
body of their car; filled it up !”

“But what are ive to do?’
He looked at her, and laughed a little 

recklessly.
“They have to run those boxes of 

slag out through Puerto Locombia to 
De Brigard’s headquarters to-night. 
They have to get them out there quiet­
ly, very quietly. The track, doubtless, 
has been cleared for them. It has to be 
cleared for them, for even a hundred- 
and-forty-horse-power motor can’t side­
track an ore-train or switch a string 
of banana-cars. And there is no longer 
any telegraph between this port and the 
inland points they have to pass.”

“No, there is no telegraph,” she said, 
still at sea.

“There are four men and an officer,” 
he mused irrelevantly. Then he looked 
down at his watch, and turned abruptly 
to the girl again.

“You have a revolver?” he asked. 
She showed him the slender, jeweled- 
handled toy that her brother Arturo 
had given her three years before. He 
looked it over, saw that it was loaded, 
and handed it back to her.

“Have you ever learned to use it ?” 
he asked. She looked at him with 
growing wonder.

“I don’t think I could kill a man,” she 
said very quietly and very slowly.

“But could you protect yourself, at a 
pinch ? Could you shoot round a little 
with jt, I mean? You see. that toy 
couldn’t kill a man if you tried for a 
week!”

"I have learned to shoot,” she said, 
white-lipped.

“Good; then that makes three 1” he 
exclaimed. Her wide eyes detected the 
fact that, for all his assumption of jocu­
larity, his hand was shaking a little as 
he held Ganley’s huge revolver and his 
own under the electric light. He saw 
that they were fully loaded, and then 



counted his cartridges. There were 
eighty-three, all told. ■

“What must I do?” she asked, as 
bravely as she could.

He stood studying her with his im­
personal and abstracted eyes once more.

“Could you run a motor, a track­
motor like this?” he asked, with a side 
jerk of his head toward the pier.

“I have run one often,” was her sim­
ple answer. “There is no steering- 
wheel. It is simply a starting and 
speed-lever and the brakes—though we 
always took a boy, to blow, to keep the 
tracks clear!"

“The boy will not be needed to­
night,” was his grim rejoinder, as he 
once more studied his watch. She drew 
back from him, slowly, step by step, 
aghast.

“You are not going to try to take 
that motor from them?” she asked.

“We’ve got to take that motor. It’s 
our only way out. And with your help 
I can do it.”

“But these sentries! And there are 
five men! And forty-eight miles of 
country held by De Brigard!”

“Listen,” he said, so simply, so mat­
ter-of-fact in the facing of the problem, 
that his very quietness brought her 
stampeding thoughts back to her. 
"There are just two danger-zones. The 
first is in the weigh-scales shed, where 
thost five men will be. The second will 
be in De Brigard’s lines. The officer 
will be the only man armed of those 
five. I'll attend to him. Before the 
other four 'can get to their carbines 
we’ll be off—you’ll be off, I mean, for 
remember, whatever happens, you are 
to get to that starting-lever and get 
away with the car. I'll be holding the 
men off until we’re clear. Once out of 
the town, we’ve got a clear run until we 
strike De Brigard’s outposts. It will be 
simply a matter of rushing them—and 
trusting to luck."

“It's hopeless,” she sobbed.
"To be here at daybreak when Gan­

iev holds the trump-card is more hope­
less!"

“Even if we did get through,” she 
tried to explain, “we couldn’t get into 
Guariqui, They would fire on a car 

breaking ipto their lines—they would 
kill us both before, they could under­
stand !”

He shook his head dissentingly.
“They are waiting for us. I told 

them to look out for us, sixteen hours 
ago, by w'ireless.”

He caught up his coat, and dropped a 
revolver into each side pocket, and after 
them the loose cartridges, in handfuls. 
Then he slipped his wicker-covered 
brandy-flask into his hip pocket, and 
once more consulted his watch.

“Our time is up!” he said.
He looked up at last, for she had not 

spoken. It tortured him to see such 
hopeless fear on her white face, but he 
knew it was perilous to surrender to 
his feelings.

“I know it’s hard,” was all he said, 
“but it has to be done.”

“I understand,” she said.
He turned, with his hand on the 

light-switch. “Is there anything you 
feel you ought to take along with you ?”

“Nothing,” she whispered.
“Then are you ready?”
“Quite ready,” was her answer.
She heard the snap of the light­

switch. She heard him quietly turn the 
key in the cabin door. She knew, as 
she stood with her hand on his sleeve, 
that he was listening and waiting for 
the sentry's steps. He waited until they 
passed and died away toward the bow 
of the ship. Then he noiselessly opened 
the door and drew her out after him 
into the blackness of the balmy, musky- 
odored midnight air.

XXIII.
They crept across the deck, hand in 

hand, to-where the shadowy outlines of 
one of the life-boats blocked their path. 
They slipped in under the bow of this 
life-boat, groping their way to the 
davit, where the ship’s rail ended. Be­
fore them was a drop of six feet, from 
the ship’s deck to the string-piece of 
the pier, against which the rusty side­
plates were creaking and groaning.

McKinnon made a sudden motion for 
the girl to wait, for dark figures were 
moving about on the pier below. She 



could make out the gloomy mass of the 
weigh-scales shed, its oxid-red paint 
leaving it black by night. She could see 
that the west door of the shed was open, 
and that a figure stood just inside this 
door, holding a lantern. She knew it 
was the officer, for she could see the 
light glimmer on the sword-scabbard 
that moved back and forth with every 
movement.of his body. She could see, 
too, that he was smoking a cigarette 
contentedly. She could even smell the 
tobacco smoke, mingled with the heavy 
odor of a decaying shipment of bananas 
that rotted farther out along the pier­
edge. She could hear low voices, now 
and then, speaking cautiously in Span­
ish, as two barefooted soldiers padded 
past the swinging lantern, in through 
the door. They carried a heavy box 
that reminded her of a baby’s coffin; 
and as they came out again two others 
passed them on their way in. Then she 
felt McKinnon touch her arm warn- 
ingly, and whisper for her to be ready. 
She could hear the slow tread of the 
sentry’s feet behind her, to the north 
of the shielding life-boat.

“Now’s our chance,” McKinnon was 
saying in her ear. He dropped silently 
over the deck-edge. She could just 
make out the white patch of his face as 
he stood there waiting to lift her down.

She knew no emotion, beyond a vague 
and persistent anxiety, as she felt his 
arms clasp her surrendering body. The 
moment’s intimate contact brought her 
neither joy nor repugnance. She only 
knew that McKinnon was leading her 
by the hand to the far end of the shed 
that faced the west. Then he took away 
his hand, and drew a revolver from his 
pocket. It struck her that the odor 
from the rotting banana-pile was be­
coming almost unendurable.

She followed him blindly, her out­
stretched finger keeping in touch with 
his coat-sleeve. She saw him step in 
over • the railway-tracks that were 
bridged by the shed. A broken right 
angle of light, from the lantern within, 
outlined the huge, loosely fitting door 
that covered the west end of the black- 
boarded building. In this huge door a 
smaller one had at some time been cut; 

it was through this smaller door that 
McKinnon led her, cautiously, noise­
lessly.

The track-motor stood backed almost 
against the eastern end of the shed, 
next to the door through which the 
barefooted soldiers were carrying the 
heavy boxes. The officer with the lan­
tern still kept his position just inside 
this door, placidly smoking his cig­
arette. The girl and McKinnon had to 
stoop low to keep in the shadow of the 
square-topped, heavy-bodied motor-car. 
They crouched in under its acetylenes, 
close to the rust-covered, many-dented 
circulating-coil, as a cartridge-box was 
lifted into the body of the car by the 
two barefooted carriers, with a muffled 
thump as the weight was released and 
the grating of wood against wood as 
the box was pushed and twisted and 
jerked into position. They could hear 
the sigh of one of the men, the pad of 
bare feet, and the nonchalant “Forty- 
three, forty-four" of the counting of­
ficer.

It was then that McKinnon lifted her 
bodily into the driving-seat, whispering 
to her to sit low, even lifting her out­
stretched hand to the starting-lever.

“Start as the door opens,” she heard 
him whisper, and she knew that he had 
crept forward again, and that she was 
alone^in the car. She tried to school 
herself to calmness, to coerce her at­
tention on which was the starting-lever 
and which the speed-lever, to force into 
life the hope that all might still turn out 
well. Once free of that door, she felt, 
she could breathe again.

She waited, straining through the 
dim light, wondering what kept Mc­
Kinnon so long. Then the quietness 
was broken by the sudden sound of 
metal rasping on metal, of a falling 
piece of wood that echoed cavernously 
through the high-roofed shed.

“Who is there?” cried the startled 
officer, in Spanish, as he swung about 
with his lantern. He whipped out a 
revolver from his belt as he repeated 
the challenge. The door had not 
opened; they were shut in, trapped.

The officer sprang forward, holding 
the lantern out at his side as he ran.



Then a sudden roar of sound filled the 
shed, followed by the crash of glass. It 
was a shot from McKinnon’s revolver, 
a deliberate and well-put shot that shat­
tered the lantern and left the place in 
darkness. \

“Quick—come ahead!” called Mc­
Kinnon out of the darkness. As he 
spoke the officer emptied his revolver 
toward the sound of the intruder’s 
voice. The shots, in rapid succession, 
filled the shed with tumult, left the air 
stifling with powder smoke. Quick 
calls and counter-calls came from the 
ship. The four barefooted soldiers, 
springing for their carbines, charged in 
through the narrow east door. They 
fired as they came, but only into utter 
darkness.

“Come ahead!” called McKinnon still 
again out of that darkness—she could 
not tell where. “Sit low and take the 
door on the run !”

She hesitated, bewildered, for the 
command seemed a foolish one. The 
carbines were spitting close about her. 
She heard the cries of alarm, the. deaf­
ening detonations, the crash of wood.

“For God’s sake, come ahead!” im­
plored McKinnon. She knew he was 
still safe. She no longer hesitated. She 
threw the starting-lever back, threw the 
speed out full, and crouched low in the 
bottom of the car front. She knew that 
somebody was clubbing at the seat 
above her with a musket-end.. She 
could hear the guns of the 'Lamiffiaiis 
sentries giving the alarm. Then she 
closed her eyes, and crouched lower, 
for she knew the car was under way.

It had some fifteen or sixteen feet of 
headway before it struck the huge pine 
door that barred the tracks. There was 
a sudden rending and splintering of 
pine, a crunching of wood, and the car 
had gone through the door like a hound 
through a paper hoop.

McKinnon swung up beside her as 
the door went down. He was astride 
her body almost, fighting and panting, 
for a swarthy-faced Locombian was on 
the car-step, making frenzied thrusts 
at her with his carbine-end. Another 
was on the cartridge-boxes, and he shot 
once, scorching the operator’s face with 

his powder-flash as it passed him. He 
had no time for a second shot, for Mc­
Kinnon’s hand went up and his revolver 
barked. The carbine fell forward into 
the seat between them. The Locombian 
himself rolled sideways, to the left, with 
a howl of pain. He staggered to his 
feet, swayed' there a second, and then 
toppled backward over the boxes, and 
fell from the car.

Another man took his place as he 
fell. McKinnon sprang for him, catch­
ing and jerking upward the barrel of 
his carbine as he fired, tearing a hole 
through the car-roof. Then the two 
men closed, and as they fought and tore 
at each other in the racing car, the sen­
tries from the ship’s bow kept firing 
along the dark track. Then a third 
man, the officer who had held the lan­
tern, swung from the now racing car’s 
hand-rail forward, until he reached the 
driving-seat. He had taken out his 
sword—the girl could see tire white 
steel flash in the dim light. He was 
slashing blindly with it as he climbed 
and worked his way up to the box-pile. 
It was several seconds before she re­
alized that the slashing sword-end was 
meant for her. McKinnon’s revolver 
lay in the bottom of the car; the girl 
could feel it with her shaking hands. 
There was only one thing to do.

She quickly raised it, closed her eyes, 
and fired. The shot went wide, for she 
had aimed it low, at his knees. But it 
served to fix her position in the mind of 
her assailant; and again she saw the 
naked steel flash and shimmer in the 
darkness. She fired again, before it 
had time to reach her.
. She knew the bullet had broken his 
arm, even before his grasp on the hand­
rail relaxed. She saw him sway back, 
helplessly, and then topple and fall out­
ward, against the string-piece of the 
pier. She stood up, and looked, ^back 
for her companion. She could just 
make out the two men still struggling 
back and forth, doggedly, determincd:y. 
Then she saw one man raise the other 
up bodily, and bring him down with a’l 
his remaining strength on the clo 
packed cartridge-boxes. The blow 
seemed to stun him; before his senses 



came back to him his adversary had 
taken advantage of that helplessness, 
and was rolling and pushing him out 
from the back of the racing car.

He remained so long there at the rear 
of the car, panting and fighting for 
breath again, that the waiting girl was 
in doubt as to who had been the vic­
tor. She lowered the revolver, slowly, 
as he clambered weakly back over the 
boxes, and dropped in the seat beside 
her.

“Are you hurt?" he gasped.
“No!” she said. But the sound was 

more like a sob. The siren of the Lam- 
inian was now screaming and bellow­
ing through the night. The sentries on 
t-he ship were still shooting after them, 
foolishly, for the car by this time had 
covered more than half of the mile-long 
pier. A land-breeze, balmy and many- 
odored. blew in their faces.

“Thank God we’re free!" said Mc­
Kinnon devoutly.

XXIV.
McKinnon’s cry of thankfulness was 

cut short, by an exclamation from the 
girl at his side as the car rocked and 
swayed along the uneven pier-track.

“Look!” she gasped. “They are clo­
sing the gates ahead of us! They are 
shutting us in!”

McKinnon peered through the dark­
ness. He could see a number of mov­
ing lights. He could also make out the 
shadowy lines of a building or two. 
Where the track ran between these 
buildings, at the end of the pier, a 
white-painted wooden gate had been 
swung and locked across the rails to 
stop the car. He could see the liglrt 
from the restlessly moving lanterns re­
fracted from its painted slats, from the 
swords of the officers and the rifles of 
the waiting soldiers.

He knew what it meant, but it was 
too late for half-measures. With the 
quickness of thought he jerked down 
Iwo of the heavy cartridge-boxes, to the 
left si.de of the driving-seat, as a barri­
cade against a chance bullet. He felt 
sure it would be only a chance bullet; 
his contempt for both the arms and the 

marksmanship of the Latin-American 
was of long standing. He hauled and 
twisted and rolled two boxes as quickly 
down on the right-hand end of the dri­
ving-seat, calling to the woman at his 
side to crouch down between his knees 
as he reached out and took the speed­
lever in his own hand.

Alicia Boynton had instinctively 
slowed down the car. for the moving 
lights were now not more than two 
hundred feet before.them. McKinnon, 
with his foot held ready on the brakes, 
threw the motor out to full speed. He 
no longer felt afraid of the flimsy wood­
en gate. What he feared was a tie 
across the track or a switch thrown 
open to derail him. And any moment, 
he felt, as the heavy car gathered speed 
and once more hurled itself forward, 
they would start shooting at him with 
their pot-metal rifles.

He crouched lower and lower be­
tween his barricade of boxes as the car 
swung in toward the shadowy pier-end, 
so that his stooping body forced the girl 
to the very floor of the driving-seat. lie 

, saw a red tongue or two of flame dart 
out of the blackness ahead of him, and 
he knew that the firing had begun. He 
could hear the whine of. the bullets as 
they passed overhead, he could hear the 
lead ping'and pound against the car­
sides. He had little fear for the boxes 
of ammunition surrounding him; the 
cartridges were covered enough by the 
powdered fluxing-slag to be cushioned 
against concussion. Once, indeed, a 
bullet splintered against the wood of the 
very box against which he leaned. He 
held his breath and waited, rocking and 
swinging onward toward the moving 
lights.

But still the firing kept up. The 
white-painted gate before him seemed 
a mirage, which receded as he advanced. 
It seemed that he would never get to it. 
And he ’knew what a bullet might do 
at any moment. He carried no lights, 
and he felt certain that as yet the men 
attacking him had nothing against 
which to centralize their fire. But as 
he came closer, he knew that advantage 
would be lost to him. Then it suddenly 
occurred to him that a show of re­

si.de


sistance would be a possible help to him. 
He had no time to feel about for the 
carbine. But his groping fingers found 
the revolver on the car-seat cushion be­
hind him.

Before his arm could go up, however, 
he knew that it was too late. The fire 
was pouring in on them broadside; he 
could hear the whistle of the bullets and 
the splintering of the car-hood sides. 
He had ridden down the fights and the 
waiting men.

The stabbing and jetting and drifting 
powder smoke obscured the gate so 
that they were upon it before he knew 
it. There was a second rending and 
snapping of wood, a vision of flying 
white pickets, a cry from the soldiers on 
either side of him. But the car had 
passed its second barrier, carrying away 
one end of the framework across its 
battered lamps.

McKinnon took a deep breath and 
waited with his foot still on the brake, 
oppressed by the terror of a sudden de­
railment. But the great car kept to the 
tracks and went thundering in between 
the shadowy buildings that shut them 
oft from the grilling rifle-fire of De 
Brigard’s men. He knew, by the pass­
ing of the thunderous echo, that they 
were in the open again, circling up 
through the scattering lines of mud 
huts. The sound of a shot or two still 
came to his ears. He could feel the girl 
move; she was trying to rise to the seat. 
But he held her there as the car con­
tinued to plunge and sway along the 
crooked tracks. Now and then the 
howling of dogs came to his ears, break­
ing through the continuous monotone 
of the wind’s rush past his face, strain­
ing and peering into the darkness ahead. 
Down in the roadstead the Laminian's 
siren was still bellowing and roaring. 
Lights began to appear ■ in the houses 
of the wakened town.

.Alicia Boynton, still pinned down by 
his knees, was struggling and calling 
to him. He knew that she was safe, 
that she was still unharmed, and that 
was all he eared to know.

“Hurry!" she called to him.
“Yes," he answered, leaning closer to 

catch her words.

“We circle about the town,” she was 
calling into his ear. “We have to come 
out by Point Asuncion, next to the new 
hospital. There will be guards there. 
They can cross from the pier-end al­
most as soon as we can circle around!”

“It’s out to the last notch,” McKin­
non explained, and she had to steady 
herself in the reeling car by suddenly 
catching at his arm.

“They’ll try to stop us there!” she 
called out to him once more.

“They can't!” he called back reck­
lessly, almost drunkenly, for the speed 
of their escape seemed to have gone 
to his head. “They can’t!”

He suddenly forced her down to her 
former position, between his sheltering 
knees, for his straining eyes had once 
more caught sight of moving lanterns 
ahead. They had passed through the 
heart of the town, and were once more 
on its ragged outskirts. They were fol­
lowing a little embankment of made 
land, littered with cinders and scrap- 
iron. McKinnon could see the oily 
glimmer of water beneath him, to the 
right. To the left, the ghostlike chim­
ney and walls of a power-house floated 
past, ami were lost behind them, as the 
car rumbled over a culvert and ground 
and bit with its wheel-flanges on the 
curve that took them sweeping in again 
toward Point Asuncion. But all the 
while his eyes were on the moving 
lights ahead.

Suddenly he uttered a started cry, a 
cry that had more resentment than fear 
in it, and stood up in his seat, reaching 
back for the carbine as he rose. For 
the drifting and shifting lights had de­
fined themselves. He had made out the 
meaning of Ilie movement he had to 
face.

It was a body of uniformed men car­
rying a bridge-girder of iron. And he 
knew that girder was meant to stop his 
flight. His last doubt as to his enemy’s 
intention disappeared with the sudden 
pimtnng of a rifle-bullet through the 
darkness above him.

He ducked low as he heard the sound, 
and brought his carbine into play. 
Throwing the old-fashioned magazine­
lever down and back, he took quick but 



careful aim at the moving lanterns, light 
by light. It was not until his magazine 
was empty that he dropped the weapon 
and caught up his revolver. His shots 
were going wild, he knew, but he did 
not stop. He saw the moving lights 
come to a halt, almost beside the track­
edge. He saw one of them go down 
and scatter, and the oil break into 
flames. He saw the remaining lights 
waver, draw back, and disperse. And 
the girder fell as the men wavered and 
retreated. But it did not fall on the 
rails.

He swept past where it lay beside the 
burning oil. six good feet from the 
track. He heard the hasty volley they 
tried to pour in on him, broadside, as 
he went. But they had nothing more 
than a racing shadow for a target, and 
the car had thundered past before they 
could make a second move. He felt the 
girl clasping his knee; whether from 
fright or weakness or gratitude at their 
deliverance he could not tell. Nor did 
be care to ask as he helped her up into 
the seat.

They were clear of the town now, and 
in the open country. A long level 
stretch of swamp-land, musky-smelling, 
miasmal, blanketed with mist, stretched 
before them. McKinnon knew that no 
courier could overtake them. He re­
membered that no wires ran from 
Puerto Locombia inland, that the coast 
was cut off from the hinterland, that 
they were comparatively safe until they 
had climbed the Height of Land and 
(luariqui itself came in sight. Then 
there would be the Liberal army’s lines 
to run, De Brigard’s sentinels to pass. 
Then, if all went well, their journey 
would be at an end. Getting into 
Guariqui would mean one last risk and 
one last fight; but in the meantime they 
were comparatively safe.

He lessened the mad speed of the car 
a little, wondering, for the first time, if 
they carried enough gasoline to see 
them to their journey’s end. The more 
he thought over that problem of gaso­
line supply the more it disturbed him. 
With his tank once empty they would 
be stranded in a hostile country, in 
which there would be no hiding, from 

which there Could be no escape. The 
mere terrifying thought of such a con­
tingency caused him to throw out the 
speed-lever a notch or two. He noticed, 
as they plunged on and on through the 
quietness of the night, that his hands 
wrere cut and scratched, that his face 
was caked with dried blood, that his 
body was sore and stiff. But deep with­
in him was a persistent and unquench­
able glow of exhilaration, something 
more than mere speed-drunkenness and 
mere thankfulness for delivery from 
past dangers.

It was the world-old and primordial 
joy in accomplishment, the intoxication 
of conquest implanted in him by a thou­
sand fighting ancestors. And he felt 
at his side the tired and overtaxed body 
of the woman for whom he was bat­
tling; and as she swayed there with the 
swaying of the car, letting her weight 
fall against his shoulder and then re­
cede from it, this feeling that might 
have been nothing more than pagan ex­
ultation was touched and transformed 
into something higher. The air beat 
against their faces, side by side; noc­
turnal moths flattened against their 
clothing and were held there by the 
wind.

McKinnon could see that they were 
beginning to climb, now that the swamp­
land had been left behind, and that 
leaves and palm-fronds were rustling 
on either side of them. The air seemed 
to grow clearer, the darkness less abys­
mal. He could see that they were at 
last on the edge of the banana-belt, still 
climbing and pounding and swaying up­
ward. Their path was now a lonely 
aisle through the forest of rustling 
greenery that crowded up to the very 
track-edge; sometimes a leaf swept the 
car-roof. At times they could hear the 
ripple of water in the irrigation ditches. 
Once a light swung across the track, a 
mile ahead. It brought the lever out 
to full speed again, and the two figures 
in the car low’er down behind their bar­
ricade. A voice shouted to them out of 
the darkness as they swept past, but that 
was all.

They were grinding and screeching 
on a curve again, before McKinnon 



could lessen the speed. As they swept 
around the sharp quarter-circle, the car 
descended on what must have been a 
grazing burro or a steer. The heavy 
framework shuddered with the force 
of the impact; there was an animallike 
sound, half-groan, half-grunt, as the 
obstructing black mass was thrown 
aside. McKinnon felt a spurt of blood 
thrown up in his face, and the next mo­
ment held his breath, for he knew they 
had sped out on a cobweb of steel that 
bridged the canonlike bed of a river. 
But still they kept on, up and up, until 
the gradient began to tell on the motor 
and the air grew perceptibly cooler. 
Forest trees were about them now, and 
they could hear the startled call of birds 
and the cry of monkeys. Once a jaguar 
called out through the night, and once, 
as they swept past a sleeping village of 
little white huts, they saw the glow of 
coals in an open mud oven.

But still the flying wheels carried 
them up and up until they could see be­
hind them the vague glimmer of the 
Caribbean, and the starlight grew so 
clear that McKinnon could make out 
the woman’s locked hands in her lap at 
bis side. He felt her shiver with the 
cold, and forced her to drink a little of 
the liquor from his brandy-flask. Then 
he groped about, looking for a cover­
ing, for he knew that as the altitude 
grew greater the cold would increase. 
Under the seat-cushions he found an oil­
skin coat, and helped her into it. The 
coat was much too large for her, but he" 
doubled it over, in front, and held it in 
with a cushion-strap about her waist.

He noticed, for the first time, that 
they were both hatless. And as he be­
gan to feel the penetrating chill creep 
into his own bones, he swallowed a 
mouthful of brandy and buttoned his 
coat close up to his throat. But they 
were still racing on, up and up toward 
the Cordilleras. And he thanked what 
gods Jie thought were watching over 
him that the gasoline had held out, and 
that the car had kept to its tracks.

A cluster of three or four lights 
showed ahead, on their left, and brought 
a little cry from the girl.

“That's Paraiso!” she called out to 

him. “The road divides here. We 
must take the track to the right.”

“That means a switch!” called Mc­
Kinnon. slowing down.

“We have to circle Paraiso Hill,” she 
explained. Then she stood up, with her 
hand on his shoulder, and peered ahead 
through the darkness.

“And on the other side of Paraiso 
Hill is Guariqui,” she said. It startled 
him to see that she was crying a little, 
for no accountable reason, as she sat 
back in her seat at his side.

XXV.
McKinnon kept slowing the car 

down, at the repeated warning of Alicia 
• Boynton, until they did nothing more 
than creep along the rails. No lights 
were seen now. and the heavy foliage 
on either side of the track left them in 
what was almost an unbroken tunnel 
of darkness. So McKinnon leaned out 
over the side of the slowly moving car, 
waiting for the telltale chug of the 
wheels against the metal of the switch­
points. They groped their way on for 
a quarter of a mile at this snail’s pace 
before the telltale jolt of the car told 
them the wheel-flanges had struck and 
swerved against the “points.” The 
switch was set for the left-hand track, 
so they had to reverse and back away 
again, coming to a standstill some ten 
or twelve paces east of the switch-stand 
target. Then McKinnon went forward 
to reconnoiter, leaving the girl, with the 
revolver, to guard the car.

He made two discoveries as he crept 
about the track in the darkness. The 
first was that the switch was locked. It 
did not take him long, however, using 
his carbine-barrel as a crowbar, to pry 
and twist the lever free. His second 
discovery was a more alarming one. 
Standing on the Guariqui track, block­
ing his way, was a flat car piled high 
with roughly hewn sticks of logwood. 
To push that car ahead of them to 
Guariqui was out of the question. He 
knew it would have to be hauled back 
and sidetracked on the rails to the left. 
Whether or not it was beyond the 
strength of his motor only an actual test 



could tell. -He found a chain binding 
the logwood-pile together, and after a 
few minutes of hard work this chain 
was securely attached to his car-axle 
and hooked over the coupling-pin of the 
flat car.

But try as he might, the obstacle was 
not to be removed. The loaded car re­
fused to stir. His motor, skulking and 
back-firing under the unnatural strain, 
was not strong enough for the task. 
And he was sorely afraid of injuring his 
engine and finding himself broken down 
and helpless on the very outskirts of De 
Brigard’s lines. He saw that there was 
nothing to do but unload the flat car 
where it stood.

Alicia Boynton would have helped 
him at that slow and dreary labor, but 
he pointed out to her the necessity of 
standing on guard while he worked. 
The rough-hewn sticks of logwood 
seemed heavy beyond belief. Some of 
them, which he could not lift, he had 
to work slowly outward and let fall 
from the side of the car. He also had 
to make sure that every log and stick 
fell clear of the track. His muscles 
ached, his fingers seemed without joints, 
his strength was gone. Twice he had 
to resort to heavy drafts from his 
brandy-flask.

But he worked’on, doggedly, sullenly, 
arguing with himself that he ought to 
be grateful that he was gaining his end 
without being discovered, picturing 
what such labor would be under the fire 
of a dozen half-breed sharpshooters at 
short range. He also tried to console 
himself with the thought that his gaso­
line had held out, and that another 
seven-mile dash would see them pound­
ing their way into Guariqui. And once 
in Guariqui was safety, and rest. There 
would be good hot coffee in plenty, and 
food, and a bed somewhere. The 
thought of that bed seemed the most 
consoling of 'all.

But.a new fear,stabbed through him 
as he stooped and labored so doggedly 
over his lumbering sticks of logwood. 
Would daylight come before they were 
on their way again? Were they to be 
caught and trapped, after all, by the ri­
sing sun ?

His watch had run down; in the ex­
citement of the last twenty hours he had 
neglected to wind it. All sense of time 
had long since passed from him. He 
turned and looked up at the sky. It 
seemed to him that the great velvet 
dome studded with 'silver star-points 
was more luminous than it had been. 
The eastern horizon was shut off from 
him by a wall of heavy foliage ; he could 
see no telltale line of breaking light. 
But it seemed to him that the darkness 
about him was waning, merging into a 
gray and ghostlike translucence. Some­
where out of the distance, as he looked, 
came the sound of a rooster crowing. 
The thought that this new enemy, this 
relentless enemy of light, was on his 
heels turned him back to his work, - 
frenziedly, until.his heart pounded like 
a trip-hammer under his aching breast­
bone, and his breath, in that rarefied at­
mosphere, came with short and painful 
gasps.

He had to resort to his brandy-flask, 
and empty it, before he could reach the 
car again. There he rested for a pre­
cious minute or two, explaining to 
Alicia Boynton that he would pry 
against the empty flat car's wheel with 
a logwood stick, while she hauled and 
tugged at its lower end with the re­
versed motor.

It was perilous work, calling for the 
utmost caution lest one fault of judg­
ment undo all his labor, but an inarticu­
late little cry burst from him as he saw 
the black mass slowly yield, and then 
move, inch by languid inch. He heard 
the grind of the rusty wheel-flanges 
against the switch-points, and knew that 
he had won. Then the operation was 
repeated, when once the switch had been, 
cleared and'the lever thrown over, and 
again the stubborn flat car was pried 
and pushed into motion. When it came 
to a standstill, it was left resting well 
off to the left of the switch, with the 
road to Guariqui once more open.

McKinnon's ears were ringing, and 
his head swam a little, as he climbed 
into the track-motor's driving-scat. He 
noticed, too. that he was. wet with 
sweat, and that the cool mountain air 
was sending a chill into his very bones.



“Look ! It’s daylight coming!” cried 
the girl at his side. He peered out 
through the phantasmal grayness that 
lightened about them, and a new anx­
iety crept and corroded through all his 
aching body.

“It will have to be full speed now—to 
the end,” he told the girl.- She called 
back, “Yes—I know,” as the lever went 
to the last notch and the car racked and 
pounded along the uneven rails. The 
forest fell away, and they came into a 
more broken country, winding and 
twisting between bald and rocky hills, 
past coffee-farms from which early- 
awakened dogs barked out at them. 
Then the light grew stronger; they 
could see a more orderly and level coun­
try studded with rancho and hacienda, 
and a crooked, sun-baked road, white 
with dust, and broken walls, and clumps 
of stunted trees.

Then the girl gave a cry and caught 
at his arm.

, “Guariqui!” she said, pointing toward 
the northwest. He had no time to look, 
for at the same moment his own eyes 
had caught sight of something which 
tilled him with an even more compelling 
emotion.

Before the rocky hill-crests toward 
which they were sweeping, he caught 
sight of a row of smoke columns and 
the serried white-splashes of tent walls 
against the yellow-gray of the parched 
fields. He leaped to his feet as he saw 
it, and struggled with one of the car­
tridge-boxes on the row behind them. 
He pulled and tugged and worked it 
quickly forward, to heighten the barri­
cade on the rirht-hand side of the car, 
for he knew they were charging down 
on De Brigard’s camp. He realized that 
their climactic moment was at hand, 
that the time for their last dash across 
the enemy’s lines had come.

Already he could see the pacing sen­
tries as they met and countermarched 
between the scattered splashes of white. 
He could see the corraled horses and 
mules of De Brigard’s cavalry feeding 
together. As the car raced on. he could 
even make out groups of men in ragged 
uniform, barefooted, squatting about the 
camp-fires. Some of them he could see 

stooping quietly over black pots; one 
group was splashing and washing at a 
long wooden water-trough. There 
seemed something tranquil in the scene, 
something strangely unlike the way of 
war in the slowly rising smoke columns, 
in the slowly moving barefooted men, 
in the ranchos of palm and tree-boughs, 
in the water-trough and the tranquilly 
feeding horses and mules.

Then the scene changed, with the 
quickness of a stage-picture. The cue 
for that change came with a single 
rifle-shot from the sentry on guard at 
the track-edge. The camp changed with 
that shot. It seemed to McKinnon like 
the sudden change that swept through 
his coherer-dust when vitalized with 
its magnetic current. The sentry, in 
the meantime, repeated the shot, three 
times, until the man in the charging car 
stood up and returned his fire, sharply, 
driving him to cover.

But the alarm had been given. The 
tree-clumps and the broken stone walls 
seemed to swarm with men; the white 
tents became strangely like hornets’ 
nests disgorging excited occupants. 
The barefooted idlers grouped about 
the camp-fires no longer watched the 
pots and splashed about the water­
trough. They became armed irregular 
infantry, pouring lead into a huge, 
rusted, bullet-riddled track-motor that 
had ridden down their sentries and 
broken into their very lines.

For one incongruous moment Mc­
Kinnon had felt vaguely sorry for 
those lean and hungry-looking and un­
kempt idlers in dirty denim uniforms. 
He had thought of them as homeless 
and unhappy men who were being . 
made the tools of forces which they 
could not comprehend. Now they 
seemed to him dancing and running 
brown-faced fiends, doing their best to 
put a bullet through the head of a 
stranger who was very tired and hun­
gry, and a little tipsy, perhaps, from 
immoderate drafts of brandy on a 
wofully empty stomach. He saw them, 
as in a dream, but he scarcely gave 
them a thought. Death had snapped at 
his heels too often and too closely that 
night; he was supremely contemptuous 



of their firecracker powder and their 
pot-metal guns. He wanted to get to 
Guariqui and have something to eat, 
and then sleep for twenty good hours. 
And the racing of the car made him 
dizzy. And every bone in his body 
ached. And he wondered how long he 
would have to keep shooting.

He was stirred a little by the sudden 
scream of the girl at his side.

‘'You’re wounded!” she cried, fool­
ishly. He denied it, indifferently. But 
he saw her white face bent over the 
pool of blood on the seat-cushion. Then 
lie knew that she was tying a hand­
kerchief, a foolish little lace handker­
chief, about his arm, just below the 
left shoulder. He let her do it; he 
humored her, for he was too tired to 
argue with her. And it was pleasant, 
he told himself, to have her fussing 
about him. He was glad too that the 
noise of all the shooting had at last 
stopped—he was glad they were get­
ting up to Guariqui, after all.

Then he remembered pounding in 
across a narrow iron bridge, and see­
ing walls, white walls and blue walls, 
and red roofs, and hearing a bugle call 
and call again, sweet as silver, like a 
voice out of a dream; then one gun­
shot, and a challenge; and then cries 
and calls. Then the car must have 
come to a stop. He could see a yellow­
faced man with a pointed gray beard 
at the car-step. He wore a uniform 
like an officer’s and carried a sword 
from a red silk sash, a foolish and 

•womanish-looking sash. Then came 
cither men, and other officers. Then 
the square where the car stood changed 
into a sea of human beings—it seemed 
packed with little brown-faced demons, 
in red-striped uniforms, shouting and 
dancing and throwing foolish little red- 
striped caps up in the air, gibbering 
and calling in an outlandish tongue.

He could not understand what it 
meant; all he knew was that he want­
ed to get somewhere where it was 
quiet, and where he could rest. Then 
the noise grew worse again, and a 
band of shouting men, with carbines, 
on prancing little Peruvian ponies, 
swept down past him. Then he felt 

sure he saw Alicia Boynton’s white face 
bending ovft him, and somebody tried 
to choke, the breath of life out of him 
by poujring what could be nothing but 
liquidJ fire down his throat, from a 
leather-covered flask. This flask was 
quickly and mercifully knocked to one 
side, by an angry-faced man in white 
duck, who wore spectacles and said in 
perfect English: “Get the poor beg­
gar into that fiacre’’ Then there was 
a cry of “Stand back!” and “To the 
hospital!” and “No; to the Palace 1” 
He felt that there was a woman weep­
ing beside him, but he could not be 
sure of this. He heard a thin and far­
away pound of hoofs and a rumble of 
wheels. And that was all he could re­
member.

XXVI.
McKinnon was very happy. It was 

five long days since they had dug the 
bullet out of his shoulder and told him 
to lie quiet for a while and rest up 
and make blood. But on this particu­
lar morning he had been given permis­
sion to go to the Palace. roof, where 
Aikens, the Boston youth who acted 
as the Guariqui operator, was still 
struggling over his half-renovated 
wireless apparatus. So McKinnon had 
been carried to the roof in a chair, by 
two of Duran's own body-guard, and 
the white sunlight and the many-tiirted 
city and the companionship of the lone­
ly and garrulous boy from Boston went 
to his head, like wine, and left him 
foolishly and wistfully happy.

He laughed at the idea of a corru­
gated-iron wireless station on the roof 
of a Palace; it seemed as incongruous 
to him, he told Aikens, as a Crusader 
smoking a cigar, or a monastery with 
mail-chutes, or a cathedral with a cash­
register. Then Aikens led him to the 
battlemented edge of the flat roof and 
showed him the arc-lights that swung 
in Avenida Sacramento and Calle Flor­
ida, and the new power-house toward 
Paraiso Hill, and the statuary that 
gleamed through the green palms of 
the Parque Nacional. and the Asilo 
Chapai and the roof of the new Boyn­
ton Hospital, and the columned front 



of the Theatre Locombio, and protest­
ed that Gfaariqui wasn’t such a one- 
horse town, after all!

McKinnon continued to look down at 
Guariqui, after Aikens had gone back 
to his work. He could see the iron- 
fenced Palace gardens, cool and shad­
owy and secluded-looking. In the 
Plaza beyond he could see the splash 
of water from a frond-hidden fountain, 
and the white statue of some unknown 
hero who had died in some unknown 
war for Locombian liberty. He could 
see the yellow front of the cathedral 
and the sun-steeped Prado white with 
dust. He could see the American blue­
jackets, from the Princeton, who were 
still picketing the streets, and a bullock­
cart that crawled noisily over the cob­
blestones. At the head of Avenida 
Sacramento he could see another de­
tachment of white-helmeted marines 
clustered about one of the Princeton’s 
machine guns. He could see a scat­
tered group of Ulloa's mounted Irregu­
lars crawling in toward Guariqui, 
across the flat-shadowed plain of burnt 
grass. He could see rows of flat 
houses and red-tiled roofs, and tame 
buzzards perched on ridge-poles, and a 
high-standing royal palm or two. .And 
beyond the sun-bathed town and the 
burnt plain lay the gray-green hills and 
the lonely blue peaks of the Cordil­
leras.

Then the sound of cheering floated 
up to him. and to the east, advancing 
along Calle Nacional toward the Plaza 
was a long line of infantry headed by 
a mounted band that broke into shrill 
and stirring music as they made a de­
tour in past the turreted barracks. He 
could see the gathering street crowds, 
the men in linen and duck, the bare­
headed women in mantillas, the Prince­
ton's midshipmen in tight-fitting tunics, 
pretending to ignore the heat, the 
marching lines of barefooted men in 
grotesquely soiled and ragged uni­
forms.

He knew that De Brigard’s move­
ment had been crushed, that the revolu­
tion was already a thing of the past. 
There was a smoldering province or 
two on the lower Pacific slope, but a 

week or two of gun-seizing by Arturo 
Boynton’s mounted police would stifle 
all that was left of Ganley’s coup 
d’etat. And Ganley himself? He 
knew that Ulloa was still patrolling the 
coast to cut off Ganley’s escape. He 
wondered, with a strange sense of de­
tachment, just where between the blue 
peaks of the Cordilleras and the Carib­
bean’s pulsing surf-line that man of 
destiny was skulking and hiding. He 
wondered where under that unpitying 
and high-arching tropical sky the lone­
ly fugitive was still scheming and plot­
ting and battling for the right to live.

Yes, it was all over anti done, Mc­
Kinnon told himself, wearily, as a com­
prehension of the solitudes that enisled 
him began to creep like a slowly rising 
tide through every fiber of his being. 
They meant nothing to him, these out­
landish soldiers in ragged uniform, this 
sun-baked city among its lonely hills, 
these denim-clad peons with long- 
bladed machetes, these red-tiled homes 
of a people who were foreign to him, 
this overgaudy Latin palace with its 
second-rate statuary and its gilding and 
mirrors that would be an affront to a 
Hudson River steamboat's cabin. It 
was a land of strangers to him. He 
suddenly knew that he was homesick 
for the North.

He was possessed with a longing for 
the older and more austere ways of 
life, for more tranquil and muffled and 
orderly days, for the crowded and com­
panionable cities ’of his own kind. 
There seemed something barbaric to 
him in the very music of the band that 
brayed and shrilled from the streets 
below. In the men who followed that 
band he could make out the narrowed 
shoulder and the protruding cheek­
bones of Carib-Indian blood. They 
seemed more than outlanders to him; 
they were scarcely white men. And he 
was tired of them and their foolish lit­
tle wars; he was homesick.

He heard a movement at his side, 
and he looked up from the embrasure 
over which he leaned to see Alicia 
Boynton standing almost within reach 
of his hand. She seemed almost ghost­
like, to his first startled glance, for she 



was dressed in white linen, and many 
days and nights of anxiety had left 
her face still colorless. The strong 
sunlight, too, accentuated the tender 
hollow that lay under either cheek- 

'bone. The touch of tragedy that this 
shadow in some way seemed to give to 
her face was contradicted by the deep 
and happy light in her eyes. The. 
strangeness and the loneliness of Guari­
qui seemed to fade away; She human­
ized it and brought it near to him.

“You mustn’t do this,” she said, re­
provingly, as she drew closer beside 
him, so that her tinted parasol threw 
its shadow over his head.

“But it’s so good to be out again,” 
he said, recklessly. “And they’re giv­
ing Ulloa’s Irregulars an ovation down 
there.”

“But you are not strong yet,” she 
warned him, looking up into his face 
with anxious eyes. “And that is a 
tropical sun you are standing in.”

“It isn't the sun that makes me feel 
so bad,” he confessed. “It's being so 
far away from—from home, from— 
oh, from everything!”

There was a minute or two of silence 
as they stood gazing down over Guari­
qui.

“I know,” she said at last, compre- 
hendingly. He looked down at her, 
almost timidly. She had seemed a lit­
tle aloof from him during the last few 
days. Guariqui and its official life 
seemed to have flung a bar between 
them, to have drawn and shut her in 
as one of its own. He had grown al­
most afraid of her, since the morning 
he had seen her from his window, sit­
ting up so slender and fragile in Du­
ran’s flashing official landau as it swept 
cut through the Palace gates surround­
ed by galloping and gorgeous cuiras­
siers with brazen breastplates and 
horsetail helmets. And the conscious­
ness of this alienation brought a touch 
of bitterness into his voice as he went 
on.

"No; I don’t believe you do know. 
This is the life you were bom to. This 
is your home. It means everything 
to you!”

“Not everything,” she corrected him, 

very quietly. He could not see her 
face, for she was gazing out over Pa­
raiso Hill.

“But I know you would never be 
happy away from it, from everything 
about here that has been making me 
feel so lost and miserable, any more 
than I would be happy away from the 
things that would make you feel lost 
and miserable.”

She glanced up with a little look of 
surprise.

“I’m not a Locombian, a Spaniard,” 
she said, laughing a little.

It was his turn to laugh, though 
there was little mirth in it.

"No; but you are the sister of Doc­
tor Arturo Boynton, Minister of War 
for the Republic of Locombia, Member 
of the Federal----- ”

She looked up at him again, and met 
his gaze without hesitation.

“And you are the man who saved the 
Republic of Locombia from—well, you 
know what from!”

He threw up his hand with a gesture 
of protest.

“I was thinking hanged little about 
the Republic of Locombia,” he retorted, 
with a short laugh. . “I wanted to get 
you out of that Ganley mess.”

“Then you saved vic,” she protested.
“When I happened as a primary con­

sideration to be fighting away to save 
my own precious neck!” he deprecated. 
He noticed the silent reproof in her 
eyes, and as he saw it a new and falter­
ing courage began to grope upward out 
of the darkness of his heart. But he 
hardly knew how to begin. He thought, 
a little enviously, of the days when she 
had been so close to him, when the 
arm of no intervening convention Irul 
stretched out between them. All his 
life suddenly seemed an empty and aim­
less and wasted life to him. It seemed 
an affront to her, even to. tell her how 
unworthy he was, yet the growing hun­
ger and ache in his heart forbade him 
to keep silent. He watched a condor 
wheeling above the gray-green hill­
tops until it became a drifting black 
speck in the turquoise sky.

The glare of open- light made his 
eyes ache. He remembered a certain 



sentence of Ganley’s: “It’s not what 
you’d call a white man’s country.” The 
thought of that brought his troubled 
gaze back to the woman at his side.

“Have you always been happy here?” 
he demanded, audaciously. “And will 
you always be happy here?”

She shook her head, slowly, from 
side to side.

“Not now,” she answered. Again a 
mocking flame of hope shot through 
him. But he did not speak. Her hand 
lay on the embrasure beside him. He 
reached out his arm and quietly cov­
ered the white fingers with his own. 
His mournful glance met hers, and for 
the first time the full significance of her 
nearness came home to him. She drew 
back a little, frightened, and slowly 
raised her head. The touch of her 
hand on his had turned his very blood 
to fire.

“I love you,” he whispered, without 
moving. She swayed a little beside 
the embrasure: but she did not speak. 
He reached out Ijis unbandaged arm, 
as she still stood gazing at him, and 
made a movement, a hungry and plead­
ing movement, as though to draw her 
closer to him. “I love you.” he re­
peated, inadequately.

A soft and luminous beauty crept in­
to her face with its tragic little hollow 
under either cheek-bone; it seemed to 
suffuse and renew and transform it as 
spring itself transforms the world. She 
raised her hands slowly, almost mourn­
fully, as though it cost her a great 
effort, until they rested on his shoul­
ders.

“I am not worthy of it,” she said, 
with a break in her voice that was al­
most a sob. She would have said more, 
but her speech was silenced by his 
movement, a movement which brought 
her trembling into his arms.

“I have always loved you,” she whis­
pered, weakly.

“And .you would go back with me?” 
he pleaded.

“Anywhere,” she answered, as she 
surrendered her wistfully smiling lips 
to his. They were alone under the 
high-arching tropical sun. The condor 
wheeled back over Paraiso Hill unno­

ticed; barefooted soldiers in ragged 
denim marched by un'der the Palace 
unseen; Ulloa’s mounted band brayed 
itself into the distance unheard.

It was Aikens the wireless-operator 
who brought them back to the world of 
reality.

“I’ve got ’em!” he called excitedly, 
from his little station door shadowed by 
its awning of faded striped canvas. 
“I’ve picked something up!”

He disappeared from sight, and 
called a second time, a little more im­
patiently.

“You’ll have to receive for me until 
I get somebody from the war office. I 
ought to have the president here, now.”

“What is it ?” asked Alicia Boynton, 
as they crossed to the station door.

“It’s Boracao calling the Princeton. 
It’s going to be the last rocket-fizz of 
this fireworks exhibition.” He flung on 
a coat and turned to McKinnon. “But 
you watch that responder until I get 
back!”

And he was off before McKinnon 
could adjust the phones and take his 
seat before the instrument. But as’ the 
newcomer pressed the receiver against 
his ear, he could hear a sound, faint 
and small, like the tick of a wood­
beetle. This sound translated itself in­
to a coherent sequence of dots and 
dashes, spelling out the call for 
“Cruiser Princeton” and repeating it, 
impatiently, with a strangely human 
note of complaint in the petulance of 
the wood-beetle tickings.

“Princeton—Princeton,” the call was 
repeated, almost frantically, it seemed 
to McKinnon, as he caught up the 
operator’s pencil and began to write on 
the paper before him. Then came the 
break and the answer of the far-off 
cruiser. Something in the crisply stiff 
“send” of the navy operator reminded 
the listener of the tightly jacketed mid­
shipmen in the Plaza below him. Then 
came the hurrying dots and dashes of 
the Boracao operator:

Detachment of Morazan’s Scouts captured 
American named Ganley this morning at 
daybreak. Ganley -held here in quartci—■ 
condemned to death by fusilado after drum­
head court martial by Morazan. He claims 



to be American citizen and wants protection 
of his government I cannot get Guariqui 
—station there dead for five days past. Hur­
ry in relief on receipt of this or will be too 
late. If possible land marines at San An­
tonio Inlet and push overland to Boracao 
by way of Agira River Trail. I have done 
everything in my power, but am helpless. 
You must hurry—is to be shot at sunset.

Adolph Klauses, 
American Consul, Boracao.

McKinnon handed the written sheet 
to Alicia Boynton without speaking. 
She read it and handed it back to him. 
Her hand was shaking a little.

“What can we do?” she asked, al­
most in a whisper.

“There is nothing we can do,” was 
McKinnon’s answer. “Our coils are 
still out of order. We can’t send.”

“But we can’t stand here and see 
the man die—now—in that way !”

McKinnon suddenly held up a hand 
for silence, for the Princeton was send­
ing again.

We cannot land men before communicating 
with Guariqui. Ask suspension of execution 
of American named Ganley for day or two 
until. Guariqui conference.

Lieutenant Verdu.

Then came a break and another wait, 
while from somewhere far off in the 
streets below floated up the bray and 
throb of the military band. Then a 
second Boracao message trickled down 
through the Guariqui wires and stirred 
the coherer into feeble life. ■

Can do nothing. Morazan claims acting 
for General Ulloa under President Duran’s 

orders. But whole thing terrible mistake. 
We must have help at once, or innocent citi­
zen will be murdered. Send men and helio­
graph advance from San Antonio Hill.

Klauser.

Aikens’ hurried return with two 
orderlies and an officer in full uniform 
kept McKinnon from intercepting the 
Princeton’s reply. The little station 
had suddenly become close and stifling. 
He felt weak and unstrung, and was 
glad to gain the open air and find the 
quiet sunlight and the slowly waving 
palms about him once more. He was 
glad to know that the woman he loved 
stood at his side, and that their future 
life was to be a life far from such 
scenes.

They were still there, side by side 
above the embrasure, when the hurry­
ing Aikens, as he darted below-stairs, 
thrust a sheet of paper in their hands 
as he passed. McKinnon held it up 
and read it aloud.

American named Ganley just shot down 
by quartci guards as he broke jail here—■ 
body surrendered to me by alcalde—am hold­
ing it awaiting instructions. Klauser.

The sheet fluttered to the ground.
“It’s over,” said the woman, cover­

ing her face with her hands, while a 
movement that was almost a shiver 
crept through her stooping body.

“Yes, it’s over now,” echoed Mc­
Kinnon, absently, as his arm went out 
to sustain her. And they sat there, 
alone with their thoughts, for many 
minutes.

DOGS AS DOWRIES

EVERYWHERE is the dog the friend of man, but in Manchuria he is more 
strictly the friend of woman. There the dowry of a young woman does 
not consist of hard cash as in Europe, but in a certain number of sleek dogs 

with thick fur or silken hair. The girl’s status may almost be guessed by her 
wedding portion of dogs. If she receive six she is poor; if a dozen, her parents 
are in easy circumstances; and if twelve dozen it may be taken that she comes 
from a rich family. They are carefully fattened for their savory flesh, and their 
skins, after death, become coverlets, pelisses, vests for hunters, or bedside car­
pets, which scarcely ever wear out. Even to its fur the devotion of the dog is 
warm and lasting.



How Hector Won His “Y”
By Ralph D. Paine

Author of "The Stroke-oar," "A Case of Professionalism," Etc.

Another of Paine’s inimitable stories of college athletics. Hector Alonzo 
McGrath, perennial and unsuccessful candidate for athletic honors at Yale, 
learns accidentally that he is a human grasshopper. A brindle bull is in­
strumental in starting him on his career as champion 'high-jumper. The 
Akmet of Tongaloo almost proves a hoodoo but Julius Caesar Jones beats him 
as “the old reliable mascot.”

ECTOR ALONZO Mc- 
GRATH had come to 
the winter term of his 
last year at Yale with­
out winning any of 
the athletic honors for 
which he had manfully 
striven from the day 

when, as a callow freshman, he had first 
set foot upon the campus and eagerly 
asked the way to the gymnasium. 
Hopes deferred and ambitions thwarted 
had not cooled his ardor and he deter­
mined to make a final attempt to win his 
“Y" in the role of a track athlete.

He was too light by twenty pounds 
to be taken seriously as a crew candi­
date and one captain of the nine had 
told him, bitterly and truthfully, that 
he could never hope to make a base-hit 
until the pitcher was allowed to curve 
watermelons over tlic plate. The track­
team, however, offered greater variety 
of opportunity. A man might be built 
like a grasshopper or lack the gift of 
the “batting eye.’’ but there was no tell­
ing how fast or b.ow far he could run 
with a chance to choose the distance 
that best suited him.

Mr. “Mike" Morrison, the gray­
headed trainer of the Yale track-team, 
had no sense of humor, else he might 
have shared the amusement of the col­
lege at large at the latest aspirations of 

Hector McGrath, the perennial candi­
date. When the sanguine youth pre­
sented himself for the early-season 
work, the trainer looked him over with 
a critical eye and sententiously ob­
served :

“I think I gave you a try-out last 
year, didn't I ? You wanted to be a 
sprinter but the only trouble was you 
couldn’t sprint. I don't believe I can 
make anything out of you at any dis­
tance, but you may as well trail along 
for a while.’’

“I have decided to make a long-dis­
tance man of myself, Mike,’’ returned. 
Hector, undismayed. “Perhaps I was 
slow at a hundred yards, but if I could 
keep up that same gait for a mile it 
would.be going pretty fast. But I won’t 
be fussy about it. I may be better at 
the half-mile or the quarter when I get 
on the track.’’

“And perhaps you may turn out a 
world-beater at throwing the hammer,” 
commented Mike Morrison with mild 
sarcasm, as he cast a dubious glance at 
the excessively fragile physique of the 
confident youth.

For a month thereafter Hector dog­
gedly trotted across country with the 
squad, toiled at chest-weights in the 
gymnasium and practised limber-legged 
exercises in his room at bedtime. 
Whenever he happened to see the 

would.be


brawny oarsmen pulling in the tank 
or met the baseball men on their way to 
batting practise in the “cage,” he was 
filled with envious admiration and long­
ing, but these emotions could not dull 
the edge of his enthusiasm, for winter 
was fast waning, and soon he would be 
given his real “try-out” on the cinder- 
covered track.

At length Mike Morrison spoke the 
word to report at the field in prepara­
tion for the spring handicap games. 
Hector McGrath having persisted in his 
intention to test his mettle among the 
long-distance runners, was set to jog­
ging around the track in company with 
a dozen other novices who were paced 
by a trio of seasoned “milers.” He 
flitted along like a plucky sandpiper, 
easily dogging the heels of the leaders 
until the day when the trainer held his 
watch in hand and told them to “let 
out a few links and finish as strong as 
they could.”

Then to the agonized surprise of 
Hector Alonzo the pace-makers set off 
from the mark at a much faster gait 
than they had previously displayed, and 
swept the squad along with the re­
morseless, unflagging energy of a ma­
chine over the first quarter, to the half- 
mile, and toward the end of the jour­
ney. Hector discovered that his best 
efforts, when spread over a mile, were 
too slow for this rate of progression 
and inasmuch as spurting made him 
breathless he had to fall back and pound 
along at his own limit of exertion. 
Badly beaten, he trailed into the home­
stretch long after the leaders had'fin­
ished and was greeted by Mike Mor­
rison with the unfeeling criticism :

“You don't know how to run and 
never will le^irn, McGrath. I don’t 
know what the matter is, but you can’t 
go fast enough. There is no use in 
your wasting time on the track.”

“Perhaps I can do better at a shorter 
distance,” panted Hector. “Do you 
think I am utterly hopeless, Mike?”

“Oh, go in for the half-mile at the 
spring handicaps, if you like,” reluctant­
ly vouchsafed the trainer. “But I am 
pinning no medals on you in advance.”

Thereupon Hector trained more con­

scientiously than ever, tried to imitate 
the styles of famous champions as por­
trayed in books, pestered Mike Morri­
son for advice, and hired a strong- 
armed Irishman to rub him down night 
and morning.

The spring handicap games attracted 
a notably large attendance of seniors 
who marched to the field in column car­
rying a banner inscribed:

McGrath Forever !.
Our Candidate Must, 
Shall and Will Win 

To-day.
“It is his first real race, fellows,” 

counseled Jim Stearns, the football-cap­
tain, “and he deserves the support of 
his class. I will lead the cheering and 
you want to make a prize noise, under­
stand ?”

When Hector pranced from the 
dressing-rooms and surveyed the crowd 
which filled the stand beside the home­
stretch he was greeted by this thunder­
ous salute from his classmates:
Who is the pride of the Yale cinder path? 
Hector Alonzo hot-footed McGrath.

The ovation was disconcerting and 
the more so when the captains three of 
the university crew, the nine, and the 
eleven, marched abreast across the track 
and solemnly presented the blushing 

.Hector Alonzo with a wreath of im­
mortelles from which dangled a huge 
placard bearing the legend:

HE WAS ONE OF US— 
For a Few Minutes. .

“Confound you all, if I did get fired 
off your teams it is low-down to rub 
it in,” ingratefully blurted the recipient. 
“You have put them up to this non­
sense, Jim Stearns. Wait until I----- ”

His threat was cut short by the curt 
command of Mike Morrison: “Cut out 
that foolishness, boys. All out for the 
half-mile. Get on the mark where you 
belong, McGrath."

Hector slipped out of his bath-robe 
and the godless seniors burst into a tem­
pest of cheering at sight of his attenu­
ated figure as displayed in scanty run­
ning-garb. He heard fragments of a 
song which Jim Stearns was leading 



with frantic gestures, the refrain be­
ginning :

Oh-h, our Hector McGrath 
Is built like a lath, 
But he runs like a frightened gazelle.

Wailing at scratch was Bonsall, the 
stocky, deep-chested intercollegiate 
champion, and strung out ahead of him 
were a half-score men placed at their 
respective handicap-distances. Hector 
felt slightly aggrieved that he had been 
allotted, the most generous handicap of 
them all and, in fact, he seemed to be 
stationed about half-way between the 
start and finish of'the course. Sad to 
relate, however, the seasoned judgment 
of Mike Morrison had been at fault in 
not granting Hector concessions even 
more lavish, for when the contestants 
sped away from their marks he was rap­
idly overhauled by those to rearward of 
him until he was making a stern chase 
after the flying field of runners. He 
could not make his legs move any 
faster; in truth he was flinging them 
so desperately that his heels seemed 
about to smite the back of his head with 
every stride, but even two lowly fresh­
men overtook and passed him as if he 
were anchored, and he failed to be 
“placed” at all.

As he wobbled past the finish-posts, 
pale and panting, Jim Stearns observed 
to a friend: “Plenty of hock and knee 
action, like one of those horse-show 
hackneys, but he doesn’t get over the 
ground. Poor Plector, there goes his 
last hope of being a varsity athlete. 
Give him a long cheer, fellows, with 
nine McGraths on the end of it.”

Hector took his defeat so much to 
heart that he refused to march with his 
classmates who clamored to escort him 
to the campus. Sulking in the train­
ing-house until the field was clear of 
spectators, he was prepared for the 
worst and felt no shock of surprise 
when Mike Morrison sauntered into the 
dressing-room and told him :

“I am sorry, McGrath, but there is 
no sense in your training any longer. 
Don’t lay it up against me, will you? 
But I can never make a runner of you, 
so help me:”

The downcast youth nodded without 
speaking, made a bundle of his athletic 
wardrobe, tucked it under one arm, and 
walked slowly and sorrowfully across 
the field. Laggard as was his gait, he 
presently overtook the bent, hobbling 
figure of: Julius Caesar Jones, the an­
cient negro whom college sentiment ac­
cepted as the' official mascot of Yale 
athletics, and purveyor of good fortune 
to the university crew in particular. 
Hector was too sore at heart to wish 
to encounter the rude badinage of his 
classmates, but he knew he would find 
a sympathetic companion in this hoary 
attache of the campus and he hailed 
him cordially:

“Hold on, Julius Cresar. Why don’t 
you take a street-car. Are you going 
to walk all the way in?”

“Why, bless my soul, if it ain’t Mis- 
tah Hector Alonzo McGrath,” chuckled 
Julius Caesar, doffing his battered hat 
and wheeling with a respectful old- 
fashioned bow. “I toted myself to th’ 
field jes’ specially to see you run th’ 
half-mile, sub, and that’s why Tse walk­
in’ home.”

“You don’t mean to say you bet your 
carfare on me!” cried Hector as he 
slackened his gait to walk beside the 
old man.

“I was jes’ as foolish as that,” ad­
mitted Julius Caesar, hastily adding with 
warm-hearted tactfulness: “’Twa’n’t 
your fault that you losed th’ race. It 
was the handicappin’. A few hundred 
yards mo’ start an’ you’d ha’ surely 
scrambled home to th’ good. How it 
come that I made a bet of fifteen cents 
agin’ one dollar on you, suh, was 'cause 
Plannibal Jackson done kind of pestered' 
me into it. He is a 'sasperatin' old 
nigger, you know that, Mistah Mc­
Grath, an’, beggin’ your humble pahdon, 
suh, he ’lowed you couldn’t run away 
from a tarrapin with a brick tied to his 
tail. I couldn’t stand no such talk an’ 
I jes’ bet my limit.”

“Fifteen cents to a dollar against the 
field and I had the biggest handicap at 
that,” was Hector’s lugubrious com­
ment. “It shows how public opinion 
had me sized up. Well, Julius, here 
comes a hack. I owe you a ride. We 



will journey home in style even if we 
did get beaten and go broke. My own 
classmates laughed at me, but you were 
loyal enough to show fifteen cents’ 
worth of confidence in me as a track 
athlete. I won’t forget it.”

“I was s’prised to see -Mistah Jim 
Stearns makin’ sport of you tryin’ for 
the track-team,” observed Julius Caesar 
as he sank against the cushions with a 
sigh of contentment. “He bein’ cap’ll 
of las’ season’s football-team an’ rowin’ 
three years on the Yale university crew, 
he is of cou’se the biggest man in col­
lege, an’ he ought to be encouragin’ 
men to come out an’ work for Yale, 
’deed he had.”

“Oh, you mustn’t mind him, Julius. 
He wouldn’t hurt my feelings for the 
world. He has always played horse 
with my athletic ambitions. I suppose 
it does look funny, after I have tried 
for every team in college since fresh­
man year, to see me made a monkey of 
in these trifling handicap games. But 
they can’t say I haven’t tried to make 
good, can they?”

Julius Caesar was quick to reflect the 
sober mood of his companion and his 
kindly old face was grieved, but he 
brightened to reply with great de­
cision :

“It ain’t too late yet. I don’t quite 
see how it’s cornin’ to pass, but I got 
a powerful hunch that you is gwine to 
win your ‘Y’ yet, you hear me? I’se 
had my eye on you, an’ the race ain’t 
always to the swiftes’ or the battle to 
th’ stronges’. Sometimes I has dreams 
an’ visions, Mistah McGrath. Jes’ you 
keep in mind what Julius Caesar Jones 
imparts to you in th’ midst of your dis­
tresses.”

II.
On a buoyant, sunny afternoon of 

April Hector McGrath set out alone 
for a long walk into the country, which 
had begun to entice the wayfarer with 
the tender loveliness of budding spring­
time. The rural highways were still 
heavy with black mud, and after leaving 
the city far behind Hector wandered off 
across the rolling fields whose aspect 
v as shifting from sodden brown to 

many delicate shades of green. His 
spirits were normally youthful and he 
rejoiced in the sights and sounds and 
odors of the awakening year. The hu­
miliating collapse of his last athletic 
ambition was in oblivion, he whistled 
or sang aloud while he looked for 
arbutus and idly followed the course of 
a brook which leaped foaming from a 
woodland hard-by.

From a rugged elevation the idler 
gazed across a wide expanse of vernal 
landscape and presently discerned to­
ward the eastward the tall and towered 
grand stands of the Yale Field, a land­
mark which made him reflect aloud :

“I must have doubled on my trail 
without knowing it. I thought I was 
four or five miles from the field. By 
Jingo, I believe I will strike across 
country and watch the tail end of the 
baseball practise.”

Whereupon at a much brisker gait he 
made a bee-line for his goal, Nature in 
her most beguiling mood being so 
promptly jilted for the allurements of 
an athletic arena. Hector had covered 
perhaps half of his journey over hill 
and dale when he descried a solitary 
man seated upon a stone wall with the 
air of one waiting for something to 
happen. Nearer view revealed the fact 
that this person was Mr. Mike Mor­
rison, and Hector was fired with curi­
osity to discover why this trainer of 
Yale athletes should be perched on a 
wall in the midst of a rural wilderness, 
so very far from the madding crowd.

“Why, he ought to be at the field, 
grumbling at a herd of poor unhappy 
slaves in skimpy clothes and chasing 
them round and round the track,” re­
flected Hector. “He must have gone 
off his head. Perhaps he is a prey to 
remorse for having treated me so cruel­
ly and is meditating suicide.”

But as Hector advanced within hail- 
ing-distance Mike Morrison descended 
from his perch and amiably observed :

“Hello, McGrath, have you come out 
to watch ’em, too? This is as good a 
place as any.”

“Watch what, Mike? The dicky­
birds? I never took you for a nature­
lover.”



“My cross-country team,” seriously 
replied the trainer, overlooking the 
other’s persiflage. “They go to Phila­
delphia in another month for the inter­
collegiate cross-country championship 
and I am giving them a hard five-mile 
spin this afternoon. They will pass us 
in the lane yonder on their way back 
to the field and I want to look ’em over 
and see how strong they are going.”

“I suppose the team is not expecting 
to find you out here in the woods?” 
suggested Hector.

“Not exactly,” said Mike dryly. “I 
think we had better move into this bit 
of pasture and wait at the far end of 
the lane. The land looks higher and 
we can see them come by the edge of 
those woods yonder.”

The grizzled trainer and his dis­
carded pupil strolled together across the 
pasture, Hector’s interest having quick­
ly shifted from the baseball practise to 
the prospect of seeing the cross-coun­
try team in action. Presently they toiled 
up a gentle slope and gazed down the 
winding lane which threaded its way 
from the turnpike, beyond which the 
fields unrolled for a considerable dis­
tance. Soon they saw a row of tiny 
human figures moving across this green 
carpet like so many manikins.

“There they come and pretty well 
tuckered at that,” said the trainer. 
“This last hill will make them pump. 
See here, McGrath, the ground looks 
even higher over yonder in the middle 
of the pasture. Why not shift our 
ground again?”

Accordingly the two men retreated to 
the backbone of the ridge and stood 
gazing at the distant string of runners 
who were slowly advancing at a labored 
trot. The trainer was absorbed in no­
ting their pace with censorious eye and 
Hector was greatly interested in his 
vitriolic comment.

“That tail-ender is Hawkins. He 
runs like a clodhopper and he has no 
sand. I found he had a soft spot in 
his heart last year. Ten to one he will 
come limping home half a mile behind 
and tell me he has sprained his ankle. 
I have a good mind to let him go 
and----- ”

He bit off his sentence abruptly, his 
jaw dropped, and he stared in amaze­
ment at Hector McGrath, who was 
gazing beyond him with an expression 
of horror-smitten consternation as if his 
emotions were beyond all words. The 
trainer wheeled swiftly, caught one 
lightning glimpse, and bounded toward 
the nearest stone wall with the speed 
of the wind. He had been a world- 
famous sprinter in his youth, and 
his feet had not lost their cunning. He 
was going faster with every stride when 
Hector got fairly under headway and 
put after him, emitting terrifying 
whoops, and sprinting at a rate which 
would have won praise from Mr. Mike 
Morrison if that gentleman had not 
been too busy to look over his shoul­
der.

Behind the twain bounded a brindled 
bull, head down and tail up, while 
through a break in the pasture wall 
streamed a pursuing band of farmers 
brandishing bludgeons, pitchforks and 
ropes. The two fugitives had been 
oblivious to the warning clamor and 
the irate monster had made for them 
full tilt as the most conspicuous objects 
upon the face of a landscape which he 
was eager to devastate. The flight of 
his quarry inspired the bull with wrath 
even more unreasoning, and with a bel­
lowing roar that shook the hills he 
strove to overtake them this side of the 
pasture wall. Mike Morrison had seen 
many an overconfident runner lose his 
race a few yards from the tape by 
glancing behind him and he had no in­
tention of committing such an error of 
judgment. He was doing his duty as a 
pace-maker and Hector McGrath must 
look out for himself. The trainer was 
really outfooting the brindled bull, but 
Hector was making what could have 
been fitly termed “a neck-and-neck fin­
ish of it” and was in great danger of 
being overtaken and gored by the horns 
of the pursuer.

Mike Morrison, first to reach the 
wall, was horrified to find it surmount­
ed by a stiff fence of rails, but he 
climbed, clawed and scrambled over to 
safety. Sprawled upon his back, he was 
trying to rise when Hector signaled 



his coming by means of a blood­
curdling yell. For his part he had no 
time to climb fences, nor room in which 
to double and seek an easier exit. The 
brindled bull was gaining with a rush 
and the embattled farmers were still 
too far distant to afford hope of succor 
from that quarter.

Mike Morrison had gained his feet 
and was peering over the wall with 
ghastly countenance, in the nick of time 
to behold Hector Alonzo McGrath in­
stantaneously achieve the impossible. 
With one wild-eyed, despairing glance 
at the wall and towering fence in front 
of him, the hunted youth shortened his 
stride, gathered himself together, leaped 
straight at the top of the barrier, and 
soared over it like a bird. Alighting 
in a heap on a soft patch of turf, he 
lay there while the baffled brindled bull 
crashed against the wall with a noise 
like a falling house. With the de­
meanor of a man whose eyes had seen 
more than his brain could transmute 
into coherent thought, Mike Morrison 
helped Hector to his feet and hand in 
hand they stood and watched the farm­
ers put the bull to Hight and bring him 
to bay in a corner, of the wall.

“'We kind of guessed he was goin’ to 
ketch the young feller,” shouted one of 
the farmers in passing. “Hope he 
didn't harm you none. He broke out 
of the barn-yard and give us quite a 
chase. The young feller must be the 
prize jumper of Yale College. I guess 
you are glad they trained you to jump 
that way. hey? You went over that 
fence as if you had wings.”

Hector found breath to mumble that 
no bones were broken and then turned 
to look at Mike Morrison, who seemed 
under a spell. The trainer was gazing 
first at the timber-topped stone- wall, 
then at his young companion, and mut­
tering under his breath. Without a 
word he extracted a tape-measure from 
his hip pocket, climbed over the wall 
and solemnly made record of the dis­
tance from the turf whereon Hector 
had taken flight to the upper edge of 
the topmost rail. This ceremony was 
performed with the utmost delibera­
tion, after which the trainer regarded 

the tape with puckered brow, whistled, 
wiped his face and burst out with ex­
plosive energy:

“Why in blazes didn’t you have sense 
enough to tell me you were a natural- 
born high-jumper, eh? What were you 
doing—trying to run on a track—you 
—you—why, you never breathed a word 
about jumping. Do you know the 
height of this jump of yours, in your 
street clothes, heavy shoes on, and a 
poor take-off at that? Do you want to 
know? Well, that top rail is five feet 
eight inches from the ground and you 
cleared it with two or three inches to 
spare. I saw it with my own two eyes. 
By the piper that played before Moses, 
I’ll have you clearing six feet a week 
from now, and the Lord only knows 
what you will be doing before it comes 
time to send you to the intercollegiates. 
You are one of those athletic miracles, 
McGrath, and you didn't know it your­
self. Why, I have a good mind to----- ”

“Hold on, Air. Michael Morrison, not 
so fast,” implored Hector, waving his 
hands and trying to collect his wits. 
“This scare has gone to your head. 
What if I did jump five feet ten inches 
high ? It doesn't mean anything. Con­
found it, I could have cleared a fence 
ten feet high just as easily. I had to. 
But you can't turn that brindled bull 
loose at me every time I make a try at 
a high jump on the Yale Field. And I 
am sure you wouldn’t be allowed to en­
ter him in the intercollegiates to help 
me over the bar. It wouldn't do at all. 
The athletic association wouldn’t stand 
for it. So all your excitement is for 
nothing, Mike. Let us calm down and 
talk sense. Your, cross-country team 
will be along in a few minutes."

“Oh, hang the cross-country team,” 
snorted Mike Morrison, with gusty im­
patience. “You come along home with 
me-. I want to talk to you. You are 
welcome to your joke about needing the 
bull as pace-maker. There may be 
something in it, but I have seen enough 
to show me that I need you on the 
track-team. There is not a high- 
jumper in sight who will clear more 
than five feet eleven at the intercol­
legiates this year.”



Events were crowding so fast on one 
another that Hector was still giddy and 
breathless. If the brindled bull had 
been a bolt from a clear sky, this reve­
lation of athletic prowess wholly un­
dreamed of was even more startling. 
In a kind of ecstatic bewilderment he 
trudged along beside Mike Morrison, 
whose rugged features became radiant 
with satisfaction whenever he glanced 
at the slim figure of his companion. 
After an interval of silence, as if the 
situation had overpowered him, Hector 
ventured to ask:

“Do you really mean that you want 
me to train with the team, and is there 
any chance of my being entered for 
the intercollegiate championships ? Why, 
Mike, that would mean winning my 
‘Y.’ ”

“Say nothing about it, my boy,” the 
trainer replied with some abruptness. 
“I don’t hanker to run the risk of 
springing a false alarm on the college. 
I want you to join the track-team at 
tb.e training-table for supper to-night, 
d'hen between recitations to-morrow 
morning you can sneak out to the field 
and we will do’ a bit of jumping in 
private. Of course, if you find you 
can’t jump without that blankety bull 
playing checkers on your coat-tails, we 
will have to call it off.”

Hector’s nerves were unstrung and 
this glad news made him feel like hys­
terical laughter. He stammered a fool­
ish jest or two, slapped the trainer on 
the back, and was surprised to find his 
cheek wet with tears. Having given 
Hector in charge of a stalwart “rubber” 
at the training-house, the trainer left 
orders to knead him thoroughly, wrap 
him warmly, and send him to the 
campus in a hack. Rather timidly Hec­
tor presented himself for supper at the 
training-table of the track-team two 
hours later. The hungry athletes 
greeted him with vociferous surprise, 
and the upper classmen who dared to 
be facetious at his expense demanded 
to know jf he had lost his way,, and 
were about to throw him out bodily. 
The intruder held his ground and man­
aged to make them hear his declaration 
of independence.

“Mike Morrison told me to join this 
menagerie for grub. First thing you 
know, I will be crowding one of you 
loafers off the team. Where do 
I sit?”

“I suppose it’s all right but it strikes 
me as a queer performance, McGrath,” 
expostulated Ted Warner, captain of 
the track-team. “Mike has said noth­
ing about it to me and you have not 
been working at the field since he fired 
you from the squad. What does he in­
tend doing with you? Are you going 
to run again, and what is your distance 
this time?”

“Mike will have to explain it. I shall 
be out with the team for practise soon. 
He—he—that is—he overlooked my 
sterling qualities and being a fair- 
minded person, he says it is never too 
late to mend.”

“I guess we all overlooked those ster­
ling qualities of yours,” dryly retorted 
the captain. “But here is hoping you 
make good, whatever it is.”

The other men, noticing that the new­
comer was finding the situation awk­
ward, forbore to tease him and he 
began to rally, already conscious of a 
glowing delight in the fact that after 
four years of futile endeavor he was 
actually seated at the train ing-table of 
a university team. It might be only 
for a night, but Hector Alonzo Mc­
Grath was dwelling vividly in the pres­
ent. When he went to his rooms and 
made ready to turn in at an early hour 
he gazed at his meager shanks with re- 
.spectful attention before inserting them 
into pajamas and murmured:

“Now I know what you are good for. 
And you have got to jump—without 
any brindled bull to throw a scare into 
you, either.”

When he met Mike Morrison at the 
field next day, the trainer expressed re­
assuring confidence in the prowess of 
his new-fledged high-jumper.

“Now, I don’t expect you to repeat 
your jump of yesterday, McGrath,” said 
he. “I make allowances for being shv 
of a bull to stir you up. I am going 
to start the bar at five feet and raise 
it a half-inch at a time. I want vou 
to hop over it careless and easy. Quit 



whenever you feel tired or find you are 
flinching. I don’t expect you to show 
any style. If you are the born jumper 
I take yoti for, too much coaching will 
spoil you.”

With sinking heart and trembling 
knees Hector backed away from the bar7 
ran at it with a nervous rush, and 
leaped awkwardly over with an odd, 
sidewise kick'. The trainer grunted, 
raised the bar, and with more confi­
dence than before, the novice went dex­
terously over it. His motions were 
clumsy but he seemed able to hoist his 
feet clear and kick himself out of 
harm's way by a method all his own. 
Before long Mike Morrison had raised 
the slender barrier to five and three- 
quarters feet and the jumper was hitch­
ing himself over with no great effort.

“I don’t understand how I do it,” 
said Hector, “but I know I can do a 
good deal higher than that.”

‘‘It is because you are a human grass­
hopper, my boy,” replied the trainer. 
“It is too late to make you ready for 
the Yale-Harvard dual meet, but I ex­
pect to have you all primed for the 
intercollegiates, and the man who beats 
you will have to do as good as six-feet- 
four. Perhaps if I could turn that bull 
loose on Yale Field this afternoon I 
might discover some more talent hid 
under a bushel.” '

News travels fast on the campus and 
by next day it was known abroad that 
Ilector McGrath had made good as a 
high-jumper, and was sure to win his 
“Y.” Among the first to congratulate 
him was Julius Caesar Jones, who way­
laid the hero upon the steps of a rec­
itation-hall and tremulously declaimed:

“Who is th’ old reliable mascot, uh? 
Didn’t I tole you I had a hunch, Mis- 
tah Yale-University-athlete? When I 
plunged fifteen cents’ wuth on you, 
didn't I know? I’se had you in my 
mind, night an’ day, an’ I surely jes’ 
mascotted you into jumpin’ like a scared 
rabbit. And I'll be at the intercollegi­
ates, jes’ rootin’ an’ prayin’ while you 
makes them Harva’d an’ Princeton an’ 
Pennsylvania men look like they was 
tied to th’ groun’.”

The fates had at last conspired to fa­

vor this youth who had been for so long 
an athletic cast-off. His daily practise 
at the field showed sure and unbroken 
improvement under the careful tutelage 
of Mike Morrison. After he had been 
three weeks in training his photograph 
was reproduced in a New York news­
paper and fell under the eye of his fa­
ther, who had played a valiant part in 
the crude Yale athletics of another gen­
eration. 'This loyal sire had set his 
heart on his boy’s winning a “Y,” but 
he had given up all hope until now at 
the eleventh hour here was Hector 
Alonzo McGrath proclaimed as one of 
the most brilliant athletes of the inter­
collegiate season. Whereupon the fa­
ther turned aside from making steel 
and millions in smoky Pittsburg and 
wrote a long letter of fond congratula­
tion, enclosing a check for a thousand 
dollars in token of his pride in- his off­
spring. This stimulus was so inspirit­
ing that after depositing the check 
Hector sallied forth to the field and 
surpassed himself with a series of leaps 
which made Mike Morrison jubilantly 
exclaim:

“Another year and I could be smash­
ing world’s records with you. Oh, 
why are you not a freshman, or at least 
a junior? Can't you come back to col­
lege next year and take a post-graduate 
course in the Art School or take a fall 
out of the Theological Department ?”

Two days before the intercollegiate 
meeting at Mott Haven, Hector’s father 
telegraphed that he had decided to come 
on to New York in his private car, 
bringing as his guests a number of 
Pittsburg alumni and most important of 
all. Miss Suzette Aiken and her mother, 
at which tidings the youth's devoted 
heart throbbed perceptibly faster. The 
Yale team was to be quartered at the 
Murray Hill Flotel in New York for 
the night before the games, and the 
journey from New Haven brought un­
alloyed delight to the soul of Hector 
Alonzo McGrath. His doubts and fears 
were cast behind him. He was one of 
this gallant company of Yale heroes, 
outward bound to battle for the blue.

Alas, for his joy in the present and 
hjs anticipations .of the morrow’s rivag- 



ry ’ That guardian genius of ebony 
hue, Julius Csesar Jones, must have 
been napping. The team trooped from 
the train into the Grand Central Sta­
tion, Mike Morrison marching in the 
lead, Hector carrying himself with a 
confident swagger. A baggage-truck 
top-heavy with a burden of trunks came 
charging along the platform in haste 
to catch a waiting express. The hub 
of a wheel collided with an iron pillar 
and a heavy trunk slid from its perch 
and toppled to the floor below.

The athletes were filing between the 
truck and an empty train and a warn­
ing shout made them scatter to avoid 
this danger. Hector McGrath, how­
ever, was lost in a day-dream and 
looked up an instant too late to jump 
clear. Throwing himself against the 
side of a car, he escaped being struck 
upon the head, but an end of the trunk 
pitched over upon his right foot with 
cruel weight. Pinioned for the mo­
ment, he groaned with pain while his 
comrades rushed to raise the trunk and 
free him from the trap. After sending 
a porter scurrying for a wheel-chair, 
Mike Morrison knelt beside his in­
jured “star athlete,” who was writhing 
upon the floor, holding his crippled foot 
in both hands.

“Are you hurt bad ? Can’t you stand 
on it? Here, let me get the shoe off. 
Don’t move until I look at it,” implored 
the agitated trainer. “Maybe it is only 
a bruise. Some of you boys hustle after 
that nigger with the chair and fetch 
him on the jump. Of all the condemned 
hard hick that ever was!”

“It fell on me like a ton of brick,” 
quavered Hector. “I guess I do no 
jumping to-morrow. Are any bones 
broken ?”

“No, but there is a nasty gash across 
the instep and the foot is beginning to 
swell,” said the trainer, exploring the 
foot with sure, deft fingers. “We will 
put you'in a carriage and get a doctor 
at the hotel. Maybe it is not as bad 
as it looks. Cheer up, old man. 
Things might be worse.”

“Not much, if this has put me out 
of the intercollegiates,” sighed Hector. 
“Ouch, go easy, Mike. Give me your 

shoulder and I guess I can hop into the 
chair.”

It was a melancholy body-guard of 
Yale athletes that escorted the disabled 
jumper through the station and helped 
lift him into a carriage. The captain 
of the team and Mike Morrison rode 
with Hector and gave him such faint 
comfort as they could find in a situa­
tion so tragic as this. A little later the 
surgeon who had been summoned in 
haste to the hotel finished examination 
of the hurts and spoke a verdict which 
carried grief and dismay to the heart 
of Hector McGrath.

“You were right, Mr. Morrison, 
there are no fractures, and the foot will 
heal nicely if you can keep this young 
man quiet for a fortnight. I want him 
to lie flat on his back for three or four 
days. No, it is out of the question for 
him to think of jumping to-morrow. 
I doubt if he could walk as far as the 
door yonder. I will look at him again 
this evening.”

He went away and left the cripple 
trying to hold back the sobs which it 
would have been unfair to call childish. 
Life had never dealt him as bitter a 
blow as this, and while he tried to bear 
his misfortune with courage he could 
not forbear to stammer to the sorely 
distressed Mike Morrison:

“It was my one chance to win my 
‘Y’—the one chance I have been work­
ing for and hoping for all through col­
lege. I—I suppose I am a big baby, 
but I can’t help feeling all broken up, 
Mike. Please let me try to walk on 
my damaged foot. Maybe I can jump 
on it. It doesn’t hurt much, honest.”

“No, you do as the doctor tells you, 
Hector. It is a hard dose to swallow 
but you have sand enough to take it 
like a little man. And the other fel­
lows will work all the harder to win 
without you to-morrow. Anything more 
I can do before I go out and get you 
a nurse?”

“No, nothing except to send a wire 
to my father before he leaves Pittsburg 
to-night,” faltered Hector. “Tell him 
to come to the hotel in the morning. 
Break it as gently as you can. And I 
.want to send a message to a girl who 



is coming on in his car. I'll try to write 
that myself, but I feel kind of queer and 
dizzy.”

III.
A week after the intercollegiate 

games Hector McGrath was limping 
slowly across the Yale campus with the 
aid of a crutch when Mike Morrison 
hailed him from afar and drew near 
with a speed which betokened urgent 
business.

“How is the game prop ?” asked the. 
traineras they shook hands. “I would 
have waited in New York to bring you 
home but when your father told me lie 
was going to send you back to New 
Haven in his private car I knew you 
were in good hands. It did you a whole 
lot of good, I suppose, to hear that we 
won the games. It was a close margin 
on points but old Eli got there once 
more. Now, I have something even 
better than that to talk about. It will 
make you throw away your crutch and 
turn handsprings. You are going to 
jump for Yale and win your ‘Y’ with 
more glory than would be coming to 
you from a dozen intercollegiates.”

“Go away, Mike. You must be daf­
fy. Why, the track season -is all over 
for this season and I graduate this 
month.”

“Here is the cablegram. It came 
this morning, addressed to the captain 
of our track-team,” answered the train­
er, opening his fist and disclosing a yel­
low slip. “Oxford and Cambridge have 
accepted a joint challenge for a track­
meet with Yale and Harvard to be held 
in England and we sail on the first day 
of July. Yale takes all her point-win­
ners at the intercollegiates and----

Hector’s face had become heavy with 
gloom and he broke in to say with a 
catch of his breath :

“I didn’t win any points, and I don’t 
really belong to the team, so I suppose 
I can’t------”

“Of course you do, you little trouble­
hunter,” snapped Mike. “Your foot 
will be as sound as a dollar by then 
and you are going to win the high 
jump for Yale and Uncle Sam. Har­
vard is weak in your event and we are 

going up against Howell of Oxford, 
who holds the English amateur record. 
Now will you cheer up ?”

“I go to England to jump against 
Oxford and Cambridge?” gasped the 
dumfounded undergraduate. “Why, 
this is the biggest tiling that has hap­
pened during my time in college. Of 
course I shall be in fighting trim. Oh, 
Mike, my luck has turned. Let me go 
telegraph my daddy.”

“And there will be kings and queens 
and all kinds of crowned heads and 
nobs with titles to look on,” chirruped 
Mike Morrison. “Now take good care 
of yourself and if you see a baggage­
wagon, walk on the far side of the 
street. You are all right when it comes 
to dodging brindle bulls but trunks are 
too speedy for you.”

“Julius Caesar Jones is right on his 
job again as my mascot,” said Hector 
to himself as he hobbled toward the 
telegraph-office. “I must tell him the 
good news as soon as I can.”

But for a fortnight thereafter Hector 
had other matters to absorb his time 
and energy. His interest in lectures 
and recitations had been fickle through 
the spring term, and having been dis­
abled on the eve of his final examina­
tions, there was much midnight oil to 
be burned before he could be certain of 
laying hands on a Yale diploma.

The prospect of competing against 
the flower of the athletes of the great 
English universities was a mighty stim­
ulus toward quick recovery and three 
weeks after his casualty Hector was 
able to begin light work at tiie field.

Shortly before the Yale and Harvard 
men were to sail for Southampton Hec­
tor was surprised to discern Julius 
Caesar Jones making his laborious way 
across the campus. Old age was fast 
overtaking the faithful mascot and Hec­
tor felt a twinge of conscience as he 
noted his bent figure and uncertain gait. 
“I ought to have looked the old man 
up before this,” thought the youth, “but 
I took it for granted he had gone to 
New London with the crew,” and then 
he said aloud as Julius Caesar halted 
and waved his hat:

“Why aren’t you holding down your



official position as mascot at Gales 
Ferry? You must be cock-sure of their 
winning without you, to leave them in 
the lurch, Julius.”

“I jes’ come to town to investigate 
’bout this goin’ to Englan’, Mistah Mc­
Grath, an’ how is your good health?” 
was the courteous response. “Of cou’se 
I ain’t countin’ none on goin’ -with your 
team, for I’se mascottin’ th’ university 
crew, but—-but you isn’t goin’ to set sail 
till the day after th’ boat-race, when 
I’ll be done of my duties an’ ’sponsi- 
bilities, an’ I reckoned as maybe—well, 
suh, I’se jes’ a committee of ways an’ 
means to s’arch into this yere problem. 
Seems like I had ought to be wid th’ 
Yale team in a strange land, ’mongst 
all them hostile, barbarious furriners. 
Of cou’se they kin take that whopper- 
jawed bulldawg Handsome Dan, what 
calls hisself a mascot, but what he goin’ 
to amount to in time of trouble an’ 
close finishes? Mistah McGrath, I’se 
needed on this ycre projeck across th’ 
big ocean.”

“I am afraid the track-team manager 
won’t stand for the expense of your 
passage, Julius, though your arguments 
strike me as all to the good,” sympa­
thetically quoth Hector. “Upon my 
word, I feel as if I ought to have you 
along as my own private and personal 
mascot. You have certainly brought me 
good luck, and if you had gone to New 
York that trunk would not have 
dropped on my foot. Are you going 
back to New London in a hurry?”

The old man scratched his head, 
shifted his footing, and appeared to be 
meditating matters of grave import. At 
length he spoke with an air of diffident 
indecision:

“It surely would be a powerful ’speri- 
ence for Julius Caesar. And besides th’ 
team needin’ me, I is mighty desirous 
of seein’ them furrin shores before I 
die. I’se saved a leetle money, an’ I 
was a-thinkin’ that mebbe I could wait 
on the ship-cap’n an’ brush his clo’es 
an’ shine his shoes for my boa’d on th’ 
Atlantic Ocean.”

Hector McGrath was a young man of 
hair-trigger impulses and impetuous ac­
tion. Before the old man had done 

speaking he had made up his mind that 
the team must have “the old reliable 
mascot” for this venturesome pilgrim­
age overseas. When this young man’s 
heart was touched his purse was quick 
to respond and he recalled that thou­
sand-dollar check bestowed by his do­
ting parent as an honorarium, Julius 
Caesar Jones had no intention of beg­
ging for assistance and Hector knew it, 
wherefore the surprise was overwhelm­
ing when the good-hearted youth de­
clared in a tone of finality:

“You bet you are going to England 
with us. Just you pack your gripsack 
and don’t worry about the price. Your 
ticket will be ready for you and your 
expenses will be taken care of on the 
other side of the big pond. Now don’t 
make a scene and throw fits right in 
the middle of the campus.”

Wholly disregarding this injunction, 
Julius Caesar Jones fell upon his knees, 
clasped his hands, and lifted up his 
mellow voice in a paean of such sten­
torian joy and thanksgiving that Hec­
tor fled the scene. Nor did the old 
man again set eyes on his benefactor 
until the eve of sailing-day when Hec­
tor appeared at Gales Ferry to escort 
his venerable charge from the crew­
quarters to New York. The other mem­
bers of the team were glad to welcome 
Julius as an essential feature of their 
equipment. He had never presumed 
upon their light-hearted but genuine 
fondness for him, and his old-fashioned 
breeding and lifetime of association 
with gentlefolk enabled him to play a 
quaintly amiable and courteous part 
without a hint of intrusion where he was 
not wanted.

During the voyage he won much pop­
ularity among the second-cabin passen­
gers with whom he was quartered and 
was always glad to chat with his “Yale 
boys” who went out of their way to 
meet him when he strolled on deck in 
smooth weather. His mind was full of 
the novel wonders of the deep and he 
frequently quoted aloud such passages 
of Holy Writ as seemed most appropri­
ate to his fearsome environment. But 
the Julius Caesar Jones most familiar 
to the campus did not find himself until 



the athletes had landed and were set­
tled in the training-quarters prepared 
lor them at Brighton. As soon as they 
had donned their working-togs and 
were scampering to and fro upon a 
wide expanse of velvety English turf, 
the old man assuihed an air of dignified 
importance and began to voice his ex­
pert opinions concerning the merits of 
the various runners, jumpers, hurdlers 
and weight-throwers.

Toward the Harvard members of the 
team his attitude was respectful but by 
no means cordial. Although Yale had 
joined interests with her rival for the 
time, in the eyes of Julius Casar this 
was no more than a truce between 
hereditary foemen. With Mike Morri­
son he journeyed to London to inspect 
the Queen’s Club grounds at which the 
contest was to be held and discovering 
several Oxford and Cambridge track 
athletes at practise he surveyed them 
with glowering front as if these were 
enemies dropped from another planet. 
To Hector McGrath he confided upon 
his return to Brighton:

’Tse actually seen th’ Englishmens 
trainin’, an’ bless my soul, they looked 
jes’ like our men. I was ’spectin’ 
they’d look different somehow. But I 
wasn’t afraid of ’em, no, suh. I 'jes’ 
looked ’em straight in th’ eye an’ I says 
to myself, ‘You-all may have a lot of 
dead kfngs an’ Westminster Abbeys 
a-rootin’ for you, but we Yankees ain’t 
got no time for dead folks. We all is 
too up-an’-doin’. Julius Caesar Jones 
kin root harder an’ longer an’ fetch 
more good luck all by hisself than a 
ten-acre lot full of ghosts.’ ”

Meanwhile the London newspapers 
were giving much space to describing 
the daily practise of the American col­
legians. The sporting experts compiled 
tabular comparisons of the perform­
ances of the rivals and concluded that 
England should win “on form.” Mr. 
Mike 'Morrison evolved similar esti­
mates in his wise gray head and for his 
part held that Yale and Harvard ought 
to win by a narrow margin. Change of 
climate had produced no, ill effects 
among the youthful Yankees, who were’ 
in prime condition to toe their marks.

It was thought advisable for them to 
tarry at their Brighton hotel until the 
morning of the games, then go to Lon­
don by special train, have luncheon 
there, and reach the Queen’s Club 
grounds in the early afternoon ready 
for the competition without delays or 
needless excitement.

At breakfast on the appointed day, 
Hector McGrath was diverting himself 
by reading what the London Chronicle 
had to say of the singular training­
habits of the American athletes who, 
according to this account, did every­
thing they ought not to. Having di­
gested this severely critical arraign­
ment of the invaders, Hector idly 
glanced at the adjoining columns and 
was attracted by the mention of Brigh­
ton beneath this very unusual head­
line :

THE AKMET OF TONGALOO.
The African potentate from the Gold Coast 

who is at present visiting England for the 
purpose of acquainting himself with the cus­
toms of civilization has left London for 
Brighton. This dusky native ruler has cre­
ated much interest and amusement by means 
of his eccentric behavior and prodigal ex­
penditures. For several weeks he has been 
a familiar figure in the shops and hotels of 
Piccadilly and the Strand, fastidiously ar­
rayed in the height of European fashion, his 
black coat adorned with glittering rows of 
ribbons and decorations. Although the Ak­
met of Tongaloo is past seventy years of age 
he is a tireless sightseer and an old gentle­
man of the most impetuous and headstrong 
temper. His secretary, a boyish-looking Aus­
tralian, has so far managed to rescue the 
Akmet from his escapades and altercations 
with London shopkeepers in which, he has 
displayed the intention of acting as his own 
judge and executioner.

Shortly after the arrival of the Akmet of 
Tongaloo at Brighton last evening, he entered 
the shop of a diamond merchant, Morris 
Isaacs, and after examining the wares, per­
emptorily ordered five thousand pounds’ 
worth of gems to be sent to his hotel. Inas­
much as tlie merchant was wholly unac­
quainted with the Akmet, he declined to part 
with his diamonds unless cash or security 
were tendered. After a stormy argument the 
Akmet smote the dealer over the head with 
the metal tray in which the jewels were dis­
played, kicked him violently in the stomach, 
and at the same timfe commanded his secre­
tary to see to it that the police take the 
unfortunate Morris Isaacs into custody for 
doubting the word and credit of the Akmet 
of Tongaloo.



The victim of this unprovoked assault was 
taken to a hospital, but at a late hour no 
trace had been found of the Akmet of 
Tongaloo. Doubtless he will be called to 
account by the local authorities for this high­
handed outrage which not even British cour­
tesy toward a visitor of royal blood can 
afford to overlook.

“Read that for a sample of stolid 
British journalism,” carelessly laughed 
Hector as he passed the newspaper to a 
neighbor. “The real news is buried at 
the tail end of the article, and instead 
of having fun with this jolly old Akmet 
of Tongaloo, they treat him as seriously 
as if he had not really dropped out of 
a comic opera. The Akmet of Tonga­
loo ! There is a name for you. He 
must be a peach. Did any of you fel­
lows happen to cross his trail last 
night ?”

“I saw a crowd in front of a store 
a couple of streets from here, but I 
didn’t bother to investigate,” drawled 
one of the men. “I thought it was an­
other of those confounded wandering 
minstrel troupes.”

“Don’t loaf here if you have finished 
breakfast,” spoke up the captain of the 
team. “You must be getting packed 
up before long. Bring your suit-cases 
down-stairs and stack them together in 
the lobby. The bus will be here in less 
than an hour.”

When the team was ready to go to 
the railway-station Mike Morrison duti­
fully counted noses and discovered that 
Hector McGrath was missing. He was 
about to go in search of him when the 
Yale captain explained:

“Hector is up to his ears writing a 
letter to his girl and he says he wants 
to send a couple of cablegrams when 
he gets through. He will jump in a 
cab and overtake us. He would not be 
left behind for worlds, so we may as 
well go ahead in the bus.”

“I suppose he will turn up and I 
don’t want to fluster him to-day,” grum­
bled the trainer. “All right, pile into 
the bus. Hold on. I don’t see Julius 
Gesar Jones.”

“Oh, he won’t stir a step without 
McGrath,” said the captain. “The old 
man is hanging about waiting for him. 
They will come along together. Our 

train will not start for thirty minutes, 
Mike.”

When Hector and his protege bowled 
up to the station in a hansom and 
hastily sought the special train reserved 
for the American athletes, a brass- 
buttoned employee casually informed 
them:

“Oh, we had to send it out ten min­
utes ahead of time. It was a special 
train, you know, and it had to be 
shunted out of the way of an express 
that was running a bit off its schedule. 
It made no difference, for the Ameri­
can party had arrived from the hotel.”

“It makes a whole lot of difference 
to me,” snapped Hector. “This is a 
fool way to run a railroad. When can 
we get up to London on a regular 
train ?”

“Oh, you are the young gentleman 
that the coach, or trainer, or whatever 
he is, said was to follow by the next 
express and go directly to the Queen’s 
Club grounds as soon as you had a bite 
of luncheon. You can leave in forty 
minutes, sir. The booking-office is the 
first turning to the left, across the sta­
tion. Thank you;”

“Well, this is not so bad,” gasped 
Hector, recovering from the first shock 
of dismay. “We will go first-class, in 
a compartment to ourselves, Julius. I 
am lucky at making close finishes so 
long as I travel with you.”

The old man was breathing hard but 
he managed to sputter:

'Tse gettin’ too many years past my 
prime for any more of these yere break­
neck finishes, suh. They makes my 
heart go all wibble-wobble. But it’s 
jes’ as you say, they can’t lose us no­
how.”

The express-train in which they set 
out for London had been moving across 
the green, well-ordered landscape for 
some time when Julius Caesar Jones 
began to make elaborate preparations 
for his English debut as an important 
member of the American party. First 
he polished his silk hat with a handker­
chief, patted, smoothed, buttoned and 
rebuttoned his new frock coat, and then 
fished from several pockets an amazing 
collection of badges stamped with gilt 



lettering which had admitted him to the 
side-lines of many championship foot­
ball-games. Displaying these upon the 
cushions, he next exhibited a string of 
silver medals such as used to be given 
as college trophies to members of win­
ning teams.

“Th’ old-time cap’ns was kind 
enough to give me a trophy along with 
th’ boys to ’member ’em by,” he proud­
ly explained. “I’se jes’ goin’ to pick 
out the bes’ of these sooveyneers an’ 
pin ’em on my breast. And when I 
walks out on th’ Queen’s Club grounds 
all them Englishmens will surely know 
that I belongs body and soul with th’ 
Yale an’ Harva’d athletes. This is my 
great an’ glorious day, Mistah McGrath, 
an’ I’se suttinly goin’ to make her 
shine.”

“You will be an impressive exhibi­
tion,” laughed Hector. “Put them all 
on, Julius. If the- royal family turns 
up at the games, you will make them 
look like a total eclipse.”

When Julius Caesar Jones arose to 
disembark at London, he bore himself 
with immense dignity, and with his 
snowy head, his benignant, wrinkled 
face, his shining tall hat, and the flam­
boyant rows of medals and ribbons 
stretching across the front of his coat, 
he was a figure to command attention 
anywhere. Hector felt rather proud of 
him as a well-preserved relic of the 
Yale campus, but he did not in the least 
expect him to be the hero of an ova­
tion. Numerous guards and porters 
were drawn up in line on the station­
platform and several helmeted police­
men were holding back the populace, 
which showed symptoms of excitement 
as the Brighton express came to a halt. 
The carriage in which rode Hector 
Alonzo McGrath and Julius Caesar 
Jones came to a stop within a few feet 
of this spectacular array and the ath­
lete cheerfully observed:

“There is the reception committee, 
Julius. It looks as if we were going 
to get the glad hand. Where are the 
Lord Mayor and the brass band ?”

The countenance of Julius Caesar 
shone with gratified pride as lie emerged 
from the train with bared head, making 

ready to bow an acknowledgment of 
this tribute to the fame of the American 
athletes. Three fussy, elderly gentle­
men stepped forward and held brief 
counsel with a red-faced inspector of 
police who scanned a document held by 
one of them. The inspector beckoned 
to two stalwart “bobbies,” the three 
fussy gentlemen ptit their heads to­
gether and glared at Julius Caesar 
Jones. There was a moment of awk­
ward hesitation and then as Hector 
McGrath bobbed from the train behind 
his resplendent companion the inspector 
bowed with punctilious courtesy anc 
said:

“I must trouble your majesty to ac­
company me to the chambers of these 
gentlemen. I trust that you will be 
good enough to offer no resistance.”

Julius Caesar Jones stood dumb and 
bewildered, rubbing his chin with a 
white-gloved hand, while Hector 
stepped toward the inspector and pro­
tested :

“Don’t scare a harmless old man to 
death, my dear sir. What is the joke? 
Talk to me. This is my personally con­
ducted party.”

“Ah, this must be Mr. St. John, the 
young Australian secretary to his 
majesty, the Akmet of Tongaloo,” the 
inspector remarked and then with an­
other glance at the document: “Speaks 
with a marked American accent, quite 
so—boyish and slender—dark eyes and 
hair—it is correct, is it not?” turning 
to one of his starched companions who 
looked like a solemnly respectable bar­
rister.

“The Akmet of Tongaloo,” stam­
mered Hector in acute astonishment. 
“Do you mean to say you have mis­
taken this harmless old fossil, Julius 
Cresar Jones, for the murderous Akmet 
of Tongaloo? Why, Great Scott, man, 
this is the funniest blunder that ever 
happened in England, Ireland or Wales. 
And I am a young Australian with an 
American accent? Why, I am one of 
the members of the Yale-Harvard track­
team—McGrath the high-jumper, on 
my way to the Queen’s Club grounds 
for the games with Oxford and Cam­
bridge this afternoon. And this ancient 



colored gentleman is one of us, a mas­
cot, a heeler, an heirloom, all the way 
from New Haven, United States of- 
America. Call him what you like, but 
for Heaven's sake, drop this Akmet of 
Tongaloo foolishness and permit us to 
go on our way.”

“Very cleverly put,” crisply com­
mented the elderly barrister with a sa­
gacious nod. “The American athletes 
arrived in a special train an hour ago. 
You saw them file out of the station, In­
spector Briggs. Come, come, let us 
have no more of this impertinence. It 
will be possible to settle matters with­
out criminal proceedings if we can per­
suade tM Akmet to accompany us to 
our chambers in a four-wheeler. Delay 
is dangerous. At any moment he may 
become unruly.”

Inspector Briggs replied confidently:
“Oh, there is no doubt that he is the 

Ahmet of Tongaloo. The ^tation-mas- 
ter at Brighton telegraphed most ac­
curate descriptions of both to Scotland 
Yard when they bought tickets for this 
train.”

Hector recalled the newspaper ar­
ticle which had amused him at the 
breakfast-table, and realized that the co­
incidence was positively uncanny. Ac­
cording to the published description, the 
high-tempered potentate from the Gold 
Coast must bear a striking resemblance 
to Julius Caesar Jones, whose holiday 
raiment and regalia had wrought his _ 
undoing. Nor could these stubborn, 
unreasonable captors be expected to be­
lieve that two aged colored gentlemen 
of aspect so strikingly alike could be 
roaming at large in Brighton at the 
same time. Hector gulped, savagely 
eyed the curious crowd which was 
pressing closer and whispered to Julius :

“Keep your nerve and do as they tell 
you. I will straighten it all out in a 
few minutes. All right, • Inspector 
Briggs, we are at your service."

“Th’ Ak-Ak-met o’ Kan-Kangaroo?” 
chokingly sputtered Julius Caesar Jones 
as he was escorted toward a line of 
waiting cabs. “For Gawd’s sake, Mis- 
tah McGrath—what these gen’lemen 
call me? What I done to ’em? Is we 
bein’ toted to th’ lockup? Where is 

Mike Morrison and our boys? Mebbe 
they is goin’ to put our heads on a 
choppin’-block at th’ Tower o’ London 
same as Mistah Oliver Crumwell an’ 
Conquerin’ Willyum an’ John th’ Bap­
tist.”

“They have mistaken you for a real 
king from Africa, the Akmet of Ton­
galoo,” was Hector’s soothing response. 
“He is visiting England with all liis 
spangles on and he was expected on 
this train for luncheon with the Prince 
of Wales. We are being escorted to 
Buckingham Palace in proper style.”

Flattered by this version of the epi­
sode, but still dubious and agitated, 
Julius Casar muttered brokenly to him­
self while the starched gentlemen helped 
him to enter a four-wheeler, and In­
spector Briggs took his seat facing the 
captives twain. The elderly barrister 
joined them and, accustomed to the 
clean-cut Anglo-Saxon speech of the 
educated negro of the West Indies, he 
was unable to follow the fevered solilo­
quy of Julius Casar, who had lapsed 
into the plantation dialect of his distant 
youth.

“The Akmet speaks English very im­
perfectly, doesn’t he?” remarked this 
polite gentleman to Hector, who was 
staring out of the cab window and bi­
ting his nails.

“I understand him well enough,” re­
torted the athlete. “He is truthfully as­
serting that you are a lot of silly asses. 
My dear sir, the matter of identifica­
tion is the simplest thing in the world. 
If you will not accept my card and any 
letters I happen to have in my clothes 
as proof that I have never set eyes on 
this infernal Akmet of Tongaloo, then 
won’t you be rational enough to tele­
phone to the Queen’s Club and get hold 
of Mr. Morrison, the American train­
er, who must be on his way there by 
this time. The games will begin in less 
than two hours. And I must be there 
to win the high jump. This is a mat­
ter of life and death to me. If you 
have one drop of sgprting-blood in your 
veins, you do not want to spoil our 
chances by making a gift of my event to 
the English team.”

“We will discuss the affair in detail 



in my chambers,” stiffly returned the 
unshaken Briton. “As for making use 
of the telephone, my firm will have 
nothing to do with so undignified a 
method of communication. It is too 
American! Perhaps we may consent, 
alter consultation, to send a messenger 
to the Queen’s Club with a letter to this 
Mr. Morrison. The diamond merchant 
whom the Akmet of Tongaloo assaulted 
and technically robbed is waiting at my 
chambers to identify his majesty. We 
hope to make a settlement and if you 
can persuade the Akmet to take a rea­
sonable and just view of the situation 
you will be free to go to the Queen’s 
Club or wherever you like by night­
fall.”

It seemed to Hector as if he were 
butting his head against a stone wall. 
Send a messenger to find Mike Morri­
son ? Why, this delay might spell utter 
ruin. He damned the Akmet of Ton­
galoo under his breath, and then moved 
to pity by the lugubrious aspect of Ju­
lius Caesar Jones, who was evidently 
very skeptical about meeting the Prince 
of Wales, he murmured to this faithful 
servitor and comrade in misfortune:

“Don’t forget you are the only gen­
uine, warranted Yale mascot, and root 
for good luck as you never rooted be­
fore. You are my only hope. Keep 
your right hand tight-hold ol that rab­
bit's foot in your inside pocket and say 
your prayers.”

“These proceedin’s has got me plumb 
twistified,” returned the old man in 
tremulous accents. “But it suttinly ap­
pears to me that this yere Akmet o’ 
Tongaloo is th’ original hoodoo man.”

After what seemed an interminable 
journey the prisoners alighted m front 
of a gray pile of masonry and were 
escorted up rambling stairways to the 
chambers of the legal firm which had 
undertaken to handle the case of the of­
fending potentate with tact and discre­
tion. No sooner had Hector set foot 
beyond the threshold than he delivered 
himself of an impassioned harangue 
which was punctuated with fervent 
“Amen” and “Bless th’ Lawd, it’s gos­
pel truth” from Julius Caesar Jones. In­
spector Briggs warily hovered near the 

alleged Akmet and presently summoned 
from an inner room a morose-looking 
person whose head was swathed in 
bandages, asking him abruptly:

“Mr. Isaacs, is this the Akmet of 
Tongaloo who committed the assault in 
your shop at Brighton last evening ?”

Mr. Morris Isaacs glared angrily at 
Julius, moved nearer and replied :

“Yes, he was dressed like this, silk 
topper, frock coat, medals and ribbons 
pinned on him, little bunch of woolly 
whiskers under his chin, white head, 
same age, same wrinkles, but somehow 
he looked fiercer to me. And the young 
man with him had a squint in his right 
eye and looked to be a little heavier 
built. There couldn’t be another pair 
like ’em in England, could there, Mr. 
Inspector ?”

The perceptible shade of doubt in 
Mr. Isaacs’ summary offered Hector a 
fighting chayce and he appealed to the 
inspector to send a messenger to the 
Queen’s Club. Inspector Briggs had in 
his veins that drop of sporting-blood 
lacking in the congealed anatomy of 
the barrister and he made answer:

“If by any chance this young man is 
one of the American team, it would be 
a sad affair to keep him out of the com­
petition. I will send one of my men 
to the grounds at once, and meanwhile 
I suggest sending out for' some food 
and making them as comfortable as pos­
sible.” /

In sulky silence Hector waited 
through what he reckoned to be days 
and weeks and months and years for 
tidings of salvation from Mike Morri­
son. Inexorably the hands of the clock 
on the wall traveled to one, passed the 
half-hour, and crept around to mark 
two, the time set for beginning the 
games. The field events were to be 
contested while the track program was 
run off. The high-jumpers would be 
summoned before three o’clock. In a 
barrowing panorama the four years of 
his life at Yale flitted past Hector’s 
mental vision; his unavailing struggles 
to become a university athlete, his dis­
missal from one squad after another, 
the jests of his classmates, the disap­
pointments and heartburning, and as a 



climax, unforeseen, incredible, his swift 
elevation to the pinnacle of his desire. 
Then had come the misfortune which 
had barred him from the intercollegi­
ates, and now this hideous mishap had 
blighted him forever.

Julius Caesar Jones was sitting with 
bowed head, his silk hat between his 
knees, and into its depths trickled one 
slow tear after another. The stolid 
Britons gazed at the wobegone poten­
tate with respectful solicitude, their in­
born worship of rank making them ob- 

- livious to the color of the skin of this 
sable Akmet of Tongaloo. At length 
a spruce young “bobby” strode into 
the room and saluting Inspector Briggs 
gave him a letter and announced:

“It is all right, sir. One of the 
American athletes is missing, McGrath, 
the high-jumper, and an old darky they 
call their mascot, whatever that is. The 
trainer was wild with rage and his lan­
guage was frightful, sir, when he read 
your letter. And what he said about 
his majesty, the Akmet of Tongaloo, 
was shockin'ly disrespectful.”

The inspector read the incandescent 
epistle of Mike Morrison while the 
members of the legal firm peered over 
his shoulder. One of'them hemmed and 
hawed and began to say:

"I am satisfied that a mistake has 
been made. If an apology is in order 
I----- "

Hector Alonzo McGrath had heard 
enough. Whooping like a wild man, he 
seized Julius Caesar by the coat-tails, 
dragged him from the place, and clat­
tered down the stairways to freedom. 
Into a passing hansom they dove, Hec­
tor shorting insanely to the driver to 
kill his horse in making for the nearest 
underground station. When at length 
they emerged in sight of the Queen’s 
Club grounds they caught a glimpse of 
long grand stands massed with thou­
sands of spectators, of a flagstaff from 
which the Union Jack flew above the 
Stars and Stripes, and they heard the 
sound of British cheers. .

“We have lost that event, whatever 
it was,” groaned Hector. “It may have 
been the running high jump. Root 
hard, Julius."

Charging pell-mell past the gate­
keepers, Hector bolted for the dress­
ing-rooms of the American team, not 
daring to look toward the field. He 
tore off his coat as he ran, threw collar 
and tie aside as he vaulted the railing 
and leaped for his locker. Mike Mor­
rison w^s there before him and without 
wasting words the trainer fairly ripped 
off the lad’s clothing, pulled a jersey 
down over his head, helped him into his 
breeches and thrust his feet into a pair 
of spiked shoes. Then slapping him on 
the back the trainer yelled in his ear:

“The high-jumpers went on the field 
ten minutes ago. Get to it, my boy. 
We have lost two events straight off 
the reel, the half-mile" and the quarter. 
You have got to win.”

Aquiver with excitement, * Hector 
bounded across the track and trotted 
toward the athletes clustered near the 
jumping-bar, their white costumes 
picked out in the several shades' of blue 
of Oxford, Cambridge and Yale, and 
the deep crimson of Harvard. One of 
the judges called out to him:

“McGrath, is it? You have forfeited 
the first trial by coming too late, I am 
sorry to say. It will be your next 
jump, on the second round.”

His heart thumping from the ordeals 
of the day, the Yale jumper drew a 
long breath and tried to steady himself. 
For a moment he gazed around him at 
the multitude of English onlookers, and 
then at the handful of American vis­
itors grouped in a small stand abreast 
of him. Among them he recognized the 
face of a classmate, saw him jump to 
his feet, wave his arms, and then heard 
him shout:

“Now, Yale, all together! Three 
times three for Hector McGrath I”

The familiar battle-cry of the distant 
campus so defiantly chanted by this lit­
tle company of his own countrymen 
thrilled Hector through and through. 
In this moment of rare exaltation he 
would gladly have given his life for 
Yale—here on this foreign soil, among 
an unfriendly people. By Jove, he 
would show them what high jumping 
was. His jaw was set and his fists 
clenched as he walked slowly back, 



carefully scrutinized the turf, and made 
ready to canter up to the bar. He was 
over it before there was time to think 
of stage fright.

Up, up, the bar crept until only two 
competitors were left, Hector McGrath 
of Yale and the lanky British cham­
pion, Howell of Oxford, who was jump­
ing in more formidable style than he 
had ever before displayed. At six feet, 
one inch the Englishman’s trial was 
successful, but Hector, slipping at the 
“take-off,” dislodged the wand at his 
first attempt. The strain and tension of 
his unlucky adventure in London were 
beginning to tell. Pulling himself to­
gether, however, he cleared the height 
at the second trial and became some­
what calmer.

The attention of the crowds had be­
come focused upon this spectacle. They 
perceived it to be a duel of superb qual­
ity and .British reserve thawed into tu- 
rilultuous hurrahs when Howell soared 
over the bar at six feet, two inches. 
By this time Hector had found himself. 
He was filled with a sense of a supreme 
confidence in his ability to beat this 
splendid foeman. With less apparent 
effort than had been needed to achieve 
a much lower height, he propelled him­
self over this six feet, two inches. 
Finally at six-feet-three, the English­
man faltered, showed signs of nervous­
ness, and blundered badly. He had 
done as well as he knew how, and after 
a plucky series of attempts he was com­
pelled to surrender to the impossible. 
Hector walked rather than ran up to 
the bar and an instant before he rose 
in air, a well-known voice came boom­
ing through a megaphone :

“Look out for the brindled bull!”
As if he were shot upward by steel 

springs, the Yale jumper made his leap, 
threw himself sidewise, and fell sprawl­
ing to earth. The delicately poised bar 
still restful upon its lofty pegs and the 
event 'was won for Yale and Uncle 
Sam. But Hector was not done with 
the Queen’s Club grounds, and calling 
the judges to remeasure the height, he 
told them to set the bar at six feet, four 
inches for an exhibition jump.

Five minutes later Hector Alonzo 

McGrath had broken all intercollegiate 
records for England and America and 
was walking from the field while the 
band of the Seaforth Highlanders 
played “The Stars and Stripes For­
ever.” Throwing himself upon the 
couch in the dressing-room, the victor 
was too weary and unnerved to realize 
how happy he was. He lay there for 
some time until Mike Morrison, who 
had tactfully let him rest, hurried in and 
roared .at him:

“All over and we won by one event. 
And we came blankety-blank near be­
ing licked by the Akmet of Tongaloo, 
whatever he is. Julius Csesar Jones has 
been trying to tell me about it, but the 
old man only makes it foggier than 
ever. Here he comes now. Shall I let 
him in to see you?”

“Of course,” cried Hector with a 
radiant smile. “When it conies to a 
real grand-stand finish and the art of 
turning hard luck into a blaze of glory, 
there is no getting along without his 
majesty, Julius Csesar Jones.”

The old negro ambled in with a 
dancing, rocking shuffle, his high hat 
jammed on the back of his white head, 
and exclaimed with a mellow, unctuous 
laugh:

“What about this yere British lion, 
uh? What become of hint? Crawled 
in a hole an’ drug it after him? We 
done it, didn’t we, Mistah McGrath ? 
Was it wuth totin’ Julius Qesar Jones 
’leven thousan’ miles to put Good-C'ld- 
Yale-Drink-Her-Down up top once 
mo’? Say, Mistah McGrath, now it's 
all over, who is this yere Akmet o’ 
Tongaldo ? They had me scared to 
death with their policemens an’ their 
confabulations I What I done to be 
mixtified up with him?”

“It is better that you never know, 
Julius,” grinned Hector. “H'e is a 
spook, a phantom, a hoodoo, but you 
were too strong for him. I have won 
my ‘Y’ at last, Julius, and when I am 
gone from college, you can tell the 
freshmen for'years and years to come 
that the career of the champion high- 
jumper of your time began with a 
brindled bull and wound up with the 
Akmet of Tongaloo.”



The Fifth John James
BEING A HITHERTO UNRECORDED INCIDENT IN THE LIFE OF 

FRANKLYN POYNTER, COMMERCIAL FREE-LANCE

By Herbert Kaufman

Here is a business story from the inside, based on a recent exploit 
in advertising that first .mystified and then amused newspaper­
readers from Maine to California. The story, however, is much 
more interesting than the mere facts, if only in reintroducing to 
us that wiaard of commercial prestidigitation, Franklyn Poynter

HEN John James Man­
ders opened his little 
chemist’s shop on 
Bowling Green, the 
pills of the nation were 
as few as its ills. His 
was a day of old-fash­
ioned ailments, old- 

fashioned doctors and an old-fashioned 
pharmacopoeia—an era which found 
most of our present "ologies" and 
’’ologi-ts” still waiting for invention in 
the Greek lexicons. By all of which, 
you may gather that the firm of Man­
ders' Sons possessed a heritage of tra­
ditions and ethics.

During the period of the sailing pack­
ets, which put out to the South Ameri­
can countries for quinones and the other 
miscellany with which the mercantile 
marine of Perry's day were accustomed 
to return. Manders’ Sons was the com­
manding house in the trade. But as the 
country grew into a patchwork of 
States and the States began to take on 
a pattern of cities, conditions changed. 
The newspaper and the advertising 
quack formed their alliance and the day 
of the patent medicine—each bottle con­
taining ninety-eight cents of claim and 
two cents' worth of cure—saw its dawn. 
Manders’ Sons refused to acknowledge 
the brotherhood of these outlaws— 
maintaining its standards unaltered un­
til fretted and harassed by the competi­
tion it disdained to battle, its proud 

position became just a memory, one of 
pride but not of profit. Here and there 
it kept a customer, but its ledgers were 
rapidly assuming the aspect of an old 
saw, with just a workable tooth or so 
—in brief, Manders’ Sons was sawing 
very little wood.

Nature is an immutable force and her 
formulae seldom vary. The tide is 
strongest in its ebb, just before the 
fulness of its flow. The loudest clap 
of thunder is usually a cue for the 
rainbow's entry. The strongest re­
bound follows closely upon the moment 
of greatest strain. And so it was with 
the firm of Manders' Sons.

John James, fourth head of the house, 
born conservative and prouder of his 
pride in its hours of fullest falsity, had 
stopped his ears and blinded his eyes 
to *the  methods and cries of the new 
mart. “I will see my sons stripped to 
their birthright of strong limbs, before 
I shall strip Manders' Sons of the dig­
nity with which it reached my hands.” 
Advertising he regarded as ethical de­
generation. To exploit his firm would 
have been to him as lowering as it 
would be reprehensible in a gynecologist 
to adopt the billboards, or an aurist to 
reach the ears of the public through the 
screaming megaphone of the press.

The inventive and daring younger 
men with their pert, perky, insistent 
and resourceful drummers—their win­
dow displays and demonstrations, and 
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their polychromatic placards—were not 
of his day as he was not of their hour. 
When young John James, fifth of the 
name, took the usual course in the 
usual college and the usual post-grad­
uate term in the laboratories of the 
usual German universities, he had be- 
fbre him the prospect of a kingdom 
without domain, a vast ancestry and a 
depleted entail.

Now it happened that John James 
the Fifth turned out to be the. long-de­
ferred rebound—the compensation for 
all the starved-out and checked enthu­
siasm of the line. He was as a sheep­
dog sired by many loyal guardians of 
the flocks, who suddenly becomes killer. 
He was an outburst—a revolution. Fie 
beheld the spirit of progress which vi­
brated throughout the wholesale dis­
trict. He saw snip houses, without dig­
nity and with just “dig,” build bigger 
businesses in a decade than the whole 
stacked-up outfit of John Jameses had 
managed to create in a century. And 
John James did some tall thinking and 
planned some tall doings, against the 
time that his hand should hold the reins.

He was the widest-awake dreamer 
seen around his college in a great many 
moons—was this same John James. He 
poled and plugged and studied with an 
energy hitherto only associated with 
ambitious high-brows taking a side 
course in table-attendance. He gath­
ered about him for intimates only the 
hardest-working men of his classes. He 
read assiduously of economics and other 
things outside of the chemico-biological 
group. He subscribed to the journals 
of the trade, and kept himself thorough­
ly saturated’ with the impulses of ad­
vertising through a surreptitious course 
in a correspondence school, so that 
when he made his entry into the old- 
fashioned, dingy, gray-stone concern, 
over the door of which the faded sign 
with its Roman lettering proclaimed 
the stronghold of his fathers, it was a 
different cadet of the demesne who 
came, one such as had never before 
been bred from the loins of the house.

It was a dented, but by no means 
daunted, confidence with which he 
found himself at the end of the first 

year. The ancient but highly sensa­
tional contest between the camel and 
the needle’s eye was piffle compared 
to the difficulties which attended his at­
tempts to alter the family business coat 
into a garment of later-day cut. So 
that when even the full pharmacopoeia 
was strangely lacking in potency to re­
buff the inevitable coming of the an­
cient foe of zEsculapius, and John 
James the Fourth died as he had lived, 
a very honorable and good gentleman 
and a very poor business man, even the 
bite of his grief was somewhat dulled 
by the irrepressible exultation that 
swept through John James’ ambitions.

The United Drug Company—whose 
by-product is merchandise, but whose 
main output is profit—had become 
mighty in the land during the span of 
the immediately late John James’ ca­
reer. Its position was that of over- 
lord, boss, satrap, dictator, tyrant, and 
then some more. Its absolute domi­
neering of retail and wholesale fields 
made it as fine a Goliath as ever belli­
cose David wished for. And being a 
modern Goliath and knowing that 1 t- 
tle Davids now and then cause trouble 
for the strongest men, the United main­
tained an unobtrusive bureau much 
akin to a certain section of the Rus i-m 
police, whose business it is to know 
everything that is none of its business. 
And so upon one of the red biograph­
ical cards which recorded the heirs of 
all unassimilated competitive houses, the 
Trust had a very fair idea of the type 
of man it could expect to find in John 
James.

They watched John James, and they 
found out enough to believe that it was 
not a waste of expense to keep watch­
ing him. Therefore, when Errick 
Thorman discovered that the cardiac 
tubes of the calf were worth more than 
all the veal of its body, and his Car- 
diom Elixirs demonstrated beyond 
doubt an inevitable cure for angina pec­
toris, as well as the whole school of or­
ganic heart disturbances—with the one 
exception of arrow-wounds of a certain, 
or rather, uncertain type—the United 
began to fear that Manders’ Sons 
might come into its own. For between



John James and Errick there was that 
camaraderie which comes only from a 
shared bed and the bond of a fraternity. 
Whereupon the United, with the wis­
dom of a serpent, began to get the kinks 
out of its coils and to limber up for ac­
tion.

Now, the United belonged to a “frat” 
of its own, the insignia of which is the 
double “I” superimposed upon the “S.” 
And so within one week after Manders’ 
Sons began to produce the Cardiom 
Elixirs, the packing-houses suddenly 
discovered a new breed of calves with 
valveless hearts, an improvement in 
stock-raising only second in importance 
to hornless cattle and rivaling the seed­
less apples and the spineless cactus of 
the horticulturists.

But it required more than the misplay 
of one card to discourage young Man­
ders in a game as big as that in which 
he sat, and realizing the significance of 
the cooperation of the meat barons, he 
again started Thorman on a line of in­
vestigation to the end that another leaf 
soon sprouted upon his rapidly thick­
ening crown of laurels. Inside of a 
year, the equivalent elements of the 
original Elixirs were produced from 
the hearts of rabbits and guinea-pigs— 
a live stock over which no trust will 
ever hold a controlling hand so long as 
their present family enthusiasm remains 
undulled. The Cardiom Elixirs became 
a commercial product instead of a lab­
oratory triumph and the prestige of 
Manders’ Sons stirred its bed of laven­
der—gave itself a shake and again 
started to stalk through the land with a 
vigor surprising in a recluse of such 
years.

The serpent once more inspected its 
coils, practised its old standby, the 
strangle-hold, and went squirming and 
twisting along the trail of the aforesaid 
rejuvenated eminence. And what with 
the United resources—its cunning, the 
terror of .its approach, its unscrupulous 
laboratory investigators, its two million 
legal reserve, its enormous advertising­
fund, its thousands of retail branches, 
its demonstrators, its medical editors 
and its subsidized clinics, the journey 
upon which the fame of Manders’ Sons 

was setting forth did not extend nearly 
so far as was projected.

His Cardiom Elixirs soon became a 
necessary stimulant for the downcast 
John James himself and threatened to 
register their first flunk—his heart all 
but failed him. But the Fifth John 
James was a David and such opponents, 
like dynamite, must not be estimated on 
a basis of the packages in which they 
come. A fighter—a good fighter—al­
lows himself to become thoroughly 
frightened—so much so that he is more 
afraid of his fear than of its cause and 
then he gets over into a corner with 
his back up against the wall expecting 
that murder is the least that he can hope 
for, and scraps accordingly. That is 
why little men, when they once start in, 
generally knock the chestnut dressing 
out of six-footers. They know that 
with just their muscles they haven’t any 
more show than a widow gives a debu­
tante and they battle with their hearts 
and souls and with the terrific dynamics 
of their terror, as well as with their 
bone and sinews. And John James 
knew the size of his contract.

Besides being one of the sons of 
David, he was an improvement on the 
founder of the ancient order, who after 
all, never pulled off his stunt more than 
once, on which occasion, if truth be 
told, he was probably more surprised 
than Goliath. Anyhow, no one ever 
heard of his subsequent performances 
with the slung-shot. Which justifies 
the belief that he probably had the ex­
perience which most of us undergo the 
first time we visit a rifle-gallery, when 
the gun goes off and hits the bell be­
fore we have had a chance to see the 
bull’s-eye. Only we aren’t as foxy as 
David the First, and immediately enter 
into a contest for Annie Oakley’s tin- 
tag collection, only succeeding, how­
ever, in hitting the bull-pup on the other 
side of the street. Manders had no 
mistaken ideas upon his ability to en­
dure in the contest before him. He 
went to see Franklyn Poynter.

We are in the habit of associating 
heroic proportions with those who 
achieve great deeds. While we read, 



our mental pencils are busily etching 
portraits even of those characters whom 
the author has not definitely limned, and 
so it was but natural that Manders, hav­
ing heard of Franklyn Poynter’s ex­
ploits in the battles-royal of commerce, 
should have a preconceived idea about 
the man. He looked forward to meet­
ing a physical, as well as a mental giant. 
And, when after three days’ delay he 
secured an appointment and was 
ushered into Poynter's office, his dismay 
was so intense that even his well-nur­
tured good breeding could not check the 
look of contempt which he realized was 
sweeping across his face.

Could this be the man upon whom 
he was counting to win where he was 
failing?

Was it possible that an undersized 
popinjay with the figure of a boy and 
the face of a bumpkin could be Frank­
lyn Poynter ?

As many another before him, he be­
gan to reconsider his determination and 
was half-inclined to make some hasty 
excuse and terminate the visit.

“Are you Air. Poynter ?” he asked.
The other paused between his puff­

ings upon a long, slender cigar, which 
with little imagination might, with some 
happiness, have been compared to a 
walking-stick, and inclined his head in 
assent.

“Well, I’m damned,” ejaculated the 
chemist under his breath.

He sat down and continued his ex­
amination, slowly sizing up the flaring, 
crimson Ascot and the overstyled 
shoes. His sense of taste shuddered at 
the green-plaid suit and the alligator 
waistcoat, and when his gaze returned 
to Poynter’s countenance, and he meas­
ured the characterless nose, the weak 
mouth and little eyes, with their color­
less lashes and brows, he could hardly 
restrain an impulse to demand that this 
overdressed office-boy cease his futile 
masquerade and forthwith summon his 
employer. Poynter, if he was aware of 
the thoughts flashing through the 
other’s brain, was not at all perturbed 
by Manders’ scrutiny.

“It’s too bad,” he lisped, “that the 
United has got the best of you on the 

Elixirs. Why didn’t you sell out when 
they first offered to purchase your for­
mulae ?”

“How did you know that they made 
me a proposition?” asked the surprised 
Manders.

“I didn’t know,” was the reply. 
“Common sense tells me that it would 
have been far cheaper to buy you out 
than to dry you out. You made a mis­
take in fighting them. I guess you real­
ize it now.”

The Fifth John James squared his 
jaw. “The fight is only started,” he 
said. “I’ll get back at them.”

“How?”
“That’s what I came to see you 

about.”
“My dear man,” retorted Poynter, “it 

takes more than the desire to retaliate 
against the United to realize your am­
bition. More men have butted out their 
business brains emulating the tactics of 
the bull than through any other cause. 
Don’t mistake a desire for vengeance 
for ability to avenge. To nutshell this 
whole matter, the United has stolen 
your secret, wrecked your business, 
aroused your rage and left you with a 
very empty treasury and a very full 
spleen.”

“Mr. Poynter,” replied the Fifth 
John James, “your estimate of the sit­
uation is painful, but convincing. None 
the less, my treasury isn’t quite de­
pleted. and even if it were, I’m enough 
of a bull to keep butting until either 
the wall or my head gives way.”

“Have a cigar,” lisped Poynter. “It’ll 
make you think better. I want to ask 
you a question or so, and if there is any 
possible chance to win out, we may yet 
do something. One manful of energy 
dominated by a high-voltage battery of 
wrong has a pretty strong shocking 
power. I like your type and I don’t 
mind telling you that a brush with the 
Drug Trust presents attractive pros­
pects—it’s a man’s job, and I haven’t 
had one in quite a while.”

This was at three o’clock. When 
Poynter’s secretary entered at six, the 
two were still busily engaged. Poynter 
looked up and was about to tell her 



that she could go home for the day, 
when he checked himself in the midst 
of his speech.

“Miss Wensen,” he said, “I want you 
to apply at the offices of the United 
Drug Company for a position as 
stenographer.”

“Have they advertised ?” asked Man­
ders.

“Not that I know of,” replied the 
other, “but a woman with a speed of 
one hundred and eighty-five words a 
minute and an A. B.’s vocabulary 
doesn’t usually experience difficulty in 
securing employment. Besides, Miss 
Wensen’s salary from me makes it pos­
sible for her to offer unusual induce­
ments in the matter of wages.”

“I think that I shall remain this eve­
ning and clean up my notes,” said the 
girl as she paused at the door. “There 
are some matters that Miss Robbins 
would not understand. I shall make 
my reports daily.”

“We should have some news of the 
United’s future plans within the next 
fortnight,” lisped Poynter. “The lon­
gest it ever took Miss Wensen to reach 
the executive offices was twenty-three 
days. Such ability as hers can’t remain 
unnoticed very long and as there are 
not five secretaries in New York with 
her speed or general knowledge of rou­
tine, we can safely estimate that she 
will be in a position of inestimable 
value to us bv the time we are ready to 
act.”

Two days afterward, Manders’ tele­
phone-bell rang. He picked up the re­
ceiver and a smile of satisfaction flitted 
across his face.

“What’s that? She’s at work— 
great!”

He hung up the phone. “The little 
runt,” he muttered under his breath.

“Water and typists possess at least one 
trait in common—both find their proper 
levels without delay. Therefore, once 
entered in the service of the United 
Drug Company, Miss Wensen’s prog­
ress from the general to the executive 
offices was not long protracted.

The second morning, following

Poynter’s message, the personal secre­
tary of Birmingham, secretary of the 
Trust, did not make her appearance and 
in the emergency the new stenographer 
was sent to take her place. Birming­
ham frowned when he saw the strange 
girl. “Miss Wilson is indisposed,” she 
exclaimed, “and Mr. Arthurs instructed 
me to report to you until she returned.”

Visions of the weirdly transcribed let­
ters and orthographic inventions of the 
usual substitute flashed across Birming­
ham’s memory as with an air of resigna­
tion he took up his morning’s corre­
spondence, but to his delight Miss Wen­
sen not only kept unquestioning pace 
with his dictation, but turned over to 
him a stack of letters without a punc­
tual or verbal error. Furthermore, 
what instructions she received were car­
ried out with such expedition and ac­
curacy that he determined to retain her 
in his own service and sent word to the 
superintendent that Miss Wilson upon 
her return should be placed in some 
other office of the concern.

But his satisfaction would have 
changed to serious concern had he 
known that the girl nightly placed the 
notes of his letters in her hand-bag, and 
in the seclusion of her own apartment 
carefully retranscribed every communi­
cation for the benefit of Franklyn 
Poynter.

Birmingham was a very busy indi­
vidual. His position was practically 
that of general manager and his office 
was the heart of the concern, perform­
ing the full functions of a cardiac mem­
ber—no matter what details of the busi­
ness, they were bound in the course of 
their circulation to pass under his ob­
servation. It may therefore be easily 
conjectured to what extent Poynter was 
gradually becoming conversant with the 
most minute details of the United’s af­
fairs.

Among Birmingham’s other secre­
tarial duties was the directing of the 
advertising campaigns of the Trust, and 
at this particular period much of his 
time was devoted to plans for the ap­
proaching winter months. A new cure 
for colds based upon an entirely orig­
inal principle had just come from the 



United’s laboratories, and so glowing 
were the reports of the chemists and 
so multitudinous were the possibilities 
ascribed to this sovereign remedy, that 
Birmingham made up his mind to in­
augurate a heavier campaign of pub­
licity in its interest than was usual 
with the products of the Trust. The 
details of this exploitation were a 
source of prolific discussion between 
himself and the Brampton Advertising 
Agency, through whom its contracts 
were negotiated.

The general public is not aware that 
even the largest concerns do not deal 
directly with publishers. The newspa­
pers and magazines have established 
agents to whom they allow a standard 
commission on all business which passes 
through their hands. This commission 
is paid by the publisher and the agents 
can sell space just as cheaply as it can 
be purchased by the advertiser dealing 
directly.

These agencies are aware, through 
constant contact with varying interests, 
of almost all phases of business, and 
soon gain a broader knowledge of ad­
vertising than any . individual aware 
only of the conditions in his particu­
lar specialization. The Brampton 
Agency was one of the largest in 
America- and numbered among its 
clients hundreds of the largest manu­
facturers.

Therefore, when Birmingham de­
termined upon his expenditure, he nat­
urally went into the fullest details with 
his agents and largely entrusted to them 
all the plans, he merely passing upon 
the various ideas submitted, eliminating 
this feature and suggesting that, until 
he had the copy satisfactory to himself. 
At the same time the list of newspapers 
best suited for his needs was deter­
mined upon, and the final plans were 
set forth' in a voluminous letter of in­
struction. This communication was 
dictated to Miss Wensen, so that it 
happened that Poynter and Brampton 
himself were noting its contents at 
about the same hour.

Again and again Poynter read 
through the pages, fixing every point 
thoroughly in his memory, and then 

carefully filed away the document, giv­
ing instructions that he was not to be 
disturbed until the afternoon. Through­
out the morning he sat with his feet 
cocked upon his desk and gave himself 
up to thought, from time to time refer­
ring to a slip of paper upon which were 
jotted brief notes from the Brampton 
letter.

Manders met him at luncheon and 
afterward the two went to the latter’s 
office. There Poynter outlined to the 
astounded John James a plan which for 
the moment stunned him by its au­
dacity and then made him grin with 
expectation as he reviewed the pro­
spective rage of the United and the po­
tential profits for himself.

“It will require a considerable amount 
of money t® carry it through,” warned 
Poynter, “and while I haven’t very 
much doubt as to its outcome, still I 
recognize in every untried plan a neces­
sary element of chance; but as matters 
are going now, it is absolutely certain 
that they’ll down you and only a des­
perate move such as this can possibly 
get you out of the mire. You will have 
to figure out if you can raise the sum.”

“How much will it necessitate?” re­
plied Manders. “I’m game, and if I 
weren’t game, I’d have to be.”

Poynter threw a slip of paper on the 
table. “As near as I can estimate, my 
stunt will cost that much, but to that 
you must add the outlay for the boxes, 
signs and a big enough stock to take 
immediate advantage of the coup. You 
know how many distributors must be 
reached and what quantity of goods 
each one will be forced to have on 
hand.”

Manders made a few rapid calcula­
tions, after which he left his office and 
conferred with some of his subordi­
nates. When he returned, the light of 
battle was in his eye and there was that 
in his face which one sees at the ring­
side upon the striking of the gong. “Go 
ahead,” he said, “I can raise it. It 
means every cent I have in the world 
and a mortgage on this building and 
our home, but if I’m to go broke, they’ll 
break me fighting, not passive. It oc­
curs to me, however, that the record­



ing of the deed may arouse their sus­
picions.”

“The best thing that could happen,” 
rejoined Poynter. “It will make them 
think that you’re in the last ditch and 
render them careless. The United 
folks will make up their minds that you 
are going the way of every other man 
who stood in their path, and inasmuch 
as up to this time they have not had 
a thrashing, the mortgaging of your last 
assets will be the signal for a prema­
ture requiem. It is always a good plan 
to arouse overassurance in a competitor. 
Fear of an opponent brings men’s en­
ergies to an instant focus and in this 
case, the less opposition we meet, the 
easier we will find our success.

“I think it will likewise be advisable 
to mask our operations by incorporating 
an entirely independent company. If 
Manders’ Sons places an order for so 
many cartons and boxes, the news is 
bound to reach the other side, and de­
feat our very purpose. I suggest that 
we establish the International Drug 
Company. We’ll make it a New Jersey 
corporation and take out our charter 
with a list of dummy directors. We’ll 
capitalize the International to the full 
extent of your available funds and the 
full payment of stock will give you a 
rating upon .which there will be no 
question. We’ll pay all bills imme­
diately upon presentation, and thus 
avoid inquiry from the commercial 
agencies.

“Establish a factory in an entirely 
different part of the town from the 
Manders’ offices, and employ a new 
staff of men. Standard molds are all 
the machinery we require, so we should 
have the new enterprise in fairly good 
shape inside of a fortnight. You had 
better keep out of sight all the way 
through the deal. I’ll attend to the 
drawing up of the papers and see that 
they are filed with the Secretary of 
State immediately. Within a week, I 
will have a corps of men traveling out 
of New York with samples and instruc­
tions to sell the goods with a positive 
guarantee to the jobbers and druggists 
that they will be advertised to the ex­
tent of half a million dollars, before 

sixty days have elapsed, failing which, 
we will receive back any stock which 
they desire to return.”

“Say, Miss Foil,” whispered Ferdy, 
the office-boy, to one of the Brampton 
stenographers, “you orter see it. He’s 
a cross between a cheese nosegay and 
a custard bun. Oh, he’s the Willie-boy 
for fair, all right. Honest, you’d ’a’ 
thought Clara the beautiful cloak­
model was talking to you. He’s in with 
the boss now. Don’t miss it. I’ll pipe 
you off when he hits the grit. There’s 
my signal now—I’ll have to beat it.”

Ferdy hastened to Mr. Brampton’s 
office. “Get Mr. Poynter some matches,” 
his employer remarked. As the boy left 
the office, he turned around for one 
more admiring glance at the resplendent 
individual in whose cause he had been 
summoned.

“Somehow or other, I can’t think 
very well unless my weed is burning,” 
lisped Poynter.

Brampton looked up. “I guess it 
would take more than a weed to make 
you think,” he commented to himself. 
Then aloud: “I’m very busy this morn­
ing, and am afraid I can give you very 
little time, so please state the nature of 
your business as quickly as possible.” 
Brampton was not impressed by his 
visitor. Had he managed to catch sight 
of him before he was ushered in, he 
would have found some expedient to 
fend off this sartorial invasion. Ferdy, 
at this junction, returned with the 
matches.

“Tell Mr. Brown I will be with him 
in a few minutes,” remarked Bramp­
ton significantly. “Mr. Brown” was 
the prearranged signal in all emergen­
cies where the head of the firm desired 
an opportunity of shortening an inter­
view.

“He was just asking for you again,” 
said Ferdy. “Said he would have to 
leave unless you could see him shortly. 
I’ll tell him you’ll be ready for him in 
five minutes.”

Poynter lit his cigar and drew a 
package of papers from his pocket. “Mr. 
Brampton,” he said, “I want to spend 



half a million dollars within the next 
sixty days to introduce one of our spe­
cialties. I am the general manager of 
the International Drug Company. We 
have just incorporated and expect to 
become large operators. I am visiting 
all agencies and the concern that is best 
fitted to handle our affairs will receive 
the account. What I want is service, 
and I am willing to pay well for it. 
What percentage do you charge for 
placing advertising?”

Brampton had not quite recovered 
from the shock of Poynter’s opening 
remark. Half a million dollar orders 
do not drop from the heavens every 
day. It required considerable effort to 
adjust himself to a new consideration 
of his visitor. The preoccupied “I-am- 
a-very-busy-man, so-be-brief” expres­
sion faded from his face and in its stead 
a fatherly, reassuring, havenlike smile 
took its place. “My dear Mr. Poynter,” 
he smiled, “have you had any previous 
experience in these matters?”

“None whatever,” replied the other.
“Then, how did you hear of us?” 

questioned Brampton.
“Oh, I did a very clever thing,” 

smiled Poynter, assuming a purposeful 
air of smug complacency. “I copied 
all the names classified under ‘Adverti­
sing Agents’ from the telephone-book, 
and I shall visit each one in turn until 
I find the right concern. Brilliant, 
wasn’t it?”

The Brampton smile broadened. His 
fatherly air instantly assumed ten ad­
ditional degrees of paternalism. “Then, 
I’m very glad,” he said, “that our name 

. appeared so early in this list. Had we 
been among the ‘R’s’ the impressions 
you would have received from the ‘E’s,’ 
‘M’s’ and ‘O’s’ might have made our 
negotiations somewhat more difficult.” 
And he launched forth into a very pro­
fuse explanation of the mysteries of 
rate-cutting and non-service agencies, 
expounding to great length upon the 
size of the Brampton organization—its 
tremendous volume of business and con­
sequent influence with the publishers— 
its corps of expert copy-writers—its 
high-salaried artists and its advisory 
board, headed by “our Mr. Harker, 

who receives a salary as great as that of 
the President of the United States.”

Long before this, the exultant Ferdy 
had noisily made his entrance and had 
been dismissed with instructions to 
“tell Mr. Brown that he must wait or 
make another appointment.” Having 
completed his resume of the Brampton 
facilities, he launched forth into a re­
cital of its past exploits. He reminded 
his listener of the famous campaign of 
the “Fine Fit Corset Company.” He 
related the history of the house of 
Shaffenheimer, which within six years, 
through the Brampton brains, was en­
abled to put its mark on the minds of 
every man in America and its suits on 
their backs. One by one, he proudly 
reeled off his successive triumphs, re­
serving as his sixteen-inch gun the fact 
that the United Drug Company was not 
the least of their prominent patrons. 
After which he paused to note the ef­
fect upon his listener of this tremendous 
fact.

And Poynter did not disappoint him 
by his reception of the information. 
“Do you mean to tell me,” he asked 
with well-pretended incredulity, “that 
the Uhited Drug Company has brought 
in an outside concern to transact its 
advertising affairs? Why, it doesn’t 
seem possible that they would entrust 
such important matters to any one out­
side of their own organization.”

Brampton smiled condescendingly. 
“My dear Mr. Poynter,” he said, “an 
advertising agency such as ours can 
not only furnish space as cheaply as 
its clients can procure it, but even save 
them money besides.” And off he went 
again into the A B C’s of his craft, 
explaining that the commission paid by 
the publisher was not extended to in­
dividual concerns and that this percent­
age . amply repaid the agent, and 
furthermore, enabled him to save his 
customer all the detail of checking in­
sertions, verifying space, etc. “In 
other words, Mr. Poynter,” he wound 
up, “our wide experience in your par­
ticular field renders us, by all odds, the 
best qualified of any agency to render 
you exactly the service which you re­
quire.”



“But,” interrupted Poynter, “how 
can you take over our affairs while 
you are acting for the Trust?”

Brampton stiffened up with' dignity. 
“We do not confine ourselves to any 
one house in any one line. Our corps 
of experts is so large that we are able 
to keep the details of every account 
entirely unknown to those who are 
handling corresponding appropriations. 
Our motto is, ‘A bad memory for one 
client’s affairs is the greatest safeguard 
to another’s.’ Now in a small agency, 
it would be impossible to segregate as 
completely as we manage—there you 
would have to contend----- ”

Poynter interrupted him and warded 
off another attack of verbosity. “I 
see,” he said. “Then you would be 
willing to handle our business?”

“That is, of course, if we are satis­
fied as to your responsibility. The pub­
lishers look to us for the payment of 
all accounts and we cannot assume 
risks, as you will naturally comprehend. 
I shall be pleased to take up the general 
outline of your project now, and if you 
will furnish me with the necessary in­
formation concerning your company, 
our credit department will be able to 
render a report by the time we are 
ready to proceed.”

“That will be unnecessary,” lisped 
Poynter. “The International will pay 
in advance, according to monthly 
schedule. I have brought with me a 
list of the cities where we wish to ad­
vertise. Please submit your list of the 
best newspapers, selecting a morning 
and an evening daily at each point. I 
do not know when we shall be able to 
start, as we are waiting reports from 
our travelers and wish to make sure 
that our goods are placed everywhere 
before we begin to exploit them. We 
have several strong leaders, but I am 
not certain which will be the best goods 
to push until I am able to judge by the 
orders of the trade. Meanwhile, it may 
be a good idea for you to prepare copy 
for our ‘Sure Death Roach Powder’ 
and our ‘Lumpkin’s Lumbago Lini­
ment.’ I have already jotted down full 
explanatory notes upon both products, 
and will leave it to your judgment as 

to the best manner in which to bring out 
the illustrations and the wording.”

He arose and started to leave. “You 
understand, of course,” he remarked, 
“that we do not wish to have any word 
of our plans leak out of this office.”

Mr. Brampton arose with a gesture 
of offended integrity, and protested 
that the injunction was unnecessary.

“By the way,” remarked Poynter, as 
if struck with an afterthought, “if your 
copy is not satisfactory, you will have 
no objection, of course, to our sending 
out that prepared in our own office if 
wq feel that we are better able to do 
justice to the ‘Sure Death’ and the 
liniment ?”

“I hardly think you will find the ex­
pedient necessary,” replied the adver­
tising agent.

“Well,” remarked Poynter, “I can’t 
think of anything else just now. I 
shall expect to hear from you within a 
few days.” He glanced at his watch. 
“Why, it isn’t as late as I thought,” he 
said. “I should like to see through 
your plant, if you have no objections.”

Brampton eagerly assented to the re­
quest. As they passed through the 
various offices, the staff cast amazed 
eyes upon the visitor. Ferdy’s advance 
advertising of his coming had aroused 
their expectation, which Poynter’s ap­
pearance more than fulfilled. So that 
the impression created by the new client 
was one far from flattering to his ability 
or type. As they entered the art-room. 
Poynter quickly sized up the men until 
his eye took in a youth studiously letter­
ing a cabalistic panel containing three 
letters. Fie studiously avoided glancing 
in the boy’s direction, but slowly moved 
down the room, gazing at the opposite 
wall upon which were displayed speci­
mens of the Brampton studios. When 
he had reached a point directly oppo­
site the table of the youth, he bent over 
to pick up his dropped cigar, but upon 
straightening lost his balance and fell 
backward, striking against the artist, 
who jumped off his stool and helped 
him to rise.

“I beg your pardon,” lisped Poynter; 
“how very clumsy of me. I hope I 
haven’t spoiled your work.”



“Not at all,” answered the other, 
pointing to the lettering. Poynter veri­
fied his assurance by a careless glance 
at the cardboard.

“I am very glad.” The accident was 
so possible that the advertising agent 
did not for a moment suspect that it 
had been deliberately planned. He 
showed Poynter his checking-room, and 
then taking him to the general offices, 
explained the system by which adver­
tisements were ordered into the news­
papers, illustrating his talk with an or­
der-blank.

“I see,” said Poynter, “that you write 
out the size of the space and the date. 
Plow can the newspapers tell what ad­
vertisement to print?”

“We number the pieces of copy and 
insert corresponding dates upon the 
proofs.”

Immediately upon leaving the 
Brampton Agency, Poynter returned to 
the International drug-factory and 
called Manders upon a telephone which 
did not connect with the switchboard.

“We’re certain now,” he said. “I’ve 
just been through the Brampton offices 
and I’ve seen their system. Everything 
is exactly as specified in the letter. I 
managed to see one of the pages. Our 
plan is bound to go through.”

It was more than a month before 
Poynter renewed his visit to the agent. 
“I’m very much disappointed,” he said, 
“with the reports of our salesmen. The 
‘Sure Death’ and the liniment will have 
to be pushed at once. Have you the 
copy ready?”

“Not for some days,” said Bramp­
ton. “The matter has not been set up 
into type. You did not return proofs 
until yesterday and besides, the en­
graving can’t be made for several 
days.”

“But we must do something,” re­
marked his client. “I can’t wait. I’ll 
tell you what I’ll do. I’ll write the first 
advertisements myself, have them mani­
folded on my copying-machine and send 
them down to you this afternoon. That 
will save time. Make out your orders 
at once and enclose these emergency 
advertisements. I’ve checked off the 
newspapers and the list satisfies me.”

At five o’clock Brampton’s phone 
rang. “Hello, who’s this?” he asked.

“The International Drug Company— 
Mr. Poynter wishes to talk to you. 
Hello, is this the Brampton Agency— 
how are you, Mr. Brampton ? I’m very 
sorry, but I’ve just finished the adver­
tisement and I can’t possibly get the 
copies down to you before seven o’clock. 
We can arrange it if you will send out 
the orders telling the newspapers that 
we are mailing the copy under separate 
cover—that would save time. I have 
the list here and can start the girls ad­
dressing the envelopes now. You can 
do it? Good ! I’m sending you a check 
at once by messenger. Make out the 
orders for full page and send the full 
contracts later. You say you’ll have to 
figure the rates? Well, pay the card 
price with the understanding that we 
will receive rebates as we increase our 
insertions. Yes, I would prefer to have 
it that way. I can count upon you then ? 
To-night? Surely—thank you.”

During the five weeks that had elapsed 
since Poynter’s first visit to Bramp­
ton, a series of mysterious advertise­
ments began to make their appearance 
throughout America. Day after day, 
newspaper readers were faced by full 
pages of white space bearing a panel in 
the center with the mysterious letters 
“C. C. T.” and just a single sentence 
besides. One day it would be “C. C. T. 
will make you better,” another time, “C. 
C. T. You will be glad,” or “C. C. T. 
Watch for it and wait for it,” or “C. C. 
T. Get it and don’t forget if,” until 
the country was thoroughly mystified. 
No one knew what it meant—every one 
understood that it was the advertise­
ment of something, but whether “C. C. 
T.” advertised a cigar or a cook-stove 
—a corset or a facial cream—an auto­
mobile or a bottled beer, no one could 
state. The newspapers themselves were 
not in the secret. They had merely re- 
cived the order as to the identity of the 
promoter.

Therefore, when instructions came 
from Brampton to insert a full-page ad­
vertisement for the International Drug 
Company, “copy to be sent direct un­
der separate cover,” it was but natural 



that the publishers should at once pro­
ceed to set the copy immediately into 
type and when, an average time having 
been calculated, four hundred dailies 
simultaneously disclosed the fact that 
“C. C. T.” stood for “Climax Cough 
Tablets—on sale everywhere. The lit­
tle pink pellets in the little pink box,” 
an instant interest was aroused in this 
cough-drop, the virtues of which were 
so extravagantly exploited that one.was 
sure the merit of a remedy was un­
questionable to justify so much confi­
dence on the part of the advertiser.

But this solution of the “C. C. T.” 
mystery was far from satisfying to the 
officials of the United who had planned 
and paid for the cryptic pages to arouse 
enthusiasm for their “Cucumber Cold 
Tonic.” There was consternation, 
amazement, rage, mystification, bewil­
derment and other full-flown emotions 
in ample profusion and a wild-eyed 
Brampton spent a torturing hour with 
a wilder-eyed Birmingham in an at­
tempt to explain to the latter’s satis­
faction the innocence of his connection 
with the matter. And when under the 
grilling examination of the United’s 
secretary, the full details of his trans­
actions with Poynter were brought 
forth, and he was made to realize how 
many varieties of catspaw he had been 
made, his first impulse was to wreak 
summary vengeance upon a certain 
placid countenance. Reflection, how­
ever, brought to him a realization that 
he could do nothing. A conclusion that 
he and his clients were forced to accept, 
after a calm consideration of the situa­
tion.

Nor did his previous estimate of 
Poynter alleviate the gnaw of chagrin. 
To think that this nincompoop, whom 
he had half-openly despised and secret­
ly ridiculed, had hoodwinked him into 
legitimatizing Poynter’s direct orders to 
the publishers, shriveled his abundant 
self-esteem into nauseating disgust. He 

managed to cancel the next morning’s 
copy, but his telegrams could not fore­
stall the evening papers, and so the 
United first endured the abasement of 
having been outgeneraled and then suf­
fered the humiliation of beholding their 
“Cucumber Cold Tonic” copy a whole 
day later than the announcement of 
“Climax Cough Tablets.”

The public, quick to appreciate the 
ridiculous situation and as usual un­
sympathetic with corporate interests, 
chuckled with glee over the dilemma of 
the Trust and made of the incident such 
a topic of discussion that the word-of- 
mouth publicity which followed re­
dounded enormously to the benefit of 
the “pink-boxed remedy.” So instan­
taneous and continued was the sale of 
Climax Cough Tablets that distributors 
and retailers were both soon exhausted 
of their initial stocks and duplicate or­
ders, insisting upon immediate delivery, 
poured into the International by every 
mail.

Plaving successfully carried off his 
coup, Manders allied his main labora­
tories with the other plant and assisted 
the overworked factory. But at that, 
only by running night and day could 
he cope with his orders.

The Fifth John James had come into 
his own. The joy of conquest exulted 
in him. These were mighty days and 
his enthusiasm was growing thread­
bare through overuse.

“Oh, you, Poynter!” he chortled. 
“You bantam-rooster—you’re the con­
centrated essence of O. K.-ism. You’re 
the capital T-T.’ You’ve made me rich, 
but what’s more—you’ve made me win, 
and still best of all—you made them 
cough up the cost.”

His last words brought a twinkle to 
Poynter’s eyes. “Cough—cough—that 
gives me an idea. Why not send each 
of the United’s directors a box of ‘Cli­
max Cough Tablets’ to soothe the irri­
tation ?”



Lost Cabin Mine
By Frederick Niven

SYNOPSIS OF -CHAPTERS PREVIOUSLY PUBLISHED.
Francis, the young man who tells this story, in his quest for fortune in the West, finds himself almost 

penniless and without prospects in Baker City. He is lodging at the Laughlin House. The proprietor tells 
him the story of the “Lost Cabin Mine” up to date. It seems three prospectors had struck it famously rich 
in the mountains and had then run out of food. Two of them had made a desperate effort to get back to 
civilization but had dropped on the way. Mike Canlan, another prospector, had come across one of them 
half-conscious on the wagon-road to Baker City and started to carry him there. On the way he met Apache 
Kid, a picturesque Western character, and Larry Donoghue, his partner, a desperate, violent fellow. These 
two had volunteered assistance. They had brought the dying man to the Laughlin House. While Canlan 
had gone for a doctor, the man had muttered something about the Lost Cabin and Apache Kid and Larry 
Donoghue had heard. When Canlan had returned the man was dead. Evidently Canlan too had learned 
something valuable, for from that time he watched Apache Kid and Donoghue like a hawk and tried in vari­
ous ways to find out how much they really knew. Francis meets the three of them at the Laughlin House. 
Donoghue tries to kill Canlan and Francis is instrumental in preventing the murder. Afterward Apache 
Kid and Donoghue propose to Francis to join them in a contemplated trip, offering him a salary he sorely 
needs. He accepts their offer. Apache Kid and he leave Baker City as secretly as possible. Arriving' 
at Camp Kettle, Apache Kid tells Francis their destination is the Lost Cabin. They procure horses and 
rations and strike through the woods. Two men who have followed them hold them up in the forest and 
demand to be told the location of Lost Cabin Mine on penalty of death. Apache Kid parleys with them. 
Donoghue suddenly appears and shoots one of the men from behind a tree. Apache Kid kills the other. 
The three resume the journey. Mr. Pinkerton, proprietor of the Half-way to Kettle House, and a half-breed 
follow their trail, and warn them of another party coming to stalk them to the Lost Cabin and then kill 
them. This party now appears and in a pitched battle Francis is captured by the enemies. They torture 
him cruelly to make him divulge the location of the Lost Cabin, which ho does not know. Finally Apache 
Kid rescues him by agreeing to join forces with the other party, and all go into camp together for the night. 
Farrell, leader of the newcomers, murders Pinkerton and wounds Donoghue. Apache Kid overcomes Farrell, 
who is hanged for his treachery. The others of Farrell’s gang are killed or escape. After a long journey 
through the woods, Apache Kid, Donoghue and Francis camp beside a lake not far from Lost Cabin. Mike 
Canlan suddenly appears and shoots Apache Kid and Donoghue but spares Francis and forces him to accom­
pany him to the Lost Cabin, which they finally reach with every indication of being the first to arrive.

CHAPTER XIX.
CANLAN HEARS VOICES.

OU should have seen the 
way in which Canlan 
approached that soli­
tary, deserted cabin. 
One might have 
thought, to see him, 
that he fully expected 
to find it occupied.

‘’Hullo, the shack !” he cried, leading 
his horse down from the rocky rib on 
which we had paused to view the goal 
of our journey. I noticed how the 
horse disapproved of this descent; 

standing with firm legs, it clearly ob­
jected to Cahlan’s leading. The reins 
were over its head, and Canlan was a 
little way down the rib hauling on them, 
half-turned and cursing it vehemently. 
It could not have been the slope that 
troubled the animal, for that was tri­
fling; but there it stood, dumbly rebel­
lious, its neck stretched, but budge a 
foot it would not.

At last it consented to descend, but 
very gingerly feeling every step with 
doubtful forefeet, and craned neck still 
straining against Canlan. Even when 
he succeeded in coaxing and command­
ing it to the descent it seemed very 
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doubtful about going out on the hollow 
toward the shack, and reminded me, in 
the way it walked there, of a hen as 
you may see one coming out of a barn 
when the rain takes off.

“What in thunder’s wrong with 
you ?" cried Canlan. “Come along, will 
you ? Looks as if there was somebody, 
sure thing, in the shack. Hullo, the 
shack! Hullo, the cabin 1” he hailed 
again.

“----- The shack! Hullo, the cabin 1"
cried out the rib beyond, in an echo.

So Canlan advanced on the cabin, his 
rifle loose on his arm, right up to the 
door on which he knocked, and from 
the sound of the knocking I declare I 
had an idea that the place was tenanted.

He knocked again.
“Sounds as if there was somebody in 

here,” he said, in a low, thick whisper, 
so that I thought he was afraid.

He knocked again, rat-tat-tat, and 
sniffed twice, and piped up in his 
wheezy voice: “Good day, sir; here's 
two pilgrims come for shelter.”

It was at his third rap, louder, more 
forcible on the door, which was a very 
rough affair, being three tree-stems 
cleft down the center and bound to­
gether with cross-pieces, as I sur­
mised, on the inside—just at the last 
dull knock of his knuckles that the door 
fell bodily inward, and a great flutter 
of dust arose inside the dark cabin.

“Any one there ?” he asked, and then 
stepped boldly in.

“Nobody here,” he said, bringing 
down his rifle with a clatter. “One has 
to be careful approaching lonesome 
cabins far away from a settlement at all 
times.”

Then suddenly he turned a puzzled 
face on me.

“Queer that, eh?”
“What ?”
“Why, that there door. Propped up 

from the inside. If there was any kind 
of a smell here apart from jest the 
or’nary •smell of a log shanty, I’d be 
opining that that there number three o’ 
this here push that worked the mine 
----- Say!” he broke off, “where in 
thunder is the prospect itself?”

And out he went of the mirk of the 

cabin, in a perfect twitter of nerves, 
and away across to the spur of which 
I told you.

There I saw him from the door—by 
which the pack-horse stood quiet now, 
the reins trailing—kick his foot several 
times in the earth. Then he turned to 
see if I observed him, and flicking off 
his hat waved it round his head and 
came posting back.

“There’s half a dozen logs flung 
across the shaft they sunk,” said he, 
“and they’re covered over with dirt, to 
hide it like. Let’s get in first and see 
what’s what inside.”

There was no flooring to the cabin 
and at one end was a charred place on 
the ground. Canlan looked up at the 
low roof there, and, stretching up his 
hands, groped a little and then removed 
a sort of hatch in the roof.

“This here,” said he, “hes bin made 
fast from the inside too—jest like the 
door. Look in them bunks. Three 
bunks and nothin’ but blankets. And 
over the floor the blankets is layin’ too 
hauled about.”

The light from the hatch above was 
now streaming in.

“Them blankets is all chawed up,” he 
said.

“Heavens!” I gasped. “Were they 
driven to that?”

“What devils me,” he said, not reply­
ing to my remark but looking round the 
place with a kind of anxiety visible on 
his forehead, “is this here fixin’ up 
from the inside. There’s blankets, picks, 
shovels, all the outfit; and there’s the 
windlass and tackle for the shaft-head. 
No,” he said, recollecting my remark, 
“them blankets wasn’t chawed up by 
them. Rats has been in here—and thick. 
See all the sign o’ them there?”

He pointed to the floor, but it was 
then that I observed, in a corner, after 
the fashion of a three-cornered cup­
board, a rough shelving that had been 
made there. Every shelf, I saw, was 
heaped up with something—but what? 
I stepped nearer and scrutinized.

“Look at all the bones here,” I said.
Canlan was at my side on the very 

words.
“That’s him!” he said, in a gasp of 



relief. “That’s him. That's number 
three. That’s him that stuck up the 
door and the smoke-hole.”

I turned on him, the unspoken ques­
tion in my face, I have no doubt.

All the fear had departed from his 
face now as he snatched up a bone out 
of one of the shelves.

These bones, I should say, were all 
placed as neatly and systematically as 
you could wish, built up in stacks, and 
all clear and clean as though they had 
been bleached.

“This here was his forearm,” said 
Canlan, his yellow eyeballs suddenly 
afire with a fearsome light; and he 
rapped me over the knuckles with a hu­
man elbow.

“Ain’t it terrible ?” he said.
“It is terrible,” said I.
“Ah I” he cried. “But I don’t mean 

what you mean; I mean ain’t it terrible 
to think o’ that ?” and he pointed to the 
cupboard, “to think o’ cornin’ to that— 
bein’ picked clean like that—little bits o’ 
you runnin’ about all over them al­
mighty hills inside the rats’ bellies and 
your bones piled away to turn yellow 
in a spidery cupboard.”

I stepped back from his grinning 
face.

“But how do these bones come here ?” 
I said.

“It’s the rats,” he replied, “them 
mountain-rats always pile away the 
bones o’ everything they eat—make a 
reg’lar cache o’ them; what for I dun- 
no ; but they do; that’s all.”

I stood then looking about the place, 
thinking of the end of that “number 
three,” all the horror of his last hours 
in my mind; and as I was thus em­
ployed, with absent mien, suddenly 
Canlan laid his hand on my arm.

“What you lookin’ that queer, 
strained ways for?” he whispered, put­
ting his face within an inch of mine, 
so that I stepped back from the near 
presence of him. “That was a mighty 
queer look in your eyes right now. 
Say, do you know what you would 
make? You’d make an easy mark for 
me to mesmerize. You’d make a fine 
medium, you would.”

I looked at him more shrewdly now, 

thinking he was assuredly loosing his 
last hold on reason; but he flung back 
a step from me.

“Oh! You think me mad ?” he cried, 
and verily he looked mad then. “Eh? 
Not me. You don’t think I can mes­
merize you? I’ve mesmerized heaps— 
men too, let alone women,” and he 
grinned in a very disgusting fashion. 
“Say! If we could only see a jack­
rabbit from the door o’ this shack, I’d 
let you see what I could do. I’d give 
you an example o’ my powers. I can 
bring a jack-rabbit to me, supposin’ 
he’s lopin’ along a hillside and sees 
me. I jest looks at him and wills him 
to stop—and he stops. And then I 
wills him to come to me—and he comes.

“Mind once I was tellin’ the boys at 
the Molly Magee about bein’ able to 
do it and they put up the bets I couldn’t 
—thought I was jest bluffin’ ’em, and 
I went right out o’ the bunk-house a 
little ways and fetched a chipmunk clean 
off a rock where he was settin’ lookin’ 
at us—there weren’t no jack-rabbits 
there—fetched him right into my hand. 
And then a queer mad feelin’ come 
over me—I can’t just tell you about it 
—I don’t just exactly understand it 
myself. I closes my hand on that chip­
munk and jest crushed him dead 
atween my fingers. And suthin’ seemed 
kind o’ relieved here then, in the front 
o’ my head, right here. The boys never 
forgot that. They kind o’ lay away 
off from me after that—didn’t like it. 
Yes, I could mesmerize you.”

He waved his hands suddenly before 
my eyes.

“Feel any peculiar sensation at that?” 
he said.

“Yes,” said I.
“What like?” Ixe asked.
“I feel that I'll not let you do it 

again,” said I.
“Scared like? Feel kind o’ slippin’ 

away ?”
“No,” I said quietly; “not scared one 

little bit. But I object to your waving 
your hands within an inch of my face. 
Any man of grit wouldn’t allow it.”

“Well, well, say no more. We’d bet­
ter be investigating this yere shack. 
God! If there was only a drink on the 



premises. I tell you they’re cornin’ on 
again, and when they come on I’m fear­
some—I am.”

He looked round the place again and 
then cried out in a voice of agony:

“Look here! I don’t want to lose 
holt o’ myself yet; perhaps a little bit 
of grub now might help me. I reckon 
I might be able to shove some down my 
neck as a dooty. You go and make up 
the fire outside, Francis, do.”

He spoke this in a beseeching whine. 
To see the way the creature changed 
and veered about in his manner was 
interesting.

“We ain’t goin’ to sleep in here to­
night, anyways, not for Jo, wi’ them 
mountain-rats cornin’ in on us. It’ll 
take quite a while o’ huntin’ to get all 
their holes filled up. You go and make 
dinner. I could do a flapjack and a 
slice o’ bacon, I think, with a bit of a 
struggle and some resolution like.”

Anything that might prevent my hav­
ing a madman on my hands in that 
wilderness was not to be ignored, so I 
went out and ran down the slope to 
where the bushes climbed, and gathered 
fuel, a great armful, and so came back 
again and made up a fire.

Water was not so easy to find, but a 
muddy and boggy part of the hill led 
me to a spring, and I set to work on 
preparing food.

With all this coming and going I 
must have been busied quite half an 
hour before even getting the length of 
mixing the dough. Canlan, by that time, 
had got the windlass out and had 
lugged it across to the covered shaft be­
side the spur of outcropping rock that 
ran down parallel with the ridge in the 
lee of which I had lit the fire. He went 
back to the cabin and carried out the 
coil of rope, and had just got that 
length in his employ when I called him 
over for our meal; our evening meal it 
was, for, intent on our labors, we had 
not noticed how the sun was departing.

All the vasty world of hollows below 
us was brimmed with darkness. All 
the peaks and the mountain ridges 
marching one upon the other into the 
shadowing east were lit, toward us, 
with the last light when Canlan sat 

down to force himself to eat. But I 
saw he had difficulty in swallowing. The 
jerking of face and hands, I also per­
ceived, was increasing past ignoring. 
So, too, presently became the fixed stare 
of his eye upon me as he sat with his 
hand frozen on a sudden half-way to 
his mouth.

“Listen! Don’t you hear nuthin’?” 
he asked, hoarse and low.

“Nothing,” said I.
“Ah! It’s jest them fancies,” said he, 

and fell silent.
Then again, with a strange, nervous 

twitch and truly awful eyes, so full of 
fear they were, he said in a whisper, 
“Say, tell me true! Didn’t you hear 
suthin’ right now ?”

“I heard a coyote howl,” I said.
“No, no; but somebody whispering?” 

he said. “Two or three people all hud­
dling close somewhere and tellin’ things 
about me. By gum! I won’t have it! 
I dursen’t have it!” he said in a low 
scream—which is the best description 
of his voice then that I can give you.

I shuddered. He was a terrible com­
panion to have here on this bleak, windy 
hillside, with the thin trees below us 
marching down in serried ranks to the 
thicker forest below, and the scarped 
peaks, showing against the pale moon 
that hung in the sky awaiting the sun’s 
going.

I shook my head.
“Sure?” he asked.
“Positive,” said I.
He bent toward me and said in a 

small voice: “Keep your. eye on me 
now. I ain’t going to ask you another 
time, for I think when I speak they 
stop a-whispering; but I’ll jest twitch 
up my thumb like this—see ?—fer a sig­
nal to you when I hear ’em.”

He sat hushed again; and then sud­
denly his eyes started and he raised his 
thumb, turning a face to me that glit­
tered pale like lead.

“Now?” he gasped.
“Nothing,” I said; “not a sound.”
“Ah, but I spoke there,” he said. “I 

oughtn’t to have spoken; that scared 
'em; and they quit the whispering when 
they hear me.”

He sat again quiet, his head on the 



side, listening, and I watching his hand, 
thinking it best to humor him and to 
try to convince him out of this lunacy.

But my blood ran chill as I sat, and 
his jaw fell suddenly in horror, for a 
voice cuavering and ghastly cried out 
from somewhere near-by: “Mike Can­
lan ! Mike Canlan! I see you, Mike 
Canlan!”

And a horrible burst of laughter that 
seemed to come from no earthly throat 
broke the silence, died away, and a long 
gust of wind whispered past us on the 
hill-crest.

It had been evident to me that 
though Canlan bade me harken for the 
whispering voices that he himself did 
not actually believe in their existence. 
He had still sufficient sense left to know 
that the whispering was in his own 
fancy, the outcome of drink and of— 
I need not say his conscience, but—the 
knowledge that he had perpetrated 
some fearsome deeds in his day, deeds 
that it were better not to hear spoken 
in the sunlight or whispered in the 
dusk.

But this cry, out of the growing 
night, real and weird, so far from re­
storing equanimity to his mind ap­
peared to unhinge his mental faculties 
wholly. His eyeballs started in their 
sockets. And there came the cry again:

“Mike Canlan! Mike Canlan! I’m 
on your trail, Mike Canlan!”

As for myself, I had no superstitious 
fears after the first cry. Though I 
must confess that at the first demented 
cry my heart stood still in a brief sav­
age terror. But I speedily told myself 
that none but a mortal voice cried then; 
though truly the voice was like no mor­
tal voice I had ever heard.

It was otherwise with Canlan. Fear, 
abject fear, held him now and .he turned 
his head all rigid like an automaton and, 
in a voice that sounded as though his 
tongue filled his mouth so that he could 
hardly Speak, he mumbled: “It’s him. 
It’s Death!”

Aye, it was death; but not as Can­
lan imagined.

There was silence now, on the bleak, 
black hill, and though I had mastered 
the terror that gripped me on hearing 

the voice, the silence that followed was 
a thing more terrible, not to be borne 
without action.

Then suddenly the voice broke out 
afresh quite close and Canlan turned his 
head stiffly again and I also looked up 
whence the voice came—and there was 
the face of Larry Donoghue looking 
down on us from the rib of rocky hill 
under whose shelter we sat. There was 
a trickle of blood, or a scar—it was 
doubtful which—from his temple down 
his long, spare jaw to the corner of the 
loose mouth; the eyes stared down on 
us like the eyes of a dead'man, blank 
and wide.

He stretched out his arms and 
gripped in the declivity of the hill with 
his fingers, crooked like talons, and 
pulled himself forward; but at that tug 
he lost his balance, lying on his belly 
as he was, and came down the slope, 
sliding on his face, the kerchief still 
about his head as I had seen him when 
I thought he had breathed his last.

In Canlan’s mind there was no ques­
tion that this was Larry Donoghue’s 
wraith. He tried to cry out and could 
not, gave one gulping gasp in his throat, 
and when Donoghue slid down the 
bank, as I have described, Canlan leaped 
to his feet and ran for it—ran without 
any intelligence, straight before him.

I have told you that the next rib of 
rock broke off sheer and went down 
in a declivity. Thither Canlan’s terror 
took him; and the last I saw of him was 
his legs straddled in the run, out in 
mid-air, as thought to take another 
stride; and then down he went. But 
it was to Donoghue I turned and strove 
to raise him. For one fleeting moment 
he seemed to know me; our eyes met 
and then the light of recognition passed 
out of his and he sank back. It was a 
dead man I held in my arms, and 
though I had never greatly cared for 
him that last glance of his eye was so 
full of yearning, so pathetic, so helpless 
that I felt a lump in my throat and a 
thickness at my heart and as I laid him 
back again I burst into a flood of 
tears that shook my whole frame.

A strange, gusty sound in my ear and 
the feeling of a hot vapor on my neck 



brought me suddenly round in, if not 
fear, something akin to it. But I think 
absolute fear was pretty well a thing 
I should never know again after these 
happenings.

It was Catalan's horse, standing over 
me snuffing me; and when I raised my 
head he gave a quiet whinny and muz­
zled his white nose to me. Perhaps in 
his mute heart the horse knew that 
these sounds of mine bespoke suffering, 
and truly these pack-horses draw very 
close to men, in the hills.

But though the horse brought me 
back in a way to manliness and calm it 
was a miserable night that I spent 
there. I sat up and with my chin in 
my hands remained gazing vacantly 
eastward until the morning broke in 
my eyes. And behind me stood the 
horse thus till morning, ever and again 
touching my shoulder with his wet nose, 
his warm breath puffing on my cheek.

I was thankful, indeed, more than I 
can tell you, for that companionship. 
And now and then I put up my hand 
and when I did so the beast’s head 
would come gently down for me to clap 
his nose and doing so I felt myself not 
altogether alone and friendless on that 
hill of terror and of death.

CHAPTER XX.
C 0 M P E N S A T I O N .

From where I sat on the frontage of 
that hill, the black, treeless mountain 
behind me, the hurly-burly of the scat­
tered, outcropping hills and tree-filled 
basins below me, as the sun came up in 
tny face, my gaze was attracted to a 
bush upon the incline.

This bush stood apart from the others 
on the hill, like an advance scout; and 
as the sunlight streamed over the moun­
tains I saw the branches of it agitated 
and a bird flew out, a bird about the 
size of a blackbird. I do not know its 
name, but it gave one of the strangest 
cries you ever heard—like this:

“Bob White! Bob White! Bobby 
White!”

And away it flew with a rising and 

falling motion and down into the cup 
below, from where its cry came up 
again.

It is difficult for me to tell you ex­
actly what that bird meant to me then. 
My heart that was like a stone seemed 
cloven asunder on hearing that bird’s 
liquid cry. That there was something 
eery in the sound of it, so like human 
speech, did in no wise affect me. To 
terror, to the weird, to the unknown 
I now was heedless. But at that bird’s 
cry my heart seemed just to break in 
sunder and I wept again, a weeping 
that relieved me much, so that when it 
was over I felt less miserable and heart­
sore. And I prayed a brief prayer as I 
had never prayed before, and was won- 
drously lightened after that; and turn­
ing to the horse, as men will do when 
alone, I spoke to it, caressing its nose 
and pulling its pricked ears. And then it 
occurred to me that if Donoghue had 
survived his wound, Apache Kid might 
still be alive. It had been for Apache, 
indeed, that I had entertained greater 
hope.

“Shall we go down to the valley and 
see if my friend still lives?” I said, 
speaking to the horse; and just then the 
beast flung his head up from me and his 
eyeballs started.

I looked in the direction of his fear 
-—and there was Apache Kid and no 
other, climbing up from the direction of 
the bush whence the bird had flown 
away.

I rushed down the rise upon him 
with outspread arms, and at our meet­
ing embraced him in my relief and joy, 
and dragged him up to my fire, and had 
all my story of my doings of the night, 
the day, and the night told him, and of 
Donoghue and of Canlan—a rattling 
volley of talk, he listening quietly all 
the while, and smiling a little every 
time I broke in upon my tale with: 
“You do not blame me, Apache?”

And then I asked him, all my own 
selfish heart being outpoured, how it 
was that I found him here alive.

“As for your accusations,” he said, 
“dismiss them from your mind. In all 
you have told me I think you acted with 
great presence of mind and forethought.



As for my escape from death, and 
Larry’s, it must have been due entirely 
to the condition of that reptile’s nerves, 
as you describe him to me.”

He had been standing with his back 
to where Donoghue lay, and now in 
the light that took all that black hill­
side at a bound, I saw a sight that I 
shall never forget. For there, where 
should have been the dead man’s face, 
was nought but a skull, and perched 
upon the breast of the man and licking 
its chops, showing its front teeth, was 
one of the great mountain-rats.

Apache Kid followed the gaze of my 
eyes, looked at me again with that knit­
ting of the brows, as in anger al­
most, or contempt.

“Brace up!” he said sharply.
“Brace up!” I cried. “Is it you who 

tell me to brace up, you who brought 
me into this hideous place, you who are 
to blame for all this! I was a lad 
when you asked me to accompany you 
that day at Baker City—it feels like 
years ago. Now, now,” and I heard my 
voice breaking, “now I am like a man 
whose life is blighted.”

When I began my tirade he looked 
astonished at first, and then I thought 
it was a sneer that came upon his lips, 
but finally there was nothing but kind­
liness visible.

“I was only trying the rough method 
of pulling you together,” he said, “and 
it seems it has succeeded. Man, man, 
you have to thank me. Come,” and ta­
king me by the arm and I unresisting, 
he led me to the cabin.

It was curious how then I felt my 
legs weak under me, and all the hill was 
spinning round me in a growing dark­
ness. I felt my head sinking and heard 
my voice moan: “Oh! Apache, I am dy­
ing. This night has killed me!” and I 
repeated the words in a kind of moan, 
thinking myself foolish in a vague way, 
too, I remember, and wondering what 
Apache Kid would think of me. And 
then the darkness suddenly closed on 
me, a darkness in which I felt Apache 
Kid’s hands groping at my armpits, 
lifting me up, and then I seemed to 
fall away through utter blackness.

When I came again from that dark­

ness, I stretched out my hands and 
looked around.

I had been dreaming, I suppose, or 
delirious and fevered, for I thought my­
self at home, imagined myself waking 
in the dark hours; but only for a mo­
ment did that fancy obtain with me. 
All too soon I knew that I was lying 
in the Lost Cabin, but by the smell of 
the “fir-feathers” on which I lay, I knew 
that they were freshly gathered, and 
from the bottom of my heart I thanked 
Apache Kid for his forethought. For to 
have wakened in one of these bunks 
would, I believe, have made me more 
fevered than I was already. It was 
night, or coming morning again. The 
hatch was off the roof, and through 
that hole a gray smoke mounted from 
a fire upon the earthen floor. The door 
was fastened up again.

At my turning, Apache Kid came to 
me out of the shadows and bent over 
me; but his face frightened me, for 
with the fever I had then on me it 
seemed a monstrous size, filling the 
whole room. I had sense enough to 
know from this that I was ill, and look­
ing into that face—which I knew my 
fever formed so hideously—I said:

“Oh, Apache! It would be better 
to die and have done with it.”

“Nonsense, man,” he said. “Non­
sense, man. There are so many things 
that you have to live for,” and he held 
up his left hand, the fingers seeming 
swollen to the size of puddings, and be­
gan counting upon them. “You have 
a lot of duties to perform to mankind 
before you can shuffle off. Shall I 
count some of them for you?” And 
he put his right forefinger to the thumb 
of his left hand and turned to me as 
though to begin; but he thought better 
of it, and then said he:

“I know you have a lot to do before 
you can shuffle off. But if you would 
perform these duties, you must calm 
yourself as best you can.”

“How long have I lain here?” I 
asked suddenly.

“Just since morning,” said he. “A 
mere nothing, man. After another 
sleep you will be better, and then we 
----- ” he paused then.



“We will do what?” I said.
“We will get out of here and away 

home,” he said, and took my hand just 
as a woman might have done, and 
wiped my brow and kept smoothing my 
hair till I slept again.

From this I woke to a sound of 
drumming, as of thousands of patter­
ing feet.

It was the rain on the roof. Rain 
trickled from it in many places, run­
ning down in pools upon the floor. The 
smoke-hole was again covered, the fire 
out, but the door was open, and through 
it I had a glimpse of the hills, stream­
ing with rain and mist.

Apache Kid sat on one of the rough 
stools by the door, looking outward, 
and I cried to him.

He came quick and eager at my cry.
“Better?” he said. “Aha! That’s 

what the rain does. And here’s the 
man that was going to die 1” he rallied 
me. “Here, have a sip of this. It isn’t 
sweet, but it will help you. I’ve been 
rummaging.”

“What is it?” I asked.
“Just a little nip of cognac. They 

had that left, poor devils. It’s a won­
der Canlan----- ” he continued, and
then stopped; doubtless I squirmed at 
the name.

I took over the draft, and he sat 
down on the fir-boughs and talked as 
gaily as ever man talked. All the sub­
stance of his talk.I have forgotten, only 
I remember how he heartened me. It 
was my determination to fight the fever 
and sickness that we had nothing in the 
way of medicines to cure that he was 
trying to awaken. And I must say he 
managed it well.

With surprise I found myself sit­
ting up and smoking a cigarette while 
he sat back nursing a knee, laughing 
on me and saying:

“Smoking a cigarette! A sick man! 
Sitting, up—and inhaling, too—and 
blowing through the nose—a sick man 
■—why, the thing’s absurd !”

I looked and listened and smiled in 
return on him, and some thought came 
to me of what manner of man this was 
who ministered so kindly to me, and
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also of how near death’s door he him­
self had been.

“How are you?” I asked. “Where 
was it you said you had been wounded? 
I fear I was so sick and queer that I 
have forgotten everything but seeing 
you again.”

“I ?” he said. “Oh, I have just pulled 
myself together by sheer will-power. I 
have a hole in my side, filled up with 
resin. But that’s a mere nothing. It’ll 
hold till we get back to civilization 
again, or else be healed by then. Thank 
goodness for our late friend’s shaky 
hand.” And at these words it struck 
me, thinking, I suppose, how narrowly 
Apache had missed death, that Canlan 
might be alive despite his fall.

Apache read the thought before I 
spoke. He nodded his head reassuring­
ly, and said:

“We are safe from him. He will 
trouble us no more. I have seen, to 
make sure.”

“I think I should be ashamed of my­
self,” said I, “for giving in like this.”

“Nonsense,” said he. “You were 
sick enough last night, but you are all 
right now. Could you eat a thin, crisp 
pancake?—I won’t say flap jack. A 
thin, crisp pancake?”

I thought I could, and found that he 
had a few ready against such a return 
to my normal. As I ate, he meditated. 
I could see that, though he spoke gaily 
enough, there was something on his 
mind. He looked at me several times, 
and then at last: “Do you think you 
could stand bad news?” he asked.

I looked up with inquiry.
“It’s a fizzle, this!” he snapped; and 

then he told me that sure enough the 
three original owners of the mine had 
“struck something.” But the ore, ac­
cording to Apache Kid’s opinion of the 
samples lying in the cabin, was of such 
a quality that it would not repay any 
one to work the place.

“Oh,” he said, “if there was a smelter 
at the foot of the mountains, I don’t say 
it wouldn’t repay to rig up a bucket­
tramway and plant; it’s not so very 
poor-looking stuff; but to make a 
wagon-road, or even a pack-road, from 
here, say, to Kettle River Gap or even 



to Baker City and use the ordinary road 
there for the further transportation— 
no, it wouldn’t pay. We might hold 
this claim all our lives and the country 
might never open up this way while we 
lived; and what would we be the better 
for it all ?”

It mattered little to me. My soul 
was sick of it all.

“Of course, that’s the black side,” he 
broke off. “Again this valley might be 
opened up—other prospects put on the 
market, and down there in that valley 
you’d live to see the smoke of a smelter 
smelting the ore of this little place of 
yours.” He paused again. “But I 
doubt it,” he said.

“So it’s a fizzle?” I said half-heart­
edly.

“Yes,” said he. “That is, practically 
a fizzle. As the country is at present it 
doesn’t seem to me very hopeful. But 
of course I am one of those who believe 
in big profits and quick returns. It is 
perhaps scarcely necessary for me to 
tell you of that characteristic of mine, 
however, unless the excitement of your 
recent experience has caused you to for­
get the half-told story I was spinning to 
you when friend Canlan interrupted us. 
Man, how it does rain! And this,” 
said he, looking up, “is only a preamble. 
If I’m not in error, we’re going to have 
a fierce night to-night The storm-king 
is marshaling his forces. He doesn’t 
often do it here, but when he does he 
does it with a vengeance. I think our 
best plan is to get the holes in this roof 
tinkered. I see the gaps round about 
have been blocked up recently. Was 
it you did that?”

I told him that the tinkering was 
Canlan’s doing, to prevent an inroad of 
the rats, should we have slept in the 
place.

“Thanks be unto Canlan,” said he. 
“We'll start on the roof.”

At this task I assisted, standing on 
the wobbly stool and filling up the 
crevices.

It was when thus employed that in a 
cranny near the eaves I saw a piece of 
what looked like gunny-sacking protru­
ding and catching hold of it it came 
away in my hand and there was a great 

scattering to the floor—of yellow rain­
drops, you might have thought; but 
they fell with a dull sound. I looked 
upon them lying there.

“What’s that?” I cried. But indeed 
I guessed what these dirty yellow 
things were.

Apache Kid scooped up a handful 
and gave them but one glance. He was 
excited, I could see; but it was when 
he most felt excitement that this man 
schooled himself the most.

“Francis,” said he, “there is, as many 
great men have written, compensation 
in all things. I think our journey will 
not be such a folly after all.”

“These are gold nuggets?” said I. 
“Our fortunes are----- ” and then I re­
membered that I had already received 
my wages and that none of this was 
mine. “Your fortune is made,” said I, 
correcting myself.

He smiled a queer little smile at my 
words.

“Well,” he said, “if this indicates 
anything, my fortune is made in the 
only way I could ever make a fortune.”

“Indicates?” I said. “How do you 
mean ?”

“Pooh!” said he, turning the little, 
brass-looking peas in his hand. “These 
would hardly be called a fortune. Even 
a bagful of these such as you have un­
earthed don’t run to very much. There 
is more of this sort of stuff in our 
cabin,” said he.

I was a little mystified.
“Search !” he said. “Search ! That 

is enough for the present. If our la­
bors are rewarded, then I will give you 
an outline of the manner and customs 
of the Genus Prospector—a queer, in­
teresting race.”

We thought little now of filling up 
the holes in that cabin. It was more a 
work of dismantling that we began 
upon, I probing all around the eaves, 
Apache Kid picking away with one of 
the miners’ picks, beginning systemat­
ically at one end of the cabin and work­
ing along.

“Here,” I cried, “here is another,” 
for I had come upon just such another 
sack and quickly undid the string.



“Why, what is this?” said I. “What 
are these?”

He took the bag apd examined a 
handful of the contents—the green and 
the blue stones.

“This,” said he, “is another sign of 
the.customs of these men. This was 
Jackson’s little lot, I expect; the man 
the Poorman boys picked up. Jackson 
was a long time in the Gila country.”

“But what are they?” I said.
“Why, turquoise,” replied Apache 

Kid.
“Turquoises in America?” I said.
“Yes,” said he, “and a good Ameri­

can turquoise can easily match your 
Persian variety.”

He went over and sat down upon his 
stool.

“I don’t like this,” said he disgusted­
ly, and I waited his meaning. “Fancy!” 
he cried, and then paused and said: y 
“Fancy? You don’t need to fancy! 
You see it here before you. When I 
say fancy, what I mean is this: Can 
you put yourself, by any effort of im­
agination, into the ego of a man who 
has a fortune in either of his boot-soles, 
a fortune in his belt, a fortune in the 
lining of his old overcoat, and yet goes 
on hunting about in the mountain seek­
ing more wealth, groveling about like a 
mole? Can you get in touch with such 
a man ? Can you discover in your soul 
the possibility of going and doing like­
wise? If you can, then you’re not the 
man I took you for.”

“They didn’t get these turquoises 
here, then ?” I said.

“Oh, no! I don’t suppose that there 
is such a thing as a turquoise in this 
whole territory. Don’t you see, we’ve 
struck these fellows’ bank-accounts? 
Did you ever hear of a prospector put­
ting his whole funds in a bank? Never! 
He’ll trust the bank with enough for a 
rainy day. The only thing that he’ll do 
with his whole funds is to go in for 
some big gamble, such as the Frisco 
Lottery that put thousands of such old 
moles on their beam-ends. In a gam­
ble he’ll stake his all, down to his pack- 
horse. But he doesn’t like the idea of 
putting out his wealth for quiet, circum­
spect, two-a-half per cent, interest.

He’d rather carry it in his boot-soles 
than do that any day.”

Up he got then, and really I must 
leave it to you to decide how much was 
pose, how much was actual in Apache 
Kid, when he said:

“I think we had better continue our 
search, however, not so much for the 
further wealth we may find as to satisfy 
curiosity. It would be interesting to 
know just how much wealth these fel­
lows wouldn’t trust the banks with. Let 
us continue this interesting and in­
structive search.”

For my part, I who heard the ring 
in his voice as he spoke, I think he was 
really greatly excited, and to talk thus 
calmly was just his way.

CHAPTER XXL
REENTER THE SHERIFF OF BAKER CITY.

“Pardon the question,” said Apache 
Kid, looking on me across the hoard, 
he sitting cross-legged upon one side, 
I sprawled upon the other, “but do 
you feel no slightest desire stealing in 
upon you to possess this all for your­
self?”

I started at him in astonishment, so 
serious he was.

“It does not even enter your head to 
regret my return from the dead ?”

“Apache!” I exclaimed.
He chuckled to himself.
“I fear,” said he, “that you are of 

too refined a nature for this hard world. 
I predict that before you come to the 
age of thirty you will be aweary of its 
cruelty—always understanding when I 
say world that I mean the men in the 
world. I have to thank you for not 
suggesting that that was the way in 
which I used the word. It wearies me 
to have the obvious always iterated in 
my ears. So you feel no hankerings to 
see me dead?”

I made no reply, and he chuckled 
again and then looked upon our trove.

We made certain we had found it all 
—the first bag of small nuggets that 
I told you of, the bag of turquoise, two 
more bags of larger nuggets, and three 
separate rolls of dollar and five-dollar 



bills. The bills amounted to a hundred 
and fifty dollars—a mere drop in the 
bucket, as Apache said. It was the two 
bags of larger nuggets and the bag of 
turquoises that were the real “trove,” 
but Apache Kid would not hazard a 
guess of their value. All that he would 
say then, as he weighed them in his 
palm, was: “You are safe, Francis—• 
you need no more run with the pack.” 
I did not at the moment understand his 
use of the word “pack,” but his next 
words explained it.

“The only way,” said he slowly, roll­
ing a cigarette with the last thin dust 
of tobacco that remained in his pouch, 
so that he had to shake it over his 
hand carefully, “the only way that I 
can see to prevent that world-weariness 
coming over you is for you to acquire 
a sufficiency to live upon, a sufficiency ■ 
that shall make it unnecessary for you 
to accept the laws of the pack and rend 
and tear and practise cunning. I think, 
considering such a temperament as 
yours, I should call off with our old 
bargain and strike a new one with you 
—half-shares.”

I heaved a deep sigh. I saw myself 
returning home—and that right speed­
ily—I saw already the blue sea break 
in white foam, the train journey north, 
the clean streets of my own town 
through which I hastened—home.

“Ah, these castles,” eaid Apache Kid, 
after a pause which I suppose was very 
brief, for such thoughts move quickly 
in the mind. “They can all be built 
now.”

Then he leaned forward; and he was 
truly serious as he looked on me.

“But one thing you will do in return,” 
he said, and it was as the sign of an 
agony that I saw on his face. “You 
will do that little bit of business for me 
that I asked you once before?”

He paused, harkening; and I too was 
on the alert. The squelching of a 
horse’s .hoofs was audible without.

“Our pack-pony,” said I; “it has 
come down for shelter, I expect.”

He rose and walked to the door.
“Chuck that stuff under your bed!” 

said he suddenly.
I made haste, with agitated hands, to 

carry out the order, and as I bent to my 
task I heard a voice that seemed fa­
miliar say:

“Apache Kid, I arrest you in the 
name of----- ”

The remainder I lost, for Apache 
Kid’s cheery voice broke in:

“Well, well, sheriff—this is an unex­
pected pleasure! Come in, sir; come 
in; though I fear we can offer but 
slender----- ”

“All right,” I heard the sheriff say. 
“Glad to see you take it so well.” And 
with a heavy tramp entered the sheriff 
of Baker City booted and spurred and 
the rain running in a cascade from his 
hat, the brim of which was turned down 
all around.

“Donoghue,” he said, “Larry Dono­
ghue, I arrest you in—say; where’s 
Donoghue, and what are you doin’ 
here, you, sir?”

This latter was, of course, to me.
“Donoghue you can never get now,” 

said Apache Kid. “He will be saved 
the trouble of putting up a defense. But 
won’t you bring in your men?”

“Is that your hoss along there on 
the hill under that big tree?” said the 
sheriff.

“That,” said Apache Kid, “was Can­
lan’s horse, I believe.”

The sheriff hummed to himself.
“So,” he said quietly, “just so. There 

ain’t any chance o’ Canlan dropping in 
here, is there?”

“None whatever,” said Apache Kid 
calmly.

“So,” said the sheriff. “Well, I guess 
them pinto broncs of ours can do very 
well under that tree. That bronc of 
Canlan’s seemed some lonesome. 
Seemed kind o’ chirped up to see 
others o’ his species. They’ll do very 
well there till we get dried a bit.”

He looked again at me and shook 
his head mournfully.

“You look kind of sick,” he said, 
“but it’s all right. Don’t worry. You’ll 
only be in as a witness.”

“Witness for what?” I asked.
“Murder of Mr. Pinkerton, proprie­

tor of the Half-way House to Camp 
Kettle.”

Apache interrupted:



“Do you happen to have such a thing 
as quinin about you, sheriff?”

“Sure,” said the sheriff; “always 
carry it in the hills.”

“Give my friend a capsule,” he said, 
“and defer all this talk.”

“Murder of Mr. Pinkerton !” I cried; 
but just then the sheriff stooped and 
lifted a slip of paper from the floor.

“Literature!” he said. “Keepsake 
poem or what?”

Then I noticed his firm, kindly eye­
brows lift. He turned to Apache Kid.

“This,” he said, “seems to have 
fallen out your press-cuttin’ book. I 
see in a paper the other day where they 
supply press-cuttin’s to piano-wallopers 
and barnstormers and what not. You 
should try one o’ them. I disremem- 
ber the fee; but it wasn’t nothing very 
deadly.”

Then I knew what the cutting was 
that he had come into possession of. 
It was the cutting Larry Donoghue 
had shown me in his childish, ignorant 
pride, the account of the “hold-up” by 
“the twosome gang.” I must have 
thrust it absently into my pocket, hard­
ly knowing what I was doing, when 
Canlan’s shot interrupted the unusual 
conversation of that terrible camp.

The sheriff hummed over it.
“Kind o’ lurid, this,” he said; and 

at that comment Apache Kid’s face be­
came radiant in a flash.

“Sir,” he said, “I am charmed to 
know you. You are a man of taste. I 
always objected to the way these things 
are recounted.”

The sheriff rolled his bright eye on 
Apache, misunderstanding his pleasure 
which, though it sounded something ex­
aggerated, was assuredly genuine 
enough.

“I guess the way it’s told don’t alter 
the fact that in the main it’s true. It 
would mean a term of years, you 
know.”

For the first time in my knowledge 
of him Apache Kid’s face showed that 
he had been hit. He gave a frown, 
and said:

“Yes, that’s the ugly side of it; that’s 
the reality. It must be an adventur­
ous sort of life, the life portrayed in 

that cutting. I fancy that it is the ad­
venturing, and not the money-getting, 
that lures any one into it, and a man 
who loves adventure would naturally 
resent a prison-cell.”

The sheriff, with lowered head and 
blank eyes, gazed from under his brows 
on Apache Kid.

“I guess it’s sheer laziness, sir,” said 
he, “and the man who likes that way 
of living, and follows it up, is liable to 
stretch hemp!”

“That would be better, I should 
fancy, than the prison-cell,” said 
Apache Kid. “The fellows told about 
there would prefer that, I should 
think.”

The sheriff made no answer, but 
turned to the door and bade his men 
unharness the pintos and come in.

“You there, Slim,” said he to one 
of the two; “you take possession o’ 
them firearms laying there. But you 
can let the gentlemen have their belts.”

Apache Kid was already kindling the 
fire. The rain had taken off a little, 
and before sunset there was light, a 
watery light on the wet wilderness. So 
the hatch was flung off and supper was 
cooked for all. The sheriff and these 
two men of his—one an Indian tracker, 
the other Slim, a long-nosed fellow with 
steely glints in his eyes and jaws 
working on a quid of tobacco when 
they were not chewing the flapjack— 
made themselves at home at once. And 
it astounded me, after the first few 
words were over, to find how the talk 
arose on all manner of subjects—horses, 
brands, trails, the relative uses and 
value of rifles, bears and their moody, 
uncertain habits, wildcats and their 
ways. Even the Paris Exposition, 
somehow or other, was mentioned, I 
remember, and the long-nosed, sheriff’s 
man looked at Apache Kid.

“I think I seen you there,” said he.
“Likely enough,” said Apache Kid, 

unconcernedly.
“What was you blowing in that 

trip ?” asked the long-nosed fellow, 
with what to me seemed distinctly ad­
miration in his manner.

Apache looked from him to the 
sheriff. They seemed all to understand 



one another very well, and a cynical 
and half-kindly smile went round. The 
Indian, too, I noticed—though he very 
probably had only a hazy idea of the 
talk—looked long and frequently at 
Apache Kid—with something of the 
gaze that a very intelligent dog bestows 
on a venerated master—his intuition 
serving him where his knowledge of 
English and of white men’s affairs was 
lacking.

They talked, also, about the ore that 
had gathered us all together there, and 
Apache Kid showed the sheriff a sam­
ple of it, and listened to his opinion, 
which ratified his own.

On the sheriff's handing back the 
sample to Apache Kid the latter held 
it out to the assistant with the bow and 
inclination that you see in drawing­
rooms at home when a photograph or 
some curio is being examined.

There was a quiet courtesy among 
these men that reminded me of what 
Apache Kid had said regarding Car­
lyle’s remark on the manners of the 
backwoods. And it was very droll to 
note it: Apache in his shirt and belt, 
and the long-nose—I never heard him 
called but by his sobriquet of Slim—- 
opposite him, cross-legged, with his hat 
on the back of his head and his chin 
in the palm of his hand, the elbow in 
his lap, at the side of which stuck out 
the butt of his Colt, the holster-flap 
hanging open.

“I know nothing about mineral,” said 
Slim, in his drawl. “I’m from the 
plains.”

Apache Kid handed the ore over to 
the Indian, who took it dumbly, and 
turned it over, but with heedless eyes; 
and he presently laid it down beside 
him, and then sat quiet again, looking 
on and listening. Never a word he 
said except when, each time he finished 
a cigarette and threw the end into the 
fire, the sheriff with a glance would 
throw him his pouch and cigarette-pa­
per. The dusky fingers would roll the 
cigarette, the thin lips would gingerly 
wet it, and then the pouch was handed 
back with the papers sticking in it, the 
sheriff holding out a hand, without 
looking, to receive it. And on each of 

these occasions—about a dozen in the 
course of an hour—the Indian opened 
his lips and grunted, “Thank.”

Then the conversation dwindled, and 
the sheriff voiced a desire “to see 
down that there hole myself.”

The Indian had risen and gone out a 
little before this, and just as the sheriff 
rose he appeared at the door again, 
and looking in he remarked:

“Bad night come along down,” and 
he pointed to the sky.

“Oh!’ said the sheriff, “bad night?”
“ ’Es, a bad mountain dis,” said the 

Indian.*  “No good come here.”
“You wouldn’t come here yourself, 

eh?” said the sheriff, smiling, but you 
could see he was not the man to ignore 
any word he heard. He was wont to 
listen to everything and weigh all that 
he heard in his mind, and take what 
he thought fit from what he heard, like 
one winnowing a harvest.

“No, no!” said the Indian emphat­
ically. “I think—a no good stop-over 

.here. Only a damn fool white man. 
White man no care. A heap a bad 
mountain,” he ended solemnly.

“Devils?” inquired the sheriff. “Bad 
spirits maybe?” and he looked as seri­
ous as though he believed in all manner 
of evil spirits himself.

The Indian seemed almost bashful 
now.

“Oh! I dono devil,” he said, and then 
after thinking he decided to acknowl­
edge his belief. “Ees,” he said, and he 
looked more shy than ever, “maybe 
bad spirit—you laugh. Bad mountain, 
all same, devil o’ no devil.”

“And what’s like wrong with the 
mountain ?”

“He go away some day.”
“Mud-slide, eh ?” asked Apache Kid.
The Indian nodded.
“Oh! Heap big mud-slide,” he said.

“You come a look.”
We all trooped on his heels, and then 

he led us to the gable of the shanty and 
pointed up to the summit.

“God preserve us,” said Slim.
“Alle same crack,” said the Indian. 

“Too much dry. Gumbo all right; 
vely bad for stick when rain come; he 
hold together in dry; keep wet long



time—all same chewing-gum,” he added 
with brilliancy.

“But this ain’t like chewin’-gutn, 
heh?” said the sheriff, following the 
drift of the Indian’s pidgin-English.

“Nosiree,” said the Indian, “no hold 
together, come away plop, thick.”

“It’s a dumed fine picture he’s draw­
in’,” said Slim. “I can kind o’ see it, 
though. ‘Plop,’ he says. I can kind 
o’ hear that plop.”

Along the hill above us, sure enough, 
we could see a long gash running a 
great part of the hill near the summit, 
in the black frontage of it.

“Well,” said the sheriff, “I shouldn’t 
like to be under a mud-slide. But you’d 
think that them two ribs here would 
hold the face o’ this hill together, 
wouldn’t you?”

He looked up at the sky; sunset 
seemed a thought quicker than usual, 
and there were great, heavy clouds 
crawling up again, as last night, from 
behind the mountains.

Apache Kid had said not a word so 
far, but now he spoke.

“I’ve seen a few mud-slides in my 
time, sheriff,” he said; “but this one 
would be a colossal affair. Might I 
ask you a question before I offer ad­
vice?”

“Sure,” said the sheriff wonderingly.
“Is it only the charge of murdering 

Mr. Pinkerton that you want me for, 
or would you try to make a further 
name for your smartness by using that 
clue you got about the twosome gang 
—not to put too fine a point upon it?”

You would have thought the sheriff 
had a real liking for Apache Kid the 
way he looked at him then.

He took the cutting from his sleeve, 
and tore it up and trampled it into the 
wet earth.

“I guess the hangin’ will do you, 
without anything else,” said he; from 
which, of course, one could not exactly 
gage his inmost thoughts. But sheriffs 
study that art. They learn to be ever 
genial, without ever permitting the fa­
miliarity that breeds contempt—genial 
and stern.

“In that case,” said Apache Kid, “I 
would suggest leaving this cabin right 

away. I want to clear myself of that 
charge; and if that crack widened dur­
ing the night, I might never be able to 
do that.”

CHAPTER XXII.
THE MUD-SLIDE.

From our scrutiny of the mountain 
above us the sheriff turned aside.

“If we have to leave here, I reckon 
I just have a look at that hole o’ theirs 
and see what like it is to my mind,” 
said he, “with all due respect to your 
judgment, sir”—this to Apache Kid— 
“and out of a kind o’ curiosity.”

He bade the Indian go with him to 
tend the windlass and Apache Kid and 
I returned to the cabin, Slim follow­
ing ostentatiously at our heels, and re­
maining at the door watching the 
sheriff.

I plucked my friend by the sleeve. 
This was the first opportunity we had 
had for private speech since the 
sheriff’s arrival.

“Apache,” I said, “what is the mean­
ing of this arrest? Is it the half-breed 
that came with Mr. Pinkerton who 
has garbled the tale of his death for 
some reason?”

He shook his head.
“No,” said he, “not the half-breed. 

I’ll wager it is some of Farrell’s gang 
that are at the bottom of it.”

“But they,” I began, “they were 
all----- ” and I stopped on the word.

“Wiped out?” he said. “True; but 
you forget Pete, the timid villain.”

“But he,” I said, “he was away long 
before that affair of poor Mr. Pinker­
ton.”

“Yes, but doubtless the Indian made 
up on him, and whether they talked or 
not Pete could draw his conclusions. 
And a man like Pete, one of your 
coyote order of bad men, would just sit 
down and plot and plan----- ”

“But even then,” I said, “they can’t 
prove a thing that never occurred; they 
can’t prove that you did what you never 
did.”

He looked at me with lenient, side- 
wise eyes, not turning his head, and 
then pursed his lips and gazed before 



him again at the door, where Slim’s 
long back loomed against the storm- 
darkened sky.

“All this,” said he, “is guesswork, 
of course; for the sheriff is reticent and 
so am I. But as for proving, I dare say 
Pete could get a crony or two together 
to swear they saw me. Oh! But let 
this drop,” he broke out. “If there’s 
anything that makes me sick now, it’s 
building up fabrications. Let us look 
on the bright side. Gather together 
your belongings and thank Providence 
for sending us the convoy of the sheriff 
to see us safely back to civilization with 
our loot.”

“You’re a brave man,” I said. But 
he did not seem to hear.

“What vexes me,” said he, “is to 
think that Miss Pinkerton may have 
heard this yarn and placed credence in 
it.”

The entrance of the sheriff, with a 
serious face, put an end to the conver­
sation then.

“Well,” said Apache Kid, “what do 
you think?”

“I think this is a denied peculiar 
mountain,” said the sheriff, “and I 
reckon you boys had better pack your 
truck. That hole’s full.”

“Water?” said Apache Kid.
“No,” said the sheriff; “full of 

mountain. You can see the upward 
side of it jest sliding down bodily in 
the hole, props and all. They must ha’ 
had some difeeculty in it, the way they 
had it wedged. You noticed?”

“Yes.”
“Well, it’s just closed up now, plumb. 

Went together with a suck, like this 
yere,” and he imitated it with his 
mouth. “Reckon we better get ready 
to pull out, if needs be. What in thun­
der----- ” he broke off.

Apache Kid, Slim, and the sheriff 
looked at each other. You should have 
heard the sound. It was like the sound 
of one tearing through a web of cloth— 
a giant tearing a giant’s web and it of 
silk.

“The horses!” the sheriff cried; but 
the Indian had already gone. “How 
about yours, young feller?”

I made for the door to follow the In­
dian and catch the horses, out onto the 
hillside—and saw only half the valley. 
The other half was hid behind the wall 
of rain that bore down on us.

The Indian was ahead of me, scud­
ding along to where the lone pine 
stood; but the terrified horses saw us 
coming and ran to meet us, quivering 
and sweating.

Then the rain smote us and knocked 
the breath clean out of me. I had 
heard of such onslaughts but had hard­
ly credited those who told of them. I 
might have asked pardon then for my 
unbelief. I was sent flying on the hill­
side and was like a cloth drawn 
through water before I could get to my 
feet again. The Indian was scarcely 
visible, nor his three horses. I saw 
him prone one moment, and again I 
saw him trying to hold them together 
as he—how shall I describe it ?—lay 
aslant upon the gale. I succeeded in 
quieting my beast, and then turned and 
signed to him that I would lead one of 
his beasts also, for when I opened my 
mouth to speak, he being windward of 
me, the gust of the gale blew clean into 
my lungs so that I had to whirl about 
and with lowered head gasp out the 
breath and steady myself. But he 
signed to me to go, and nodded his head 
in reassurance, though when he cried 
to me it went past my ear in an incom­
prehensible yell.

TO BE CONCLUDED.



The Fleet With Salt On Its Tail
By Randolph Marshall

The American people have followed with interest and pride the round- 
the-world voyage of their great battle-ship fleet, ready for fight or frolic. 
There are both fight and frolic tn this very out-of-the-ordinary naval 
story. The central idea is the development of a seriously considered tactical 
problem recently advanced by a noted officer of the United States navy

HAT I was a participant 
in the crushing deep- 
sea joke that paralyzed 
a world-power and left 
six continents in a state 
of laughing nervous 
hysteria I owe to a fact 
which I count as a 

source of worthy self-satisfaction—my 
friendship with John E. Odds, now full 
admiral, U. S. N., whose master mind 
ordered those stupendous events which 
rearranged the precedence of nations 
at the cost of a summer cruise. These 
personal experiences of the brief cam­
paign I write as the preliminary to the 
pretentious record which, prepared with 
technical assistance, shall be my justi­
fication for my extraordinary privilege. 

War, the result of German aggres­
sion in the Far East, had been the 
theme of the daily press for weeks, 
when one evening I availed myself of 
opportunity and called on my friend 
the admiral on his flag-ship the Dela­
ware in the Upper Bay. We talked of 
men and women and war and in due 
course of time he took occasion to turn 
a deft compliment on my catling.

“My boy,” remarked the amiable ad­
miral, “there is no rule that can be 
drafted to insure the permanent enjoy­
ment of health, wealth or love, but 
when glory lies within a man’s grasp 
and he fails to hold it, the fault is his 
own, for the answer lies in a press­
agent.”

I bowed in modest depreciation. That 
I owned to some small skill in the line 

of endeavor so handsomely commended 
by the admiral it would be useless for 
me to deny.

“That little affair of the pearl-dust 
complexion-poultice,” I murmured.

“Masterly, masterly,” assented the 
admiral, with enthusiasm. “It was on 
a par, in a divergent line, with my little 
affair at Bombomgita—you recall the 
incident—which caused me to be tagged 
with that popular and endearing but 
abominable title, ‘Eat-’em-up-Jack.’ ” 
And the admiral, eying me shrewdly, 
pressed his lips in a grim smile.

I was so far from falling in with his 
humor that fatuously I maintained the 
attitude which had provoked his quiet 
amusement.

“The matter of the pearl dust----- ” I
began, when to my mind the admiral 
showed rather less than his usual kind­
ly consideration by interrupting me 
with a trifling show of impatience.

“I know all that,” he began. “That 
and the dyed dog and the other things 
by which you conferred all the fame that 
she could absorb on Mrs. Michael 
Dromedary, the eminent emotional ac­
tress. But that work was beneath your 
talents. When I consider what you 
have done for these mimic heroes of 
the stage, it convinces me that you are 
the man to attend to a real—a national 
hero in the making.”

Knowing the admiral’s trick of con­
cealing, on occasion, his real thoughts 
by masking them with a jest, I glanced 
up and saw that while his cheeks were 
drawn to simulate a smile, there were 



no answering wrinkles in the corners 
of his eyes. I held my peace, and 
waited.

“Within two months,” he continued, 
“we shall have a declaration of war 
from his impetuous majesty. I shall 
command a fleet. I propose to win the 
most amazing victory in the annals of 
warfare. Am I to trust my fame to 
the perfunctory report prescribed by 
tradition, to be supplemented perhaps 
years afterward by a dreary autobi­
ography that no one will read? Hardly. 
I can’t take with me only one reporter, 
for that would put every paper except 
his in a frame of mind to picture me as 
a colossal sea fraud. If I loaded the 
fleet with reporters from every paper, 
each one would ascribe to me a differ­
ent speech at the critical moment, 
thereby amusing my contemporaries 
and confusing what would otherwise 
be an admiring posterity.”

The admiral by this time was smiling 
broadly, partly at his own grandiose 
burlesque and partly at what he took 
to be my bewilderment. With me there 
was no responsive evidence of merri­
ment. I had gone a step ahead and 
was grasping at his idea.

“My plan,” continued the admiral 
confidentially, “is to entrust to your 
skilled hand the embalming of my fame, 
and as you perpetuate that, so shall you 
have the proportionate distinction of the 
historian.”

“To my skilled hand?” I inquired 
with amazement. “Why, my dear ad­
miral, my knowledge of war is con­
fined to repelling the occasional sallies 
of an offensive landlord or an impossi­
ble gas-collector.”

“Just so,” said the admiral with a 
quizzical air. “I want no technical, ana­
lytical exposition of a feat whose beau­
tiful simplicity would be clouded by 
such a method of treatment. What I 
want will be a plain recital of facts, 
tempered with imagination. The occa­
sion will inspire you to the creation of 
historic phrases, the value of which is 
known to none better than to yourself. 
It is plain to me that you are the man I 
need. You can enlist, and as a yeo­
man will be aboard this vessel on the 

great occasion. You shall witness the 
capture of a fleet,” he cried with rising 
enthusiasm.

“But I never have heard a shot fired 
in anger. The thing would appal me, 
and I should be useless,” I protested.

“You will hear few shots fired in an­
ger or otherwise,” chuckled the ad­
miral.

“How do you propose to destroy the 
other fleet?” I demanded.

“I don’t propose to destroy it. I pro­
pose to capture it—by putting salt on its 
tail.”

And so it came about that two weeks 
later I was aboard the flag-ship in a 
uniform of blue, an untouched account­
book before me and a pen behind my 
ear. To the world I was a yeoman; ~to 
the admiral and to myself I was the 
historian-to-be of the capture of a 
mighty fleet by the process of “putting 
salt on its tail.”

As all the world knows, the ships of 
his impetuous majesty’s navy sailed 
from Kiel on April 3. Fifteen battle­
ships with trial-speed records that on 
paper guaranteed a fleet movement of 
more than seventeen knots, accom­
panied by a single scout ship and four­
teen imposing colliers, steamed from the 
base under sealed orders. Amid the 
roar of guns and the shrieks of whistles 
his majesty uttered the historic words 
that were to be linked inseparably with 
the occasion, but in the tumult they 
were indistinguishable.

Meanwhile I had long been an inter­
ested witness of the ceaseless, calm ac­
tivity that was putting our fleet in con­
dition to execute the admiral’s plan, of 
which at that time I had not the vaguest 
knowledge. I knew that his sixteen 
battle-ships were regarded, on the 
whole, as being nearly the equal of 
those of the enemy, for what was 
lacked in weight of defensive armor we 
made up in greater speed and an un­
bounded faith in our personnel. When 
the enemy’s start was made, our fleet 
had been ready for six days to slip its 
leash the moment sailing-orders were 
received. The general understanding 
among the officers and men was that the 



ships of his impetuous majesty designed 
to take a southern course, seize one of 
our insular ports, and there establish 
a temporary base for coaling, prepara­
tory to the decisive engagement that 
was planned to cripple our sea-power.

Our speedy scouts swarmed in mid­
Atlantic, ready to sound the alarm with 
the musketry-rattle of the wireless­
telegraph. Nothing was to be expected 
from them for several days, however, 
and meanwhile we read with absorbed 
interest the newspaper reports of the 
leisurely progress of the enemy down 
the North Sea, through the Channel, 
and out into the North Atlantic. That 
last piece of information came in the 
late editions of the afternoon papers, 
and with it arrived the long-awaited 
word that cut us free for the morrow— 
free to seek the enemy.

There was work done that night, 
however, and from the talk of the vet­
eran bluejackets concerned I judged 
that it was of a most astonishing char­
acter. With the fall of night a swarm 
of lighters put out from the Staten Is­
land shore, some laden deep with bags 
of hand-picked coal, and others empty. 
They ranged alongside every vessel in 
the fleet, the coal-carriers discharging 
their cargoes into the battle-ships, and 
the other lighters receiving from the 
depths of the war-craft ‘a corresponding 
amount of ammunition and supplies. As 
the understanding throughout the fleet 
had been that we were in perfect battle­
trim before this proceeding, the whole 
affair gave rise to an immense amount 
of speculation among the fo’c’stle 
strategy boards.

Almost with the dawn came our tide, 
and with the tide we started, the Dela- 
zvare in the lead. Of the roaring mul­
titudes that gave us Godspeed I was not 
then nor am I now concerned. The 
fleets of little boats that followed us 
vainly seeking to judge our destination 
from our early course, soon were 
driven back by the bark of a six-pound- 
er. The shores of New Jersey and 
Long Island dropped far behind, and 
we were at last untrammeled on our 
mission to make history. Far, far be­
hind stretched the snaky column of the 

mighty fleet. As I watched it, its gen­
eral direction began to change. The 
flag-ship’s altering course threw her 
consorts into an arc-formation.

The sailors watched the maneuver 
with eyes practised to draw informa­
tion from the nod of an admiral, the 
drink of a lieutenant or the turn of the 
helmsman’s hand on the wheel. Our 
course had been a little east of south, 
and would have carried the fleet in the 
direction of the locality favored in the 
popular guessing as the probable scene 
of the conflict. With every nerve 
stretched these brawny pawns sought a 
clue to the opening move decided on by 
the master mind in this game of world­
chess. Slowly the long line behind 
straightened out. The course was fixed. 
In close knots the men murmured 
among themselves. Finally one hoarse 
voice whispered above the others:

“By the great North American word, 
we’re bound straight for Gibraltar.”

This bit of information meant noth­
ing to me, nor, in fact, did it to the 
others. On all the fleet more than sev­
enteen thousand men were racking their 
brains to figure out the significance of 
the move, but I was content to await 
the explanation which I was sure soon 
would be coming to me from the ad­
miral. So I returned to my desk and 
was in a fair way to win a summary 
derating from my immediate superior 
because of my inability to add a column 
of figures, when I received an order to 
report to the officer of *the  deck. He 
regarded me curiously as I made a halt­
ing salute. His eyes, roying over me 
from head to feet, seemed to find less 
cause for satisfaction the farther they 
went. I realized that a man who for 
some years has indulged his disinclina­
tion for athletics and his preference for 
late suppers is not likely to present the 
ideal figure of a trim man-o’-war’s man, 
but I saw no occasion for such a pain­
ful scrutiny. The lieutenant sighed.

“Here, Cassidy,” he called to a boat­
swain’s mate, “make this man look 
something like a sailor.”

So Cassidy went to work. He began 
at my hat, which he jerked to a dif­
ferent angle, and then went regularly 



down my absurd attire, tucking in, pull­
ing out and otherwise readjusting me 
to the satisfaction of the officer. One 
thing I learned, and that was that the 
ingenious cors’et-lacing affair in the 
back of the trousers was designed to 
obviate the necessity for suspenders, 
the lack of which was beginning to be 
to me a grievous source of worry. Cas­
sidy finished his job, grinned, saluted 
and was dismissed. Then the lieuten­
ant turned to me.

“You are a little more presentable 
now,” he said. “You can go to the ad­
miral’s cabin. He wants to see you. 
Though,” with an uncomplimentary ges­
ture, “God knows why.”

I took solace for all this in the secret 
knowledge of my friendship with the 
admiral, and started for his cabin with 
as much of an air of dignity as a man 
can assume while walking in a pair of 
cones. I was admitted to the presence 
of the commander-in-chief without par­
ley. As I stood at attention, he dis­
missed his secretary and, with an air 
of embarrassment, invited me to be 
seated. I saw at once that his restraint 
was due to the fact that my position 
was anomalous. When he had con­
cocted our little subterfuge, he had not 
calculated on the prospect of having to 
deal on intimate terms with an enlisted 
man in uniform. The situation thus 
created was not pleasant to me, and I 
determined to relieve it by taking refuge 
in my assumed character. So I saluted 
again, and remained standing.

“Sit down; sit down,” the admiral in­
sisted, repenting of his momentary 
thought. “We can play a play and be 
in earnest, too. It is time now that I 
should give you an outline of the game 
that we are to carry out. Open that 
drawer and help yourself to a cigar 
from the big box. Then listen to me, 
for what I am about to tell you con­
tains the key to the things that you 
shall witness, if all goes well, and I 
may not be able to meet you again for 
further prompting.”

The admiral also lighted a cigar, but 
in the absorbed attention that we gave 
to the subject, we both stopped smo­
king, and later when I carried my cigar 

back to quarters its evident quality 
aroused some speculation among my 
shipmates as to my source of tobacco 
supply.

“My fleet, as you know,” began the 
admiral, “consists of sixteen battle­
ships and three colliers, which latter 
need not enter into your calculations, 
for I shall lose them in mid-ocean, pick 
them up again at unimportant intervals 
and finally call them up by wireless 
when I want them. The enemy’s fleet 
consists of fifteen battle-ships, a scout 
ship and fourteen colliers, which they 
must keep by them at all hazards, for 
they have to cross the ocean, seize a 
base, recoal and then begin their seri­
ous demonstration. I do not propose 
to let them carry out that plan or any 
part of it.” And the admiral chuckled.

“The enemy’s fleet, with its paper 
record of more than seventeen knots, 
cannot, in its present form, make more 
than sixteen. To develop that speed 
would of course involve casting off its 
colliers. My fleet, put to its best per­
formance to-day can make eighteen. 
That gives us an approximate advan­
tage of two knots an hour, or twenty- 
four knots in a day of twelve hours. I 
propose to meet the enemy on that spot 
in the Atlantic which gives us the great­
est amount of sea-room—that is, about 
midway between the Azores and Ber­
muda. When Admiral Von Kirsch 
comes up with us, he will find, not an 
active enemy, but an escort. We shall 
be ready for battle, but avoiding battle. 
When we have accompanied him as far 
in one direction as we think desirable, 
we shall turn him around, willy-nilly, 
and make him go in another direction, 
and we shall continue that process until 
the heroic enemy is without strength, 
that is, without coal, and he will lie 
helpless on this ocean, waiting to be 
towed into harbor.

“My dependence in executing this 
plan rests on two things—more speed 
and more coal. Before the enemy comes 
in sight of this fleet it will have gone 
about twice the distance that we plan 
to travel. That will have depleted its 
coal supply, leaving to us all the advan­
tage in that respect that comes from
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our original overstocking and the econ­
omy made possible by our leisurely 
progress.

“When we come in sight of the 
enemy, they will of course believe that 
we have sought them out to engage at 
once, despite the unprecedented course 
of seeking a modern naval conflict in 
mid-ocean. When they line up, we too 
will line up; but there will be no fight.

“That, I think, is all I need to tell 
you. What follows will explain itself 
as the action unfolds before you. I 
have no wish to blunt the keen edge of 
your appreciation of a masterpiece. And 
above all, do not fail to get busy with 
historic phrases.”

With this final pleasantry the admiral 
gave my arm a friendly squeeze, and 
so I was dismissed, a little more puz­
zled than before. My mind reverted to 
his final jocular injunction, and when I 
considered all that he had told me in 
our several conversations, I confessed 
myself unable to pick out a ground-plan 
for the building up of any utterance 
likely to inspire posterity. It was ob­
vious that “A little more speed, Cap­
tain Blank,” or “Damn the coal-bunk­
ers, Lieutenant Dash,” or “Heave the 
salt on their tails, Commander Stars,” 
were hopelessly commonplace. But all 
the admiral had suggested pertained to 
speed, coal and salt.

At intervals the wireless was work­
ing on the flag-ship, even from the very 
start, but on the morning of the third 
day out the apparatus rattled away un­
ceasingly. Though we were all trim 
and ready for emergency, some final 
touches were put upon the ship that in­
dicated to the men of experience that 
the time of trouble was upon us. Evi­
dently the scout ships were doing their 
work well. Hands were rubbed in the 
repressed excitement, and brows were 
furrowed by the intentness of the scru­
tiny that the men along the rail de­
voted to the- horizon.

About ten o’clock in the forenoon 
there came what was to me an unintel­
ligible cry from one of the tops, but 
every one else knew its significance and 
made a rush for the starboard quarter. 
For what seemed to me like ten min­

utes there was silence among the few 
men allowed to remain on the rail, 
though the officers were busy enough, in 
all conscience. Then came whisperings 
and pointings, but strain my eyes as I 
would, I saw nothing. Finally I caught 
the faint trace of a smudge on the hori­
zon, and knew that we were in the 
presence of the fleet of his impetuous 
majesty, bound southwest, and steam­
ing at a good rate.

About the time of my observation of 
the enemy, our course was shifted 
slightly to bring him on the port quar­
ter, and we made as though to cross 
his path at right angles. To this there 
was an immediate response, for Ad­
miral Von Kirsch, seeing in this a men­
ace, by a magnificent sweep threw his 
line in a parallel column, ready for the 
opening of hostilities.

At this period, marking the begin­
ning of what were to seem an endless 
series of maneuvers, the fleets were a 
little more than four miles apart, with 
the enemy to the northeast. Almost 
at the instant that Von Kirsch changed 
his course, the flags fluttered from the 
top of our flag-ship’s signal-mast, and 
the American fleet turned around in its 
tracks, as it were, heading west, a little 
by north. This brought us parallel to 
and a little in advance of the enemy’s 
line of battle. “We’re going to throw 
the sun in their eyes,” said Simpkins, 
a gun-pointer to whom I applied for in­
formation as to the significance of this 
movement.

“Why?” I inquired further.
Simpkins regarded me with an air of 

impersonal curiosity such as an ento­
mologist might display on being con­
fronted by a bug with conversational 
powers.

“When I was with Dewey at Ma- 
nil----- ” he began, but broke off with a
snort of disgust. “And they let the like 
of this take up a man’s room aboard 
ship when there’s work to be done. But 
listen. Lest you should disgrace the 
navy some day by asking that question 
in the hearing of a landsman, I’ll tell 
you. Let down one of your long ears, 
and don’t bray until I get through.



“Those ships that you see over there 
are more than seven thousand yards, 
or four miles, away. When Eat-’em- 
up-Jack wants to begin his meal, we’ll 
go up to w’ithin about six thousand 
yards, and then, sonny, hunt cover, for 
the noise I’m going to help make might 
make you think that a fight was going 
on. Now, if we have the sun in our 
eyes, it will cut our hits down almost 
fifty per cent., but if we steam fast 
enough to keep the sun in their eyes, 
the pumpernickle gunners on those 
ships will think they are alone on the 
boundless deep, so- far as a chance of 
hitting us is concerned.”

With this bit of tactical information 
I was of necessity content, at least for 
the time being. The fleets maintained 
their same relative positions, although 
Admiral Von Kirsch evidently was 
drawing heavily on his coal supply in 
a vain effort to block the maneuver, the 
purpose of which he of course realized. 
The colliers of both fleets had speedily 
been lost to view. As the sun passed 
the meridian, throwing its baffling 
gleams past us and into his men’s eyes, 
Van Kirsch sought to draw off a little, 
as though to study out a plan to over­
come the advantage that lay in our su­
perior speed.

But Admiral Odds had no idea of al­
lowing the enemy to stretch his leash. 
The fleets moved like the parts of par­
allel rulers, always that disconcerting 
distance of seven thousand yards being 
maintained—just a little too far for the 
work of properly exchanging imper­
sonal death and destruction. From the 
ranks of the fo’c’stle strategy board 
there began to come murmurs.

“Throwing away the advantage,” 
was the bitter growl of the men. “We 
could ’a’ finished ’em in two hours. 
When sailors was sailors they took 
what the good Lord sent ’em and used 
it to lick the other feller.”

At thus hearing my admiral traduced, 
I burned with a desire to set him right, 
but even had I been at liberty to speak, 
I fear that I should have been unable 
to convey any justifying sense of his 
higher strategy. So I kept my own 
counsel and settled down to watch what

I feared would be a wearying piece of 
business.

The afternoon passed, and with the 
dazzling sunset came revival of hopes 
among the men that the actual business 
of war had been delayed only until this 
propitious moment. But the sun sank 
and the search-lights began to blaze, 
and there was no change, except that we 
sheered up a little toward the enemy 
and settled down to a slow movement 
in the direction of nowhere. With the 
fall of darkness, the fleets had reduced 
speed.

Except that we were cleared for ac­
tion, there was no change noticeable to 
me in the conduct of the men aboard 
the flag-ship. The watch below was kept 
as usual that night, and the petty offi­
cers saw to it that the men had the op­
portunity, at least, for their usual al­
lowance of sleep. For my part, relying 
on my admiral’s assurance, I had an 
undisturbed repose.

With the dawn, however, I was look­
ing eagerly over the side of the ship to 
get a view of the enemy, and into my 
eyes was cast the glare of the rising 
sun, a condition that troubled me not 
a little, for what if Admiral Von Kirsch 
should in some way force us to engage 
now ?

As if in answer to my misgivings, a 
signal was ipm up, the engines of the 
flag-ship began to send a keener tremor 
through the mighty vessel, and from 
all the funnels of the fleet poured bil­
lows of black smoke. There was an 
immediate response from the ships of 
his impetuous majesty, and “full speed 
ahead” was the order of the day. The 
enemy tried to close in on us, to take 
advantage of our altered situation re­
garding the sun, but we moved off a 
point or two likewise, and continued to 
use our superior speed to such good 
effect that at the end of three hours our 
leading battle-ship, obeying an order 
from the flag-ship, then at the rear of 
the line, began to lead the way across 
the bows of the vessel that headed the 
opposing armament. While I was spec­
ulating whether my admiral was not go­
ing to betray my trust and engage in 
a pitched battle, I heard my name 



called, and turned around to salute the 
lieutenant who had previously superin­
tended my first shipshape toilet.

“By direction,” he began vaguely, 
“I am to supply you with these glasses 
and to fill up*  a part of your mental 
abyss. We are at present engaged in 
capping, or T-ing, the enemy’s fleet. 
The enemy, as you may soon observe, 
will find himself the upright to our 
crosspiece, and in a serious predicament 
should he persist in that foolish course, 
for all our ships, should they so desire 
will be in a position to hammer his fore­
most vessels, while his rear vessels will 
be practically out of the action, to be 
attended to later. Then, too, if we be­
gin unloosing torpedoes they can’t help 
hitting something if they merely travel 
far enough. The alternative is for the 
enemy to turn in another direction, 
again present its formation in a col­
umn parallel to our own, and then,” 
he added explosively, his mystified tem­
per getting the better of his self-con­
trol, “begin all this damned rigmarole 
over again.”

Even as he spoke, I saw through the 
lenses of my new possession the line 
of Admiral Von Kirsch shift to the 
westward and soon the war-ships were 
steaming along like two friendly ex­
cursion fleets, pursuing a course that 
was almost due south. By this time I 
concluded, Von Kirsch must have fath­
omed the full purpose of Admiral 
Odds, and been busy devising a definite 
plan to escape the situation in which 
he appeared to be hopelessly placed. 
However that might have been, he 
played no tricks when the sun, passing 
the meridian, gave the signal for the 
repetition of our turning maneuver. It 
was accomplished with precision, and 
now there began to spread through the 
fleet a rumor of our admiral’s real in­
tention, which gave a new turn to the 
enthusiasm of the men, for they were 
as ready for a frolic as for a fight, 
and this promised to be the colossal 
practical joke of the century.

Toward evening the wind began to 
freshen, and enough sea was kicked up 
to let a landsman know the feeling that 
comes w’ith the first cousin of seasick­

ness. In the absence of any duty, I was 
preparing to make myself as comforta­
ble as possible in some secluded spot, 
when a cry from the lookout made me 
forget all feelings of squeamishness and 
run to the side with the others to see 
the cause of the alarm.

“Another fleet,” was the first word 
that was passed around, and sure 
enough, soon on the horizon we were 
able to make out several vessels. It 
was not long, however, before the stran­
gers were identified as the German col­
liers. They steamed around so as to 
give us a wide berth, and fell back in 
the rear of the enemy, a movement to 
which we interposed no objection, for 
the sea was far too rough to admit of 
any transfer of coal supplies.

Von Kirsch had slowed his ships 
down to not more than eight knots an 
hour, doubtless with the idea of con­
serving his fuel and staving off the in­
evitable, and we had of course accom­
modated our pace to his. So the colliers 
had no difficulty in maintaining their 
position, for all the world like a pack of 
pug-dogs trailing at the heels of a 
group of bull-terriers.

With the setting of the sun the rival 
search-lights of the opposing war-ships 
began their exchange of glaring chal­
lenge, and in the shifting gleams 
glimpses were won of low hulls and 
shadowy funnels. Occasionally a broad 
shaft of light was diverted from one of 
our ships to sweep after the colliers, 
and in one of these excursions, it was 
noticed that the vessels of the auxiliary 
fleet were creeping up on their fighting 
consorts.

Again I had a summons that led me 
to the admiral’s cabin, and this time he 
greeted me with no show of embarrass­
ment. “My boy, have you got all your 
historic phrases on tap ?” he demanded. 
Then he continued:

“It’s all over now. It is simply a 
question of time when they will be 
ready to eat out of my hand. Their 
coal will be gone, and all we will have 
to do will be to send to New York for 
tugs to pull them into harbor. Now I 
have done my part; tell me what you 
have done in your line.”



But I was in no hurry to admit that 
the inspiration had not come to me. So 
I began to ask questions.

“Do you know that the colliers are 
moving up alongside the battle-ships?” 
I inquired.

“Yes, and they can move back 
again,” said the admiral amiably. “It 
is impossible for them to coal in this 
weather, and if they want to get to­
gether and talk over their troubles, I 
am sure I don’t care. But still, it is 
just as well to let them know that we 
are on the alert. It may keep them 
from playing some trick that will make 
it necessary to damage our ships, for 
I consider that all those vessels over 
there,” indicating the enemy with a 
sweep of his arm, “belong to Uncle 
Sam.” And the admiral, dismissing 
me, went to the bridge to see how his 
plan was progressing.

The play of the search-lights showed 
that the colliers were pretty well 
evened up with the battle-ships, and the 
fact seemed to spread a vague uneasi­
ness among the men. The feeling in 
time was communicated to the admiral, 
and presently it found expression in a 
movement in the big forward turret. 
The warning word was passed, and in 
a moment more the twelve-inch gun 
belched forth its flame and smoke with 
awful roar. It was a notice of possible 
impending trouble, in which the pres­
ence of colliers among a fleet would be 
a fearful handicap. The possibility of 
an attack under such disadvantageous 
conditions seemed to throw Admiral 
Von Kirsch into a temporary panic, for 
there followed a more curious inter­
change of signals among the vessels of 
his fleet. One by one the search-lights 
on the enemy’s ships blinked out, then 
in again, at irregular intervals. The 
scout ship and colliers seemed to be 
particularly anxious to get beyond the 
danger-zone, for within ten minutes 
fifteen shadowy forms, turning at right 
angles from their consorts, were steam­
ing off. I watched them go with indif­
ference, for I knew the admiral was 
not concerned as to the fate of that 
lesser game.

With glasses raised, however, I con­

tinued to let my abstracted gaze rest 
on the Hannover, Admiral Von Kirsch’s 
flag-ship, speculating on the blasting 
passions which must rage behind those 
steel walls, built- up in vanity, their 
ready thunderbolts made impotent by 
the mastery of a hostile mind and will. 
The stillness of the night, disturbed 
only by the monotonous dash of the 
waters and the low hum of the great 
bulk which held me, was conducive of 
reflection, and I know not what pleas­
ing moral I might have drawn from the 
contemplation of our enemy delivered 
over into our hands, when that caught 
my eye which sent the blood surging 
back to my heart in suffocating volume. 
I tried to call out, and perhaps I did, 
but my voice was muffled in my ears. 
I had seen two of the giant funnels of 
the German flag-ship crumple and dis­
appear. It seemed monstrous, as if the 
softer, farthest beams of our search­
ing light, in sensate fury, had begun 
the disintegration of a foe too long 
spared.

In a few moments I became conscious 
that from our bridge came the sound of 
hurried trampling feet, hoarse voices 
and sharp commands. Night signals 
were run aloft; the ship trembled like 
an eager dog in leash as the engines 
throbbed with stronger life, and we 
turned bow-on toward the enemy’s line 
of battle.

Straight ahead we rushed, and I no­
ticed that the gun-crews were all at 
their stations. Here, then, was the end 
of all our deep-laid plans, and before 
us lay conflict with all the mystery and 
peril of night to add to the horrors of a 
mid-ocean death-grapple. The men 
were plainly nervous, but it was the 
nervousness of eagerness. Here was 
something that they could grasp and 
understand! Along this line had they 
been developed. No longer were they 
the supernumeraries in a drama of 
thought; they were come into their own 
part, where keen eyes, strong arms and 
ferocious action bring down the cur­
tain.

I moved forward as far as was possi­
ble, and heard a lieutenant say to the 
captain of the lower turret: “If she 



starts to move in on us, we’ll sink her; 
and don’t use more than one shot.”

This order was puzzling, but there 
was no one to enlighten me. I looked 
for our consorts, and found that in­
stead of advancing in a parallel order, 
they were trailing along in the line that 
had marked our course since the day 
we left port. No change appeared 
either in the position of the enemy. 
They steamed doggedly along in the .fa­
miliar formation, and made no swerve 
when our course, was laid to cross the 
bows of the leading ship.

Five minutes of steaming, and no 
sign. Ten minutes, and then a bark 
from one of the small guns of the star­
board battery. The incongruity of fir­
ing a pea-shooter across file bows of the 
Schleswig-Holstein, then supposed to 
be leading the fifteen battle-ships of the 
German fleet, as if it were a recalci­
trant tug at a cup-regatta, appeared to 
the men, and they laughed. Here was 
an endearing piece of “Eat-’em-up- 
Jack's” sublime impudence. But the 
wonder grew. Night signals passed 
down the enemy’s long line and the 
great bulks lay motionless on the wa­
ter. A moment more and the secret 
was out. In the play of the search­
lights we saw on the nearest ship the 
trembling of the canvas funnels with 
which the clever foe had disguised his 
colliers, leaving them to grace our tri­
umph while he sought to hide himself 
beyond the horizon.

Generous in jesting as in fighting, our 
men gave full credit to Admiral Von 
Kirsch for his joke, pregnant with dis­
aster though it was. The fall of a 
block, the slipping of a halliard through 
clumsy fingers, or wdiatever the cause 
of tire collapse of the false funnels 
which I had observed, was all that had 
prevented the immediate failure of Ad­
miral Odds’ plan.

The .consideration that the collier 
fleet had won during the period of its 
masquerade was now lost to it. My 
friend the admiral had penetrated the 
disguise at the moment of the falling 
of the funnels, and his only subsequent 
concern was lest one of the ignoble 
hulks should aspire to a glorious end 

and cast herself to destruction before 
an American battle-ship in the hope of 
inflicting damage. It was for that rea­
son that the gunners stood ready to sink 
any menacing vessel.

Exchanging no sign with the sullen 
tricksters whose dipping bows we 
passed at a distance of not more than 
five hundred' yards, the Delaware and 
her following ships slid through the 
night in pursuit of our quarry. Within 
a quarter of an hour from the time we 
passed the colliers, the men on the lower 
deck were able to pick up the stern 
light of the next to the last of the 
enemy's fleet. No disguise was made 
of our pursuit, and long before dawn 
the enemy ceased its racking speed, and 
slowed down, like a mouse simulating 
content between the paws of its natural 
enemy.

On the eleventh day after its depar­
ture from Kiel the German fleet lay mo­
tionless on the ocean. The tiger was 
at bay. It had run far and its stomach 
was nearly empty. But not one of its 
claws had been clipped, and wo to 
the hand that yet essayed to adjust the 
chain. Around and around it had been 
pushed in its dizzying course, and the 
limit had been reached. What fuel re­
mained must be conserved for the last 
great call, and oh! how pitifully small 
was that supply. Over on the sky-line 
was a smudge that told the presence 
of the collier fleet—faithful but impo­
tent, hoping with its master for the 
miracle that would deliver them out 
of bondage.

Just out of range our fleet rested, six­
teen ships opposed to the German’s fif­
teen, and with still a quarter of our coal 
supply safely in our bunkers. It was 
no part of Admiral Odds’ plan to sit 
tight and starve the enemy, however, 
and soon after he had become con­
vinced that a new trick was not being 
executed, the wireless was set busy 
reaching out over the ocean to pick up 
our own scouts and colliers. The near 
presence of the enemy’s devoted sup­
ply-ships was not a point to be over­
looked, and the Kansas, the Vermont, 
the Georgia and the Maine were sent- 



off in pursuit. Before sundown they 
had returned with nine of the coal­
laden ships, victims of their misguided 
belief that previous exemptions were a 
guarantee of perpetual immunity.

That night preparation was made for 
coaling on the morrow, and with dawn 
the slings and carriers were working ^s 
fast as human hands could guide them. 
I forbore to let my mind dwell on the 
feelings that must have choked Von 
Kirsch on this occasion. My sympa­
thies were stirred.

Wind and weather were not entirely 
favorable to the work of restocking our 
yawning holds, and the operation was 
extended over four days. On the sec­
ond day two of our colliers reported, 
with no word of the third, which they 
Lad outsteamed. Nor has any word 
been received to this day, and one 
theory is that she fell in with the 
enemy’s scout ship which sunk her and 
went on—an act of cruelty that I would 
hesitate to ascribe to our unquestion­
ably gallant foe.

During all this time Admiral Von 
Kirsch’s fleet lay practically motionless, 
the thin line of smoke coming from one 
funnel of each ship, indicating the 
source of the feeble power maintained 
to keep steerageway enough to avoid 
drifting collisions and to operate the 
fighting-machinery.

It. was on the fifth day that the 
American fleet divided. A squadron 
under Rear-Admiral Preston, consisting 
of the South Carolina, the Michigan, 
the Connecticut and the Virginia 
steamed slowly past the flag-ship and 
describing a great half-circle, rounded 
the head of the German fleet and ranged 
itself just out of range on the other 
side. The beginning of this maneuver 
had been the signal for increased ac­
tivity on the part of the Germans. 
Again their fires burned with undimin­
ished vigor,'but the smoke seemed to be 
sticky and heavy, spreading over ships 
and sea in a languorous, murky pall. As 
I watched this manifestation of re­
serve power, Lieutenant Ankerly, who 
had been my mentor on previous occa­
sions, spoke at my elbow. As I saluted, 
I noticed that he no longer regarded me 

with a gloomy eye, but seemed stirred 
with a spirit of almost boyish enthu­
siasm.

“Jepson,” he inquired, “do you smell 
roast pork ?”

“No, sir,” I responded, sniffing obe­
diently.

“Well, my man, you may if the wind 
shifts,” he declared ecstatically, “for 
our friends the enemy are burning 
ship stores.” And he walked away, 
talking to himself in a high degree of 
pleasurable excitement.

This piece of information indicated 
that the beginning of the end was at 
hand. For two days more Admiral 
Odds continued his operation of a men­
ace and a withdrawal; another feigned 
assault, and Another quiet return. But 
there came a time when from some of 
Von Kirsch’s battle-ships came no de­
fiant burst of smoke.' Ponderous tur­
rets no longer turned to follow the 
shifting positions of the maddening foe 
that always threatened, but never 
struck. At last came the hour when 
the-strongest glass could not detect ..a 
haze at the funnel-top of any vessel in 
all the mighty fleet that the emperor had 
sent against us. Their fires were out!

It was at four o’clock on the after­
noon of April 21 that a launch left the 
side of the Delaware, the white flag 
beside the stars and stripes indicating 
her peaceful mission. She bore Ad­
miral Odds’ demand on Admiral Von 
Kirsch for an unconditional surrender. 
The grizzled German’s response was 
that he would fight his ships, if he had 
to do it with pistols and hand-grenades. 
Which was heroic, but did not alter his 
position in any way. He was reduced 
to a choice from three extremities. One 
permitted him to open his sea-cocks, 
and sink his ships, trusting to fortune 
that some of his men would be saved; 
he could lie still and permit his fleet 
to be battered to pieces like so many 
hulks, which probably would provoke 
mutinies; or he could ingloriously sur­
render.

That afternoon a general council was 
held on the Delaware, and the ad­
miral’s instructions as to the final stages 



of the operation were imparted to the 
commanders. In the morning the Ne­
braska and the Minnesota moved from 
the rear of our line and steaming to a 
position on the port quarter of the Ger­
man flag-ship—its “blind side”—ad­
vanced within range and hammered it 
with discretion for ten minutes. Only 
the smaller guns were used, for Odds 
Had been most emphatic in his instruc­
tions that no irreparable damage be 
done. The Hannover’s upper works 
were shot away, and to the dismay of 
our commanders, one or two shells 
went through the thinner armor peril­
ously near the water-line. On the 
whole, however, it was a satisfactory 
demonstration, and we afterward 
learned, had accomplished its purpose 
of demoralizing the personnel of the 
German fleet. The hopelessness of their 
situation took strong hold on the minds 
of the men. To die fighting was one 
thing, to be passive'spectators of their 
own destruction was another. And 
were not the ships lost to the father- 
land in any event? And did not that 
end the war? To which the officers 
made stern response and pointed out 
the eternal reproach that would attend 
the fact of even one German war-ship 
being listed in the naval register of an­
other power, ready to fight under an 
alien flag.

“To you, perhaps, yes,” was the mut­
tered answer. “But we have our wives 
and families to think of.”

To save his men and lose his ships 
was the problem of the trapped com­
mander. Such supply of ammunition 
as he dared expose had been carried up 
ready to serve the guns, but of what 
avail was it when the ponderous ma­
chines could not be pointed by hand­
power with even approximately enough 
expedition to insure accuracy of fire? 
So. when our ships on the morning of 
April 22-moved up for a general assault, 
the Germans discharged a few futile 
shots and played their last card. While 
their superstructures were tumbling 
about their ears, the flag-ship and the 
Schleszvig-Holstein prepared to lower 
boats. One crowded with men had 
reached the water_ at the side of the 

Hannover when I looked at Odds lean­
ing over the rail of the bridge. His 
hands were clasped in distress and his 
face was drawn.

On the instant there came from our 
side the barking of the three-inch guns, 
and when I looked again, where the 
boat-load of men had been, it was not. 
Such was the fate also of the first and 
only boat that put over the side of the 
Schleswig-Holstein. It must have been 
about this time that Captain Schwartz, 
of the Wettin, far down the line from 
the flag-ship, and beyond my vision, 
went mad and having hoisted the white 
flag on his ship, ended his life.

The third ship in the German line 
was the Pommern, which, drifting in 
some cross-current, had been carried 
perilously near the Hannover, so that 
her works were plainly visible from the 
deck of the Delazvare. I saw the flag 
of surrender raised and then her rails 
suddenly blackened with the forms of 
countless men. As I watched, scores 
sprang into the sea. More followed? 
until it seemed that a cataract of hu­
manity was pouring from some inex­
haustible reservoir. Then the flow 
slackened, and there came a space when 
in twos and threes the timid lingerers 
cast themselves into the waters.

“By God, he’s sinking a ship belong­
ing to the United States government!” 
Odds almost shrieked from his place 
on the bridge. And in his anger he 
added: “If I get him, I’ll hang him 
for this.”

But Captain Obermeyer never fell 
into our hands. While his men, in life­
belts, were swimming desperately from 
the side of the*  Pommern, he and his 
chief officers, having opened the sea­
cocks. were standing bareheaded on the 
bridge of the doomed ship, and we saw 
them there fifteen minutes later when 
the plunging monster went down, suck­
ing back into the vortex her weaker 
sons who had not been able to breast 
their way beyond the danger-zone.

It was a battle of small guns that 
followed during the next hour, as 
though giants in conflict had thrown 
away their clubs to scratch and slap 
like children. To be sure, at intervals 



there came from one or another of the 
German ships a roar that told of the 
enemy having grasped at a chance to 
discharge a turret gun when wind and 
tide had swung a hapless vessel into 
a more favorable position, but not one 
of these random shots did execution. 
Our fire was rapid and accurate, a hail 
of steel sweeping constantly over_every 
one of the enemy’s ships. Their decks 
were hampered with wreckage, and 
from three ships arose columns of 
smoke that told of the arch-enemy at 
work in our behalf.

It is not in human fiber to stand in­
definitely the strain to which we sub­
jected our beaten but snarling foe. The 
death of Admiral Von Kirsch, whom 
I suspect of having deliberately ex­
posed himself to our withering firej was 
the last straw, and ten minutes after he 
fell, as we afterward learned, the flag 
of surrender was run haltingly to the 
top of the signal-halliard. A mighty 
cheer, in defiance of naval regulations, 
swept along the line of our fleet, and 
one after another the other thirteen 
German ships hoisted the bunting that 
was a token of surrender.

Great as was our joy, there was no 
time wasted in self-congratulation. 
With all possible speed the prize-crews 
were rushed to the captured vessels, 
and it was a delight to the eye to see 
the men swarm up over the sides, eager 
to guard against damage being done to 
American property by some despairing 
prisoner. Meanwhile the swimmers 
from the lost Pom mem were being 
picked up, and that work was still in 

progress when the stars and stripes 
broke from the mastheads of our new 
fleet.

The jubilant cheers of our men were 
sounding an hour later when I re­
sponded to a summons from the ad­
miral's cabin. He was alone, with a 
sheet of paper before him. Without 
preliminary greeting he said:

“The scout ship Salem is now twa- 
thirds of the way from here to Nor­
folk. A collier is one-third way. So 
that I can be in wireless communica­
tion with Washington. Here goes my 
report.” And he wrote:

The Atlantic Fleet under my command en­
gaged the German fleet of fifteen battle-ships 
under Adniiral Von Kirsch on April 22 in 
longitude W. 45° 32'; latitude N. 30° ioz, 
and fourteen of the enemy’s vessels are about 
to be started as prizes of war for Hampton 
Roads under their own steam. Enemy’s 
casualties, about 140 men drowned or killed 
in action. They sunk one of their own ships, 
the Pommcrn. On the United States ships, 
no lives were lost and the ships were dam­
aged to the extent of $2,000.

John E. Odds, Rear-Admiral.

“Is that complete?" inquired the ad­
miral, passing the despatch over for 
my inspection.

“Well,” I smiled, “you have said 
nothing of having put salt on their 
tails, nor is there a suggestion of an 
historic phrase.”

“I had to leave something for you 
to put into your book,” retorted the ad­
miral, and he dismissed me, to see me 
no more until the time of our trium­
phant entry into our old Virginia 
harbor.

A GOOD HAND

HE had just returned from a Continental trip, and was telling his adventures. 
“And, above all,” he said, “I actually had the distinguished honor of 

playing poker with a king.”
The man in the overcoat had listened in silence up to this point, and now his 

lip curled scornfully as he replied:
“That’s nothing; I once played with four kings.”
"Really ?”
“Yes. Four kings and an ace.”



Sextons of the Skeleton
BEING SOME ACCOUNT OF TOM QUERRIOT AND HIS UNUSUAL PROFESSION

By George Bronson-Howard

Author of “Scars on the Southern Seas,” "Norroy, Diplomatic Agent,” Etc.

I.-THE TEST

To keep the family skeleton hidden and prevent its rattling is 
not always an easy task in "high life.” Tom Querriot becomes 
one of a secret service that very quietly and discreetly attends to 
the secure burial of any new or resurrected skeleton. The first 
of a series of original and surprising stories of crime-investigation

(A Complete Story)

T the age of twenty 
Tom Querriot left col­
lege, a reckless repu­
tation and the United 
States behind him; 
and, while his parents 
raged and talked the­
atrically of disowned 

sons, he demonstrated to .the skipper 
of a Rio-bound tramp the value of the 
higher education in assisting to relieve 
overconfident mariners of accumulated 
wages and belief in their chess-playing 
ability.

With the events having relation to 
the ensuing seven years of Tom Quer- 
riot’s life, liis biographer has only to 
briefly comment that, from Terra del 
Fuego to Dawson City, the wanderer’s 
name had been associated with every 
available occupation from river-pilot to 
pulpiteer. But for all his experience, 
he had patently acquired nothing more 
than a knowledge of the world and of 
human nature; since, at the time of his 
return to the United States, he stood, 
metaphorically, in the middle of a 
trunk, viewing the Manhattanese from 
the window of a hall-room in the For­
ties ; and deciding that a man in finan­
cial straits was more fortunately placed 

in any other collection of people than 
those of self-centered New York.

He resolved into a condition of inti­
mate thought, his eyes wide open under 
heavy brows, while he puffed at a 
brown-paper cigarette that had long 
since gone out. As he meditated he 
ruffled his mane of smooth black hair 
and came out of his absorption with a 
smiling, unvexed, but somewhat puz­
zled shake of the head. The leather 
wallet that he took from a locked 
drawer of the dressing-table contained, 
upon investigation, nine dollars and 
twenty-seven cents and his room rent 
clue the next day would claim five of 
that.

He sifted some Bull tobacco into a 
wisp of brown paper and, though there 
was no necessity for it, rolled a ciga­
rette with one hand, while the fingers 
of the other put back the "makings” 
and investigated one of his waistcoat 
pockets, drawing therefrom a note­
book. He shook from its pages a little 
bundle of newspaper clippings.

“H’m! Advertisements calling for a 
Newtonian mind, a Spencerian hand 
and a frame lacking the necessity of 
rest, for which almost as. much as fiU 
teen dollars a week will be paid.”



Riffling over the clippings like a pack 
of cards, he discarded the four to which 
his speech had reference.

“Fifth requiring capital and much re­
sembling a bunco. Seventh, rodman 
with an engineering party at seventy 
dollars a month and a chance to learn 
the profession in four years. Eighth, 
Wanted gentlemanly chorus men who 
can sing; to be answered in person.’’

As he replaced the note-book, a hith­
erto unnoticed clipping fell to the floor.

He picked it up and read the adver­
tisement carefully aloud, with ironical 
inflections.

Wanted: A man in every large city of the 
Union. Must have best social connections, 
and ability and inclination to mingle in all 
society affairs of the season. Must be more 
than the average in intelligence; and have 
mingled with world at large. Appearance 
must be pleasing, manners good, and he must 
know how to get the most display from the 
least money.

In replying give name in full and refer­
ences as to social standing. Photograph 
must be enclosed; and also a three-hundred- 
word essay on “Society in America: the Real 
and the Imitation: How It Compares with 
Society Abroad.” Three hundred words is 
the minimum; the length may exceed that 
up to three thousand, the maximum.

The accepted applicants will be paid a 
salary amply adequate for the needs of a 
gentleman in good society, with the chance 
of making considerably more.

Triflers will not be answered. State pres­
ent financial condition and past record.

Address: Gray Black, 762-X, Herald.
“And to think,” he meditated, “that 

I spent three hours in framing up an 
answer to that!”

He gave his hat a solicitous brush­
ing, donned it, and drew on his gloves. 
His poverty was not apparent; rather 
would he have been judged by the alert 
observer a young gentleman of leisure 
on his way to breakfast at his club. 
Pausing before the glass for a final 
twirl of his closely clipped mustache, 
his eye again took in the clipping.

“If there was anything to it,” he as­
sured himself with regard to the mys­
terious advertisement, “they’d have an­
swered it before. I wrote my letter 
eight days ago. It’s a joke and that’s 
the end of it.”

And as he dismissed himself from 
the room, he did a like service for the 

thought so far as his mind was con­
cerned.

II.
It lacked a few minutes of nine as 

he emerged from the old house with 
the brownstone front where he had his 
room. His appointment with the man­
ager of the new musical hash rehears­
ing at the Casino, where he expected 
to be taken on as a chorus man, was 
not until eleven; and he paused for a 
few moments on the step to consider 
how best he might kill, without mental 
effort, the elapsing time. As he re­
flected, a shabby-genteel person of in­
conspicuous appearance who had been 
patrolling the block for the past hour, 
injected a little spirit into his slouching 
walk and passed Querriot, giving him 
an alert glance which, in spite of its 
brief durance, would have enabled him 
immediately to tell another person that 
Mr. Querriot was in loose, gray clothes, 
worn but evidently cut by a good tailor ; 
that he wore a tie of knitted white silk, 
pinned half-way down with a pin of 
green jade cut in the form of a rose.

Once around the corner, the shabby- 
genteel person became interested in a 
shop-window display of hosiery until 
Querriot crossed Fifth Avenue, contin­
uing on his way to Sixth for a cheap 
breakfast. With his quarry within the 
restaurant and having given an order, 
the shabby-genteel person crossed to 
a drug-store and telephoned a number 
not listed in the book.

“9876-K Stuyvesant?” he inquired. 
“Yes; this is Jerome. Is Miss Lucie 
ready? Yes, please! Miss Lucie? 
The gentleman is waiting for you. 
Sixth Avenue, yes! He is wearing 
light-gray clothes, a white tie, and 
brown shoes. Yes, he has just ordered 
breakfast, and I don’t think he can wait 
more than half an hour. Pardon me, 
Miss Lucie, if I suggest that you hurry. 
A cab will do it.in ten minutes. Don’t 
draw up before the restaurant. Good- 
by.”

On leaving the drug-store, the shab­
by-genteel person recrossed to the res­
taurant and took a table which gave him 
unobstructed view of the street. His 



order was given in the offhand, sleepy 
manner of a man who has not been to 
bed; the waiter gone, he simulated 
drowsiness, closing his eyes and leaning 
ba$k in his chair.

A few more breakfasters dropped in, 
Tenderloin types to whom neither 
Querriot nor the shabby-'genteel man 
paid any attention; but before twenty 
minutes had passed a well-gowned, 
beautifully hatted woman with piquant 
face and appealing eyes entered; and, 
glancing neither to right nor left, took 
a seat at the table directly opposite 
Querriot. As she sat down in the chair 
pulled back by a ready waiter who had 
approximated the value of her furs, she 
must have noted that Querriot’s eyes 
showed surprise at seeing such a wom­
an in a Sixth Avenue restaurant and 
particularly at so early an hour; but the 
look in his eyes was as nothing when 
compared with the stunned amazement 

, in hers.
“Mr. Querriot,” she cried as she half 

rose, pushing back the chair and invol­
untarily extending a slim, gloved handy

His natural instinct put him on his 
feet and sent him forward to her table 

. to clasp the proffered hand before he 
quite realized that the woman, while to 
all appearances well bred and most cer­
tainly worth knowing, had no features 
or mannerisms that evoked any mem­
ories in him; was one, in fact, whom 
he had assuredly never seen in his life 
before. t

Looking at her and believing in the 
hall-mark of caste, he most naturally 
assumed that he had met her some­
where ; and that, somehow, he had for­
gotten : but, as he had the full view of 
eyes, hair, and mouth, he finally de­
cided in the negative.

“It is delightful to meet you so un­
expectedly,” he murmured in the con­
ventional manner; and was about to 
utter further polite banalities when the 
surprise in her eyes went into shock 
and she wrenched away the hand he 
held.

“It’s not Mr. Querriot,” she said, and 
sank back in her chair, putting up her 
handkerchief to what he supposed to be 
cheeks reddening with confusion.

“But, my ' dear lady, that is my 
name,” he assured her.

“I understand,” she said, still from 
the depths of her handkerchief. “It is 
the likeness. I know your double, 
Walter Querriot, of Philadelphia. I 
thought----- ”

All his chivalric impulses stirred by 
the sight of a woman in distress, he 
came to her side, and so gently that it 
did not seem compulsion, compelled her 
to sit down.

“A most natural mistake,” he assured 
her; “he is my cousin; they tell me 
we are as much alike as twins.”

“They” had told him nothing of the 
sort; in fact, he was in possession of 
no facts regarding the appearance, hab­
its, or general disposition of his Quaker 
City relative; knowing only that a 
cousin of such a name had residence in 
Philadelphia. But from tan £hoes to 
waved chestnut hair, the woman was 
most unmistakably well bred, and, 
knowing the embarrassment of her kind 
in such a situation, he sought to relieve 
it; adding almost immediately, and this 
time from a purely selfish motive, the 
request that they might breakfast to­
gether.

“Knowing my cousin and my double 
so well,” he smiled, “and breakfasting 
alone being generally considered stu­
pid----- ”

“You are—Tom Querriot? Gwenny’s . 
brother?” .

“You know little Gwen? Then it is 
all right. And Arthur? Yes? This is 
jolly. Good thing there weren’t any 
more of the family. Think of a boy 
being named Galahad! Suppose you 
know dad was a crank on the Arthurian 
legend ? Fact I His edition of the 
‘Morte d’Arthur’ is supposed to have 
the most illuminating notes and glos­
sary of all of them. Spent his life and 
most of his money doing it. So you 
know Gwen? They tell me she made 
quite a hit at the Mondays. No, I 
haven’t been home for years. They 
couldn’t afford to support me. I ate too 
much. And I suppose I know your 
people ?”

“I am Mary Burden----- ”
“Bob’s sister! The old doctor’s.



daughter ? Well, most certainly we 
must have breakfast together. Waiter! 
Have my coffee served here. And Miss 
Burden—if I may suggest----- ”

He handed her the breakfast-card as 
he spoke.

“On one condition only,” she insisted, 
blushing prettily, “and that is that you’ll 
be my guest.”

“But—really—Miss Burden----- ”
“Come,” she insisted.. “You came to 

my table. I am naturally the host. 
You iniist admit that.”

He did, with a little smile; and the 
breakfast progressed with the usual idle 
chatter of those insufficiently acquainted 
to reveal intimate thoughts. She, it 
appeared from her conversation, had 
come in on the sleeper from Baltimore 
with her aunt; but the latter having an 
appointment for breakfast with some 
relatives whom Miss Burden cordially 
disliked, the young lady had remained 
away, making an engagement to meet 
her aunt at the Holland House for 
luncheon; after which both were to take 
leave of New York for Newport.

It was not until she opened her 
pocketbook to pay for the breakfast that 
the conversation developed any real in­
terest ; then her eyes grew big with 
incredulous surprise which was rapidly 
succeeded by dazed shock when her 
gloved fingers came out of the mesh re­
ceptacle with a handful of rings, sev­
eral brooches, some stick-pins and a 
handful of bills most of which were 
yellow. Her fingers, seeming to have 
severed their connection with her will, 
unclosed, and, while most of the jewels 
and all the money fell back into the 
bag, several rings and one pin dropped 
to the floor. Querriot reached down 
and quickly restored them, noting how­
ever that any one of the stones would 
have freed him from the necessity of 
labor for several months even if his 
tastes .ran to extravagance: one dia­
mond ring marquise-cut, a diamond and 
sapphire set side by side, a blue and a 
white diamond similarly placed, and a 
pearl, pear-shaped, which could be no 
less than thirty grains.

“Hmh!” he commented, “I don’t 
think I’d run the risks of showing those 

in a Sixth Avenue restaurant, Miss 
Burden. I think I’d better stay with 
you until you get them safely into some 
deposit-vault or safe.”

The horror was still in her eyes_as 
they met his; and now they appealed 
for protection!

“It’s all right,” he soothed. “I guess ■ 
you’ve got them all. But don’t take 
chances with a fortune like that again. 
Those stones must represent a for­
tune.”

She opened her mouth several times 
unable to speak; then in a gasping 
whisper came words that he did not - 
understand.

“What?” he asked, his tone alarmed.
“They—they aren’t mine,” she Said 

wildly; “I’ve got the wrong purse. I 
never saw those jewels before in my 
life.”

HI.
The inquiry naturally consequent • 

upon such a statement promptly made 
by Tom Querriot was left unanswered, 
the shock in the girl’s eyes being re­
placed by a pretty, pathetic helpless­
ness which seemed to throw the re­
sponsibility of the matter on Querriot’s 
shoulders.

“They don’t belong to your aunt? 
No? But are you sure?”

“She hasn’t many,” was the girl’s 
dazed rejoinder, “and none like these 
at all.”

“H’m! Is that your bag? No? 
Well, what was yours like?”

“It was just like this.”
She viewed it dully as she surren­

dered it into his outstretched hand. 
Querriot examined the bag closely. It 
had no point of divergence from a thou­
sand other such bags of the two-hun­
dred-dollar variety. Covering it with 
one hand, he rolled a brown-paper ciga­
rette and stared upward at the ceiling, 
eyes wide, pupils contracted. Then, 
placing a napkin in his lap and shading 
it from view with the hand holding the 
cigarette, he poured the contents of tin? 
bag into it, bringing his knees together 
to prevent the linen sagging. All the 
jewels were costly, many individual; but 



no one of them gave a clue to the own­
er’s identity.

He estimated the value of the col­
lection, roughly, at twenty thousand 
dollars.

Unfolding the bill-roll in search of 
some hidden bit of paper, * he saw at 
a glance that it totalled up to some­
thing .near a thousand dollars. But 
even after turning the bag inside out 
and feeling into the corners, after ex­
amining the rings in search of hidden 
springs that might show miniatures or 
inscriptions under the setting,-he found 
absolutely nothing to identify the own­
er of the small unclaimed fortune.

“What am I to do?” asked the girl 
hopelessly. “Turn it over to the po­
lice? They’ll find the owner, won’t 
they ?” Her eyes were anxious.

“Find?” he echoed contemptuously. 
“They couldn't find the third rail in 
the subway—they’ll put you through a 
lot of notoriety and questioning.”

“You mean—I’d be in the papers?”
"Don't make me laugh,” replied Tom 

Querfiot. “You’d see your picture 
everywhere. Try and find the owner 
yourself, and if you can’t—well, there’s 
the police then.”

“But how can I discover whom the 
bag belongs to?” she asked querulously, 
“and get my own bag? It had nearly 
a hundred dollars in it and some little 
things----- ”

Stripping off five of the bills, he 
pushed them across the table under a 
napkin.

"Reimbursement is the first law of 
nature,” he said, smiling. “There's the 
ready money. I hope the other things 
weren’t very valuable. No? Well, 
that’s good. Now, let's see----- ”

He mentally considered the problem. 
It provided an excuse for not seeking 
the theatrical engagement. The money 
in the bag was at his service in his 
efforts to locate the owner; and, most 
certainly, on the return of the bag, a 
person in the possession of wealth so 
carelessly carried would reward him 
with no less than the amount which the 
bills represented. Moreover, the task 
had possibilities of bringing out the 
mechanical side of a logical mind; and 

although Querriot detested physical la­
bor with a fervor amounting to frenzy, 
he was happiest when considering a 
problem and finding its solution even 
though it was but an abstract one that 
gave no promise of bettering him finan­
cially. It had been, in fact, this all- 
devouring, unsatiated desire to be in­
formed as to the intricacies of things 
that interested him which had left him 
at twenty-seven in the possession of 
a few dollars and a vast knowledge of 
the world.

“Now, Miss Burden,” he said, with 
an almost professional manner as he 
snapped the bag and slipped it into his 
pocket, “I suppose you want to restore 
this property to the owner, don’t you ?”

‘‘Why, I couldn’t rest until I did,” 
she responded. ’ “This is horrible. 
Why, some woman must be wringing 
her hands and crying out her eyes— 
think of how you’d feel if you lost 
those stones! Why, to lose the money 
is enough----- But I haven’t any right
to drag you into this!”

“I’m only too glad to get the chance, 
if you want me to be quite frank with 
you, Miss Burden,” he replied. “At the 
present time if I told you my finances 
were even two degrees removed from 
a pauper’s, I'd be giving points to the 
world’s champion liar. I expect the 
owner to give me a reward. Mean­
while any expense I am put to-will be 
defrayed from this roll in the bag. That 
seems fair to you, doesn’t it?”

“Why, of course----- ”
“Well then,” he interrupted, “let’s 

consider the facts in the case. When 
did you open your purse last?”

“Last night before I undressed on 
'the sleeper,” she replied.

"Now then: Did you have an upper 
or a lower berth ?”

“I had an upper; but the man who 
had the lower was kind enough to----- ”

“You slept in the lower then. Where 
did you put your purse?”

She started suddenly and then sank 
back in her chair. Immediately after 
she returned the five twenty-dollar bills 
with almost a shudder.

“I—I—I put it in my dressing-bag 
—and—and—that one—that bag”— 



her fingers trembled as she indicated his 
pocket—“that one was in the little net 
over my bunk in the morning. I picked 
it up the first thing and then didn’t 
think to look for my own in the dress­
ing-bag. I forgot I had put it there 
even. And it’s there now in the dress­
ing-bag checked at the Twenty-third 
Street station. It’s a spring-lock and 
this little gold key opens it; opens ail 
the locks on ,my bags and boxes. I al­
ways wear the chain and the watch even 
when I sleep—you see?’’

A finely linked chain was about her 
neck and fell to her waist. She revealed 
a tiny watch and key appended to it 
which she took from her belt as she 
spoke.

“It wasn’t there in the net \then 
you went to sleep?”

“No—no, I’m sure it wasn’t. I put 
my combs and”—she paused, blushing 
—“and some other little things there,” 
she finished hastily, adding almost im­
mediately thereafter: “I had to twist 
the net around to get it straight and 
I’m sure there was nothing in it.” ■

“Any disturbance during the night?” 
“Only when the man in the upper 

berth got off at Wilmington.”
“The man who surrendered his lower 

berth to you?”
“Yes.”
“But Wilmington is hardly more than 

an hour’s ride from Baltimore. Peo­
ple don’t take sleepers for that little 
distance.”

“Well, it was Wilmington, I know, 
because the porter told the man that 
if he had expected him to get off at 
Wilmington his luggage would have 
been all ready. He had quite a lot of 
it under the berth.”

“HmhI what made him get off at 
Wilmington, d’you know?. Look here, 
Miss Burden, the only thing to do is 
to see the porter of that sleeper and 
find out from him how that man acted; 
why he wanted to leave the train with­
out telling the porter so. Evidently he 
didn’t have a ticket for Wilmington. 
If he had, the porter would have nat­
urally prepared for his departure. I 
think that’s where the solution of this 
affair comes in.”

He was on his feet as he spoke, and 
had covered the check for the two 
breakfasts with some of his own money, 
nodding to the waiter to indicate the 
lack of necessity for bringing change.

“Are you ready to go down there 
now and cross the ferry ? Those sleep­
ing-cars are stalled in Jersey City until 
about midday and we can get hold of 
the porter this morning if we’re-quick.”

She gave him a sidelong glance, some 
anxiety in it.

“But I can tell you why the man left 
the train,” she said hastily. “The por­
ter brought him a telegram. That’s 
what w’oke me up. They had to hold 
the train while he got off.”

“Good Lord! why didn’t you tell me 
that before ? The thing is getting sim­
ple. Waiter!”

The adequately tipped one, answer­
ing, was directed to bring three of the 
morning papers.

“Getting simple?” she echoed. “What 
do you mean?”

He did not answer her, turning over 
the pages of the papers which the 
waiter brought, looking up finally with 
an air of disappointment; and staring 
away, his brow unwrinkled but his eyes 
set and meditative. The fact that he had 
not found what he had expected for the 
moment gave him disbelief in his the­
ory ; and, as always when perplexed, he 
wrote his signature rapidly with the 
tip of his index-finger in letters for­
tunately invisible upon the table-linen.

And, his gaze diverted from the 
woman, she looked across at the shab­
by-genteel person and slowly raised her 
left hand, touching the tip of her ear 
with her thumb, a trick which seemed 
to find favor with the shabby-genteel 
man, since he imitated it for the bene­
fit of those pedestrians passing the 
windows of the restaurant.

“That’s something of a facer,” com­
mented Querriot, smoothing out the 
creases in the newspapers which had 
yielded him no aid. “And it looks like 
there’s a hole in my theory.”

“Your theory?” queried the woman 
breathlessly. “Then you think----- ”

She broke off as a third person came 
into ear-shot, a man in a light-tan raim 



coat who held a brown derby in his 
gloved hands, and paused expectantly at 
their table. Querriot, surveying him 
and lacking recognition, turned to the 
girl and found an equally blank look 
in her eyes.

“I beg your pardon I” offered the tan- 
coated one, as he bent a trifle. Quer­
riot eyed him coldly. The stranger’s 
tone was low and even; nor did he 
waste words. “The lady has some 
jewels and some money that do not be­
long to her----- ”

Querriot’s lace lighted up; his smile 
was one of welcome. He rose and in­
dicated a chair for the stranger. The 
girl, however, was in the act of pulling 
the table-cloth to one side of the table 
so nervous was the clutch of her fin­
gers upon it.

“Sit down,” he said. “We’re mighty 
glad to see you.”

“I take the liberty of doubting that,” 
replied the other man as he seated him­
self. “But at that, I think you’re lucky 
to have a man on the case like myself. 
I am one of the Pinkertons and----- ”

For the moment Querriot started : 
then, smiling reassurance at the girl, he 
requested a sign of the official’s badge. 
The question seemed to take the tan- 
coated one aback: at all events he de­
clined to gratify the displayed curios­
ity. His tone, as he spoke again, while 
continuing low, held a menacing note.

“I wouldn't do anything to make a 
detective angry if I were you,” he ad­
vised. “Now see here! I’ve trailed 
that lady from the train-shed and I've 
been outside for half an hour. I’ve seen 
the loot and I know you’ve got it. Now 
there’s a reason, and a mighty good one 
too, why the news of this robbery 
shouldn’t become public: and if you 
hand over the loot there won’t be an­
other word said and you’ll go scot-free. 
But I warn you to get out of New 
York irjside of twenty-four hours, you 
two. Now hand over and be quick 
about it!”

Querriot leaned back in his chair and 
regarded him admiringly. “I’d like to 
see that badge I spoke of a few min­
utes ago.” he reminded him. The one 
addressed scowled.

“I’ll give you five minutes to dis­
gorge,” he said and took out his watch. 
“After that I’ll call two plain-clothes 
men outside and inside half an hour the 
pair of you’ll be in the Tombs held for 
the Grand Jury on a burglary charge 
and with a chance of doing a ten years’ 
bit apiece.”

Querriot gave his laughter unre­
strained freedom. “Too bad you didn’t 
have that badge,” he made comment 
when the laughter had subsided into 
chuckles. “Now you listen to me, my 
misguided friend! A child in a deaf- 
and-dumb asylum might fall for that 
preposterous bluff you’re passing out; 
but nobody else. Like a good many 
crooks, your brain is in your hands 
and feet! You’d better use the latter 
and pass out of that door quicker than 
you came in, or what you said about 
the Tombs and the Grand Jury will go 
for you. You people took an awful 
chance and they sent the wrong man to 
stall. Miss Burden, isn't this the man 
who gracefully surrendered his lower 
berth to you last night ?”

“I—I—don’t remember,” faltered 
the girl.

“Well, I don’t insist on that, dear 
lady,” conceded Querriot, “but I’m 
willing to make you my betting-com­
missioner with the first stake my life 
that if it isn’t he, it’s his best friend. 
If that wins, I’ll bet something valua­
ble. See here, Mr. Out-on-the-heel, 
I’m pretty fairly wise to how this thing 
came off. Those jewels were lifted in 
Baltimore or somewhere near there. 
The crook took the sleeper for New 
York. Some one inside tips him off by 
telegram that he’s under suspicion and 
that wheij. he reaches New York he’ll 
be searched. He’s got another pal on 
the train. He whispers to him that 
neither one dare carry the loot in New 
York as both their pictures are promis­
cuously scattered around police art-gal­
leries. They pick out a ‘stall’ likely not 
to be suspected—a young society 
woman.

“The working crook steps off at Wil­
mington and, no doubt, into the hands 
of the police, who search him and don’t 
find anything. The other crook on the, 



train follows the young lady who has 
the jewels and makes no funny moves 
until he’s sure he isn’t trailed. Then 
he comes in with a big bluff that he’s 
a detective. Now I think that about 
cashes you in, Mr. Pinkerton. We'll 
keep the loot until we find whom it 
belongs to. Then we'll return it for 
the proper reward. No—I can see it in 
your eye before you speak—we won't 
split it or even third or fourth it. And 
don't threaten, because that is unlady­
like. Waiter!”

With that functionary’s appearance, 
Querriot examined him quizzically. 
"We haven't the honor of this gentle­
man's acquaintance, waiter, and there 
seems to be lots of vacant tables and 
a quantity of agreeable air that he 
might please with his conversation 
more than the ozone hereabouts. Good- 
by, sir, and may Allah give you elo­
quence. It is a pleasure to have met 
you. It has raised my opinion of my 
own intellect.”

The tan-coated one spoke in a low 
tone as he arose.

"We’ll get you for this,” he said.
“Don’t make me laugh,” rejoined 

Querriot. “You couldn't get the yel­
low jack on a fever-ship. See him to 
the door, waiter, and keep your hand 
on your watch.” But the tan-coated 
one had opened the door before the 
last sentence reached him, and slammed 
out into the street.

Querriot took from his pocket the 
mesh bag and handed it back to the 
girl with a little sigh.

“You understand, of course,” he said. 
"It's stolen property. The only thing 
for you to do is keep it and watch the 
papers—Baltimore, Washington, Nor­
folk maybe—and pretty soon you’ll 
read of the robbery. Then do what­
ever you like.”

Examining the cheap nickel-plated 
watch which had replaced his gold re­
peater, he found the time to be close 
upon eleveA.

“I’ve an engagement in a very few 
minutes,” he said, “and I’ll have to go. 
Thank you for a very pleasant morn­
ing. It has been most interesting.”

“I don't know how to thank you,”

began the girl, “and I don’t know what 
to say----- "

“Say nothing. But I’ll have to ask 
you to hurry; for I want to land you 
safely at the Holland where you can 
have them lock up that bag in their 
safe and keep it there. It's very risky 
for you to be carrying it about, and 
the chances are that those crooks are 
going to some trouble to get it back. 
Keep your hand on it tightly while 
we’re on our way.”

The journey down on the Sixth Ave­
nue car and the walk across to Fifth 
Avenue were taken up mostly -by her 
expressions of gratitude and her ques­
tions as to how the trick had been 
accomplished. Querriot waved away 
the former, and answered the latter to 
the best of his ability, elucidating his 
theory of crime and its detection in 
general.

“This one was simple," he opined, 
“very clumsily executed. Why, 'any 
first-class crook would have gotten a 
police shield the first thing before he 
attempted to bull two people with 
twenty-one thousand dollars into giving 
it up. And—but here’s the Holland 
and I must run. Give my regards to 
our mutual friends in Baltimore and 
tell them I’ll likely see them before I 
die if not after.”

“But,” she protested, as she held his 
hand in a detaining grasp, “in case I 
should have any more trouble about 
these jewels! I'm fearfully worried. 
And you seem to understand things so 
well. Won't you give me your address 
and----- ”

He scribbled it on the back of a 
visiting-card.

“Any time you need me,” he assured 
her, smiling; and, lifting his hat,, 
strode back up the Avenue.

IV.
It was close upon seven o'clock when 

Querriot emerged from the Casino 
Theater and filled his lungs with long 
satisfying breaths of air. For nearly 
eight hours, broken only by ten min­
utes allowed for a sandwich and a cup 
of coffee at the nearest dairy lunch, 



he had been rehearsing; and he was 
almost certain that it was better to 
break stones or act as stevedore than 
to be forced into constant companion­
ship with inane persons of the chorus 
whose only gods were gentlemen with 
Pittsburg fortunes.

Returning home to change his collar 
he entered the hall and picked up the 
letters on the rack from force of habit 
rather than because he expected to find 
anything intended for him. Coming 
upon an envelope inscribed with his 
name in pencil, he surmised only that 
the landlady was anxious about her rent 
due the following day.

But when he had ripped it open and 
found that it was a message from the 
girl from Baltimore, he called loudly 
for the mistress of the house request­
ing information as to its •delivery, since 
it bore no postmark. The landlady very 
surlily informed him that a boy had 
handed it in and had said nothing of an 
answer. The time? Perhaps»tl#ee or 
four or live o'clock! She had some­
thing better to do than to be-----

Querriot did not wait, but sprang 
up three flights to his room,'unlocked 
one of his bags, and slipped from a 
holster into his pocket an ivory-han­
dled .38, pausing only a second before 
extinguishing the light to make sure 
of the address given in the appeal for 
assistance.

The paper was coarse, the hand­
writing hurried and sprawling, the 
wording direct in the simplicity of des­
perate haste:

i
Mr. Querriot: They are taking me to 181 

Stnyvesant Square.
Help me I Mary Burden.

There was no time mentioned; the 
note might have been written at noon 
for all he knew, maybe earlier.

He left the house and, almost at a 
run, reached Forty-second Street, ta­
king a’cross-town car and transferring 
down-town.

Rehearsal would be on in less than 
half an hour; but he had no room in 
his mind for cheap musical shows 
when there was the question of a wom­
an’s danger. He did not consider the 

risk: the end to be gained was big 
enough to give its attainment some 
dignity; and once more he felt him­
self a man of the world and of action.

It did not occur to him to warn the 
police until near his journey’s end. 
When the idea suggested itself, he 
compromised, entered a drug-store, 
bought a sheet of paper and an en­
velope and in a few words explained 
the situation to Mulberry Street, en­
closing the girl’s note. He sealed the 
letter, addressed it to the chief of de­
tectives, and gave it to the drug-clerk.

“Here’s fifty cents,” he said. “If 
I’m not back in a couple of hours— 
say eleven o’clock precisely—call a 
messenger and send that note. But not 
before that, because I may return and 
claim it. You understand?”

The drug-clerk, acquiring a sense of 
importance through the mystery of the 
directions coupled with the envelope’s 
address, agreed with alacrity.

Reaching Stuyvesant Square, Quer­
riot walked slowly along the odd-num­
ber side, noting Number 181 as a 
brownstone front of the fifties period, 
seemingly black in its unlighted state 
amid the glaring yellow that poured 
from studios and boarding-houses. Ma­
king sure of its identity, he ascended 
the steps as' swiftly as was compatible 
with being unnoticed, opened the vesti­
bule doors with a quick twirl of his 
wrist, and pressed the bell-button. As 
he passed into the vestibule, he closed 
the doors softly behind him.

A dim light came from the hallway; 
and he waited in the dark vestibule, 
the hand behind him holding the re­
volver, the other doubled up and swing­
ing free as he balanced himself on tip­
toe. As the knob rattled from within, 
he came a little closer and immediate­
ly the door -was opened and a man’s 
face showed itself, he swung from his 
heel to the point of the doorman’s 
jaw, springing forward and catching 
the stricken one before he fell. It was 
too dark in the hall for Querriot to 
notice the man’s features and he was 
taking no chances such as those in­
volved by turning up the light. But 
the man lay limp in his arms and he 



knew that he had achieved his purpose, 
the first move of the campaign: that of 
effecting a quiet entrance and render­
ing senseless the guarder of the door.

He let the man slip quietly to the 
floor, pushed the door to without snap­
ping the catch; and made for the stairs. 
As he had accomplished half the dis­
tance, a door opened on the second 
landing, and a man came out into the 
hall.

"Who,was it, Jerome?” he wished 
to know.

In the flood of light which came 
from the room, Querriot was aware 
that he could not escape detection. But, 
trusting to luck, he did not answer,- 
continuing his way quietly until he had 
reached the landing; and then, with a 
quick spring, he forced the man back 
into the lighted room, and covered him 
with his revolver, while he jammed 
his back to the door.

“Sit down and keep your hands up,” 
he said as he looked into the eyes of 
the man who had posed that morning 
as a representative of the detective 
force. Although now, as he noted the 
man without the showy tan coat but­
toned to his throat, he saw that he was, 
apparently, a person of breeding, in­
telligence and taste, these facts being 
evidenced by his grooming, his general 
air of being at ease, the rugs, pictures, 
books, and soft lights of the room. 
Querriot had expected to find himself 
in a thieves’ hiding-place, used only for ' 
purposes of laying low when some big 
touch had put the perpetrators under 
the suspicious surveillance of the po­
lice. Such a place, to his mind, would 
be naturally squalid and bare, present­
ing the worst side of the criminal life. 
But this room was furnished with an 
equal combination of money and taste, 
and could not be bettered in any house 
on Fifth Avenue.

The-man obeyed instructions without 
hesitancy, seating himself in a great ' 
armchair of black leather, his fingers 
apparently reaching for the ceiling, his 
eyes calm. With weapon still in line 
with his prisoner’s right eye, his captor 
twisted an arm behind him and shot the 
bolt on the door.

“Rather tiresome holding up my 
hands like this,” suggested the man in 
the chair. “Give you my word of honor 
I won’t attempt to fight, make a noise 
or get away, if you let me take them 
down.”

, Querriot shook his head, smiling.
“You don’t trust me?” asked the 

other.
“I’d sooner carry a nest of baby ad­

ders around in a muff and not expect 
them to sting me,” replied Querriot, 
taking a seat across the table from 
him. “But if you do what you’re told 
you’ll get the agony over quickly. . I 
see a telephone over there. It suggests 
a house-telephone. Go to it, still keep­
ing your right hand up, and telephone 
one of your pals to let the young lady 
you kidnaped, Miss Burden, go out of 
the house and to wait for me near the 
telephone-booth in the Holland House. 
When sufficient time has elapsed for 
her to reach'there----- ”

“YtWi’U have her call you up from 
the Holland and say she’s safe ?” asked 
the man with a show of eagerness.

Querriot smiled.
“Having a brain that hasn’t yet 

reached a semisolidified state—no!” he 
replied, “for to the intelligence of a 
pear-faced baboon in exile, it is appar­
ent that she could call, up from the 
next room and tell me she was at the 
Holland House—with one of your pals 
at her shoulder, a gun in his hand, 
threatening to make her acquainted 
with the hereafter if she didn’t say just 
what he told her to. No, the idea is 
for me to call up the Holland House— 
after first being sure to get Central 
instead of the house exchange—and 
ask her to come to the phone. When 
I’ve done that, I’ll make a break to get 
away myself.”

“Haven’t figured out yet how you’re 
going to do that, have you ?” sneered 
the prisoner.

“No—ah!” returned the master of 
the situation reflectively. “I’m aware 
of the fact that there are a couple of 
thugs in the hall waiting to garrote me 
the minute I step out. You have all 
the mechanism of the obvious. But, 
with an average brain matched against



the superhuman intelligence you have 
already shown, I think I can give you 
twenty for ten and still take the best 
of it. Now go.to that telephone and 
say exactly what I tell you to. If you 
don't----- ”

With his free hand he picked up an 
arrow-shaped steel paper-cutter of some 
length from the table and gripped the 
handle, trying it.

“A shot makes a noise,” he said sug­
gestively ; “and I don't want to adver­
tise that I’ve gotten rid of my hostage 
until I see my way clear to freedom. 
You grasp me?”

His eye wandered to the window 
and from there to a red silken cord 
from which hung suspended a Japa­
nese executioner’s sword. Shoving the 
revolver into his pocket, but keeping 
the steel paper-cutter in hand, he 
slashed across the sword’s support, the 
cord severed, and the entire arrange­
ment fell to the black-leather daven­
port beneath it. Shifting the paper- 
cutter to his left hand, he untied the 
knot and some twelve feet of cord 
swung free.

He looked from the cord to the un­
barred window which faced Stuyvesant 
Square, smiling the while,

“Not very difficult to get away,” he 
remarked. “Now go to the telephone 
and have Miss Burden released. If you 
say one thing I haven’t told you to say, 
1’11 plant this knife right between your 
shoulder-blades. We’ve wasted enough 
time. Go ahead!”

“Just a minute,” said the unper­
turbed prisoner, not moving. “Look 
behind you!”

The adjuration came suddenly, but 
Querriot kept his mind calm, and leaped 
to the far wall, to which he put his 
back when he turned, his revolver again 
out and pointed. And immediately he 
saw that there was a third person in 
the roojn.

. “Hands upI” he commanded sharply.
“Don’t you know me, Mr. Querriot?” 

he got in reply.
Able now to take in the details of 

this new turn of the affair, he saw that 
where he had surmised solid oak panel­
ing was an open door and, framed be­

tween silken curtains, a girl in evening 
dress, her waved chestnut hair red­
dish-gold in the electric light, a pair 
of long pink gloves between her hands; 
and showing signs of neither distress 
nor confinement.

“Miss Burden!” he said slowly, al­
most unbelievingly.

“Miss Harmison, please—Lucie Har- 
mison. It's time for you to know the 
truth, I think. You have proved your­
self. The gentleman in the chair is 
Mr. Arnold. And I think if you will 
look this over”—and she put into his 
free hand some papers—“you will be­
gin to understand.”

She was smiling and her look was 
reflected on the face of the man she 
had called Arnold. Statuelike in his 
astoundment, Tom Querriot looked 
from one to the other.

“The papers,” reminded the girl.
Querriot unclasped his hand and saw 

therein the mysterious advertisement 
and the reply he himself had written 
eight days before.

V.
Following the natural impulse of a 

stupefied man, Querriot turned the two 
papers over in his hand: one the ad­
vertisement pasted upon a long strip 
of blank paper, the other the letter in 
which he referred to himself in glowing 
terms as the identical man for the de­
sired position. His mind being in no 
condition to act other than mechanic­
ally, he read his own letter; and the 
blush which resulted from the cold pe­
rusal of his self-praise stung him into 
some mental activity.

He caught the man and the woman 
in an exchange of glances.

“Very diverting,” he said bitterly, 
“but do you suppose all this preparation 
was worth while to hold up one poor 
fool to ridicule? Or are you jaded 
with the ordinary emotions to such an 
extent that a thing like this is as neces­
sary to you as a cocktail to a Broad­
way rounder?”

“,I’m afraid you don’t understand, 
Mr. Querriot,” said the girl sweetly.

“Well, I am blind,” he admitted, in. 



the same acid tone, ‘‘but even my mod­
icum of brain perceives direct cause 
and effect. I’ve been hoaxed! Why, I 
don’t know. And my natural curiosity 
prompts me to ask the reason. I’ve 
got nothing. I’m nobody. Why should 
I have been made the victim of an elab­
orate trick?”

The man, Arnold, gave him a very 
quiet answer:

“It was more than a trick, Mr. Quer­
riot. It was a test.”

“A test?”
Arnold bowed. “If you will follow 

Miss Harmison,” he added, “I think 
you will find some one who will ex­
plain.”

The girl opened the hidden door in 
the oak paneling and pushed back the 
curtains, exposing a narrow passage­
way lighted by a single, rose-colored 
electrolier hanging above.

“Have you got a crowd in there you 
want to exhibit the prize idiot to?” 
Querriot was sneering angrily. “Or 
haven’t I yet reached the limit of asi­
nine development?”

“I think, Mr. Querriot,” said the girl, 
her tone soothing, “that you will be 
very agreeably surprised at the out­
come of this affair if you'will just do 
as I ask you and go in there.”

“Without an explanation—a----- ”
“We are only subordinates,” ex­

plained Miss Harmison. “The Chief 
will give you full details. You are 
keeping him waiting now and he is a 
very busy man. It seems a pity to spoil 
the favorable impression you have al­
ready made. Please go in.”

“Favorable?” almost shouted Quer­
riot.

Her eyes, meeting his, entreated him; 
and, falling unconsciously into the 
yielding deference instinctive with him 
toward women, he moved to the pas­
sageway, following the girl.

“I can’t be made a bigger fool than 
I am,” he said with a reckless laugh, 
as she pressed the black button beside 
an iron-hasped door at the other end of 
the passageway. The announcement 
was immediately honored, the door 
opening with the hand of the shabby- 
genteel man on the knob.

“Feeling all right, Jerome?” asked 
Arnold.

“A little jawache,” replied the shab­
by-genteel man, forcing a wry jynile. 
Querriot noted him as the door-tender 
below who had suffered from his fist; 
but the new surroundings in which he 
found himself called for attention to 
the exclusion of the inj-ured one.

The room was in the form of a cathe­
dral dome, having a curving roof of 
crenellated glass, which, while admit­
ting light, was sound-proof and opaque. 
The walls were circled by book-shelves 
for one-half of the room’s circumfer­
ence, the other half being taken up by 
the cabinets of a reference-file. The 
fittings combined business utility with 
the artistic finish of a master cabinet­
worker. The floor was covered by soft 
rugs, a greenish hue predominating as 
in all the draperies and furnishings of 
the place.

At a massive table of carved teak­
wood in the direct center of the apart­
ment, thrusting back some papers into 
one of the fifty pigeonholes that faced 
him, sat a small, nervous-looking man 
with preternaturally bright eyes, who 
had an appearance suggestive of monas­
terial seclusion through his aloof and 
preoccupied gaze. The round bald spot 
in the center of his head, and his high- 
cut black clothes seemed to verify this 
first impression.

“Mr. Meynell!”
As Arnold spoke, the little man got 

to his feet and came forward jerkily, 
Querriot noting in addition that his legs 
were curved like a jockey’s.

“Mr. Tomlinson Querriot?” he que­
ried, as he bent over the hand extended 
to meet his own, peering at it with his 
little eager eyes. “Yes, of course! A 
good hand ! A firm grip ! Most grati­
fying.”

He released the hand and stood off, 
rubbing his own hands and eying the 
new recruit in the manner of a grocer 
who had recently come into possession 
of a prize turkey for less than its 
worth.

“Jerome!”
The shabby-genteel man shuffled 



across the room, and gave the little 
man an obedient lack-luster stare.

“Mr. Querriot will do you the honor 
of shaking your hand, Jerome.”

“Yes, sir, your servant, Mr. Quer­
riot,” said the shabby-genteel person to 
the accompaniment of a limp hand­
shake from a hand so dry that Querriot 
surmised it must be cracked. There was 
something so infinitely pathetic about 
the creature that Querriot, remember­
ing the force he had put into the right­
arm swing at the front door, was 
stricken-into contriteness.

“I’ve seen you before----- ” he began
a trifle ungraciously.

“Several times, sir,” replied Jerome 
with reminiscent ruefulness, touching 
his cheek. “But the last time, sir----- ”

“Hope I didn’t hurt you, Mr. Je­
rome----- ”

“Not Mister Jerome,” interrupted the 
man with the tonsured head, “Jerome. 
Nothing more. Once a valet. Dyed in 
the wool. Very useful in the minor 
work of this profession but----- ”

It was Querriot to interrupt this time 
and very determinedly.

“See here, sir—I didn't catch your 
name—but I want to know what----- ”

“I am Meynell!”
From the tone it was apparent to 

Querriot that he was expected to be 
familiar with the patronymic.

“Meynell I”
“M-e-y-n-e-1-11” prompted Arnold.
“The—ah !—detective ?”
“Investigator, Mr. Querriot,” replied 

the little man with some show of heat. 
“The*name  detective is distasteful. It 
suggests uniforms and the lower orders 
of crime!”

“Meynell!” meditated Querriot, his 
eye taking in somewhat incredulously 
the peering-eyed little man in black. 
The name’ had always been associated 
in his mind with the keenest brain, the 
most decisive judgment, all that was 
superlative in the logic of man. His 
difficulty lay in reconciling his knowl­
edge of Meynell’s past performances 
with the insignificant personality of the 
man.

“If you are Meynell, then,” said 
Querriot stubbornly, “I have lost a

io

great deal of my respect for your judg­
ment. For I am guilty of nothing that 
would interest you and----- ”

Meynell smiled; and Querriot noted * 
an amused look reflected upon the faces 
of the other three. With difficulty he 
restrained his temper.

“I think it’s da—infernally bad taste 
to smile when I’m entirely in the dark,” 
he said., “An explanation’s due me and 
due me immediately.”

Meynell patted his arm soothingly 
and addressed himself to Miss Harmi- 
son.

“You are overdue at Mrs. Van Cort’s 
box-party,” he reminded her. “And I 
think it is time, Mr. Arnold, that you 
made your appearance at Mrs. Ten 
Eyck’s reception. Good night. Jerome 
will show you out. I expect Mrs. La- 
ballere, Jerome. She has telephoned. 
Keep her below in the onyx room and 
give her the latest novel that has a 
pretty girl on the cover of it. She 
prefers cherry brandy. Now, Mr. Quer­
riot, I think as you do—that you should 
have an explanation. And more! Sit 
down!”

Before Querriot found time to turn 
on his heel to make his adieus, he found 
himself alone with Meynell.

“Business, business, Mr. Querriot,” 
explained the tonsured man, inter­
preting his glance. “Banal courtesies 
are dispensed with here. You have been 
subjected to a test. When I saw your 
handwriting and read your essay, I said 
you were very possible timber for this 
work! I looked at your photograph 
and became more convinced. Your so­
cial references were entirely satisfac­
tory. Then it was necessary to try you: 
to find if you had a mind capable of 
making deductions and acting upon 
them. Your theory concerning the 
stealing of .the jewelry was excellent; 
your conduct in refusing to surrender 
the considered loot to Arnold proved 
that you had the strength of your con­
victions. By entering this house to­
night you showed me you were pos­
sessed of two other desirable traits: 
personal courage and a readiness to 
take the law into your own hands. 
Your last action in providing yourself 



with a means of escape completed my 
subjection. You have come through 
the test with flying colors. Of the 
score people put to the test in four 
years—ten of whom have been since 
employed—you have made the best 
showing. It is most gratifying to wel­
come you among us.”

He shook hands briefly and in busi­
nesslike fashion.

“Then,” said Querriot, forcing self­
possession of manner, “the entire affair 
from beginning to end was fictitious. 
Accidental meeting with the lady, jew­
els found, kidnaping!—eh ?”

Meynell nodded. “Entirely. Jerome 
watched you until you came out this 
morning. You had been investigated 
and the statements made in your letter 
found correct. Having made an ex­
haustive study of your connections and 
friends in Baltimore, and knowing how 
little you had seen of them in the past 
seven years, it was not difficult to im­
pose upon you, particularly when you 
were unaware of a reason for it. If 
you like, Arnold or Miss Harmison will 
go over the plot step by step, explain­
ing how you were tricked. I have not 
the time. I am a very busy man. I 
have only a few' minutes_to spare to tell 
you that if you wish to enter my em­
ploy, I have a place for you. The re­
muneration we need not now discuss. 
Do you accept?”

Querriot took it very calmly. There 
was, he felt, nothing in the world 
which might surprise him now.

“I'll have to know what I’m expected 
to do, you know',” he half laughed.

“And quite right, too,” agreed Mey­
nell. “Briefly then, you are to be an 
investigator. A detective if you will, 
although the word is odious to me. But 
ostensibly you are to have no occupa­
tion. The keynote of the work you are 
to take up is secrecy. The’motto, ‘Any­
thing rather than publicity.’ You will 
have nothing to do with the police. You 
are to handle the affairs of the upper 

_ classes in a way to keep the skeleton 
from rattling. It is imperative that no 
one should know of your connection 
with me.”

“I’ve gotten some general sort of an

idea, Mr. Meynell,” he said, as he 
fished out his tobacco and papers and 
rolled a cigarette, “but I must confess 
I don’t quite understand just why. I 
should have been selected to do this 
sort of work—a man without any par­
ticular qualifications----

“You have every qualification,” said 
the other sharply. “You can think, 
you can act, you have courage. And 
besides, you have social position which 
will put you on the inside and make it 
possible for you to discover things that 
Jerome, for instance, could not. You 
are to represent me in Baltimore. 
Which is to say that Jerome will have 
charge of the office and receive the 
cases in my name; but he will be under 
your orders. Are you beginning to un­
derstand ?’’

Querriot nodded, his dilated eyes 
staring at the ceiling. “I prefer to 
hear all there is to hear, however,” he 
suggested, “a sample of the kind of 
work I am to do, for instance.”

Meynell consulted a gun-metal wrist- 
wratch.

“I have ten minutes yet before Mrs. 
Laballerc comes,” he said. “I will try 
to make as much plain in that time as 
possible. The rest you will learn in 
good time. A sample case, you said ? 
Well, take this for instance: A prom­
inent woman whose husband is one of 
the best-known members of the Stock 
Exchange goes to one of the most ex­
clusive balls of the season and steals a 
diamond collar worth perhaps twenty- 
five thousand dollars—not an expensive 
affair but an heirloom and very much 
valued. The owner comes to me for 
its return.- I suspect the thief from the 
first, knowing her to be a kleptomaniac 
and succeed in proving the theft. I 
have her apartments searched but do 
not find anything.

“Now comes the difficulty. The 
woman from whom it is stolen does not 
wish the thief exposed. The thief de­
nies having stolen it. Is insulted ! Her 
husband is willing to pay a hundred 
times the value of the article stolen. 
But the owner has plenty of money, 
doesn't want anything but the heirloom. 
The case then resolves itself into: Get



back the diamond collar without ex­
posing the thief. That was successfully 
done by the aid of Miss Harmison, Mr. 
Arnold, and the most valued of all my 
employees, Mr. De Lancey Spain----- ”

The tobacco which Querriot was 
sifting into another brown paper was 
spilt on the floor as he started in sur­
prise at the name.

“De Lancey Spain?” he echoed. 
“Not the man responsible for most of 
the eccentric dinners of the too-rich 
New Yorkers?”

Meynell nodded.
“I imagined him wealthy,” murmured 

the new employee.
Meynell smiled. “They will imagine 

that of you also,” he said. “You will 
return to Baltimore as a man who has 
made a comfortable fortune from the 
diamond-mines at Kimberly. You wiH 
go out tb-morrow and select beautiful 
furniture, pictures, statuary, etc., for an 
apartment which you will take in the 
new and fashionable apartment-house 
overlooking Mount Vernon Square in 
Baltimore. You will be par excellence 
a society man. You will give little 
dinners that will be unique and ex­
clusive. You will make the newly rich 
believe that to be your friend is to have 
a patent of nobility. A snob of the 
first water, of course! If De Lancey 
Spain saw me on Fifth Avenue he 
would snub me. If you see Jerome on 
Charles Street, you will snub him.”

The desk-telephone interrupting, 
Meynell took down the receiver.

“Mrs. Laballere restless, eh? How 
long? Nearly half an hour. Very 
well, Jerome. Come up and show Mr. 
Querriot out. Yes.”

Resuming his former position he 
quickened his speech:

“Here is an envelope. It has some 
money in it. Collect your luggage and 
take it to the Twenty-third Street sta­
tion. Check it; then go to the St. 
Regis Hotel, give them the checks, and 
register from Kimberly, South Africa. 
I will see that a newspaper reporter 
calls on you to-morrow and also that 
you have an interview ready to give 
him. I will call on you to-morrow, so 
will Mr. De Lancey Spain. In less 
than a week, you will be ready to take 
your part down in Baltimore. But 
Spain .must see that you have some­
thing of a splurge in New York society 
before you return to your home town.”

Jerome appearing at the door, Mey­
nell gave Querriot his hand in token of 
dismissal.

“Take an expensive suite,” he added, 
as Querriot turned, “and in unobtrusive 
fashion let it sift out that you have 
found much profit in diamonds. Don’t 
be afraid to spend money. You will 
be well provided. There are but two 
things that I must caution you against 
—speech and drink! Good night, Mr. 
Querriot.”

Jerome swung open the door and 
followed Querriot down the dark stair­
way to the front hall, where he let him 
into the street with a respectfully whis­
pered “Good night”; and it was not 
until Tom Querriot had been jostled by 
a negro woman, hustled by a car-con­
ductor, and insulted by a street gamin 
whose “extra” he did not wish to buy, 
that he realized he was in New York 
City and not the Caliphate of Bagdad; 
and, remembering, retraced his way 
to the drug-store and recovered his 
warning letter, to the very apparent 
disappointment of the dispenser of 
chemicals.

PARROTS AS ADVERTISING AGENTS

ANEW school has been started in the Grand Montrouge district of Paris. 
It is a school for the teaching of parrots, and specializes in making the 
birds of commercial value. It has occurred to the manager of the school 

that a clever parrot may be very useful as an advertiser, and he is at present 
teaching a number of them to cry aloud the excellence of various products. 
These birds will later on be hung in cages in prominent positions on the boule­
vards. The birds are being taught by a phonograph in dark rooms.



Shadow Reef
By Louis Joseph Vance

Author of "O’Rourke, the Wanderer," "The Private War,” Etc.

SYNOPSIS OF CHAPTERS PREVIOUSLY PUBLISHED.
A homeless wanderer on the streets of San Francisco, a nijin of birth and breeding, at odds with 

fortune, is about to be arrested for vagrancy when suddenly he is accosted and rescued by a man who pre­
tends to recognize in him a friend and takes him to his luxurious home. Here he is treated as an honored 
guest, clothed and groomed. At dinner he is drugged with brandy and wine and wakes up aboard a vessel, 
the Lady of Quality, on the Pacific. His quondam host, Dudley Secretan, is on the ship as owner. An 
Irishman named Brannan is mate. Secretan explains to Locke, the shan'ghaied man, that he has virtually 
lost his immense fortune and being of an adventuresome turn of mind is embarking in the South Sea Islands 
trade. The position and opportunities he offers Locke are acceptable to the latter in his penniless state 
and he becomes supercargo of the ship. A terrific gale drives the Lady of Quality hundreds of miles away 
from any port and into the vicinity of an island mappe^ as “Shadow or False Reef. Breakers reported in 
eighty-eight. Searched for in ninety-six. Not found.” They direct their course in search of the place and 
son come upon it, a small island surrounded by a coral reef. Secretan discloses that an uncle of his was a 
certain Captain Grimes, a pearl pirate, and from a memorandum left by him when he died, it would seem 
that Shadow Reef was the field of his operations and rich in pearls. In the night they all hear a strange, 
weird cry from the island and are terrified, as they had thought the place uninhabited.

(In Two Parts—Part II.)

CHAPTER V.
SUPERSTITION ISLAND.

II R O U G H O U T 
the night the thunder 
muttered and boomed 
below the horizon, a 
grim accompaniment 
lo my waking dreams. 
Lord, how demorali­
zing to man is the 

prospect of easy-come wealth! Hour 
after hour I lay awake staring up at 
the blank blackness of the roof of my 
berth, or out of the coinpanionway at 
a star-studded patch of silver-blue, 
moonlit sky, dreaming my dreams of 
opulence; returning pearl-laden to my 
birthplace, righting wrongs I wotted of, 
rewarding virtues within my ken—prin­
cipally, I admit, my own—meting out 
justice to evil-doers.

While overhead Secretan’s boot-heels 
—or, perhaps, Brannan’s—I forget 
which stood the early morning watch— 
drummed a monotonous tune upon the 

planks. I heard five bells before I 
dropped asleep, but—such was the spur 
of my anticipations—was up with the 
first sunbeams, and went on deck to 
find the Lady of Quality heeling__Qyer 
to a brisk breeze from out of the west 
as, standing well out, she rounded the 
eastern arc of the coral reef.

We had a sky clean and blue, draped 
with massive cloud tapestries, and air 
as clear and sparkling as the blue wa­
ters that hissed crisply beneath the 
schooner’s bows. Brannan was at the 
wheel; and I noted with relief that he 
had fought down his imaginary fears; 
his eye was bright, his brow unruffled, 
he whistled a little tune as he handled 
the spokes.

Secretan hung over the rail, near at 
hand, devouring the island with the 
glasses. In his usual negligee he cut an 
attractive figure. Forward the cook 
and the Kanaka stood ready to jump 
at Brannan’s words of command.

As, with wind abeam, we raced up 
past the eastern extremity of Shadow 



Reef, the island disclosed itself in more 
attractive guise. The lagoon glowed 
blue beyond description, its clear and 
placid waters barely crimpled by the 
morning breeze. The long roll of the 
surf upon the barrier was like an organ 
peal, and the breaking waters glistened 
in the morning glow until the lagoon 
seemed a sapphire girdled with silver.

In formation the mainland—to dig­
nify it so—proved long and narrow; 
little if anything less than the two miles 
I have set down as its east-and-west 
length, not over a mile in breadth at the 

•eastern end, something less at the west­
ern. Northward the reef swung wide 
of the island, giving the lagoon a 
breadth of almost two miles.

With the wind ahead, as we beat 
down toward the northwest channel 
advised by Secretan’s disreputable 
uncle, we had a longish passage of it. 
It was mid-morning ere we approached 
the break in the reef. Brannan, with 
set mouth and anxious eyes, took us 
through with a rush, and with consum­
mate skill. I heard him mutter, one 
moment, as I stood near him, ‘‘Faith, 
’tis nip and tuck now, and the Lord 
have mercy on our sowls!” and an in­
stant later we were boning through a 
belt of foam, the roar of breaking wa­
ters like thunder in our ears; while, the 
next, the Lady of Quality was sedately 
footing it across the lagoon, heading di­
rectly for the sandy crescent of beach 
on the western margin of the island.

Brannan, still gripping the wheel, 
bent an anxious gaze toward the shore. 
Abruptly, his mighty voice filled the 
strained silence.

“Stand by for a bump!’’ he cried.
A thought later the schooner ground­

ed and I, who had disregarded the 
Irishman’s warning, found myself flat 
upon my back, my head ringing from 
its smart contact with the deck.

When I had scrambled to my feet 
again the mainsheet was running free, 
the big sail a-flutter in the breeze, 
empty of wind; and Brannan and Se- 
cretan stood laughing at my mishap.

After breakfast we discussed at some 
length ways and means for getting 
ashore. Brannan was for constructing a 

raft, I for swimming-—the water was 
not deep; a stroke or two would have 
taken us to standing depths on the 
sandy bottom. But Secretan opposed 
obstinately both suggestions; Brannan’s 
since it involved delay, mine because he 
objected to the wetting.

Accordingly—since I stuck out for 
my bath—I swam ashore, carrying 
with me one end of a light line; with 
which, once landed safely on the bla­
zing sands, I jerked ashore a small but 
stout cable, making the latter fast to a 
sturdy sapling on the edge of the 
beach. Hardly had this been done than 
Brannan and Secretan joined me, 
swarming down the cable with surpri­
sing agility. Secretan stalked ahead of 
us down the beach, leading the way on 
our rather aimless tour of inspection.

Aimless it was not to be for long, 
however. We had gone scarce a hun­
dred yards ere Secretan came to a sud­
den halt.

“Oho!” cried Brannan; and we 
joined Secretan on the run.

We found him in a pose of perplexi­
ty, alternately staring down at the 
beach and inland at a dozen yards or 
so of clearly defined pathway that 
struck in from the sands, winding sna­
kily to a terminus cloaked by the 
jungle of tropical undergrowth.

“I say, you know,” he declared, “this 
is a bit odd!”

“Is ut now?” said Brannan solicit­
ously. “And for pwhy?”

“Beyond,” I chimed in, “that it’s a 
path, I don’t see. anything so singular 
about it. You didn't expect to stumble 
across it, but here it is. Now what’s the 
trouble with it?”

“The trouble, you fathead,” returned 
Secretan with spirit, “is that it is a 
well-beaten path. You don’t seem to 
appreciate, either of you, that such a 
footway doesn’t keep clear if out of 
use over six months in this climate. 
There it is, as you say—a fine broad 
foot-path, trodden firm and as Clear as 
if it had been in use only yesterday. 
Yet we believe the island uninhabited.”

“And, be the powers!” ejaculated 
Brannan, “it was in use no longer agoi 
than yesterday, if as long. See thot!”



“Yes; I noticed that, too,” assented 
S ecretan.

I followed the direction of Bran­
nan’s pointing finger and saw clearly 
that some strange body had passed that 
way not a great while since. The sand 
was heavily scored as if something had 
been dragged over it—say a weight in 
a sack, for a rough guess—right up 
from the edge of the water to the open­
ing of the path, where the traces were 
lost upon the harder earth.

But this was not the strangest part 
of the discovery, by any means. What 
dumfounded us entirely was the fact 
that no footprints zocre visible.

‘•‘What do you make of it?” I asked 
Secretan at last.

“It’s beyond me,” he confessed. “And 
you, Brannan ?”

“This,” declared the Irishman, with 
sudden animation yet with a lowering 
brow, “that ’tis nothing natural. As I 
told ye last night. But we’ll not bicker 
over thot again. Pwhat arre ye going 
to do now?”

“To see where this path leads,” an­
nounced Secretan, fumbling with his 
monocle and peering uneasily in at the 
green and silent tangle.

“Ye’re armed, I take ut, thin?"
“What ? Bless my soul, no I Why 

should I go armed if you please?”
“ ’Tis loike ye,” commented the 

Irishman sourly. “For mesilf, if I’m 
to go with ye, I prefer to do me in­
vestigating with a gun handy. If 
ye’ve no objection, I’ll go back and 
look up a rayvolver.”

“No,” said Secretan; “I’ve no ob­
jection. Only I trust, Mr. Brannan, 
that you will not handle it carelessly. 
I have never used firearms and----- ”

But already Brannan was half a 
dozen yards away, lumbering heavily 
down the beach toward the cable; 
reaching which, he jumped up and be­
gan to pull himself out to the schooner, 
hand before hand, swinging along with 
ease and celerity. Ashore he was a, 
hulking and clumsy chap, Brannan; 
but give him the end of a rope, and he 
was a monkey for agility.

Within ten minutes he'had rejoined 
us, panting and perspiring but plainly 

with an e^sed mind. For that matter, 
I will freely own to a feeling of great­
er mental comfort when my eye fell 
upon the butt of the revolver in Bran­
nan’s hip-pocket; neither of us had 
spoken during his absence/ and I had 
again been studying those inexplicable 
marks upon the beach; and the more I 
pondered them the less was my ease.

For some distance we proceeded 
without notable discovery. The wilder­
ness hedgeci. us in with green and glow­
ing -walls—an impenetrable tangle of 
brush and tree and verdure—brilliant 
with strange exotic blooms; through 
which the path wound hither and yon. 
Overhead the interentangled foliage 
was so thick that it shut out the clean 
sunlight; we walked in greenish gloom, 
our shoes sinking deep in moist mold; 
and the air was. heavy, rich with the 
odor of decay mingled with the . fra­
grance of those beautiful yet, one 
guessed, deadly flowers.

We were all glad to have come 
through it, when presently the trail took 
an upward slant and, after a minute or 
two of hard scrambling up a low, sleep 
bank of slippery mud, we.gained an ele­
vation where the vegetation was more 
wholesome, the air more dry and cool. 
Here the trees were spaced at wider 
intervals, with less of that tangle of 
underbrush and creeper. We got along 
at a better pace, eyes eager to foresee 
the hidden goal of our adventure.

It burst upon us abruptly, without 
warning save that Brannan came to a 
quick halt on the edge of the woodland, 
and with lifted hand cautioned us to 
silence. Obedient to which, and ex­
pecting we knew not what, we ranged 
up beside him; and stood gazing down 
at a narrow crescent of beach between 
two sandy headlands, or capes, enclo­
sing a bay of scant dimensions. Alto­
gether it could not have been more than 
half a mile in width; and it was little 
more from the beach to the farthest 
extremity of the longest cape—circum­
stances which we took to excuse the 
fact that we had overlooked this nat­
ural and comfortable harbor in our 
hasty and incomplete survey of the is­
land’s externals.



But it was not upon the bay that our 
interest focused.

Nearer at hand, set well back from 
the sands, in a clearing partly natural, 
partly “made”—as was shown by the 
stumps and rotting boles of felled trees 
—stood a little collection of rude shel­
ters. Cabins they could hardly be 
called; they were more like hovels—• 
plain, flimsy boxes of rough but weath­
er-stained boards, with unglazed win­
dows and doorways that lacked doors 
—at least, so far as we might ascertain 
from our then position.

There were four of these buildings— 
a central one, boasting a rude porch, 
another a little distance removed, as 
like the first as one pea is like another, 
save that it was smaller; and at a con­
siderable interval—some hundred yards 
—two long and rambling edifices. Near 
these a piece of rotten canvas, appar­
ently an old sail, had been lashed be­
tween four trees, one to a corner; and 
beneath this wretched awning a long 
table had been built—rough planks 
upon a flimsy framework—with 
benches at either end. To one side of 
this, beneath a smaller canvas, stood an 
old stove—evidently a galley-stove, red 
with rust and falling to pieces.

That stove was the nearest thing of 
all to us, and got our first examina­
tion ; it proved as cold as the rest of 
the little settlement. Over all hung an 
air of desolation and decay; it seemed 
plain beyond dispute that foot of man 
had never touched the spot for years 
untold; and the insidious and resist­
less jungle had crept into the clearing 
and needed but a year or two more of 
undisputed reign to reclaim it and al­
together to obliterate the traces of man.

Already the rude planks of the 
cabins were rotting and falling apart, 
revealing portions of black and sug­
gestive interiors. For all that the sun­
light was full upon them, for all that 
the free trade-wind swept them with 
its bland, clean breath, the buildings 
stank of abandonment, and there was 
a chill in the air—such a chill as you 
have known in the darkened rooms of 
a long-disused mansion, perhaps. I 
remember shivering a trifle, instinctive­

ly ; and when Brannan spoke it was in 
a lowered tone which we, in replying, 
unconsciously imitated.

“Faith!” was the Irishman’s opening 
remark. “And pwhat, d’ye think, has 
become av thim all ? Pwhy did they 
lave ut ?”

“What?”
“This sittlemint av theirs,” with a 

wave of his arm.
“Of whose?”
“The pearlers, av course. Who ilse? 

D’ye nade the stench av rotting oys­
ters to tell ye that ’twas here they made 
their headquarters? Shure, they could 
not have fished ut dhry. They must 
have had a rayson for dayserting ut, 
and pwhat would thot be?”

“Maybe, if we investigate,” I offered, 
“we'll find a clue to that.”

“I’m believing ye. Come along.”
We started again and followed the 

beaten path down to the huts, Bran­
nan delivering a running commentary 
on the state of affairs as he understood 
it.

“Thot,” he declared, indicating the 
larger of the central cabins, “would be 
the boss’ headquarters, I’m thinking. 
’Twas from there, no doubt, thot yer 
rayspicted but piratical-moinded uncle 
ruled the roost—peace to his black 
sowl!—Misther Saycretan. And t’other 
would be for his liftinint, so to spake. 
Thim long shanties would be where the 
hands slept—the divers; Kanaka byes, 
belike. Judging be the looks av things 
they wint at ut in a businessloike way, 
played the game for keeps, as the say­
ing is. I’m thinking they must’ve made 
a big haul, between the lot av thim----- ”

I do not recall what else he said; for 
just at about that time we were arrived 
in the midst of that abandoned settle­
ment, and our interest was for matters 
other than the Irishman’s rambling 
reminiscences. The next was an hour 
of discoveries, beyond question.

The long shanties being the farthest 
removed from the beach were the near­
est to us and therefore the first to un­
dergo examination. In them, however, 
we found little of interest, beyond veri­
fication of Brannan’s surmise as to their 
past use; they were barracks, crude 



shelters, and little more, each affording 
sleeping accommodation in bunks for 
some six or eight men. In some of 
the bunks we found piles of decayed 
bedding, and littered here and there a 
miscellany of worthless and discarded 
objects; a case-knife, a string of col­
ored beads, a battered tin tobacco-box 
that when touched fell apart with rust, 
and such uninteresting things. On the 
walls were a few crude woodcuts, or, 
rathfer, fragments of what had been 
such, yellow with age. An almost un­
decipherable head-line of one gave the 
name of a New York weekly and the 
date of 1867.

Hut the places teemed with vermin, 
and an unclean animal had for a time 
housed itself in one, and the rotting and 
mildewed bedding diffused an odor lit­
tle to our liking; and we were nothing 
loath to turn away and devote our at­
tention to the more substantial struc­
tures.

The first we encountered was the 
more solidly builded of the two, al­
though the smaller. Closer inspection 
revealed the fact that it boasted no 
windows, but was blessed beyond its 
neighbors with a door. Age and 
weather, however, had disposed of this 
barrier effectually; it had fallen from 
its hinges and the sunlight had free 
access to a darksome interior. The 
place was bare enough, beyond a heap 
of pearl-shells in one corner; which but 
confirmed Brannan’s deduction that the 
building had been used as a store­
house.

The other and last of the houses 
proved itself beyond doubt the resi­
dence of what white men had lived upon 
the island; and curiously enough gave 
evidence of having been abandoned in 
great haste.

It had two rooms, divided by a par­
tition of scantling, of which the first had 
been the living-room. A deal table oc­
cupied-the middle of the floor, "and a 
number of chairs—mostly Constructed 
of packing-cases or of barrels—were 
disposed without order, around the 
walls. An old coaf and hat hung from 
a peg in one corner. In another was a 
heap of fish-net that crumbled to dust 

when we disturbed it. A number of 
shelves had been run across one wall 
and still supported a miscellaneous col­
lection of earthenware and tin plates, 
table . cutlery, glasses, bottles—mostly 
beer-bottles—tin cans—presumably con­
taining food; we never investigated— 
with faded labels; a bundle of old news­

papers, a wooden box half full of ex­
ploded shells for a large-bore shotgun, 
another containing unused cartridges 
for both the shotgun and, apparently, a 
Winchester rifle of obsolete type, and 
a few books. The latter were mostly 
novels, tattered, greasy, and dirty, and 
oddly enough, a handsomely bound 
copy of “Sesame and Lilies.”

Secretan fairly pounced upon this 
latter, somewhat to my surprise; but 
we were enlightened in another instant, 
when, with the book open at' the fly-leaf, 
he uttered a triumphant cry. ’ “Look 
here!” he demanded excitedly. “My 
uncle had a craze for Ruskin.”

And, peering over his shoulder, we 
saw the already familiar name of 
“George Vaughan Secretan.”

“Now, what have you to say to 
tliatf” he demanded.

“The top av the afternoon .to ut 1” 
declared Brannan. “ ’Tis encourage­
ment. Faith, we’ll roll in pearls before 
another year is out! ’Tis dollars to 
doughnuts not an oyster has been lifted 
from this reef for nigh onto twenty 
year; we’ll reap a harvest that'll set 
us all up for loife!”

“Before we go any further with this 
room, let’s have a look at the next,” I 
suggested; and being nearest the door, 
laid fingers on the handle and turned it.

The next moment I had started back 
with a cry—a. cry that was echoed by 
each of my companions.

As I swung the door wide there was 
a subdued rattle, a puff of dust like 
smoke, and a number of bones, which 
had apparently been supported against 
the door, fell at my feet. Prominent 
among them a human skull bounded 
and hopped across the floor for a yard 
or two.

“Good God!”'
I don’t know which of us was respon­

sible for the ejaculation; but it relieved 



temporarily the tension of our nerves. 
Secretan began to giggle in a rather 
timo.row fashion; Brannan swore, not 
loud bW deep; and I was at pains to 
wipe my forehead on the sleeve of my 
pajamas.

While I was about it, Brannan bent 
forward and picked up something from 
the little pile of bones, exhibiting it 
mutely to each of us in turn, as it lay 
in Iris palm; an old clasp-knife with a 
long and once keen blade now eaten to 
a filigree of rust.

Secretan nodded his- comprehension. 
“Yes. I suppose that tells the story.”' 
He shuddered slightly and grimaced his 
disgust. “But one doesn’t like to 
think of it. That chap, knifed as he 
lay in his bunk, summoning enough 
strength to get to the door and 'dying 
there. Ugh 1”

“Yes,” said Brannan. He jerked the 
knife through the open window at his 
elbow. “I told ye there was something 
wrong with their deserting this place. 
I mane no ‘disrayspict, Misther Secre­
tan, but I’m thinking that if yer uncle’s 
gliq^ walks this spot he’s be way av 
having a loively toime av ut, now----- ”

As he spoke—and I would have you. 
comprehend that we were all more or 
less stirred by this gruesome discovery, 
keyed up to a nervous tension beyond 
the common—there rang upon the 
noonday stillness of that deserted spot 
a laugh.

To me at that moment it sounded as 
if it came from the adjoining room, so 
near, so clear, so high it was; a screech 
of fiendish and maniac mirth. I lay no 
claim to courage, but in two strides I 
was in the middle of the next room; 
and there was nothing there—nothing 
beyond two empty bunks, and a litter 
of rags that had once been clothing.

The sunlight was streaming in a 
golden flood at the window. There 
was naught amiss, naught to strike fear 
into my heart. But I was back with 
Secretan and Brannan more quickly 
than I can account for; and, at their 
heels, was running out of that unholy 
cabin, as though the devil himself were 
at our heels.

After a dozen yards or so, however, 

shame pulled us up. . Secretan halted, 
and I did likewise to avoid running into 
him. Brannan ran on for a few feet, 
then turned and slowly rejoined us. I 
remember that his face had gone white 
as a sheet and that it was with wild 
eyes, like those of a startled horse, that 
he glanced around him, sweeping the 
amphitheater of the clearing for the 
source of that bloodcurdling sound.

“Holy!” he said briefly. And since 
we had no words wherewith to do jus­
tice to the situation and the emotions it 
roused in us, we stood silent'.

A'fter a while Brannan again: “Will 
ye put a name to thot?”

“I’ve Jreard,” suggested Secretan, 
though without deriving any apparent 
satisfaction from hisjheory, “that there 
is a bird—a bird called the laughing 
jackass—that laughs hideously. I do not 
know that it is a native of this clime.”

“Burrd!” cried Brannan, in a .tremor 
of contempt. “Was ut a burrd thot 
howled like a sowl in phurgathory last 
noight ? Was ut a burrd thot made thim 
marks on the beach?”

“I do not know; I merely make the 
suggestion for what it may be worth. 
There must be some explanation----- ”

“Faith and ’tis John Brannan'd be 
grateful for ut, thin! Come I Burrd dr 
beast or divvle, I’ll wring the neck uv 
ut for scaring me hearrt into me mouth 
loike thot—if,” contemplatively, “I ever 
lay me two hands on ut.”

Silently, with no appetite for further 
research, we returned to the Lady of 
Quality by the route we had come; and 
not until I was safe upon these friendly 
decks did I experience relief from the 
chill that seemed to have settled in my 
blood. For an hour afterward my flesh 
crept at every unusual sound. And I 
believe that the same was true of us all.

CHAPTER VL
FIRE.

If there was one quality in the man 
more than any other that endeared him 
to us, it was Secretan’s admirable for­
titude. Not that his heart was impreg­
nable to fear; but that he would never 



yield to his fears. Now. I knew that 
he was mortally afraid of firearms—as 
is not infrequently the case with men 
who have led secluded and bookish 
lives; but the following morning the 
owner of the Lady of Quality was up 
with the sun, and got us all awake 
with his revolver-practise. It was 
early enough by the time I got on deck, 
sleepy but anxious to know what was 
the matter; and I found him in the 
bows, a smoking weapon in his fat 
hand, resolutely perforating the scen­
ery of Shadow Reef.

He greeted me with the ghost of a 
smile. “It’s just as well to know how 
to handle one of these things,” he said, 
unlimbering the weapon and ejecting 
the empty shells. “Really, you know, 
it isn’t so hard; I believe I am learning 
quite rapidly.”

“But what for?” I demanded.
“You never can tell what may hap­

pen,” he replied philosophically. “I 
have been thinking that it would be 
best to go ashore this morning and ex­
plore the island thoroughly.”

Not until breakfast was over did he 
announce his determination to Bran­
nan. Much to my relief the Irishman 
fell in with the proposition without 
argument. “I was thinking that some­
thing av the soort sh’u’d be done, me- 
self,” he agreed; “I’m with ye. Was ut 
for this ye were practising with the 
pistol?”

On Secretan’s replying in the affirma­
tive, “I’m thinking ye’ll nade a silver 
bullet in yer pistol,” said Brannan with 
a sheepish grin. And, rising, he went 
on deck.

But Secretan was not yet through 
with the man; the worst was to come, 
from Brannan's view-point. The two 
of us followed him up into the sunlight, 
and Secretan desired him to have 
Ptarmigan and Pitti Sing prepare a 
raft.

“And u'hat for?” demanded Bran­
nan. “Isn’t the cable good enough for 
ye ?”

“Locke and I are going to sleep 
ashore to-night, and we’ll want some 
things to make us comfortable. My 
own notion is,” said Secretan, “that my 

uncle, of pious memory, had a poor con­
ception of comfort.”

“And be thot same token his 
nephew’s bitten be the same Oldness. 
F’r why will ye be slaping' ashore ?”

“Tired of our berths. The change, 
I conceive, should prove pleasant.”

“Hmmm. I don’t envy ye the night’s 
rest.”

“Then you won’t join us?”
“Hiven forbid1”
“You don’t mean to tell us,” I put in 

banteringly, “that you’re afraid of the 
voice of a laughing jackass?”

“ ’Tis meself who’s heard tell of 
laughing jackasses thot were not 
burrds,” said Brannan with meaning.

But whether he was thinking of my 
humble self, or still harking back to the 
ghostly origin he assigned to the sounds 
that had twice disturbed us, I could not 
determine. He rolled off the minute 
the words were out of his, mouth, to 
give the crew their instructions; and 
when he again joined us, Secretan had 
—he asserted with a giggle—cabled 
himself to the beach, while I, follow­
ing my preference, had got ashore by 
the water route.

Brannan, dropping to the sand from 
the cable, handed me a revolver. “I 
have another in me pocket,” he said; 
“and, belike it may be useful. Ye have 
yer own, Misther Saycretan, I take 
ut ?”

“You don’t take it, but I have it,” 
retorted Secretan, immensely pleased 
with himself. And led the way inland.

Striking through the swamp-belt, we 
made direct for- the abandoned camp, 
with purpose to take up our investiga­
tion. where we had left off. “There 
should be other paths,” said Secretan 
sagely; “and naturally they will all 
converge upon this clearing. It will be 
easier to cover the island by those 
paths, rather than to force our way 
through the underbrush.”

We entered none of the shanties, 
when we came to them—merely peeped 
inside to assure ourselves that nothing 
had changed in them since our investi­
gation of the previous day. I think we 
were half disappointed to find all as we 
had left it; we were still, to some ex­



tent, affected by Brannan’s hints of the 
supernatural, however boldly we de­
rided them.

As Secretan had prophesied, we 
found three other paths, less boldly 
marked than the first, however; leading 
inland from the camp; and chose the 
most easterly one for exploration, as 
that most likely to lead us to the east­
ern end of the island. Hardly, how­
ever, were we clear of the settlement, 
than we were brought to a halt, and 
that by a discovery that flavored the 
rest of the trip unpleasantly—for me, 
at least.
■ It was nothing less than a small 
graveyard; a little glade in the woods 
which nature had left clear through her 
own inscrutable design, which man had 
appropriated for the last resting-place 
of his fellows.

We stumbled upon the spot unexpect­
edly, and paused, a little dashed of our 
high spirits. One fancies that a solemn 
peace broods over such places; we did 
so fancy, at all events, and were oddly 
moved by the experience. The sun­
light seemed to strike more softly 
through the foliage, the singing of the 
boisterous trade-wind to be subdued to 
a more reverent note. We stood in si­
lence for a space, finding no words.

For myself I was counting the grassy 
mounds and wondering. There were 
twelve of them, and somehow I could 
not conjure up a satisfactory reason 
for the death-roll of Shadow Reef be­
ing so large. I thought there must 
have been war, a civil war among the 
former possessors of the island, to have 
brought this number of men to their 
deaths. And Secretan’s uncle, the 
piratical Grimes, became a figure more 
sinister in my imagination.

I was roused, presently, by Bran­
nan’s voice. “Faith!” he was saying. 
“And here’s a thirteenth grave—left 
open!”

He had wandered away from us to 
the farther edge of the glade. When 
we stood by his side, we found our­
selves looking down into a Icing, nar­
row trench, its bottom hidden by a drift 
of dead leaves. The earth that had been 
thrown up to make the grave was 

grassed over at one side. There could 
be no doubt but that it had been dug 
to hold a thirteenth body. And never 
used ?

Since the path went no farther than 
this graveyard, we returned by it to the 
camp and, choosing the next trail to the 
west, again attempted to gain’ the in­
terior of the island; this time more 
successfully. Within the quarter of an 
hour we stood upon the crest of the 
middle hill. Here Brannan climbed a 
tree, sweeping the horizon from its top 
branches, and returned to earth to an­
nounce a sea bare of sail. “We’re 
lonely enough,” he commented grimly.

We pushed on eastward, following a 
trail that by degrees grew dimmer and 
more dim, until at length it vanished 
altogether in the hollow between the 
hills. It was here that I fancied that I 
heard the voice of a man crying aloud, 
shrilly; but though we listened, there 
came no repetition of the sound, and 
we were content to lay it to the sea­
birds or the wind.

The latter part of the journey was 
hard climbing. It was some time after 
midday ere we stood upon the verge 
of the eastern cliffs and watched the 
gulls wheeling and screaming in the 
void that lay beneath us.

Then came a discovery, as I filled my 
lungs, that aet me to the right-about in 
an instant and turned my mind com­
pletely from the contemplation of the. 
sweetness of nature.

“What is ut?” demanded Brannan, 
seeing me start and turn.

“Smoke!” I said. “I smell smoke!”
He turned and sniffed incredulously. 

“Right ye arre. But the galley-fire 
would not carry so far, even on this 
wind.”

“That’s wood smoke!” declared Se­
cretan sharply, at the same instant.

We stopped for no more words; the 
same fear struck in at all our hearts 
simultaneously, and the rest in my mem­
ory is a confused recollection of a fran­
tic rush down-hill and up and down 
again, through forest and jungle and 
clearing and swamp, with the perspira­
tion pouring from my face in a blinding 
stream, my heart hammering within its 



cage of ribs like a mad thing, my lungs 
aching.

The smoke reek grew stronger, heav­
ier as we proceeded; it filled the aisles 
of the trees with mist, clouded the dis­
tances, drew smarting tears from our 
eyes. If we needed any spur, it was 
supplied by that smell of burning wood.

Madly we labored on, panting, stum­
bling, falling, recovering, taking up 
again our furious pace. Now one led, 
now the other; but generally it was 
Brannan’s broad shoulders that swayed 
before me; Secretan, for all his fat, 
kept up marvelously, but in the rear, 
as a rule.

It seemed an age ere we burst from 
the swamp-lands upon the beach and 
stopped exhausted and aghast, our 
direst apprehensions confirmed to the 
letter.

Before us the Lady of Quality was 
aflame—from truck to keelson, as the 
saying goes.

CHAPTER VII.
THE COMING OF “THE MONSTER.”

How long we stood rooted in inac­
tion, our minds overwhelmed by the 
horror of the catastrophe, I cannot say. 
It is true, at least, that for a consid- 

v erable space we stood huddled together, 
like frightened children, staring out at 
the terrible spectacle presented by the 
Lady of Quality.

I have no words powerful enough to 
make vivid to your minds our grief and 
despair. You may conceive something 
of it when you consider that, by the 
loss.of the Lady of Quality, we lost all 
hope of leaving an island so unknown 
as to be barely charted*  by the British 
admiralty. And that was- our chiefest 
concern, though we became' sensible, 
presently, that while we watched, we 
were losing more than that—losing, 
practically, the whole of our fortunes, 
leaving ourselves penniless outcasts, 
broken men even should we succeed in 
escaping to the haunts of men.

And when that realization struck us 
with full force, we moved almost as 
one man; the trio of us breaking into a 

run down the beach, toward that spot 
where Pitti Sing and Ptarmigan should 
have been landing with the raft.

I think I have mentioned that a lit­
tle ridge of land ran down out of the 
jungle, forming a break in the semi­
circular contour of the beach, hiding 
the end of our cable from any one 
standing at the entrance to the path. 
If I have not described this—it was so. 
And so it happened that without warn­
ing we pounded round this jutting 
point and stumbled upon the crowning 
horror of the day.

I was leading, and the first to see 
it. I pulled up with a cry of conster­
nation, astonishment, and fright; which 
immediately was echoed at my shoul­
der by my companions.

Directly in front of the little tree to 
which I had attached the end of the 
cable, there was heaped upon the sands 
a considerable little collection of arti­
cles which Secretan had requisitioned 
for our purpose of making the cottage in 
the abandoned camp habitable for the 
night—bedding, cooking-utensils, and a 
pair of hammocks, together with a case 
or two of tinned food—assorted cans. 
For we had contemplated making the 
larger shanty our headquarters until 
such time as the Lady of Quality might 
be successfully careened and made 
sound.

This in itself was evidence that our 
servants, ®the Kanaka and Chinaman, 
had not been inactive while we were 
away. They had obeyed orders to the 
letter and in. so doing death had come 
to them—death in a form the more 
terrible to us since we could by no 
means explain it.

Under the peaceful blue sky, stark 
on the shimmering gold of the sands, 
the sunlight falling upon them {Merci­
lessly bright, they lay, Ptarmigan and 
Pitti Sing. If ever I knew their right­
ful names I have forgotten them. They 
must go down to history beneath the 
mask of Secretan’s facetious nicknames, 
poor devils!

The Chinaman on his back, face to 
the skies, the Kanaka prone, they lay 
at some distance apart, in a space of 
trampled sand that evidenced to the fact 



that a struggle of some duration had 
taken place.

Ptarmigan’s body’ was the nearer; 
and one judged that he had met his 
fate without warning. He had been 
struck down from behind, with a knife 
that, aimed with deadly skill, had 
found a way to his heart beneath his 
left shoulder-blade. He had no other 
wound, we later discovered, and from 
that deduced the fact that he had been 
the first to go.

Pitti Sing, on the other hand, must 
have fought like a wildcat for the 
right to live. The sand for a space of 
twenty feet about his body was stained 
with his blood, and I think he had died 
from the loss of that as much as from 
any mortal wound. For he had been 
stabbed and' slashed fiendishly in a 
score of places. His face, unlike 
Ptarmigan's, which was quite expres­
sionless, was horribly distorted, frozen 
stiff in a grin of terror and despair; 
the sightless, open eyes were staring 
with horror.

The roaring of the flames that were 
devouring the Lady of Quality brought 
us out of the stupor with which we had 
been contemplating this unexpected 
and overwhelming tragedy. Utterly 
dumfounded and aghast, we stared 
speechlessly at one another with pallid 
faces and frightened eyes. And then, 
with one consent, we turned and looked 
out toward the burning ship, as if seek­
ing there some clue to the authorship 
of this infernal crime.

My first discovery was that the cable 
was no longer connected with the ship, 
and I got the impression that it must 
have been burned away and fallen into 
thd water; for the bows were one mass 
of flames, growling, leaping, and crack­
ling. I noted, further, that the raft 
the crew had used was no longer at 
the beach; it was floating quite half 
a mile out in the lagoon. And I won­
dered dumbly at the circumstance, 
quite as unaccountable as all else.

I next remember standing chest­
deep in the water and turning to look 
back at the beach in response to fran­
tic cries from both Secretan and Bran­
nan. They were gesticulating and 

shouting, beckoning me back; but able 
to compass only the one motive that 
had taken me from their sides—the 
necessity of saving the basis of our 
fortunes from the holocaust—I merely 
shook my head, took a couple of steps 
more, and began to swim.

A little later I was clambering in 
over the stern of the vessel, coughing 
and spitting, half blinded by the 
smoke, and feeling as if afire with the 
heat of the blaze.

There was yet a chance that I might 
gain and leave the cabin alive-. Some­
how I found myself down there, tug­
ging at the sea-chest wherein Secretan 
kept the ship's papers, the log, and the 
currency with which we had financed 
our operations in the island trade.

I had thought to save it all, but the 
imminence of the conflagration forbade 
the attempt; I could by no means in 
that grilling heat and stifling snjoke 
get the chest on deck and overboard— 
it being.my thought that we could aft­
erward get it ashore.

But, as I say, that proved out of the 
question. I knew, however, that there 
was a small hatchet in one of the lock­
ers ; to which I groped my way. In a 
breath I was back at the chest, hacking 
and prying at the lock.

Twice I had to run on deck to get 
my breath and see how much more 
time I dared spend below. But at the 
third attack the lock yielded, the lid 
of the chest came up in my hands. Thus 
I was enabled to get the major part of 
the contents of the chest on deck.

Returning to the cabin for the final 
time, I dumped whatever it held of no 
value out of the chest and carried the 
empty box on deck, throwing it over 
the side, after securing a short line to 
one handle. It was stout, of light wood, 
and. water-tight enough for the brief 
service I demanded of it.

Holding it close beneath the side I' 
dropped in the log, the papers, Secre­
tan’s tin despatch-box, and the money 
—fifteen thousand dollars, partly in 
gold, but mostly in Bank of England 
notes. And so, a thought later, found 
myself in the water, swimming ashore 
and pushing the chest ahead of me.



It was no easy task—guiding that 
heavy-laden chest in to the beach. 
Mercifully Secretan swam out to aid 
me; but even then it was a desperate 
struggle. Exhausted by our long, 
hard run, scorched by the hungry 
flames, I felt my strength slipping from 
me moment by moment, as sand will 
slip through your fingers. By the time 
we were near enough inshore for Bran­
nan to wade out and catch me I was 
half-fainting. Consciousness left me al­
together for a space, when he had 
dragged me out upon the beach.

When I came to—the interval could 
have been not more than five minutes— 
Secretan was sluicing my head and 
shoulders with hatfuls of water from 
the lagoon. I sat up and felt ashamed 
of myself, for some unknown reason— 
probably because I had fainted. Other­
wise I had reason for patting myself 
on ♦he back, for I had succeeded in 
rescuing the most valuable part of our 
belongings; which was all that I had set 
out to do.

For support I put my back to the 
chest that contained the money; and 
looked about.

Brannan was standing with his back 
to the sea, his face to the jungle, star­
ing inland. To one side the two dead 
bodies were still sprawled in hideous 
postures. Secretan was sitting on an 
edge of the chest, his expression seri­
ous—for a wonder—his fat little hands 
busy with his revolver, which he was 
drying out with a bit of dirty cloth. 
To seaward the Lady of Quality was 
more than ever sheeted in flame; and 
the heat of the conflagration was un­
pleasantly perceptible, even at that dis­
tance.

We exchanged no remarks, at first— 
thq situation was one cruel beyond the 
power of tongue to express. There was 
nothing to say.

Presently Secretan finished his job of 
cleaning the revolver, and having wiped 
off the cartridges carefully, replaced 
them in the cylinder and closed the 
breech. “Go ahead, Brannan,” he said 
soberly. “I’ll stand watch.”

Brannan nodded. For the first time 
I noted that he was holding his own 

revolver ready in his hand. He moved 
off down the beach toward the bodies, 
without verbal reply to Secretan. The 
latter assumed a pose similar to that 
Brannan had held—standing and star­
ing intently at the jungle. It was plain 
that he played the part of sentry, but I 
was just weak and-thoughtless enough 
to put the obvious question.

“We’re not going to be surprised,” 
he replied without turning his head, 
“like those poor devils—not if we can 
help it. Brannan thinks that—what­
ever it was that did this—is still lurk­
ing hereabouts. And the man, or thing, 
that was unafraid of two will show no 
fear of three.”

“But it must have been a man,” I 
argued. “The island must be inhabited 
—by savages.”

“Yes,” he returned dubiously. “But 
Brannan doesn’t believe it.”

“What does he think?”
“What need to ask? The man’s a 

fool for superstition, and conceives that 
the Powers of Darkness are leagued 
against us.”

“And you?”
“Don’t ask me. I’m—frightened.”
“You’re both idiots,” I contended.

“Ghosts don’t knife people.”
A shadow fell upon the sand by my 

side and I looked up with a start to 
find that Brannan had returned. He 
stood over me for a moment, glaring 
down, his face black, features working.

“What d’ye know av thim?” he de­
manded fiercely. “I’ve heard things that 
would make ye sing another chune. 
Far the matther of thot, what have 
ye to say to this?”

He unclosed his palm and displayed 
an old and rusty clasp-knife, crimson 
with blood.

“ ’Twas thot done ut,” he said, voice 
aquiver.

“Well?”
“And I saw it no longer since than 

yesterday, on the flurr in the big shanty. 
’Tis the wan that fell out av the bones. 
’Tis doomed we arre, Gawd help us! 
For why did we iver set fut on this 
damned island? ’Twas through no wish 
av mine.”

“Oh, cut it out!” I cried. “You’re



making a fool of yourself and trying 
to make cowards of us all. There 
must be some natural explanation----- ”

But my voice failed me as, from far 
in the interior of the island, there rang 
out that harsh, mad, jarring laughter. 
Weird and inhuman, like the exultant 
and ironic shriek of a malignant spirit 
in very truth, it was a sound that 
seemed to chill the blood in my heart; 
and one to galvanize us all with instant 
fear.

I started to my feet, forgetting my 
weakness and exhaustion. Secretan in­
voluntarily stepped back a pace or two 
from the edge of the jungle, and ut­
tered a low cry of alarm. Brannan 
I did not look at; but I could see from 
his shadow at my side that he was 
trembling violently; and his breathing 
sounded very quick and loud.

“Come!” cried Secretan, breaking the 
silence that fell after the cry had died. 
“We must get out of this.’’ .

“Pwhere will ye go to be safe?’’ de­
manded Brannan. “Pwhere in this 
hell-sphot----- ■”

“We'll go to one of the buildings in 
the cam]), over there,” said Secretan— 
his voice none too steady. “It’s the only 
thing we can do. We’ve got to have 
some shelter. And afterward we— 
well, we are three armed men, as 
against something—I sha’n’t try to put 
a name to it. It must be a savage----- ”

“Did ye ever hear a savage laugh 
like thot?”

“I don’t know—no. But it will be 
strange if we can’t run it to ground. 
My God, Brannan, we must I Don’t 
stand staring there, like a coward. 
Catch an end of this chest and help me 
with it. We’ll take possession of the 
biggest house and then have a confer­
ence. ' Locke, you get your revolver 
ready and be our rear-guard.”

I was too weak for words; it was 
Secretan who stormed and shamed the 
Irishman into action. A few moments 
later we were in motion, leaving the 
beach, for the third time attempting the 
journey through the swamp.

Never shall I forget the next three 
hours. The weight of the chest and 
its unwieldiness hampered Brannan 

and Secretan beyond belief. A dozen 
times they were forced to stop and rest. 
We progressed at a snail’s pace, exas- 
peratingly slow, and with our nerves all 
aquiver.

Whether it was so or not, I believed, 
as did my companions, that our every 
step was dogged, our every movement 
watched, our every word overheard by 
an unseen enemy. The walls of the 
jungle were close, dense, impenetrable, 
on either side of the path. What went 
on behind them we might not see. But 
our ears were sharpened to supernat­
ural acuteness, and our imaginations- 
quickened to terrifying conjectures. 
And we interpreted every rustle and 
sigh in the foliage as a menace or a 
signal for attack.

It was late in the afternoon, very 
close upon night, when we got to the 
cabins in the clearing; the light of the 
setting sun was striking ruddy upon 
the tree-trunks, deluging the whole 
scene with the hue of blood. The place 
was quite as we had left it, deserted 
and quiet.

Sighing with relief, Brannan and Se­
cretan put down their burden in the 
larger room of the large cabin, then 
stepped outside, joining me to discuss 
our next and most advisable move.

Secretan opened the conversation 
with a remark of which I have no clear 
memory. His words were cut short by 
a cry from Brannan—and this time a 
cry of joy, startlingly out of tune with 
the tenor of our thoughts.

“Now, God be praised!” he bel­
lowed. “Look—look!”

He was pointing seaward with an 
arm that shook with excitement. I 
turned and looked.

In at the entrance to the little cove 
I have described, a ship'\vas standing— 
a topsail schooner of, if anything, a 
slightly greater tonnage than the Lady 
of Quality. With all sails set, and 
barely full in the falling breeze, site 
glided slowly and silently over the dark 
waters of the lagoon, her canvas gleam­
ing like gold in the evening sunlight.

I cannot begin to convey the emo­
tions this sight roused in us. It was all 
a daze of joy and relief. Brannan I 



remember as openly weeping with 
thankfulness, Secretan as being the first 
to set the example of running down to 
the water’s edge to greet the ship which 
we were regarding as our salvation.

She came on with stately grace, 
finally luffing and anchoring with a rat­
tle of chains loud upon the evening si­
lence, while we three stumbled and 
tripped and lumbered on, thoughtless 
of all else, straggling out upon the 
western sand-spit, at length arriving 
at the nearest point to the vessel, too 
breathless to hail her.

For some seconds we stood there, 
panting, devouring the arrival with our 
eyes. I have a picture of her very clear 
in my memory—a picture of a vessel 
with a long and low freeboard, a sharp 
stem, towering, graceful masts, and, 
clear and bright upon her bows, in gilt 
letters, her name and port of hail: 
“The Monster, of Liverpool.”,

CHAPTER VIII.
THE SILENT DEATH.

At first glimpse of the captain of Tils' 
Monster, as he stood upon his deck, I 
was conscious of a feeling of repug­
nance ; intuitively I divined a harsh and 
unyielding nature in the square, rigid 
set of his shoulders, in the somewhat 
finical nicety of. his attire, in the pug­
nacious and protruding lower jaw.

To this sensation was added a mys­
tery by his attitude toward us. There 
is no comradeship so genial as that of 
sailors, no sympathy for the unfor­
tunate and distressed more ready and 
sincere than that given freely by those 
who follow the sea. No men are more 
gregarious, company-loving, none more 
eager to have speech with their fel­
lows.

Yet to our repeated hails the captain 
of The Monster vouchsafed no more 
than-one curt response: a boat would 
be sent ashore in due time. Beyond 
that acknowledgment of our existence 
he paid us no heed, until in the fulness 
of his own sweet will he came ashore. 
Long before that had happened, the 
exultation to which Secretan and I had 

been a prey, had disappeared, en­
gulfed in gloomy anticipations; while 
Brannan, the volatile, his terrors for­
gotten for the nonce, was cursing the 
captain right heartily for a sour and 
surly dog.

Under this depressing influence, as I 
have indicated, we subsided into a dull 
and apprehensive temper, but contained 
our impatience, forced ourselves to 
wait. And the master took his time.

The tropic night had fallen black 
upon island and lagoon ere the keel of 
his boat grated on the sands. But we 
had been warned by the sound of oars 
as well as by the steady approach of 
a lantern in the bows of the dingey, 
and were ready enough to seize the 
bows and pull the boat ashore, you may 
believe—as well as dashed enough when 
the occupants of it remained stolidly in 
their places, without moving—save that 
from the stern a tall, black figure arose 
and made its way forward over the 
thwarts.

In the bows the man halted, standing 
with his legs astraddle and peering ^it 
us as we stood ranged in the lantern’s 
circle of light. I remarked a cold and 
austere cast of countenance that fitted 
well with the man’s words, when he 
spoke.

“You may give an account of your­
selves,” he said crisply. “I should pre­
fer that one of you do all the talking— 
the rest will only confuse, if they in­
sist on speaking. And, by the way. it 
may be well for you to understand that 
I am armed.”

As he sp6ke he lugged a rifle into 
sight, cradling it in the hollow of his 
arm as though in anticipation of an at­
tack.

“Now you may speak,” he said even­
ly, in the tone of one who is absolute 
master of the situation.

Unbending as had been his attitude 
from the beginning, there had been 
nothing in it to prepare us for such an 
introduction. It struck us speechless 
for the moment—as well it might. 
Finally, while still I groped vainly for 
words to phrase my amazement, Secre­
tan stepped a pace forward, taking 
the onus of spokesmanship.



“I do not,” lie said calmly—and I 
loved him for his composure, in the 
face of that frigid and inhuman greet­
ing—“I cannot understand just, why 
you have adopted this altitude toward 
us. Indeed, I am entirely unconscious 
of our having done anything that would 
lead you to believe that you .had aught 
to fear from us.”

“I may suggest,” cut in the cold 
voice, ‘‘that you have done nothing to 
make me believe that you are honest 
and God-fearing men.”

“I fail to see,” returned Secretan, 
on his mettle, “that the question of re­
ligion has entered into or has anything 
to do with our case. You discover us 
upon this island, very evidently men 
in sore distress----- ”

“Possibly the result of your own evil 
designs,” said the captain acidly.

“I am afraid I do not follow you.”
“I am afraid you must. I discover 

you three here, as you state, under 
what I may term the most suspicious 
auspices. What do you suppose brought 
me out of my course, this day, to visit 
this uncharted island? What but the 
smoke of the vessel you have burned. 
May I inquire if you consider it charac­
teristic of honest men, to burn a vessel 
in an out-of-the-way spot—undoubted­
ly with purpose to collect the insur­
ance?”

Brannan began to swear beneath his 
breath, and would have stepped for­
ward and made his violent temper a 
factor in the situation, had I not caught 
his hand and almost forcibly restrained 
him.

Secretan remained the coolest of the 
three.

“Why,” he inquired calmly, “do you 
think us capable of such villainy? What 
is it that makes you believe that we 
would deliberately run our vessel 
aground here, and, by burning her, 
make ourselves voluntary prisoners on 
a cleserte'd and unknown island?”

The captain of The Monster laughed 
briefly and with sarcastic appreciation.

‘T sighted the smoke," he said, 
“shortly after noon. At eight bells I 
sailed into the lagoon, making directly 
for the burning ship.” "
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“Thot," Brannan whispered, “was 
while we were in tact domned swamp. 
’Tis why we didn't see the black­
hearted divvle----- "

“Hush!” I said.
The captain continued:
“It was unnecessary to land—be­

sides being dangerous. The glasses 
were powerful enough to show me that 
you had murdered at least two of your 
crew upon the beach—presumably to 
eliminate them as witnesses against 
you, and that you had landed supplies 
sufficient to keep you from hunger for 
some time. Oh, I am not a fool!" he 
said, betraying impatience. “I can see 
through a millstone with a hole in it. 
It is patent enough that you act under 
instructions from the ship's owners, 
with whom you have, beyond doubt, 
an understanding that you are to be 
rescued within a reasonable length of 
time.

“My men,” he continued, “I have 
seen this thing done before, and—I am 
an honest man. My ways are not your 
ways—nor will they ever be, please 
God! I see before me a trio of brazen 
scoundrels and murderers. Am I to 
treat with you as with honest men?"

Again I had trouble to restrain 
Brannan, but at length he allowed him­
self to be quieted.

“Then,” said Secretan after a brief 
silence, “I gather that you refuse to 
have anything whatever to do with us? 
You refuse to help us escape from this 
island ?”

"I doubt your need of my help. How­
ever,” with another maddening, short 
laugh, “I will confess that I am some­
what curious to hear the story you have 
manufactured.”

Secretan visibly hesitated; and I fol­
lowed the little man’s mental processes 
clearly. The captain of The Monster 
had drawn a damning indictment 
against us, and we had no defense be­
yond a bare rccot.mal of the facts— 
and to narrate a story so incredible as 
ours was but to invite derision and to 
damn us yet more thoroughly in the 
mind of the self-righteous person in 
the bows of the dingey.

“If you can satisfy me," proceeded 



the captain with cutting significance, 
“that the dead men on the beach, over 
yonder, met their deaths through no 
act of yours, I will consider the ad­
visability of giving you passage.”

There was another pause, during 
which I managed to get Brannan's re­
volver from his pocket before he was 
aware of my intention. lie turned upon 
me in a rage, but I stepped aside and 
told him in a whisper that I would 
knock him senseless if he did not con­
tain himself. Grumbling, he subsided.

“I am afraid,” said Secretan at 
length, “that nothing I can say would 
tend to remove the prejudice in your 
narrow mind, my dear sir. Permit me.” 
he said, with a scornful ring in his 
voice, “to thank you for your courtesy 
in affording us, by this interview, an 
opportunity to meet the most intolerably 
self-sufficient and contemptible prig that 
was ever born of woman. I think that 
I speak for my companions when I say 
that we would rather starve than be 
beholden to you for the least courtesy.”

“Ah? I thought as much!"
“Your thoughts,” continued Secre­

tan, “are of no earthly importance to 
any one save yourself, whom they fit 
admirably. I bid you good evening.”

He turned on his heel and stalked 
away into the darkness. Gripping 
Brannan’s arm, I dragged him after 
Secretan. The Irishman fought me 
like a devil unchained, and" filled the 
night with insults which he hurled at 
the head of the captain of The Mon­
ster. 1 was fortunately able to hold 
him until the boat had been pushed off, 
else he had undoubtedly gone to his 
death in an insane attempt to slay the 
man with his bare hands.

Disconsolately we made our way back 
to the cabin in the camp, for the time 
forgetful of the danger that stalked us 
at every step—the unknown death that 
lurked in the fastnesses of the island. 
Oddly' enough, in the light of our after­
knowledge, we went unmolested, found 
the cabin untouched, with not a thing 
out of place so far as we could deter­
mine by the light of the fire we built 
in front of the door.

It was nearly midnight ere we were 

able to take some rest. Much had to 
be done, to our way of thinking, to 
insure us against assassination in our 
sleep. We barricaded the windows 
thoroughly, turned out the bedding in 
the bunks of the inner room and swept 
them with a broom of twigs. Then we 
scooped a shallow hole in the ground, 
outside the cabin, and—somewhat un­
ceremoniously, I fear, for we were sick 
with fatigue—bundled into it the bones 
that had tumbled out of the inner room. 
After that we had to gather enough 
wood to maintain a roaring fire 
throughout the night.

Food we had none, and half fam­
ished though we were, we willingly did 
without it, rather than face the tramp 
through the swamp to the beach where 
our scanty supplies were. As soon as 
possible we set watches for the night, 
Brannan taking the first, while Secre­
tan and I bundled into the bunks. Se­
cretan stood the second watch; it was 
perhaps a little over four hours, though 
it- seemed no more than a minute, ere 
he shook me awake.

I got up, noted the unmistakable 
sounds of Brannan's snoring from the 
opposite bunk, and drunk with sleep 
stumbled out to join Secretan, whom 
I found seated in front of the open 
doorway, nursing his revolver and star- 
,ing out into the darkness, made ruddy 
by the flicker of the firelight.

“Well?” I said.
“It will be daylight soon,” he re­

turned, rising. “Is your gun all right?”
I assured first myself then him of 

this fact. “Nothing has happened?” I 
asked.

“Nothing,” he replied, yet doubtful­
ly ; “nothing, at least, that I could pin 
a suspicion to.

“Some time ago I heard a racket 
down on The Monster.' I don’t under­
stand it—sounded as if the watch were 
quarreling. Some one got hurt, I sup­
pose, for I heard him cry out. But 
they quieted down.

“About half an hour later I fancied 
I heard footsteps in the back of the 
cabin; for that matter .they seemed to 
be making the round of the place—very 
light and stealthy; and I either saw, 



or thought I saw, something move on 
the other side of the fire, just at the 
edge of the trees. I had a notion that 
it might have been that righteous soul, 
the captain of The Monster, making a 
tour of inspection.”

“Probably,” I grumbled. “I fancy 
he is made of such stuff as sneaks are. 
But you need the sleep. Go on to bed.”

“Good night,” he said; and passed 
into the inner room.

I heard him lie down in the bunk I 
had vacated, and his sigh. And after 
that no sound beyond the crackling of 
the fire for what seemed a very long 
time.

I remember wondering at my wake­
fulness ; I had a sense of being very 
high-strung and vigilant and nervously 
alert. But this must have been facti­
tious : for somehow I must have slept 
at my post.

All I know of it is that one moment 
I was seated quietly before the door, as 
Secretan had been, blinking out into the 
darkness and thinking lazily that I 
should arise, go out and replenish the 
fire. The next—the interior of the 
cabin was filled with a cold and ghostly 
light, and something had struck me a 
heavy blow upon the chest and I had 
fallen out of the chair. On the heels 
of that, before I had by any means re­
covered my senses, I was conscious of 
an exquisite thrill of pain in my shoul­
der, as if it had been bored through 
with a white-hot iron; and at the same 
time was grappling furiously with 
something slippery, cold, and damp—a 
heavy, clammy, squirming thing that 
fought and bit and kicked and wriggled 
from my grasp, enveloping me in a 
whirl of rough-and-tumble fighting be­
yond which naught is clear.

During the course of it I must have 
screamed. Brannan and Secretan tell 
me that they were awakened by an un­
earthly yell, and tumbled out of the in­
ner room to find me fighting on the 
floor with a naked, white, mad thing, 
that was sinking its teeth in my shoul­
der and jabbing at me with a very long 
and shiny knife.

My only warning of their advent 
came like a clap of thunder—a revolver­

shot seemed to lift the roof of the 
cabin; and at the same instant the 
thing on top of me ceased struggling 
and threw itself, or was lifted, off.

Quivering and panting, and torn with 
pain, I got to my knees, stumbled to 
my feet, and staggered to a chair. 
Somebody’s arm was around my shoul­
ders, supporting me. Afterward I 
found it was Secretan’s. Brannan was 
busy seeing that the thing did not get 
at me—for it was by no means dead: 
Brannan’s bullet,had merely grazed its 
skull, momentarily stunning it.

I call the thing “it” instinctively. But 
when my brain was quite clear and I 
was able to see what went on, despite 
the pain in my shoulder, I discovered 
Brannan standing over the. crouching 
figure of a white man, quite nude, in 
a corner of the cabin. The thing— 
the white man—was resting on his 
haunches and clawing at the floor in a 
particularly unpleasant fashion. He 
had very black eyes, aflame with in­
sanity, and badly bloodshot; which he 
maintained fixedly upon my face.

His age one could never guess. He 
was painfully emaciated, his ribs stand­
ing out like the rounds of a chair, and 
very dirty. His hair was a matted 
mane at least a foot in length, and hung 
down over his forehead almost to his 
eyes; his face was the color of lead, 
cheeks sunken, nose thin and promi­
nent, lips thin and colorless, his mouth 
a cavern of filthy teeth.

“What,” t gasped, as soon as I could 
breathe, “what, in God’s name, is that?” 

“Brannan’s ghost,” said Secretan, 
with a short laugh,

“Cut ut,” cried Brannan, stepping 
forward as the thing showed signs of 
renewing its activity. “Come along and 
lend me a hand while I bind this 
divvle!”

Between them they had him trussed 
up in a twinkling; and then stood back, 
like myself fascipated and repelled by 
the picture he presented.

But I was beginning to suffer acute­
ly from my wound, as well as to be 
aware of a weakness that grew out. of 
my loss of blood. Accordingly I de­
manded help, and my companions were
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gentle and tender and skilful enough in 
washing and binding up the ugly cut 
that they found in my shoulder.

Meanwhile the object in the “corner 
was having what appeared to be a fit— 
a series of convulsions, graduating to 
a climax. I am not going into particu­
lars, for I have never known anything 
more terrible and revolting than the 
picture he presented. But from a 
moaning and shuddering he passed into 
spasm after spasm of writhing and 
foaming at the mouth and straining at 
his bonds. In the course of some fif­
teen minutes these passed, and he sub­
sided into a sort of excited loquacity. 
Ide crouched there, mowing and bow­
ing, jabbering at top speed, mad eyes 
flitting from one to another of our 
faces as we watched him and listened.

At first I made nothing of it, and was 
inclined to believe that he was merely 
mouthing inarticulate nonsense, after 
the manner of insane people. But a 
hushed exclamation of Brannan's. “Be 
the powers, ut’s speaking English!” 
apprised me of my mistake, and by 
bending a more attentive ear-, I man­
aged to follow the course of a more or 
less connected narrative.

And of all the strange events and 
scenes that made up the story of 
Shadow Reef, I recall none more 
strange than the one within that cabin, 
where we three sat and listened to the 
ravings of a maniac, while the dawn 
grew and flamed in the skies without, 
and the island awoke to another day.

CHAPTER IX.
THE ROUND-UP.

His name was Benjamin. So much 
we gathered from its frequent repeti­
tion. He never used the personal pro­
noun. but always seemed to refer to 
himself as “Benny.” or “Poor old 
Ben.” And this is wbat we gathered 
from his gibberish:

Benny had discovered an island, 
somewhere, called False Island, which 
was rich with pearls. He kept his se­
cret for a time, then confided it to some 
one named “George,” and there doesn’t 

seem to be any doubt that this person 
was George Vaughan Secretan, alias 
George Grimes.

’ The two, George and Benny, asso­
ciated unto themselves a third, whose 
name appears to have been Billy Cas­
tle; and the trio took ship, with'eleven 
sailors and divers, and went to False 
Island, and there settled.

For three years they stayed there, 
fishing for pearls and accumulating a 
fortune. Toward the end of the third 
year there came trouble—a mutiny 
among the divers—presumably natives 
from the east coast of Australia—who 
wanted to return to their home: also a 
quarrel between George and Billy 
Castle.

George appears to have been a vio­
lent and bloodthirsty individual. He 
killed Bill Castle with a knife, and, 
either before or after that crime, shot 
three of the natives—effectually nip­
ping the mutiny in the bud, but simul­
taneous!}' creating a new complication.

It was time to go away from Shadow 
Reef—-or False Island, as Benny con­
sistently termed it; and they dared not 
risk either leaving or taking the na­
tives. If George and Benny left the 
natives in possession, they might re­
turn to find their treasure-house in the 
possession of others, their secret known 
to the world. If they took them along 
in the ship—which seems to have been 
George’s property—the white men ran 
the hourly risk of being knifed at any 
hour of the day or night, or hanged as 
soon as they got to port, as common 
murderers.

Altogether, one gathers, the force 
and applicability of the adage that 
“dead men tell no tales" seem to have 
appealed to George and Benny very 
strongly. They armed themselves and 
went forth. The killing began imme­
diately. Some of the natives escaped 
and had to be hunted: in a struggle 
with one of them Benny was wounded. 
He did not say so, but one presumes 
that he got the crack over the head 
which deprived him of his reason. At 
all events, he seems to have made a 
murderous attack on George.

George must have escaped without



hurt, for Benny told us quite simply 
that George went away then, and left 
“poor old Ben.” Somehow, single- 
handed, Secretan's disreputable uncle 
must have navigated his schooner out 
through the reef and over the countless 
leagues of sea to Honolulu—or nearly 
that far, eventually abandoning the ves­
sel and continuing his voyage in the 
open boat in which he was picked up. 
It was no mean feat.

As for poor old Benny, he was nat­
urally lonely. Except at nights. 
Ghosts of the murdered natives ap­
peared to him at night, for a long time, 
until in his mad humor he was inspired 
to gather together the bodies and bury 
them. All but that of Billy Castle. The 
latter appears to have been the man 
killed in his bunk. Benny didn't bury 
him, although he had dug a grave, be­
cause he wanted the company of Billy’s 
ghost. He seems to have derived a 
great deal of comfort from Billy. It 
gave him counsel and stayed by him for 
a long time, living with him in the 
den he had made for himself in the 
jungle.

Counselor and guide, this ghostly 
visitant, conjured up by the enfeebled 
and unsteady brain—I fancy that the 
man had almost lucid intervals, at times 
—seems to have inspired the murder of 
Ptarmigan and Pitti Sing; which ap­
peared to have been accomplished half 
in revenge for the disturbing of Billy 
Castle's bones. Benny told quite clear­
ly how he had sprung upon the Kanaka 
and the Chinaman from the jungle, kill­
ing Ptarmigan at a blow. Pitti Sing 
he disposed of after a struggle.

And then, because Brannan and Se­
cretan and I were also marked for as­
sassination, and it was unwise to leave 
us any means of escape, Benny went off 
to the Lady of Quality on the raft, fired 
the ship, turned the raft adrift, and 
swam ashore. I suppose he must have 
gone around the point to do this, for we 
bad found no traces of his landing, just 
as I have concluded that the queer 
marks we discovered on the sands that 
first morning on Shadow Reef were 
made by the maniac dragging himself 
up out of the water, his insane cun­

ning having dictated that ruse to be­
wilder us.

At this point the man’s story began 
to deal with events that we knew not 
of; it became rambling and discon­
nected, yet through it all there ran a 
suggestion that struck us cold with hor­
ror. Midway in it Sefretan got up and 
walked to the door.

“Come on, you fellows,” he said 
faintly. “I can’t stand any more of 
this. Good God, he must be lying—it 
can’t, simply can't be true. I am go­
ing to see.”

Brannan helped me out of the cabin, 
and put me down where I could rest 
my back against the walls and, bathed 
in the comfortable glow of the sunlight, 
watch Secretan trotting down to the 
beach.

The Monster lay where she had 
anchored the previous evening, moving 
very slightly to the slow rise and fall 
of the lagoon. She was a beautiful 
craft and made a. picture of peace; yet 
Brannan and I, with the sound of that 
maniac’s monologue still in our ears, 
watched her with crawling terror.

As for Secretan, he did not hesitate. 
In fact, he has confessed that he dared 
not stop to think. We saw him reach 
the place where we had held our con­
ference with the captain of The Mon­
ster, strip, and plunge boldly into the 
water. He swam very well, as stout 
men generally do, and reached The 
Monster without delay, climbing aboard 
by the jib-stays.

His stay was brief. I do not think 
he spent ten minutes on board. When 
again he came into sight, he was hur­
rying, as if to escape an evil sight. He 
dived immediately over the side and, 
coming up, struck out for the land.

Brannan went to meet him. But be­
fore I heard it from his own lips, I 
knew that it was true.

The maniac, swimming silently, had 
made his way on board, some time dur­
ing the previous night, surprised and 
butchered the watch—there was only 
one man, an anchor-watch, awake— 
and then without waking any of the 
others, save perhaps the last—a sur­
mise based on Secretan’s assertion that 



he distinctly heard the sound of scuf­
fling and a cry during the night—slain 
everj’ soul aboard The Monster.

There were six, in all. Secretan says 
that the cabin was like a slaughter­
house.

I cannot say, for he and Brannan 
cleaned the place'out thoroughly while 
I was convalescent.

Two months later, from the midship 
thwart of a long-boat whose stern was 
so charred by flam'es as to render her 
name illegible, I saw the last of The 
Monster, of Liverpool.

Like the only other vessel that, with­
in our knowledge, had visited Shadow 
Reef since George Vaughan Secretan, 
alias George Grimes, had sailed away 
from that island, The Monster went up 
in flames.

It was close upon dawn. We lay 
upon our oars, Brannan, Secretan and 
I, about half a mile away, and watched 
the flames lick up her masts and roar 
through her decks. She burned very 
brightly—we had seen to that; deter­
mined men with an ample supply of 
kerosene can make a ship very inflam­
mable, if such is their design—and we 

did not leave her neighborhood until 
the last tongue of fire had hissed 
out as the sea received the blackened 
hulk.

Not until that happened were w& 
safe. The mind of man is prone to 
swift judgment on circumstantial 
grounds. We had had one experience 
of that, and were hungry for no more.

But with the lunatic ‘‘Benny" at last 
at rest beneath the sod—he occupies the 
thirteenth grave in the little graveyard 
—with The Monster a charred remnant 
beneath the waves, we were free to 
turn our long-boat’s bows to the west, 
to hoist sail and shape our course for 
the Marquesas, one hundred miles 
away, there to declare ourselves the 
sole survivors of the lost Lady of 
Quality.

Which we did.
Later, at our leisure, we bought and 

fitted out another vessel, and returned 
to Shadow Reef; and this time even 
Brannan was eager to raise her peaks, 
for the ghost was laid, the shadow 
lifted; the reef remained—a lordly 
treasure-house, the richest pearl reef 
in the South Pacific.

And we three were, and are, its lords.

IN SEARCH OF THE POLE

COMMANDER PEARY, the courageous leader of the expedition now in 
search of the Pole, has explored the fascinating frozen North no fewer 
than eight times; and on this, the ninth occasion, he is particularly san­

guine of success, for there is luck in odd numbers—at least, in Commander 
Peary's case. It will be remembered that it was three years ago he began his last 
journey, and nine months later—on April 21. 1906—that he planted the American 
flag on a mountain of ice Only one hundred and seventy-four nautical miles from 
the North Pole. It was at a higher degree of latitude than anybody had reached 
before, beating Nansen and the Duke of the Abruzzi by fifty-five and thirty-five 
English miles respectively. He is carrying a flag this time presented by Presi­
dent Roosevelt, and if his aspirations are realized, he will unfurl it at the North 
Pole, tor as near as he can get to it. By the way, it is well to mention that on 
one of his previous Polar expeditions Commander Peary was accompanied by his 
wife, who was eagerly welcomed by the Eskimos, and went through all the 
hardships of the journey with wonderful fortitude, and without experiencing the 
least ill effects. The commander himself, however, has not always been so fortu­
nate. tie has lost seme of his toes through getting frost-bitten, and on more 
than one occasion he has been at death’s door through cold and starvation.



First Blood
By Bertrand W. Sinclair

Author of ‘‘'Under the Great Bear," "Raw. Gold," Etc.

A simple and powerful tale of the grim North where men 
trap animals for their furs and where men themselves 
are sometimes entrapped in their own primitive passions

URS and barter brought 
the Ancient and Hon­
orable Company of 
Adventurers to Hud­
son Bay, from which 
bleak landfall they 
speedily overran the 
Northwest. And furs

have continued to be the prime object 
of the Company during the two cen­
turies of its existence. Ethical prob­
lems concern it not. Certain primitive 
conceptions of justice are laid down, 
and by these the agents of the Com­
pany are guided in the trade. If a 
Factor is shrewd, a peacemaker with 
the Indian and half-breed hunters, a 
getter of furs, his morals are of little 
moment. At any rate, the Company 
ignored certain matters in connection 
with Armand Pelisse, and he rose in 
their service in proportion to the profits 
he brought them. Finally he became 
Factor at the Landing—which, as any 
Hudson Bay runner can tell you, squats 
at the base of the Rocky Mountains 
on the bank of a big river that has seen 
many a great canoe-flotilla slip away 
toward the rising sun. The Landing 
taps a grand fur country, and Pelisse 
was become a great man. But for all 
that, he was not long at the Landing 
before the simple voyageurs wished 
him gone again. He bred heart-burn­
ings. And, for a time, the fiercest of 
these fires glowed in the bosom of one 
Colin MacRae.

Colin was born at the Landing, grew 
up there, and expected to die there— 
or at least he would have said so if 

one had asked him. There are two 
combinations of blood prevalent in the 
service of the Company. One is French 
and Indian—volatile, quick to anger, 
and as quick to forget offense and in­
jury when the anger has died. The 
other is Scotch and Indian—and in all 
things it is the reverse of its fellow 
hybrid. For the dour Scots who wan­
dered overseas, and mated with red 
women because there were no white, 
were peaceful men and long-suffering, 
but terrible when aroused. Thus Co­
lin’s very name indicates his type and 
nature. He was a young man when 
Pelisse came to the Landing, and he 
had just taken to himself a wife—and 
a “debt" to the Company, for the ma­
king of a wedding-feast. Also he had 
a sister.

She was a girl of some beauty. The 
blood of her paternal ancestors had 
triumphed over the red, and wavy 
brown hair, a smooth, clear skin, faint­
ly touched with olive, were hers. The 
large, dark eyes of her mother's people 
looked coquettishly out from under per­
fect eyebrows. Few would have 
guessed the mixed blood—and few men 
would have cared, if she smiled as 
sweetly on them as she did on Armand 
Pelisse. For in his way, this debonair 
breaker of hearts was as physically 
perfect as she. But where she was al­
most ignorant' in her virgin innocence, 
he—well, he was a typical male.

MacRae the first had quit the Com­
pany’s service by way of an overturned 
canoe, and the mother of the girl and 
Colin had long since been laid in a 



tree-top, after the manner of her peo­
ple. So Christy and Colin stuck to­
gether, even after Colin took to him­
self a fat, round-faced bride from a 
Cree teepee. Pelisse saw Christy first 
when Colin stood up before the priest. 
By way of keeping up an appearance 
of patriarchal interest the Company re­
quires the Factor to unbend and lend 
his presence on such occasions, if no 
more than to drink a cup of tea with 
the simple folk. There was Hudson 
Bay rum, and whisky that had paid no 
revenue to the queen, at Colin's mating, 
as well as the tea.

It was a big spread, and it stood Co­
lin a good share of his next winter’s 
prospective fur catch. No matter, 
though; the Company was generous if 
the year was bad. So the priest blessed 
them, and everybody sat down and ate 
and drank and wished them several 
lifetimes of happiness. Armand exalt­
ed them with his honored presence. He 
gave the bride a splendid tartan shawl, 
and Colin a hunting-knife, and he 
drank tea with them. When the tables 
were cleared and thrust ingloriously 
outside and the fiddlers hunched them­
selves and scraped till sweat ran down 
their dusky brows, he opened the ball 
and the eyes of the Company under­
lings by treading a measure with Mrs. 
Colin. After that he had time for none 
but Christy. The soft little heart of 
her rose high with pride to think that 
she was esteemed in the sight of the 
Factor, the big man of the Landing. 
The hearts of certain young men, wiry 
traversers of long, desolate trails, also 
beat high—but with jealous anger. 
'Much more desirable did Christy seem 
to them, since Pelisse had singled her 
out for his ardent wooing.

If the good father who tended the 
souls of these folk had been about the 
Landing much he would likely have put 
a different face on the matter. Christy 
would have obeyed him implicitly, and 
even Armand Pelisse, arrogant and 
hot-headed as he was, would have been 
slow to call upon his curly head the 
execration of the Church. But the fa­
ther was prone, indeed it was his mis­
sion, to flit from post to post, tarrying 

here a day, there a week, as need arose. 
At the best he had little more than 
time to marry them and bury them. 
The church, in that far region, must 
needs be peripatetic if it would keep 
in touch with the faithfid. So, with 
the understanding eye of the wise old 
priest not upon them, these two pas­
sionate creatures played the game that 
is old as life itself, and sometimes as 
sad.

This began in midsummer, and wherf 
the southern flight of the wild goose 
took place, the hunting-ground beck­
oned to Colin with the hand of neces­
sity. He now was become a man of 
family; the woman must be provided 
for; the Company “debt” must be paid. 
Strangely enough, the Factor had bade 
him procure all that he needed, had 
helped him with a lavish hand, even 
urging upon him things that he did not 
need but greatly desired; and with it, 
gave assurance that the Company would 
not press hard upon a hunter who had 
bad luck. Colin watched the two, Ar­
mand and Christy, walk along the river­
bank in the cool of the evening, and 
dreamed of his little sister a Factor’s 
wife, a great lady. Likewise he saw 
himself risen to importance as a Com­
pany man—for without a doubt a smart 
one like Pelisse stood well with the 
Company, and why should not one’s 
own kin lend a hand ?

Thus building fine air-castles Colin 
made ready for his annual pilgrimage 
to the Big Stick country, where the 
mink, the marten, the cross-fox and 
suchlike fur abounded. The flour and 
tea and sugar, a scanty enough store 
to last them the winter; the traps for 
the sly things of the forest, the powder 
and ball for his medieval trade-gun; 
snow-shoes and clothing of buckskin 
for himself and his mate; all these were 
stowed carefully in Colin’s canoe. His 
dog-team, the best in the Landing, lay 
sleepily on the bank, cocking its sev­
eral knowing eyes at what was to the 
fore. And when all was prepared 
Christy staggered her brother—a little. 
When he had time to think, it did not 
seem so strange.

“Thank ye, Colin dear,” she said 



sweetly—and stubbornly. “But I’ll no 
be a burden ta ye an’ Gracie. Ye ha’ 
your wife, an' three's no good company 
in such time. I’ll bide here.”
.“Bide here?” Colin echoed per­

plexedly. “An’ wi’ who will ye bide? 
There’s room aplenty for ye. I’ve laid 
in grub to spare, an’ Gracie’s no the 
lass ta mak’ ye feel discomforted. 
What’s took' ye? Whaur wad ye bide 
if no wi’ your own brither—at any rate, 
till ye ha’ a hoose an’ man o’ your 
own ?”

Christy tossed her head. “I’ll bide 
here just the same,” she returned. 
“Kerry Michelson's man is off ta Slave 
Lake for the winter.. She’s lonesome, 
an’ she’s for havin' me stay an’ keep 
her company—seein’ ye dinna really 
need me.”

“Tut, tut, come on wi’ us, Christy,” 
Colin urged.

But Christy was not to be persuaded, 
and Colin ceased his importunity, hav­
ing glimmerings of the why. He saw 
to it that she was well settled with 
Mistress Michelson, and bade her 
good-by. Being powerless to do aught 
else, he washed his hands of her till 
spring.

Colin and his woman left the Land­
ing one smoky Indian-summcr after­
noon. North by west they journeyed 
for a matter of three weeks. A deluge 
of snow caught them, and held them 
back somewhat, but at length they 
reached the Big Stick country and 
made themselves cozy in the log cabin 
Colin the first had built and handed 
down to his son. They set their house 
in order and while they were about it 
winter shut down as suddenly as the 
sinking of the sun. The North’ un­
masked its batteries of frost and snow. 
Great guns of blizzards assaulted them. 
The old, old struggle between elemen­
tal forces and creatures of flesh and 
blood was waged right merrily.

In parka and moccasins, begarmerrt- 
ed in buckskin and fur, shod with the 
webbed, seven-leagued boots of the- 
North, Colin daily made the round of 
his traps. Moose and caribou fell to 
his gun, giving them ample supply of 
meat. The pelts he took were stretched 

on shaping willows, and the slow­
voiced Cree woman toiled faithfully 
through the daylight hours working 
the green moose-hide into pliable buck­
skin. Through the long evenings, with 
a flickering grease-light at their elbow, 
they would sit by the cheery blaze that 
glowed in the stone fireplace at the 
cabin-end; she patiently sewing intri­
cate designs of beads and colored por­
cupine-quills on moccasins for her 
man; he humped on a bearskin, pipe 
in his mouth, torturing Scotch and 
French folk-songs on the strings of an 
ancient fiddle.

Thus the winter passed, and with his 
woman, his traps, and his fiddle Colin 
was very well content. He gave little 
thought to Christy, being too much en­
grossed with things nearer at hand. 
When he did think of her it was gen­
erally to wonder if they would have 
the “gran’ weddin’ ” before he returned 
in the spring—for that it would be 
otherwise never once entered his head. 
He was no fool, this somewhat primi­
tive son of the wilds; he had truly 
fathomed Christy’s real motive for 
staying wflth Kerry Michelson, and to 
him it seemed only natural. There was 
only one possible outcome, judging by 
Armand’s open attentions and the usual 
result in such cases. And Colin hoped 
to shake a foot at Christy’s wedding in 
the spring.

Just before the lengthening days and 
the reviving sun drove the storm­
sprites back to their Northern lair Co­
lin loaded his goods on a sled—and 
some portion on the stout backs of him­
self and wife also—hitched the dogs 
thereto, and began the long journey 
to navigable waters. Timed to a nicety, 
with that instinctive gaging of the sea­
sons common to men of the North, they 
reached a southbound stream with the 
passing of the snow. There they cached 
the sled in a tree-top, according to cus­
tom, and took to the canoe that had 
awaited them in its clump of trees since 
the fall before.

By devious windings they came to 
the broad channel of the Athabasca. 
Down this they floated, homeward- 
bound with a fair catch. As they swung 



down the silent river, here and there 
canoes slipped unexpectedly out of far- 
reaching arms of the main stream. 
Sometimes one, sometimes two, again 
it might be a dozen, or the brigade of 
a tribe, they came steadily down from 
the hunting-grounds till the procession 
was a goodly one. At dusk the glim­
mer of their supper-fires along the bank 
was like the bivouac of an army. Pad­
dling with the current by day, sleeping 
with faces bared to the sky at night, 
the returning hunters chansoned and 
fiddled and recounted desperate ex­
ploits in lonely places till the Landing 
hove in sight, with those who had re­
mained at the post gathered on the 
bank to greet them.

Strangely enough, Christy was not of 
the number. Colin beached his canoe 
high and dry. Among those who 
shouted welcome to him he espied a 
juvenile Michelson. To this youngster 
Colin beckoned.

“How’s a’ the folk at the hoose?” 
he queried tentatively. “Did ye winter 
good ?”

“They’re all right,” the boy an­
swered. Then, after a pause, he vol­
unteered in the brutally frank manner 
of a child another piece of information. 
“I think Christy’s sick. Mother says 
she isn’t, but she wouldn’t sit round an’ 
cry if she wasn’t sick, would she, Co­
lin ?’’

“Eh ?” Colin stared at the boy. 
“Thank ye, laddie; rin along.”

• “Stay ye here, Gracie, an’ keep off 
tha thievin’ dogs,” he said presently. 
“I’ll be goin’ up ta Michelson’s for a 
minute.”

He left the chattering flock on the 
river-edge and ascended the bank, walk­
ing quickly toward the cabins that clus­
tered a respectful distance from the 
rambling Company store. As he passed 
the more pretentious building that 
housed the Factor two men and a wom­
an came up from the opposite direction. 
One of the men was Armand Pelisse. 
The other was old, a bent, shriveled-up 
figure in ill-fitting broadcloth. Each 
spring, as far back as he could re­
member, Colin had seen him about the 
Landing when the furs came in, and 

he knew him for a pillar of the Com­
pany before whom even Factors bowed 
down. He came, lingered a week or 
so, observed everything in impassive 
silence, addressed none but the Factor, 
and went his way again in a cushioned 
buckboard drawn by blooded horse­
flesh. But it was on the woman that 
Colin’s attention centered—on her, and 
the deferential, almost tender, bearing 
of Pelisse. She owned no Indian blood. 
Blue-eyed, skin pink and white like the 
June roses of the North, she seemed to 
Colin the creature of a dream. Her 
hair—she walked bareheaded—glim­
mered in the sunshine the color of a 
ripened wheat-field. Certainly she was 
a striking figure—to a man who could 
count on the fingers of one hand the 
number of pure-blooded white women 
he had ever seen.

To Colin’s “Good day ta ye, Factor,” 
Pelisse merely nodded acknowledg­
ment. He passed on, wholly engrossed 
with his companion. Colin whirled on 
his heel and stared after them ; watched 
them go into the house, the girl laugh­
ing merrily at something Armand said, 
and Armand bowing and bowing in his 
effusive Gallic way. Last of all en­
tered the old man, austere, silent, a 
physical nothing, yet giving the im­
pression of vast power and authority. 
Then Colin resumed his way to the 
Michelson cabin, uneasy without know­
ing why.

Kerry Michelson was hard at the 
noon dish-washing when Colin walked 
in. Christy stood at the far end of 
the room, her back to him, staring out 
the small window.

“How are ye, Mistress Michelson— 
an’ ye, Christy?” he greeted.

An atmosphere of constraint seemed 
to rest upon the three of them. Christy 
turned slowly from the window, and 
Kerry laid down her dish-cloth as she 
returned his salutation. For a second 
or two brother and sister looked 
searchingly at each other. Then Colin 
walked over to Christy, laid a hand on 
her shoulder, and stooping, kissed her 
gently. At that she burst unaccounta­
bly into tears and slipping past him 
flung herself into the other room, clo­



sing the door with a slam. Colin sat 
down. Mechanically he took out his 
pipe and filled it. A hot flush of shame 
and anger mounted to his brown 
cheeks.

“Dinna look sa glum, man,” Kerry 
made attempt to smooth the matter. 
“The lassie’s made a bit blunder— 
there’s been plenty others did the same. 
There’s little use cryin’ over spilt 
milk.”

“Do ye see me cryin’ ?” Colin re­
turned testily. “What has he ta say— 
or does he say aught? Ye ken who I 
mean.”

Kerry shook her head. “He hasna 
spoken ta her this two-month, that I 
know. Maybe when tha father comes 
he’ll mak’ it right.”

Colin grunted, and abruptly rose and 
left. Shajne and a feeling of helpless­
ness sat heavily on his shoulders. The 
Scotch of him glowered and bade him 
put the thing behind—it was a matter 
he could not mend. But the Indian 
blood, untamed and passionate for all 
its stoicism, urged his. fingers to the 
haft of his skinning-knife in the name 
of primordial justice. The canniness 
of the MacRae, however, asserted itself. 
Mayhap it would yet be well. At 
least, one must wait a bit and see.

So he went back to his canoe, and 
his patiently waiting woman. Between 
them they bore the winter’s gathering 
of pelts to the family cabin. Their 
bedding and simple cooking-utensils 
and food came next. By sundown their 
house was set in order. Then Colin 
went over to Kerry, Michelson’s and 
brought Christy home.

Tn the morning he took his furs to 
the Company store and traded them in. 
When the “debt” of the previous sea­
son was wiped out there was little left, 
and that little Colin put into certain 
articles of food for the summer—and 
sundry foolish gewgaws for his woman 
and Christy and himself. Like the 
forest creatures that he hunted, he gave 
little calculation to the needs of the 
future. Always it had been the custom 
that the Company outfitted the hunters 
with powder and ball, with certain 
grub. That was the hunter’s “debt,” 

annually contracted, its repayment sure 
as the rising of the sun or the coming 
of the snow—only death or pelts could 
wipe it out. ,

When the trading was completed Co­
lin and his mate, childishly elated, car­
ried home the meager stock of goods. 
Pelisse had not appeared at the store. 
The girl with the violet eyes and wheat­
colored hair had been an interested on­
looker. She, as Colin had guessed, 
was the daughter of the gray-haired 
visitor.

A week later the bay team was 
hitched to the cushioned buckboard, 
and the two departed southward, Ar­
mand Godspeeding them unctuously, 
the girl waving a dainty hand, her fa­
ther huddled in the seat, bent and cold­
ly reserved. Next day came Father 
Latour from a wearisome journey 
through the Nation River country. Co­
lin sat morosely in his cabin while the 
priest made the round of the post. At 
length the black cassock darkened the 
door, and Colin cried: “Come in, fa­
ther, come in.” The Cree woman 
looked up from her seat on the floor 
and smiled welcome to the fat little 
priest. They exchanged greetings, and 
spoke of the winter. Presently Father 
Latour glanced about him.

“Ah, where is the little sister, m’son ? 
Well, I hope?”

For answer Colin arose and opened 
the door that led into the other room.

“Christy,” he said, “here is the good 
father. Will ye no speak a word wi’ 
him ?”

There was no audible reply. Colin 
stood a moment, then beckoned Father 
Latour.

“Go you in, father,” he said. “She’ll 
no stir for me.”

The little priest stepped to the door­
way. Christy sat on a stool by the 
window, her face hidden in her hands. 
He murmured some Latin exclamation 
to himself, and going to her touched 
her gently on the shoulder. Colin re­
sumed his seat and his pipe.

Father Latour came out at last, and 
closed the door softly behind him. His 
round, good-natured face was flushed, 
a sparkle of anger lit up his eyes.



“M’son, m’son,” he muttered, "this is 
a blow. Now I will speak a plain word 
with Armand Pelisse.”

‘‘I will be going with you,” Colin 
declared.

"Is it wise, m’son?” the father asked. 
"I think not. Leave it to me.”

“I will go with you,” Colin neverthe­
less repeated. And the priest accepted 
his company with a gesture of resigna­
tion, as one who humors a child.

At once they set out for the Com­
pany store. Not finding Pelisse there, 
Father Latour turned to the Factor’s 
dwelling. At that Colin’s determina­
tion weakened. The dominant strain in 
him was that of a class which has for 
generations bowed 'to constituted au­
thority. Certainly he did not fear Ar­
mand Pelisse—nor any other man—as 
an individual. But bearding the Factor 
in his private den put a damper on Co­
lin. After all, maybe the father could 
do more if he were not by.

‘‘Go you ahead, father,” he suddenly 
decided. “I’ll leave it i’ your hands.”

The little priest nodded comprehen­
sion, and Colin turned back. The fa­
ther entered the Factor’s house. Ar­
mand himself bowed him into a big 
armchair and set out a treasured bottle 
of wine. What they said to each other 
in the next hour is neither here nor 
there. But the priest left the house in 
a sober mood, with something of dis­
appointment in the set of his cassocked 
shoulders. And that was the end of it, 
so far as Father Latour is concerned. 
Within a week he was on his way to 
posts farther down-river, and Colin 
went about his daily affairs in fatalistic 
calm.

Summer wore on. The June roses 
flowered for a brief span. About the 
Landing the monotony of an inactive 
period reigned unchallenged. Then one 
evening Christy MacRae threw a shawl 
over her head and slipped out of the 
house‘at dusk. Night fell, and Christy 
did not return—nor was she at Kerry 
Michelson’s when Colin went to look 
for her. Two days went by. Then 
they found her body cast up on a 
sand-bar five miles below the Landing.

Colin walked before the others when 

they carried her home on a rude 
stretcher made of pine saplings.

“This way,” he said, when they were 
about to turn into his cabin. "Set it 
there,” he commanded, pointing to the 
broad stoop that ran across the store 
front. From about the post others came 
stealing up. And presently the Factor 
stepped outside. At sight of Armand, 
Colin threw back the blanket that cov­
ered the dead girl’s face.

“Look you, Factor,” he said, speak­
ing in Cree so that all might under­
stand—for it was the tongue of their 
nearest kin. “This is your work. Look 
well. Fine, is it not?”

Armand paled a shade, and then his 
swarthy face burned. He caught his 
under lip in his teeth, and glared.

“What is all this about?” he cried 
savagely. “Get out of here—quick. 
All of you.” And with that he swung 
around and went inside.

“Ye ha’ gotten first blood, as my fa­
ther would say,” Colin cried after him. 
“I wish ye joy of it, Factor. God send 
her face spoils many a night’s sleep 
for ye.”

Then they carried her to the cabin 
and laid her on a bed. Next day she 
was buried. Soon the wonder of it 
died down. Life at the Landing droned 
on ‘in the accustomed way, and Christy 
bade fair to be forgotten.

Midsummer passed; autumn came 
treading hard on its heels, and at the 
turning of the leaves the hunters pre­
pared to flit. Near the time of the fall 
outfitting Armand left for Edmonton 
to hold council v^th certain Company 
chiefs. His absence was of no con­
cern to the fur-getters, however, for 
the Factor seldom took active part in 
the issuing of supplies. That was pre­
arranged. On the books of the Com­
pany each hunter was rated—as a com­
mercial agency rates a merchant’s 
standing. So much would be given 
him, no more.

Among those who came first to be 
served was Colin. That there was bad 
blood between himself and the Factor 
troubled him not. The “debt” was to 
the Company, not to Armand Pelisse. 
Colin was not made of the stuff that 



asks a favor of an enemy. But this 
matter of powder and ball, of flour and 
salt and tea, was an ancient, tacitly 
understood agreement, crystallized into 
a right by generations of observance. 
So much ojj a “debt” in the fall, so 
many furs in the spring—thus it stood. 
And whereas the Company made no 
bargains by which it did not strictly 
abide, so the several tribes and half­
breed hunters of the North would as 
soon flout the Great Spirit and the 
lesser gods of river and woodland as 
break faith with the Company. Hence, 
it was like a blow in the face when a 
clerk told Colin that for him there 
would be no “debt.”

“For why?" demanded Colin, resting 
his hands on the counter, worn to 
glassy smoothness by countless pack­
ages of furs and merchandise.

The clerk, old in the service .of the 
Pompany, knowing Colin and his fa­
ther before him, answered patiently:

“Hie Factor so ordered, and Mac- 
Pherson passed it on to me. And it 
is not me that can change it. I would 
if I dared, and vou know it, Colin Mac­
Rae.”

"But—but—that is not the way of 
the Company,” Colin protested. “How 
can a man hunt without powder and 
grub ?”

“I cannot help it,” the clerk re­
turned, and fumbled uneasily at a par­
cel. “Here the Factor’s word is not to 
he gainsaid. And it is the order of 
Pelisse that you get not an ounce of 
anything.”

Without another word Colin stalked 
out and away. He could not believe. 
Surely there was some mistake. And 
so he would wait till the Factor re­
turned, and demand that which was his 
right so long as he served faithfully. 
The spite of a Factor should not de­
prive him of his living—surely not. 
After all, what was this Pelisse but a 
higher servant of the Company ? He 
made no laws.

The last of the hunters was gone 
when Pelisse returned to the Landing. 
The sun dipped farther and farther 
south, no longer warming one at noon, 
and white frosts bit hard at night. A 

premonitory chill was in the air. Ar­
mand got out of the Red River cart 
and hurried into his house. The stove 
glowing in his sitting-room was wel­
come. Barely had he removed his buf­
falo-coat and his mittens of beaver 
when a .rap sounded at the door. And 
at Armand’s “Come een,” entered Colin 
MacRae.

“What now ?” Pelisse growled. He 
was sore from the jolting of the cart 
on the long journey, and his temper 
was short at all times.

“In the matter o’ the grub an’ pow­
der an’ suchlike,” Colin said coldly. 
“There is a mistake which ye must see 
ta. ’Tis late. I should be now i’ the 
Big Stick country.”

“Get you there, then,” Pelisse grunt­
ed contemptuously. “What care 1 for 
your comings and goings? An' now, 
m’sieur, I like the room of you better 
than the presence.”

“The Company never bade ye refuse 
me,” Colin declared soberly, though he 
flamed beneath his coolness. “I will 
have----- ”

“I am the Companie, here, by the 
seven virgins!” Pelisse interrupted 
stormily. “Malcontent—you are the 
trouble-maker. Therefore you get not 
one smell while I am Factor. Leave 
the pos’—hunt an’ be damn’—-I care 
not!”

In his fine simulation of wrath Pe­
lisse overdid the thing. He was a big- 
man, thewed like a wrestler, and when 
he shoved his- dark face before that of 
Colin it was a challenge—and the 
Scotch-Indian fighting blood leaped to 
the surface.

“Ye dirty dog!” cried Colin, and 
lashed out with his fist.

The unexpectedness of it, coupled 
with the vicious force of the blow, flat­
tened the Factor on his own floor. And 
the timely entrance of Jean Grois, Ar­
mand’s man-of-all-work, alone pre­
served the Factor’s head—for Colin at 
once laid hold of a stool to finish what 
his fist had begun. Jean clutched him, 
and this diversion gave Pelisse a chance 
to scramble up. Between them he was 
thrown bodily out of the house.

All that afternoon Colin brooded by 



his fireplace, and the next day also, and 
for a week. Then he set to work and 
fashioned a stout dog-sled. This done, 
he sat down to glower in the fire again. 
There was little food in the cabin. His 
woman cast wondering eyes at him 
from time to time, but said nothing. 
He was her man, and lord of his own 
actions as well as hers.

By and by a lowering bank of cloud- 
drift discharged its burden of snow up­
on the land, to the accompaniment of a 
screeching wind from out the north­
east. Still Colin sat morosely by his 
hearth. A week of tolerable weather 
ensued, clear and cold; then another 
storm, this time from the northwest, 
swirled over the Athabasca. It began 
in the morning. At dusk Colin went 
outside and walked here and there, test­
ing the snow with his moccasined foot. 
It was packed firmly. He smiled. Re­
turning to his cabin, he drew the dog­
sled close by the door and began stow­
ing certain articles on it. He was busy 
at this when the impenetrable gray­
black of a stormy night completely en­
folded the Landing.

At daybreak MacPherson, the store­
keeper, battered loudly at the Factor’s 
door. Armand left his breakfast to let 
him in. The storm still whooped bois­
terously.

‘‘Factor,” MacPherson declared, 
when he had freed his beard of some 
clinging icicles, “last night the store 
was entered an’ robbed.”

“Sacre.” Armand swore. “Next, 
then, ees to catch the thief. Did he 
leave a mark ? What think you ? Who 
ees he ?”

MacPherson answered him reluc­
tantly.

“It stormed a’ nicht—it storms yet, 
ye see,” he said, “an’ so tracks are no 
easy ta follow. But there is a trail 
in the sheltered places—an’ Colin Mac­
Rae’s cabin is empty, his woman, his 
dogs, Iris gear an’ himself is gone com­
plete. I dinna like ta think it o’ him— 
but a thief’s a thief.”

Pelisse thought a minute, absently 
touching a tentative finger to a bruised 
place on his cheek-bone. Then he spoke 
to MacPherson:

“Send me Black Angus and Philip 
Beaupre. First tell them of the thiev­
ing. I will see to the rest.”

MacPherson left, and Pelisse re­
sumed his breakfast. By the time he 
was done, the two men came in, sha­
king the snow from their clothing, ill 
at ease.

“MacPherson told you?”
They nodded.
“Ver’ good. Now, then, here we 

are. Thees man ees married to a wom­
an of the Saskatchewan Crees. He will 
go south, to the buffalo country. He 
has stolen and in the North he will be 
caught. Thees he knows—so do I. Hr 
will go south I theenk sure. Take you, 
then, grub, dogs, what you need. Go 
west to Dead Wolf, then south twenty- 
four hours, if thees storm las’ that 
long, then turn east. You will strike 
hees trail. Follow it. Bring heem to 
me. That ees all.”

Within an hour Black Angus and 
Philip Beaupre set out on the man­
hunt; went striding away up the river, 
with a wild storm buffeting them at 
every step. A little past noon, how­
ever, it faired, the swirl of loose snow 
settled to a gentle drift. Then the 
wind died, and the drift ceased alto­
gether.

“Hee’s one dam’ smart man, dat Pe­
lisse,” Beaupre declared, the afternoon 
of the second day. Before them the 
trail of a dog-team and two pair of 
snow-shoes lay straight as a taut-drawn 
thread across the white waste. •

Three more days they followed it. 
Then, topping a low ridge at noon, 
they came upon Colin’s ■’camp. It was 
an odd thing for his lodge to be pitched 
at midday—and Black Angus noticed 
that the trail was made overnight. But 
there was his camp, and they went 
down to it. The dogs set up a yapping 
as they drew near, but neither Colin 
nor his woman looked out. A thin wisp 
of gray trailed from the smoke-black­
ened apex of the lodge.

“One damn bad place eef hees mak 
de fight,” Beaupre complained.

“Shut your mouth an’ come on,” 
Black Angus growled.

The racket of the huskies hushed as 



they reached the lodge, and the still­
ness of the vast snowfields, barren of 
tree or shrub, closed down awesomely. 
They stood before the lodge door a 
moment, glancing furtively at each 
other. Black Angus bent suddenly and 
lifted the circular flap. Within, Colin 
sat facing the door, but his gaze merely 
rose to their faces for an instant, then 
went back to the figure stretched be­
tween the fire and the lodge wall.

“Ah,” Black Angus breathed. “How 
is this, Colin?”

“She is dead. She died in the night. 
Yes, in the night,” he muttered.

“We are after you, Colin,” Black 
Angus went on, alter a minute of un­
certain silence. “So now we shall go 
tack to the Landing. Let us haf no 
trouble."

“I willniak’ ye no trouble," Colin 
ret.'.rued simply.

So they disarmed him, taking his 
gun and hunting-knife. Then they 
cooked food, which Colin would not 
eat. When they had finished the meal 
they tore down the lodge. Philip Beau­
pre took the lead. Behind him came 
Colin, with his dead woman lashed on 
the sled. Black Angus plodded in the 
rear. At night Colin slept between 
them. Thus they rrade their way back 
to the Landing. When they struck the 
first timber south of the post Colin 
wrapped his wife’s body in a bearskin 
robe and lashed her in a tree-top, after 
the tribal custom.

It was mid-afternoon of a bitter cold 
day, the snow crunching under foot 
like dry salt and the air asparkle with 
minute frost atoms, when the three 
drew up at the Factor’s door. Black 
Angus stepped up to knock, but the 
door was opened and Pelisse bade them 

enter. When they were in and the 
door closed, he seated himself.

“So,” he said, “you are back again, 
m’sieur? Theenk you it pays to steal 
from the Company?”

“I dinpa ken, an’ I dinna care,” Co­
lin returned indifferently. “For if I 
stole the Company black i’ the face, I 
wad still be less of a thief than ye 
are.”

“By the Lamb of God, I weel mak’ 
you care." . Pelisse sprang from his 
seat and snapped his fingers in Colin’s 
face. “You shall----- ”

He did not finish the sentence. Colin 
had stood before him the figure of de­
jection, and -neither Pelisse nor the 
others noticed him fumble within the 
breast of his parka. In the instant that 
Pelisse faced him Colin lunged vin­
dictively. The bare steel flashed once 
in its short journey, and the Factor 
straightened up and stood there, sway­
ing slightly, dying on his feet.

Colin was out from between Beau­
pre and Black Angus even as he made 
the thrust. On the wall behind the 
Factor’s chair hung a Henry rifle and 
a belt full of cartridges. Colin swept 
it from its resting-place. As he did so 
the Factor collapsed into the seat from 
which he had leaped.

“I am for the woods,” said Colin to 
Black Angus over the muzzle of the 
gun. “I ha’ paid a debt. An’ I will • 
not be taken again.”

He buckled the belt about him, and 
went out. Deliberately, like one who 
is sure of himself, he took up his whip 
and spoke to the dogs. And neither 
Black Angus nor Philip Beaupre nor 
any other man made a move to halt 
him as he passed out of the Landing 
and bore away to the north.

AN EASY SOLUTION

AX Irishman who had started photography went into a shop to purchase 
a small bottle in which to mix some of his solutions. Seeing one he 
wanted, he asked how much it would be.

"Well,” said the chemist, “it will be five cents as it is, but if you want any­
thing in it, I won’t charge you for the bottle.” •

“Faith, sor,” said Pat, “then put a cork in it I"



Beyond the Yelps
By B. M. Bower

Author of "The Boss of the Two-pole Pumpkin,” "Pirates of the Range'' Etc.

Wherein we renew our acquaintance with the “Happy Family” 
cowboys and join in their laugh at the expense of Slim 
when he more or less unconsciously would marry for money

F anybody had told me,” 
Weary remarked in a 
particularly hurt tone, 
“that Slim was one of 
those soulless fortune- 
hunters you read 
abou t, I’m awfully 
afraid I’d have called

him a liar right to his face—and maybe 
have got myself into a scrap. I’d have 
banked heavy on Slim’s dyed-in-the- 
wool honesty, and----- ”

“Well, by golly, you’re liable to have 
a scrap on your hands right now,” cut 
in Slim belligerently. “I don't stand 
for nobody telling me to my face I 
ain’t honest. By golly, if me and Mis’ 
Bixby wants to ^et married, I guess it 
ain't anybody's business but our’n. By 
golly, it looks to me like a lot uh you 
geezers was jealous!”

“Oh, mama!” Weary murmured, 
quite overcome by the accusation—as 
would any one be who knew well the 
“Countess” Bixby.

“Well, by golly, I say it looks that 
way,” Slim reiterated.

“Uh course,” Pink put in with deep 
sarcasm, “there ain’t 'one of us that 
don’t lay awake nights mourning be­
cause the countess don’t love us to 
speak of; you might get it into your 
block some time, Slim, that you’re dead 
welcome to her. If any of us wanted 
her right bad, I reckon we wouldn’t 
have to throw our loops so awful cun­
ning to get her.”

“It isn’t the mere fact of your mar­
rying the countess,” Weary went on re- 
prcaeMully. “It’s the fact of your 

waiting till the man she discarded was 
polite enough to die and leave her a 
wad of money. Put it in thousand­
dollar bills and it would choke a cow— 
and the bigger it is the poorer showing 
you make, Slim. What gets me is to 
think the countess didn’t hand you one 
on the jaw for waltzing up and asking 
her. It looks pretty coarse, to me.” .

Slim, like many another, was stung 
by injustice into making an unwise 
confession. “Well, by golly, that’s all 
you know about it!” he raged. “You’re 
so blame smart, it’s a wonder you don’t 
savvy I ast her more’n a year ago, and 
she wouldn’t have me because we didn't 
neither of us have nothing. And I 
ain’t no fortune-hunter, Weary David­
son; Mis’ Bixby come to me herself, 
when she heard about getting the mon­
ey left her, and said we could get mar­
ried now like a charm and have it easy. 
She said she’s alwavs heard that be­
yond the Yelps lays It’ly, and we could 
go and find It’ly now. She said she’s 
been climbin’ Yelps all her born da vs. 
and I had, too, and if ever anybodv 
had It’ly cornin’ to ’em, it was us. She 
says we’ve dumb Yelps all we’re going 
to, and it’s It’ly for us from now on. 
and she don’t have to work over a hot 
stove no more, and I don’t have to 
straddle no cayuse for forty dollars a 
month, neither. By golly, she’s about 
right, too—and the hull bunch of yuh 
can go plumb to—granny.”

“Hell,” corrected Irish gravely. Trish 
hated to see good, strong English 
thrust aside for makeshift profanity.

Slim blushed, and once started on the 



pernicious path of confession walked 
still farther therein. “I promised Mis’ 
Bixby I’d quit swearin’! She says 
maybe it ain’t so bad whilst you’re 
climbin’ Yelps to beat four kings, and 
slippin’ back three feet to every one 
yuh climb, like the ipule in the well; it 
helps some, she says, and when yuh 
have to live right with a bunch uh sav­
age cannibals that swears every breath 
uh life they draw, Mis’ Bixby says, a 
man can’t help gettin’ in the habit. But 
folks that has money left ’em and is 
going to have It’ly all the rest uv their 
born days, ain’t got no use for cuss- 
words. And, by golly, she’s about 
right, too.”

The Happy Family accepted in­
dulgently the aspersion cast upon them; 
of a truth they had upon occasion been 
called worse things than savage canni­
bals. Happy Jack rolled over on his 
bunk and yawned unbecomingly.

“Say, Slim,” he questioned, “what is 
the Yelps? Sounds to me like whip­
ping a pup.”

Slim hesitated. While he had an ex­
cellent memory and could recount al­
most verbatim the wisdom of the 
countess, he was at times a bit lazy as 
to her meaning. ‘'Well, by golly! if I 
was so da—blame ignorant I didn’t 
know, I’d keep still about it,” he evaded. 
"It ain’t whipping a pup, anyways. 
Mis’ Bixby was saying the other day 
that yuh can’t squeeze blood out of 
a rutty beggar, and she says it’s harder 
yet to squeeze any brains out uh Happy 
Jack. Don’t know what the Yelps is 1 
Well, by golly!” With which bit of 
withering repartee Slim began looking 
for his hat.

"Well, I’ll betche you’ll have use 
plenty and constant for cuss-words be­
fore yuh git there,” Happy Jack 
prophesied relishfully. “It’ly is a long 
ways off and they don’t savvy white- 
man talk there; that’s where all the 
furriners come from. You just ask the 
countess if -she can talk Eyetalian, and 
if she can’t, what the dickens you’re 
going to do in It’ly? Maybe I ain’t got 
much brains, but I can think all around 
some folks.”

Slim, having no imagination with 
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which to grasp figures of speech, Lad 
all along been secretly uneasy over their 
avowed destination. He had great faith 
in the countess, and when she repeated 
the axiom of the sweet girl graduate, 
and/had announced relishfully that be­
yond the Alps lay Italy, Slim had ac­
cepted the statement without question; 
it is even possible that, had the countess 
really said Alps, he would have under­
stood. But as has been explained, Slim 
was quite without imagination. “Yelps” 
was utterly beyond his interpretation. 
The countess asserted that they had 
both been climbing Yelps all their born 
days; Slim, although he had never be­
fore suspected such a thing, believed. 
Whatever the countess said was right; 
the countess had imagination.

Slim waddled up the path to the 
White House, his round face and his 

■ rounder eyes filled with perturbation. 
The countess was frying doughnuts; 
he could smell them long before he 
reached the kitchen, but his mood did 
not brighten. He went in and accepted 
a hot doughnut almost mechanically. 
For the first time in their acquaintance, 
he was about to question the wisdom of 
the countess.

“Say, by golly, I dunno as we’ll have 
any such great time in It’ly after all,” 
he began constrainedly, because of his 
inward conviction of treason.

The countess strung three deliciously 
brown doughnuts on her fork and held 
them, dripping, over the kettle while 
she regarded Slim fixedly. “Well, as 
the sayin’ is, you can know a man's 
face but yuh can’t know his heart,” she 
retorted, and Slim winced. He had 
heard that “sayin’ ” many times be­
fore, • and even he knew that it ex­
pressed strong disapproval.

“If you’re stuck on stayin’ here 
climbin’ Yelps all your born days, and 
never getting any pleasure or comfort 
out uh life, I guess you’re welcome. I 
guess I can find my It’ly alone, if it 
comes right to a show-down. I never 
seen the man yet that I’d let make or 
fnar my life for me. I guess you can 
keep right on climbin’ Yelps from time 
to eternity, if you want to. I ain’t 
going to climb ’em with yuh; my It’ly’s 



in sight, and my Yelps lays behind; I 
ain’t going to turn my back on It’ly and 
go climbin’ them Yelps again—not if 
I know it.” She slid the doughnuts 
dexterously into the pan with the 
others, and took up four fragile dough­
rings and slipped them skilfully into 
the smoking fat. Then she turned over 
some others that were growing bubbles 
around the edges and that showed a 
swollen, brown surface when they were 
capsized.

Slim watched her uncomfortably. 
The very ease with which she per­
formed all those delicate operations 
filled him with apprehension of her 
t reat superiority and general unattain­
ableness. And her Italy was in sight, 
he said. Slim wondered vaguely how 

that could be, but it never occurred to 
him to doubt.

"Well, if yuh want to go, by golly, 
i in willin’ to go with yuh,” he retract­
ed. “I was only just thinking maybe 
we wouldn’t----- ”

"As the sayin’ is, a man's mind is 
like the shiftin’ sand that no man 
knoweth where it comes from or where 
it goeth,” declared the countess sen- 
tentiously. “If you want to climb 
Yelps, you can climb Yelps. Nobody 
ain’t going to snake you into It’ly by 
the hair uh the head, if yuh don’t 
want to go.”

“I never said I wanted to climb no 
Yelps,” Slim defended weakly. “I’ll 
go to It’ly if yuh want me to. I was 
just thinkin’----- ” .

“When a man thinks, as the sayin’ is, 
yuh want to stand from under, because 
what he thinks is pearls uh wisdom is 
liable to turn out rocks.” The countess 
turned her back upon him and proceed­
ed to roll out more dough and cut more 
doughnuts. “You can know a man’s 
face, but yuh can't know his heart,” she 
reiterated scornfully, and Slim retreat­
ed awkwardly upon his toes.

The Happy Family, keen upon the 
scent of a man’s secret trouble as a 
wolf-pack upon the trail of its quarry, 
wondered among themselves and even 
inquired openly into the cause of Slim’s 
gloom. Slim told them all to go to 
granny, and relapsed into silence.

They inquired delicately—for them—• 
when the wedding-bells were scheduled 
to ring. Slim told them indelicately to 
keep their clothes on and not to get 
excited; it wasn’t their wedding. They 
worried audibly because there were in 
reality no wedding-bells within ring­
ing-distance, and ostentatiously un­
earthed an old bell that was cracked al­
most beyond sound. This, they told 
Slim gravely, they meant to drape with 
wild sunflowers and hang directly over 
the head of the countess. Slim grunted 
profanely and went out and slammed 
the door.

Of a truth, Slim’s trouble was real 
and poignant. He had offended the 
countess and was too unversed in the 
ways of women to know the best way 
of winning favor; he had a secret re­
pugnance toward the prospect of so­
journing for the rest of his life in 
Italy, and he did not know what were 
the Yelps. A man hates to be climbing 
things like that and not know it. Slim 
was worried. His appetite suffered, 
and his sleep.

It was the countess herself who 
solved the problem by simply neglect­
ing to remember that Slim was in dis­
grace. She called to him as he was 
on his way down to the lower pasture, 
and Slim rode shamefacedly up to the 
kitchen door.

“Where under the shining sun have 
yuh been these days ?” she wanted to 
know when he stopped before her. “A 
body’d think you had the world and the 
moon on your shoulders and was Presi­
dent besides. My samples has come, 
and I thought maybe you’d want to 
have some say about the picking-out. 
A man always has his say afterward, 
all right, if things don’t suit, and if he 
says it beforehand that saves time and 
breath, which I ain’t got any to waste. 
Do yuh think blue would be more suita­
ble and becoming than champagny?”

Slim, taken unaware and not hav­
ing the faintest idea of what she was 
talking about, grew red and fumbled 
the mane of his horse. “I’m willin’ 
to do whatever you say,” he temporized 
guardedly.

“Well, I never asked yuh to do noth­



ing,” snapped the countess. “The mind 
of man is about the emptiest void I 
ever see. I just merely and simply 
asked yuh what yuh thought about it; 
you don’t have to wear it.”

Slim stared. “Wear what?” he 
gasped faintly, but not so faintly that 
Fink, coming by just then, failed to 
hear.

“My wedding-dress; did yuh think I 
was going to stand up in a calico 
wrap',per? If yuh like me in blue, I 
dunno but what I'll get blue—though 
they do say champagny”—the countess 
pronounced it just that way—“is awful 
stylish.”

Slim, the abashed, unconsciously did 
the right thing. “I like yuh any old 
way,” he asserted bluntly. “A calico 
wrapper or blue silk or—or—well, by 
golly, any thing, so long as you're in­
side of it.”

The countess beamed upon him and 
Fink went off with the dimples stand­
ing deep in his cheeks, to relate relish- 
fully what he had heard to the Happy 
Family. The Happy Family straight­
way fell into the way of discussing col­
ors and fabrics within the hearing of 
Slim, although they considerately re­
frained from becoming personal. They 
could not take Slim and the countess 
seriously, nor bring themselves to be­
lieve that they would actually marry.

"Learnt any Eyetalian yet?” Weary 
would inquire sympathetically of Slim. 
“And mama! a man that hates maca­
roni as bad as you do is sure going to 
be up against it in Italy. That’s all 
thev eat, over there.”

“I’ll bctche Slim gets knifed before 
he’s been there a week,” put in Happv 
Jack. “Them furriners is sure great on 
paring away a man's ribs and prying 
’em loose from his backbone. Yuh 
want to pack your six-gun constant, 
Slim.”

“Slim hates water, too,” put in Jack 
Bates. “A fellow told me it took him 
four months and a half to come across 
from Italy. And along about this time 
of year five boats out uh four gets ship­
wrecked.”

“Say, old Slim would sure be pick­
ings at a cannibal blowout, wouldn’t 

he?” Cal Emmett contributed. “Fie 
looks like good eating; he’d beat roast 
missionary.”

“The countess----- ” began Happy
Jack, and was frowned into silence by 
Weary. The countess was tall and 
gaunt and generally weather-beaten 
and untempting from a cannibalistic 
view-point, but she was a woman and 
so immune from discussion of that sort. 
“The countess,” Happy Jack finished 
hastily, “would make a dandy queen. 
I’ll betche the old head push marries 
her after he’s eat Slim.”

“Well, by golly, you’re doing a lot 
uh worrying beforehand,” Slim 
growled. “I ain’t shipwrecked yet.”

“Well, but on the square, Slim, you 
had really ought to learn Eyetalian 
enough to swear with when you get 
there,” Weary protested. “Cadwalloper 
wintered with an Italian—-reformed— 
once. He can learn yuh what he knows, 
I guess----- "

“Oh, teach Tiimt yourself,” Pink ob­
jected guilefully. “It’s too hard work, 
and besides, I’m busy.”

Slim rolled a cigarette with fingers 
not quite steady, and searched all his 
pockets for a match. “By golly, I ain’t 
asked for no lessons yet,” he asserted. 
“I guess Mis’ Bixby knows what she’s 
doing. How do you know she can’t 
talk it herself?”

They did not know, and they refused 
to argue the question further. They 
contented themselves with advising 
Slim to eat a little macaroni every day 
so that his digestive organs might grow 
accustomed to the diet, and they urged 
him anxiously to buy a knife and carry 
it in his boot.

All of which did not make Slim’-; 
dreams the pleasanter, or cause him u 
long with any degree of impatience for 
the wedding-day.

With the desperation born of much 
unhappy meditation, Slim approached 
the countess upon the subject of lan­
guages. Did she know any language 
besides English? The countess replied 
with many words purporting to be 
English, to the effect that anybody 
ought to be ashamed to go around gab­
bling like a band of geese; and for her 



par.. English was plenty good enough 
icr her, and if she couldn't find words 
for all she wanted to say, she was 
i eady and willing to act the rest. Ac­
tions, she asserted, could talk up louder 
than any words you was a mind to 
name over. She believed in actions, 
and she hadn't much use for people that 
depended on foreign words to finish out 
what they were trying to say.

From that. Slim gathered laborious­
ly that she did not speak the tongue of 
Italy, and he went straightway to Pink. 
J ink, for the reason that he knew not 
a word of Italian, was exceeding re­
luctant, so that Slim had promised his 
silver-mounted spurs and his horse­
hair hackamore before Pink consented 
to give him a few lessons.

Thereafter the Happy Family found 
much amusement in sneaking down in 
couples to the far corral, where in the 
: hade of a sweet-scented stack of new- 
cut hay, Slim roosted solemnly and un­
comfortably upon a corral rail and 
twisted his tongue into giving accent 
to strange-sounding words, the like of 
which he had never before heard. The 
Happy Family would listen as long as 
their glee could be repressed, and then 
they would steal back where they might 
laugh without restraint. Slim, had he 
but known it, was not learning Italian. 
He was learning all the Japanese which 
Pink had caught from his “ju-jutsu 
sharp,” together with an assortment of 
words gathered from Pink’s promiscu­
ous acquaintance with men from other 
lands. And there were a few of Pink’s 
own invention.

But though Slim studied laboriously 
the language Pink taught him, and 
though he ate heroically and surrepti­
tiously of the hated macaroni that he 
might, perhaps, learn in time to find it 
■ndurable. he could not bring himself 
to long with anv degree of sincerity for 
the coveted Italy of the countess. Ev- 
erv failure of Chip and the Little Doc­
tor to find some one to take the place 
of the countess in the White House 
kitchen, Slim looked upon guiltily as 
a reprieve. It was treason to the 
countess, and it was not at all the prop­
er mood in which a man is supposed to 

look' forward to his marriage, and Slim 
knew it and hid the disgraceful truth 
jealously.

He talked loudly and defiantly of the 
joys in store. He had heard somewhere 
that in Italy grows the grape which 
becomes wine, and prated of the bar-, 
rels he would drink. The Happy Fam­
ily listened and did not deny. They 
were wondering how long it would be 
before Slim learned the truth. They 
sighed daily over the Yelps they were 
compelled by an adverse fate to climb, 
and wished openly that somebody 
would die and leave their best girls a 
fortune.

"The way you’ve blowed yourself 
lately, on gold watches and diamond 
rings and things,” Cal Emmett remind­
ed Slim unfeelingly, “you'll just about 
have enough left to pay the preacher. 
And darned if I’d want to run ask my 
wife for a nickel every time I wanted 
to buy a sack uh Durham.”

“They don’t sell tobacco in Italy,” 
Pink asserted in the tone of one who 
knows. . “It’s against the law there to 
have it in your possession, even. 
‘Mucky-dub-dab-galore,’ which I've 
been trying to beat into Slim’s head for 
a week, means ‘I never use the vile 
weed in any form.’ You want to sure 
remember that, Slim, and say it to any 
gilt-edged stiff in uniform that heads 
your way ; because if yuh fail to con­
vince, they’ll confiscate you and deport 
the countess to Turkey. And yuh 
know what happens to Americans in 
Turkey. They’re sure strict, over there, 
on the tobacco question.”

Slim looked not quite convinced. 
“Well, by golly. I’ve saw lots of Eye- 
talians smoking, over here,” he ob­
jected.

“You’ve also seen ’em running for 
office, maybe,” Pink returned unmoved, 
“That’s why they come over in 
bunches; they can do a good manv 
things here that would mean chop-off- 
your-head over there. You’ll have to 
cut out the cigarettes before you reach 
the sunny skies of Italy, old boy. or, 
as I said, be confiscated. And,” Pink 
added in a deep tone, “you know what 
that means.”



“No, I don’t!” snapped Slim, whose 
education was confined mostly to range 
lore.

Whereupon the Happy Family pro­
ceeded with one accord to enlighten 
him. Before they had really begun to 
open up the horrors of the subject, 
Slim gathered that being shipwrecked 
among cannibals would be bliss when 
the alternative was being confiscated in 
Italy.

That night Slim dreamed unpleas­
antly, with the result that the Happy 
Family was awakened to a man, and 
was forced to pile three-deep upon the 
sleeper while Fink dribbled water into 
his face from the leaky tin dipper. Slim, 
once aroused, shivered unashamed and 
explained that he was dreaming of be­
ing confiscated. And the Happy Fam­
ily grinned and went back to bed. Their 
elucidation had been quite as complete 
as even they could possibly desire.

Came a day when the countess once 
more lifted up her voice from the door 
of the kitchen and called shrilly to 
Slim, and Slim went, inwardly reluc­
tant, to where she stood waiting.

“Well, Chip’s got a girl to come and 
do the work,” she announced. “It’s 
Mame Beckman, and how under the 
shinin’ sun they expect to git along 
with her and eat the grub she spoils 
and calls cooking, is a plumb mystery 
to me. It’ll take all the medicine Dell’s 
got to cure up their dyspepsia, and I 
told her so. But she thinks they can 
make out to stand it till they can find 
somebody else, and if they want to 
tackle it I dunno as it’s my funeral. Fil 
bake up enough cake and bread to last 
a week, and that’s all I can do for ’em. 
I guess we can git married any time 
now, Slim. But you needn’t think I’m 
going to have a big wedding and the 
hull neighborhood in so’s they can make 
remarks afterward. I’m four inches 
taller than you be, good and strong— 
but I ain’t going to give Mis’ Pilgreen 
a chance to size us up together and tell 
everybody so. And I ain’t going to 
have the boys up to no shivaree tricks, 
neither, and you can tell ’em I said so. 
That Pink and Weary and Irish is lia­
ble to do anything short uh bloody 

murder, and the rest ain’t far behind. 
You'll have to give up all idee of a big 
spread, Slim. I won’t stand for it.”

Slim had never had any idea of a 
“spread,” but he hated to tell the 
countess so. “Well, anything you say 
goes,” he remarked dully. He was 
busy wondering why it was that he 
felt exactly as if he were about to be 
hanged, rather than married. He was 
even guilty of regretting ever asking 
the countess to marry him, and of 
thinking fleetingly and longingly of the 
freedom he was about to lose.

“As the saying is, the mind of man 
is like the shifting sand, and I didn’t 
know what yuh might have your heart 
set on. We can do like Chip and Dell 
done, and go up to the Falls and get 
married there, and then go on our 
tower. I feel like towering for about 
a year, after being pinned down to a 
kitchen and cooking three meals a day 
rain or shine, all my life. I always did 
have to work like a dog, with nothing 
more than a picnic and a few dances to 
make yuh know there was such a thing 
as pleasure. I do hope we don’t get 
mixed into a wreck; they’re awful com­
mon. Every paper you pick up is full 
of wrecks and murders.”

“They say shipwrecks are thick, this 
time uh year,” Slim gloomed.

“Well, I don’t care nothing about 
shipwrecks; you couldn’t drag me onto 
a ship with a six-horse team. We’ll 
do our towering on dry land or we 
won’t do none. I guess, if Mame Beck­
man comes when she says she will, we 
can go some time next week. But you 
can make up your mind to one thing, 
and that is we won’t have no wedding 
here, and we won’t go anywhere on 
no ship. I’d ruther be hung than 
drownded to death.”

Slim went away down to the stable 
and meditated deeply and uncomforta­
bly. The countess was going to Italy, 
if one might believe her; and also, if 
one might believe her, she would not, 
under any circumstances, go sailing 
over the ocean. Slim puzzled over the 
problem, and in desperation sought out 
Pink.

“On the dead, is Italy on the other 



■. Me of the ocean, or this side?” he 
asked confidentially.

Pink assured him that, unless it had 
been moved in the last six months or 
so, it was on the other side.

“Well, by golly, I’d like to know how 
you can git there without crossing the 
ocean,” blurted Slim, and Pink declared 
that the thing was impossible and not 
to be thought of. Not only must one 
cross the ocean, but one must run the 
gantlet of the cannibal islands as well.

Slim smoked many cigarettes and 
pondered the subject. If his faith in 
the countess was dying, of a truth it 
was dying hard; and it is an unfortu­
nate thing when one's faith dies so 
early a death.

Weary asked him that night why he 
looked so like a funeral, and Slim re­
plied, without attempt at evasion, that 
they were to be married next week, and 
that they would be married in Great 
Falls and then go to Italy. He did not 
say that he was pleased over the pros­
pect ; the Happy Family might think 
what it liked.

That night also, Slim’s dreams were 
troubled and at times audible, so that 
after breakfast, when he and Weary 
were riding up on the benchland alone, 
Weary made bold to inquire into the 
cause of certain sleep-muffled remarks 
he had overheard. -

Slim rode for five minutes in gloom 
and silence. “You fellows are so 
blame free to roast a man,” grumbled 
Slim, “that yuh can't expect to know 
anything that can be kept from yuh. 
But if I want to talk in ray sleep, I 
guess, by golly, I’ve got cause enough.”

Weary, though inclined ever to tease, 
was also capable of becoming extreme­
ly sympathetic upon occasion. Some­
thing in the dispirited droop of Slim’s 
flesh-rounded shoulders, and the som­
ber gaze of him, moved Weary to com­
passion. Slim was awkward and slow- 
v itted. and at times dull, but he was 
whole-hearted and honest to the bone; 
and he was one of the Happy Family. 
Weary felt a certain glow of affection­
ate solicitude when- he looked at him, 
humped in the saddle and staring mood- 
ilv at the ears of his horse.

“I know we josh and devil each other 
a lot,” he admitted penitently, “but we 
generally stick by a man that’s in trou­
ble, and you know it, Slim. You know 
there isn’t one of us that wouldn't fight 
for you if the play come up that way. 
Throw it out uh yuh, and you’ll feel 
better, anyhow. And maybe,” he prom­
ised kindly, “I can help yuh out.”

Slim rode for another five minutes. 
“Well, by golly, I’m in a hole, all right. 
What would you do, Weary, s’posin’ 
you was due to get married to some­
body”—Slim turned red .and gulped— 
“and found out you’d ruther go to the 
pen for life? I ain’t,” he added ha­
stily, “sayin’ anything agin’ Mis’ Bix­
by. I just said s'posin’."

Weary hurried to reassure him, 
though the inference was painfully 
clear. “Uh course you don’t mean the 
countess. I savvy the deal, all right.” 
Then he took time to think seriously.

“Well,” he decided after a bit, “it’s 
a delicate question, any way you look at 
it. A man is supposed to make his 
word good, and if he sets into a game 
when his pockets are most empty, he’s 
no call to whine if he gets up busted. 
But, mama! this getting married----- ”

“It’s hell, by golly 1” interjected Slim, 
with much emphasis.

“If a man feels that way about it,” 
said Weary calmly, “looks to me like 
he’s playing pretty crooked if he goes 
on and lets a woman marry him under 
the impression that he wants her. If 
I was a woman, and a man married me 
reluctant and I ever found it out, the 
chances is I’d drop a dose of some­
thing in his coffee. I reckon,” he 
added whimsically, “a woman is taking 
long enough chances when she ties up 
to a fellow that cares.”

“Well, what would yuh do, s’posin’ 
she was plannin’ things out to suit her­
self? How would yuh head her off? 
Walk up, by golly, and—and tell her 
yuh don’t want her?”

The eyes of Weary laughed, but the 
face of him was grave. “It’s a hard 
proposition, Slim, and that’s a fact. But 
I reckon that’s about the only respecta­
ble thing a man in your—in such a fix 
could do. Only, if the woman was



anything like the countess, say, I’d 
make blame sure the trail was clear for 
a quick getaway.”

“I never said it was Mis’ Bixby,” 
Slim quelled sullenly.

“Or,” amended Weary after a min­
ute, “a man could write her a note.”

That night, Slim hunched himself 
over the box-table in the bunk-house 
and wrote laboriously for half an hour. 
Still the result was a missive brief and 
blunt, as were the speeches of Slim. 
Weary, yielding to temptation suffi­
ciently to glance over Slim’s shoulder, 
read:

Dear Mrs. Bixby : I have changed my 
mind. I guess I dont want to get married. 
Itly dont look good to me and Ide ruther 
clim Yelps. Yours respy, John C. Bloom.

With that in his pocket for use in 
case he lost his nerve at the crucial 
moment, Slim went up to the White 
House and rapped mildly upon the 
kitchen door. He was not in the habit 
of knocking before he entered the do­
main of the countess, but upon this oc­
casion he felt that a bit of ceremony 
was required.

The countess was sitting beside the 
table with a sheet of typewritten paper 
in her hand, and her eyelids were sus­
piciously red. She did not welcome 
Slim with a torrent of words, as was 
her custom, and Slim halted involun­
tarily just inside the door.

“Well, come in,” snapped the count­
ess. “And for mercy sake wipe your 
boots on that rug. How did yuh hear 
I’d got this?”

“I didn’t----- ” began Slim, bewil­
dered.

“Well, I might just as well tell yuh 
now as some other time; you’ll begin 
that much quicker to get over the shock 
of it. This is a letter from that law­
yer in Seattle, that wrote to me first 
about Bixby dyin’ and leavin’ me a 
gold-mine up in Klondike. As the 
sayin’ is, there’s many a chance to slop 
your cup before yuh git to drink out 
of it, and I guess it’s so. My cup has 
sure—s-slopped !” She sniffed. “Men 
are all alike, and there ain’t no use de­
pendin’ on nothing they say or do.” 

Slim winced guiltily and felt the note 
in his pocket.

“You can’t even,” scolded the count­
ess, “depend on their dyin’ when they 
say they are goin’ to. They’re like the 
shiftin’ sand—now just look at Bixby! 
I might uh known he wouldn't be dead, 
no matter if he swore to it on a stack 
uh Bibles high as your head. He never 
did do nothing without makin’ a botch 
of it. This lawyer says Bixby ain’t 
dead after all, and he’s turned up again 
from somewheres and claims that mine; 
and he’s gone and married a show 
girl in Dawson, and the will ain’t any 
good at all, and I ain’t got any gold­
mine. And yuh needn’t stand there 
gawpin’ at me like that. If you think 
I’m going to marry yuh now, you’re 
fooled, I ain’t. I was a poor man’s 
wife once, and I said then that I never 
would be again. They say that beyond 
the Yelps lays It’ly, and I did think 
my It’ly was in sight. I did think I 
was through climbin’ Yelps. But if I 
ain’t; if I’ve got to buckle down and 
go on climbin’ the rest uh my born 
days, I ain’t goin’ to have no man to 
bother and pester the li,fe out uh me. 
You can have your di’mond ring back 
again, Slim. They’s no use me keepin’ 
it if I've got to sozzle around in the 
dish-pan all my life. I couldn’t wear it 
except to dances.”

“Well----- ” Slim began fruitlessly.
“You can’t make me change my 

mind,” cut in the countess, “so you 
needn’t to try. When you’ve saved up 
five thousand dollars, maybe I’ll marry 
yuh if I ain’t dead and buried long be­
fore ; you ain’t one uh the savin’ kind, 
anyhow. I’m goin’ to tell Dell she don’t 
have to git Mame Beckman, so you 
might as well go back down to the 
bunk-house. What’s goin’ to be’s got 
to be, and there ain’t any use kickin’.

“Anyway,” finished the countess as 
she folded the letter, “I did git a squint 
of It’ly, and that’s more than some 
folks git.”

Slim went out and shut the door 
carefully behind him. His face, in the 
moonlight, was dazed, but he was smi­
ling broadly. “Well, by golly !” he was 
saying to himself, over and over again.
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Van Osten, Servian conspirator and criminal, is in jail in Palermo, awaiting trial. Tommy Williams, 

dilettante artist and detective, who was instrumental in the capture of Van Osten, is occupying a studio in 
that Sicilian city waiting to testify against the Servian. Lady Diana, companion of Princess Sonia, claim­
ant of the Servian throne, has returned to Malta and gone thence on a mission which she has kept secret 
from Tommy because she does not want him to risk his life by following her. Ernesto Cambioni, an official 
of the Italian secret police, comes to Tommy’s studio and warns him to leave Italy, otherwise that his 
death is decreed by a band of anarchists. Tommy refuses to go and forces Cambioni to admit that he has 
come from Van Osten. A young girl who calls herself Elisa Drago, daughter of Baron Drago, comes as a 
messenger of the Mafia and conveys a warning similar to Cambioni’s. At the Cafe Progresso, where he is 
dining, the leader of a Hungarian gipsy orchestra comes to Tommy’s table and plays the Servian national 
anthem and insinuates he has a message for Tommy from the Lady Diana. They arrange to meet the next 
day on Monte Pelligrino. As Tommy leaves the cafe he notices the so-called Elisa Drago at another table. 
While waiting for the Hungarian gipsy on Monte Pelligrino, a girl in contadina costume, remarkably re­
sembling the Draga girl, passes by Tommy in haste and warns him to escape as he is in serious danger. The 
gipsy appears, and haggles over the money he is to receive for the message he claims to have. He is ab> ut 
to stab Tommy when he is shot from some sheltering rocks above. Williams runs to find the one who shot 
and is in time to see the contadina girl pursued by some men. She has almost reached the face of a pro­
tecting cliff, when a bullet seems to strike her, for she falls and disappears.

(In Two Parts—Part II.)

(JR surprise was only 
exceeded by our relief 
that we made our way 
to Palermo without 
molestation and, in 
fact, until we reached 
the broad plain of the 
Conca d’Oro at the 

foot of the mountain we did not meet 
a human being. There, at the beginning 
of the bridle-path, a half-dozen cara­
binieri under the command of a non­
commissioned officer were stationed 
and I breathed a sigh of relief at the 
sight .of their cocked hats and red­
faced uniforms.

“I am an American artist, my name 
and address are on this card and I am 
personally known to your commanding 
officer,” said Tommy to the corporal, 
who eyed us closely as we approached 

and seemed half-inclined to question us. 
“I have been sketching on Alonte Pelli­
grino, a half-hour’s walk from here. If 
you walk up this path you will find 
my sun-umbrella and easel which. I 
have left there.”

“I think they will be perfectly safe, 
Mr. Williams,” answered the corporal 
after glancing at the card.

“I should doubt that—knowing the 
customs of the Sicilians; but that is not 
what I am worrying about,” answere 1 
Tommy dryly. ‘‘Beside the umbrella 
you will find the body of a man with 
a bullet-hole between his eyes, and if 
you desire any information about how 
it all happened----- ”

“That will certainly require explana­
tion,” interrupted the corporal curtly, 
and at a sign his men sprang to atten­
tion. “It is my duty to detain you 
gentlemen until we have investigated.”

“Then I demand that we be taken 



at once before your commanding of­
ficer,” remonstrated Tommy and the 
corporal nodded.

"That is the usual procedure,” he 
said. “I shall send you to him under 
escort. Unfortunately the nature of 
the duty upon which I am assigned 
makes it impossible for me to spare 
more than two men; so I trust that you 
will be considerate enough to go quiet­
ly and not so foolish as to try to elude 
them. A carabiniere who loses a pris­
oner is severely punished and----- ”

"I understand. You regard us as 
prisoners, then ?” interrupted Tommy.

"Only temporary ones, I trust,” re­
plied the corporal civilly enough. “I 
should have detained you in any case, 
Mr. Williams; for my orders were to 
arrest any one coming down this path. 
There has been a lot of shooting up 
there.” He was apparently curious to 
know what we had seen; but Tommy 
was not inclined to be very communi­
cative.

"There has been a good deal of gen­
eral deviltry up there to-day,” he said. 
“I am willing to give our parole to re­
port at headquarters if you think you 
need your men here.”

"And I regret that I cannot accept 
it,” replied the corporal. “My orders 
are definite and you are technically un­
der arrest. The men will simply fol­
low behind you; but I trust that you 
will do nothing which will lead to ac­
tion we should all regret.” Tommy 
grinned as he looked at the two men 
who had stepped forward to accom­
pany us; their short carbines held 
loosely in the crooks of their elbows.

"I have seen your men shoot before 
this and I can assure you that we shall 
not give the slightest trouble,” he said. 
"I only wish that they had been with us 
an hour ago.” I heartily echoed that 
wish; but as we walked toward Paler­
mo I was as happy a prisoner as the 
carabinieri had ever escorted; for I 
felt that for the moment our lives were 
safe.

“We’re doing pretty well for simple- 
minded gentlemen who wished to mind 
their own business and keep out of 
trouble,” said Tommy grimly as we 

paced ahead of our escort. “If we be­
lieve all we hear, we have been threat­
ened with obliteration by the anarchists, 
and the Mafia, of which we know noth­
ing except from hearsay, are after our 
scalps. We have seen a man murdered 
and may have the deuce of a time ex­
plaining that we didn’t do it and it's a 
cinch that we’ll be drilled if we make 
a move to escape from those men be­
hind us. Take it altogether and I be­
lieve we lived a quieter life when we 
deliberately butted into all the trouble 
that came our way.”

“I don’t think a nice comfortable jail 
will make a bad place of residence until 
you come to your senses and decide 
to leave Sicily,” I retorted. “The cli­
mate is all right and I have no kick 
coming on the scenery; but I’ve seen 
enough to-day to convince me that it 
isn’t a good health-resort for people 
who managed to get on the Mafia black­
list.”

“My dear boy, there are more ways 
of killing a cat than choking it to death 
with cream,” replied Tommy thought­
fully. “If it were simply a question of 
killing us those men who were shoot­
ing at the girl could have potted us 
from the place that Cambioni killed 
Boris and no one would have been the 
wiser. Just the same, that would have 
helped Van Osten but little; for it 
would hav$ substituted Le Garde’s tes­
timony for ours. If they bring a 
charge of murder against us it will dis­
credit us and be of far more service 
to him than our deaths would be. Re­
member that they can procure false 
witnesses even easier than they can re­
move those who can’t be corrupted, and 
I’m afraid that we’re in a peck of 
trouble. The worst of it is that I’m 
almost guilty in intent; for I should 
have killed that man myself if I had 
found it necessary to get his message. 
Now I’m doubtful if he had one to de­
liver and I believe the whole thing is 
a put-up job.”

“And the murder of the girl ?” I sug­
gested.

“Removed a credible witness who 
might have been able to testify to our 
innocence,” he continued quickly. “I 



believe that she saw the shot fired and 
could have identified the man who fired 
it.” It seemed a far-fetched theory; 
but I was accustomed to see most of 
Tommy’s guesses prove correct and I 
walked on in silence, gloomily reflect­
ing upon the discomforts of an accu­
sation in a country where bail is not 
permitted and the action of the law is 
interminably slow. It was a good two 
hours before we reached the cara­
binieri headquarters at Palermo and 
there was little conversation between 
us en route; for Tommy was thought­
ful and a trifle absent-minded, while, 
with the disagreeable prospect which 
his remarks had conjured up ahead of 
us, I was getting as much comfort as 
possible out of the open air which I 
hardly expected to breathe again for 
a considerable time.

The expression on the face of the 
captain when we were herded into his 
presence by our escort immediately sug­
gested trouble; for it was in marked 
contrast to his usual cordiality. It was 
the same officer who had commanded 
the carabinieri at the time of Van 
Osten's ’ capture and we had become 
very friendly; but now, while he lis­
tened to the report of his subordinates 
he watched us suspiciously.

‘‘There is something going on here 
that I do not understand; but I hope 
that you can give me a satisfactory ex­
planation,” he said to Tommy when 
they had finished. “I received orders 
to picket all the roads leading to the 
Monte Pelligrino and to arrest any one 
coming from it. You would have been 
detained, in any case, until the death of 
this Hungarian gipsy had been investi­
gated ; but I have also received positive 
orders to keep my men off the moun­
tain itself.”

“You know who the man is who was 
killed, then?” asked Tommy quickly. 
He had not identified him in his report 
to the corporal nor had the carabinieri 
been able to supply the information in 
making their report.

“Unless there has been more than 
one man killed there I assume that it 
is the man Boris, whose death was re­
ported to me a half-hour since by two 

of his musicians,” replied the captain. 
“They not only reported the death; 
but supplied me with the full details of 
it and I am sorry to find you in this 
position, Mr. Williams.”

“From your expressed regret, I judge 
that they accuse me of killing him?” 
said Tommy interrogatively and the 
captain nodded.

“Most explicitly, with full details,” 
he said. “I trust that you can give me 
proof of provocation.”

“I had provocation enough; but I 
didn’t yield to it,” answered Tommy 
grimly. “Your information is correct 
in a few details; but not in the most 
essential one. The man Boris is dead; 
but I didn’t kill him.”

“These two witnesses swear posi­
tively that you did,” asserted the cap­
tain. “With me your word would go 
farther than theirs; but you understand 
that there is nothing for me to do now 
but to detain you.”

“I appreciate that; but there is some­
thing worth looking into which appar­
ently has not occurred to you,” sug­
gested Tommy quietly. “If these two 
precious witnesses were on the moun­
tain and saw Boris killed, how diej^they 
elude your pickets and get here ahead 
of us?”

The captain pulled his mustache 
thoughtfully and hesitated. “That’s a 
question that my men will have to an­
swer, Mr. Williams,” he said finally. 
“The mountain has been picketed for 
five hours; but some of the pickets 
must have been negligent.”

“Captain, there is more in this than 
either of us knows about,” said Tommy 
seriously. “You will find that Boris 
was not the only one who died on 
Monte Pelligrino to-day. and I don’t 
believe that your precious witnesses 
ever set foot on it. They knew that 
Boris went to the mountain and they 
knew when he went that he was surely 
going to his death. They allowed a 
sufficient interval to elapse and then re­
ported the crime and tried to fasten it 
on me.”

The captain stared at Tommy in 
blank amazement. “This seems incredi­
ble, Mr. Williams; it would indicate a 



plot laid carefully to incriminate you 
and the man who would be capable of 
such a thing is in solitary confinement.”

“Which does not prevent him from 
sending messages through the usual 
underground channels, however,” said 
Tommy confidently. “I have had prac­
tical demonstration of that, for I have 
been approached by one of his emis­
saries.” The captain looked at him 
doubtfully and shook his head.

“I can hardly credit that, Mr. Will­
iams,” he said incredulously. “He is 
kept in strict seclusion and no one but 
the prison and police officials has ac­
cess to him.”

“But admitting that that is a fact, it 
does not make my statement unworthy 
of belief,” replied Tommy. “I have re­
ceived a proposition of compromise 
from him.”

"Through one of my men?” de­
manded the captain.

“Hardly, but from a man holding an 
official position in the police,” said 
Tommy placidly. "Italian- police meth­
ods are peculiar, captain, and I take it 
that there is not entire sympathy be­
tween the carabinieri and the local of­
ficials. A district like the Monte Pelli­
grino should be within your province, 
however, and there have been strange 
occurrences there to-day. I saw Boris 
killed and I saw a girl hunted like ver­
min. I believe that you will find her 
body in the sea at the foot of the south 
cliff.”

“I am not responsible for the Monte 
Pelligrino to-day,” replied the captain 
half apologetically. “I received definite 
orders to keep my men off the moun­
tain and to arrest all who come from 
it.”

“Then you should get the murderer 
of Boris and of the girl if your pickets 
are faithful.” answered Tommy. “I 
suppose that we shall have to submit 
to detention until this thing is cleared 
up.”

“Unless you can bring proof of your 
assertion and point out the man who 
killed the gipsy,” assented the captain. 
Tommy was facing the door through 
which we had entered and luck threw 

in his way the opportunity for a dra­
matic accusation; for as the captain 
spoke Cambioni entered. His face was 
flushed from exertion and his clothes 
were disordered and torn. Tommy took 
from his pocket the empty cartridge­
shell and placed it on the captain’s 
desk.

“The bullet which came from this 
you will find in the head of the dead 
man,” he said quietly. “I did not see 
the face of the murderer; but I saw 
the hand which held the pistol. Cap­
tain, if you will place this man under 
arrest and search him I believe that you 
will find the Colt automatic from which 
this shell was ejected and I am pre­
pared to swear that it was his hand 
which held it when the shot was fired.” 
The captain looked from one to the 
other in amazement and Cambioni drew 
the pistol from his pocket and laid it 
beside the empty shell.

“It will not be necessary to search 
me,” he said sarcastically. “Mr. Will­
iams is entirely truthful in his state­
ment. I shot the man you know as 
Boris and I threw out that cartridge 
because I needed every shot for other 
game.” His frank admission took the 
wind from Tommy’s sails, but it was-a 
great relief to me for I had expected 
a denunciation. “Have you further 
grave charges to bring against me?” he 
continued, glancing from one to the 
other of us. I shook my head; but 
Tommy walked over and faced him de­
fiantly.

“I take it that the ‘other game’ was 
a defenseless girl in contadina costume 
who was shot down at the edge of the 
south cliff?” he exclaimed and Cam­
bioni nodded.

“You are partly correct,” he said, 
grinning. “She was the one I was 
after; but she was not shot, I regret to 
say. She fell as she reached the be­
ginning of that goat-path and was 
caught and helped away by those who 
were waiting there for her.” Tommy 
gave an exclamation of relief and Cam­
bioni looked at him gravely.

“Mr. Williams, everything which I 
have done to-day has been done as an 
official of the secret police,” he con- 



tinned. “I am under no obligations to 
answer to you for my conduct; but I 
would remind you that I saved your 
life when I shot the Tzigany. I am 
sorry that the girl escaped; but I hope 
to have her in custody before morn­
ing. You might assist me if you told 
me what you know about her.” I saw 
that Tommy was impressed by the cap­
tain’s deference to Cambioni and that 
he appreciated that his theories were 
crumbling like a house of cards; but it 
was not easy for him to overcome his 
distrust of the detective.

“I am under no obligation to supply 
you with information,” he answered. “I 
was in no danger from Boris and your 
shot prevented me from learning from 
him much that I wished to know.” 
Cambioni shrugged his shoulders impa­
tiently.

“I offered you authentic information 
on the same subject and he was attempt­
ing to swindle you!" he exclaimed. 
“My information is still available—at 
a price, Mr. Williams.”

“At a price I do not care to pay, 
though,” answered Tommy. “Captain, 
now that there is no accusation against 
us, I assume that we are at liberty?” 
The captain glanced at Cambioni for 
instructions and the detective motioned 
to us to be seated.

“I may have overstated the case 
when I said that I saved your life, al­
though that knife looked sufficiently 
menacing to justify my shot,” he said 
to Tommy. “That man was sent to 
dispose of you. His intention was to 
rob you by selling you false informa­
tion. The man who sent him counted 
upon one of two things: that he would 
kill you in a fit of passion or that you 
would kill him—and I might remind 
you that the latter result would have 
placed you behind the bars for a con­
siderable time, 110 matter how great 
the provocation might have been; for 
there would have been witnesses 
aplenty provided. The details were 
carefully worked out, from the moment 
his playing of the Servian anthem in 
the cafe attracted your attention—as it 
was meant to do.”

“And the man who discovered all 

this could not discover the identity of a 
girl?’ said Tommy incredulously.

“I discovered enough about her to 
justify me in ordering my men to shoot 
when she would not surrender,” re­
torted Cambioni impatiently. “Assum­
ing that you are an honest man, Mr. 
Williams, I doubt if you are aware of 
her identity; but it might aid me in 
securing a person whom it is danger­
ous to leave at liberty if you would tell 
me at once what you do know of her.” 
From Cambioni’s earnestness I knew 
that he attached great importance to 
the arrest of the girl and even Tommy 
was impressed by his sincerity.

“I really know very little of her, ex­
cept that she, too, seems cognizant of 
the doings of the Mafia,” he said. “Per­
haps it would simplify matters if you 
could tell me something about the fam­
ily of the Baron Drago.”

“The man who is opposing Nasi at 
the coming election?” asked Cambioni.

“Yes, how much of a family has he 
—how many daughters?” said Tommy, 
and the captain and Cambioni looked at 
each other and smiled.

“Che Io sa!” answered the detective 
with a significant twinkle in his eyes. 
“All that I can tell you is that the Baron 
Drago is a bachelor!”

VI.
For a moment Tommy’s face was a 

picture of perplexity and there was a 
suggestion of triumph in the Italian’s 
eyes. He looked at him expectantly, 
as if confident that his announcement 
would force an admission; but Tommy 
was evidently busily employed in find­
ing his own solution of the puzzle and 
paid no attention to him.

“I have answered your preliminary 
inquiry, Mr. Williams,” suggested the 
detective finally. “Is there anything 
else you would care to know before giv­
ing me the information which I wish ?”

“There is; a great deal,” replied 
Tommy, his voice betraying an unusual 
irritability. “I am not asking favors 
and I am not volunteering assistance 
to any one. For some reason which I 
cannot understand there seems to be 



a net of conspiracy and mystery woven 
about us and I’m tired of it. If you are 
willing to put your cards on the table 
and drop all of this romance which you 
are stringing me with, I'll give you all 
the facts I know; but I don't care to 
hear a lot of rot about anarchists and 
the Mafia.”

“You are simply getting back to the 
position you took at our interview yes­
terday and I think you will admit that 
you did me an injustice,” replied Cam- 
bioni quietly. “Mr. Williams, I give 
you my word that my warning was sin­
cere. You were threatened by the an­
archists and I believe that you will find 
in the events of the past twenty-four 
hours a confirmation.”

“You mean that Boris was an emis­
sary of theirs?” asked Tommy skep­
tically and Cambioni shook his head.

“The man you knew as Boris, a Hun­
garian gipsy, was in reality a Ser­
vian,” he replied. “He would have deliv­
ered a message which would have pur­
ported to have come from the Lady 
Diana and I have no doubt that it would 
have accomplished the object if the 
other plan had failed. You would have 
gone to Servia on a wild-goose chase 
and I doubt if you would have returned. 
There is one of my cards and I have 
told you the absolute truth.”

“You play them too much like a con­
jurer, Cambioni,” answered Tommy in­
differently. “According to the story 
you told me yesterday, there could 
have been nothing which would have 
suited your book better; so I doubt if 
you would have interfered if that had 
been so.”

“It would have suited -me perfectly 
if you had been willing to follow my 
advice; for I should have gained much 
from having gained the credit; but your 
obstinacy made that impossible,” ad­
mitted the Italian. “I suppose that you 
mistrust me because I do not let you 
see all of the wheels go round; but this 
is a simple matter. Boris was sent 
against you by the friends of Van Os- 
ten and it was all planned by him. I 
couldn't afford to have him succeed 
without my assistance, Mr. Williams; 
it was a question of a bargain 

between us or you would have been 
eliminated.”

“Are you still bargaining with him?” 
asked Tommy quickly and Cambioni 
laughed and shrugged his shoulders in­
differently.

“I believe that-1 have found a bet­
ter customer for my wares,” he an­
swered. “Don’t make any mistake 
about my principles, Mr. Williams. I 
reiterate what I said yesterday—I con­
sider the protection of the royal family 
of Italy the most important thing in the 
world and I am willing to make almost 
any concession to insure its safety. Yes­
terday Van Osten could have given me 
information which would have been of 
value; but he demanded a price which 
I was unable to pay. He attempted to 
carry out his plans in another way, and 
I was fortunate enough to obtain some 
of the information which he could have 
given through other channels. When 
I tell you that I have already ordered 
the deportation of most of the members 
of Boris’ orchestra and that those who 
remain are under arrest, you will be­
lieve that I am not playing into his 
hands. I will give you another piece 
of information, Mr. Williams, and I 
know of what I speak. The Lady Diana 
narrowly escaped capture in Servia yes­
terday ; but she did escape. She is 
safe in Austria now. Is that card good 
for the trick ?”

“Thank you—it will be credited to 
your account,” answered Tommy grate­
fully. “Is it necessary that we should 
play at cross-purposes, Cambioni ?” The 
detective glanced significantly at the 
carabinieri captain.

“I would suggest that you gentle­
men return to your apartment,” he 
said. “There are a few matters of de­
tail which I must arrange which are 
important; but I will join you there in 
a half-hour.” It was evident that he 
did not wish to continue the discus­
sion in the presence of the other official 
and we left them; the captain congratu­
lating us heartily on having been so 
quickly cleared of suspicion.

“And I wish I could as easily lose 
suspicion of Cambioni,” said Tommy 
when we were outside. “The man puz­



zles me as much as the mix-up we have 
tumbled into. What do you think of 
him ?”

“I think that he saved your life this 
afternoon, which predisposes me in his 
favor,” I said and Tommy laughed.

“Admitting that he did, he is frank 
enough to acknowledge that he would 
have taken little bother about me if 
there had been anything to be gained 
by my death,” he answered. “If we 
take him at his word he is a man of 
one idea and—hello! he told the truth 
about the girl anyway; for there she 
is!” A light mail-cart drawn by a 
spanking pair of Sardinian ponies had 
passed us rapidly; but not before we 
had recognized the girl whom we knew 
as Elisa Drago sitting beside the man 
who drove and whom I believed to be 
the same one who had dined with her at 
the Cafe Progresso the previous eve­
ning. If she saw us she gave not the 
slightest sign of recognition, and after 
the cart had disappeared around the 
next corner Tommy turned to me with 
a quizzical grin on his face.

“For a young woman who was so 
vitally interested in my welfare yester­
day and so solicitous again this morn­
ing, she is rather indifferent and cas­
ual,” he said laughingly. “By Jove, 
old chap, if we hadn’t seen Boris get 
his and the pursuit of that girl on the 
mountain I should begin to suspect that 
some one was trying to play horse with 
us.”

“In spite of what you have heard con­
cerning the Lady Diana?” I asked and 
the smile left his face.

“That is the only consideration 
which induces me to take the slightest 
interest in it,” he said gravely. “Cam­
bioni will find me as incredulous as the 
veriest Missourian when he comes; he 
has got to show me, or I drop the whole 
business.” We walked on in silence 
until we reached the studio; for Tom­
my wa's absorbed in his own thoughts 
and I was sufficiently under the influ­
ence of the succession of mysterious 
happenings to see a possible enemy and 
menace in every man we met.

Hardly had we settled ourselves com­
fortably in the studio when we were 

interrupted by the sudden and abrupt 
entrance of Cambioni, who burst 
through the door without the formality 
of knocking.

“I can’t recommend your hallway, 
Mr. Williams!” he exclaimed. “This 
may have been meant for you; but it 
nearly landed me. Will you rip up my 
sleeve and see what it amounts to?” 
I noticed that he was clutching his left 
arm tightly just below the elbow and 
as he spoke a few drops of blood 
trickled down the back of his hand and 
dripped from his finger-tips. Tommy 
picked tip a knife from among his box 
of artist's tools and cut away the sleeve 
of the coat, revealing a long clean cut 
in the muscles of his forearm.

“I’m enough of a surgeon to dress 
this; it isn’t serious,” he said. “You 
received the wound in this house?”

“Not more than ten feet from your 
door,” answered Cambioni as Tommy 
deftly washed away the blood and drew 
the edges of the cut together. “I could 
not recognize my assailant and L was 
more interested in preserving my own 
life than in capturing him; so he got 
away from me.” Tommy finished his 
“first aid” application and arranged a 
comfortable chair for our visitor before 
speaking.

“Was that blow meant for you, or 
for one of us ?” he asked after he had 
lighted a cigarette, and Cambioni 
shrugged his shoulders until the pain 
from his wound brought a grimace to 
his face.

“Che lo sa, signor ?” he answered. “It 
was struck in the dark; for your por­
ter has been negligent about the hall­
light.”

“It was lighted when we entered ten 
minutes since,” said Tommy suspicious­
ly. “This is not a farce, Cambioni ?”

“I would hardly make it so realis­
tic,” answered the detective with a sig­
nificant glance at his bandaged arm. 
“Mr. Williams, from lack of mutual 
confidence we are both as much in the 
dark as I was when I received this 
wound. I have been enough in Eng­
land and America to know that the 
Anglo-Saxon instinctively distrusts the 
Latin; but I wish that in this particu­



lar case you would forget the racial 
prejudice. Our standards are not en­
tirely the same; but I assure you that I 
am entirely sincere and that above all 
else I place my duty."

"I am beginning to suspect that,” ad­
mitted Tommy, smiling. “You were 
frank enough to acknowledge that it led 
you to make unholy alliances.”

"Air. Williams, it is your turn to be 
perfectly frank with me!” exclaimed 
Cambioni. “Your question concerning 
the Baron Drago suggests that you 
have had previous communication with 
the Mafia: can you tell me of it?"

“There is no reason for making a se­
cret of it, and it injures only my pride 
to tell of it; for I was taken in," re­
plied Tommy, shaking his head. “Yes­
terday afternoon a very handsome 
young woman visited this studio and 
warned us that we were in grave dan­
ger unless we fled from Italy and never 
returned. She hoodwinked me to the 
limit; for I believed in her sincerity 
when she told me that she was Elisa 
Drago, a daughter of the man who is 
running against Nasi at Trapani I’m 
a little out of my reckoning when I find 
that he has no daughter and I can only 
believe that she was a clever actress.”

“Possibly more than that!" exclaimed 
Cambioni, drawing a bundle of papers 
from his pocket. He selected one and 
from it read a detailed description of a 
woman which tallied in every particular 
with the appearance of the girl who 
had called on us the day before.

“That tallies but rI can do better,” 
said Tommy, taking a sketching-block 
from the table. “A verbal description 
isn’t worth much unless there is some 
marked and striking peculiarity about 
the subject.” He busied himself with 
his pencil for a few tninutes and the 
result was a striking likeness of the girl 
who had delivered the warning so dra­
matically. Cambioni examined it close­
ly and 'there was a puzzled expression 
on his face when he finished and handed 
it back.

“I am glad to have this; but while 
I seem to recognize the face I cannot 
place it,” he said thoughtfully. “I have 
every reason to believe that this is the 

girl about whom I received information 
through the office at Rome this morn­
ing. She is supposed to be actively en­
gaged in this anarchistic, plot and I 
hoped to arrest her on Monte Pelli- 
grino this afternoon. She slipped 
through my fingers for the moment; 
but I shall get her; for the whole place 
is surrounded and she can't escape.”

“She can't, because she already has,” 
said Tommy quietly. “We saw her in 
Palermo when we were walking back 
to the studio.” Cambioni looked at him 
incredulously.

“You are sure of that?” he asked.
“As sure as I am that a written de­

scription isn’t worth a hoot for identi­
fication,’” asserted Tommy positively. 
“If you had seen that sketch yesterday 
you might have saved yourself a deal 
of trouble to-day; for the girl whom it 
represents dined at a table near you in 
the Cafe Progresso last evening.” The 
detective gave an exclamation of satis­
faction and laughed.

“My dear Air. Williams, you have 
given me the hint which solves one of 
my perplexities,” he said. “The like­
ness puzzled me; but now I have it. 
There is a strong resemblance to the 
Countess Ferara who was dining with 
her- husband at the table on the opposite 
side of the door.”

“Her husband is a tall, handsome 
man who wore an order in his button­
hole ?" asked Tommy.

“Yes, the red ribbon which repre­
sents the order of the Crown of Italy,” 
assented Cambioni. “He is a member 
of the king’s household and has come 
to Sicily to arrange for the ceremonies 
in connection with the reception of the 
Emperor of Germany, who is expected 
to stop here on his return from Corfu 
next week.”

“Then I. can assure you that you 
were taking pot-shots at his wife 
dressed in a contadina costume this 
afternoon on the Monte Pelligrino,” 
said Tommy. “She passed us only a 
few minutes before Boris arrived and 
even repeated the warning of yesterday 
and added another—to fly from the 
mountain.” Cambioni shook his head.

“You are mistaken, Mr. Williams,” 



he said. “At what time did your vis­
itor call yesterday?”

“Within a quarter of an hour after 
your departure and she was here per­
haps half an hour.”

“Then I can personally furnish an 
alibi for the countess!” replied Cam­
bioni triumphantly. “I went directly 
from here to the count's apartments on 
official business and was with him for 
an hour, at least. During all of that 
time she was in the room with us or 
in the adjoining one with the door open 
between.”

“I suppose that we shall have to ac­
cept that, despite the proof of our own 
eyes; for it is manifestly impossible that 
she should be in two places at once,” 
said Tommy reluctantly. “Where is 
their apartment, Cambioni ?”

“Five minutes from here—in the 
Piazza Marina,” answered the Italian. 
“I will answer for the countess, Mr. 
Williams; it is impossible that she 
could be in any way connected with 
this business and she would never have 
come to your studio alone.”

“There is always a possibility of 
troubles being thrust upon one—as our 
own particular case demonstrates,” re­
plied Tommy and from his tone I knew 
that he was not prepared to disregard 
the evidence of his eyes for the de­
tective’s testimony. “Perhaps we can 
find an explanation which will reconcile 
the divergent theories if you will tell 
us the true inwardness of what went 
on on the mountain this afternoon.” 
Cambioni fidgeted uneasily and it was 
evident that the question caused him 
considerable embarrassment.

“I may as well make a clean breast 
of it,” he said slowly. “I shall have to 
ask you to remember that conditions in 
Italy are different from those in your 
own country and more especially that 
the class of people that I am concerned 
with are little better than wild beasts. 
You can imagine that they are watched 
closely by all of the political police of 
Europe, and from all the frontiers we 
have received reports of those who 
were known to have anarchistic affilia­
tions flocking to Italy. Three of the 
rulers of Europe .have signified their in­

tention of visiting the Mediterranean 
within the next few weeks and beyond 
doubt the unprecedented influx of ad­
venturers and blacklegs is due to these 
prospective visits. Among them was 
that man Boris, whom I shot to-day, 
and his alleged orchestra was largely 
composed of men of his own stamp. He 
has been under observation from the 
moment he entered the country; but it 
was only when I heard him playing 
for your benefit last night that I guessed 
that he was acting as an agent of Van 
Osten.”

“Fie had a wonderful talent,” said 
Tommy and Cambioni nodded.

“Many talents,” he agreed. “He was 
a remarkable violinist; but he was an 
equally clever actor and he has carried 
on swindles successfully in every capi­
tal of Europe. After he made that ap­
pointment with you—which was imme­
diately reported to me by your waiter 
—I determined to be present at the 
meeting. That determination was 
strengthened when I learned through 
the ordinary police channels that there 
was to be another meeting on Monte 
Pelligrino to-day and that several of 
the men whom we had been warned 
against were to meet a young woman 
who has arrived from America within 
the past week and whose description I 
read to you.”

“What is there about her, Cam­
bioni?” asked Tommy and the detective 
referred to the paper which held her 
description.

“That is what J hope to discover 
when I get my hands -on her,” he an­
swered. “This information comes from 
one of my men in New York and was 
communicated to him by Inspector 
Clancy. She was known there as Gilda 
Massa and her lover, Antonio Massa, 
was sent to Sing Sing about six months 
ago for complicity in a murder in Mul­
berry Bend. After that she took up 
with another Italian who was closely 
associated with the anarchistic group 
and about three weeks ago she disap­
peared from New York. Massa sent 
for Clancy, who had arrested him on 
the murder charge, and under the in­
fluence of jealousy betrayed all that he 



knew about her. He asserted that she 
had become an active agent of the an­
archists and that she had gone to Italy 
with money and other sinews of an­
archistic warfare to perform her share 
in a great plot which had been ar­
ranged in America. That's why we 
wanted her, dead or alive, and it was 
unfortunate that she escaped tem­
porarily.”

“See here, Cambioni; why are you 
trying to drag me into this thing?” 
demanded Tommy suddenly.

“For two reasons; first because I 
know enough of you to believe you 
could be of great value to me if you 
would; second, because the anarchistic 
brethren seem so interested in you and 
I want you to help me find the reason.”

“You have, I believe, been frank with 
me,” Tommy acknowledged finally. 
“There seems to be a great deal that 
you don’t know, so perhaps that ac­
counts for your reticence on subjects 
in which my personal interest is greater 
than it is in the Mafia and the anarch­
ists, in spite of the alleged interest 
which they take in me.”

“Mr. Williams, I have been absolute­
ly frank with you,” Cambioni said 
quietly. “I have told you that I place 
the protection of those whose safety 
depends upon my vigilance above every­
thing else. To insure it I should hesi­
tate at nothing and I would sacrifice 
my own life as willingly as I would 
compound a felony.” Tommy looked 
him squarely in the eye for a moment 
and then extended his hand.

“Each of us has his own conception 
of duty, Cambioni,” he said. “I con­
fess that I >vas half-inclined to believe 
that you were a rascal; but I have come 
to the conclusion that you are only as 
great a fanatic as any of the men you 
are fighting against. I don’t know that 
my assistance will be of any real value; 
but such as my talents are they are at 
your disposition until this thing is 
cleared up.” The eagerness with which 
Cambioni grasped his hand and his 
quick acceptance of the offer showed 
how much he valued it and he was tact­
ful enough to make me an unwilling 
ally by including me in his thanks.

“And now I want a little time to 
think this over, Cambioni,” continued 
Tommy. “It is long past our dinner­
hour and I’ll take the evening to my­
self ; but to-morrow we’ll put our heads 
together in earnest.”

VII.
“You can save your breath if you in­

tend to reproach me for volunteering 
in this thing and hauling you in with 
$je I” exclaimed Tommy, turning to me 
after Cambioni had left the studio. “I’m 
not above acknowledging that I’m 
scared blue; for I believe that we are in 
serious danger; but the way to get out 
of it is to fight back as hard as we 
know how and not by running away.”

“I haven’t any reproaches to make, 
for I agree with you,” I replied. “I 
wish that we were not in it; but now 
that we are I’m with you and I’ll fight 
as hard as any one.” Tommy gave a 
nod of approval; but I hastened to im­
pose a condition. “If I’m sharing the 
fight, I claim the privilege of knowing 
what I’m fighting about. I am not to 
be kept in the dark that you may show 
me in the end what a wonder-child you 
are.”

“I’m a blamed poor imitation of a 
wonder-child' at this particular mo­
ment,” acknowledged Tommy, grinning. 
“There are two suspicions which are 
very strong in my mind; but I couldn’t 
prove ’em from anything I really know. 
The first is that there is—in spite of 
Cambioni’s disbelief—a connection be­
tween the anarchists and tlie powers 
that be in the Mafia. The second is 
that the Countess Ferara and the girl 
we knew as Elisa Drago are one and 
the same. Whether the girl on the 
mountain is another impersonation of 
the same character or not I’m not so 
sure; but I’ll do my best to find out.”

“There has been impersonation, Tom­
my,” I agreed and in a moment his 
wits seemed to go wool-gathering and 
I knew that he was unconscious of my 
presence as he paced rapidly up and 
down the room.

“By Jove, we’ve hit it I” he ex­
claimed after making a few turns. 



“There's the key to it—it’s impersona­
tion ; but I don’t know the reason for 
it!” He made a gesture of impatience 
when I protested that I could not fol­
low his reasoning. “It isn’t reasoning; 
it's a hunch!" he continued; but I knew 
that his inspirations usually had solid 
deduction behind them and I told him 
so.

“There isn’t this time, unless it is 
subconscious,” he replied and his sin­
cerity was unquestionable. “That word 
which you repeated after me seemed ya 
supply the link; but I can’t tell you 
why. There has, of course, been im­
personation ; the impersonation of two 
daughters of the Baron Drago, who has 
none, and that’s as far as we can go. 
I am going to find out if there is more 
than one woman concerned in this be­
fore I do.any thing else. If there isn’t, 
then the Countess Ferara, Gilda Massa 
and the mythical daughters of the 
Baron Drago are one and the same 
person. Come on; we’ll never discover 
anything here and I’m hungrier than a 
hunter.” There was no resisting his 
impetuosity; but he did not forget cau­
tion and he walked warily through the 
hallway where Cambioni had been at­
tacked.

“That was a clumsy sort of a mis­
cue,” he said when we had reached 
the street in safety. “Cambioni must 
be close on their heels that they were 
desperate enough to attack him.”

“And while you are figuring out the 
mystery we are taking the wrong turn­
ing for the Progresso,” I said and he 
laughed and persisted on going ahead.

“I'm not making a mistake; I’m try­
ing to rectify one,” he said. “I want 
to satisfy myself that Cambioni’s esti­
mate of the time between the Piazza 
Marina and our quarters is correct.” 
That estimate was reduced to three min­
utes for a rapid walker when we stood 
across from the building which con­
tained the Count Ferara’s apartment, 
and we had turned to go back to the 
restaurant when Tommy seized me by 
the arm. On the other side of the 
street, walking rapidly and glancing 
furtively about to see if she were fol­
lowed, was, the girl who had given us 

the warning on the mountain, her con­
tadina costume torn and bedraggled, 
her bare feet bruised and cut. She 
dodged into the doorway of the build­
ing we had been watching and Tommy 
turned to me with an expression of 
triumph.

“Now, old chap, I think that we shall 
have another puzzle for our friend 
Cambioni!” he exclaimed. “If his 
Gilda Massa isn’t also the Countess 
Ferara, what in the deuce is she sneak­
ing into that house for?” It was a 
question which I could not answer and 
we walked to the restaurant in silence; 
each trying to find a solution and both 
of us watching every one we passed for 
a possible enemy. We were so late 
in reaching the Cafe Progresso that 
most of the diners were already drink­
ing their coffee ; but. the head waiter 
had reserved our table for us and Tom­
my glanced at me significantly when 
we noticed the chairs turned up against 
the table which the count and countess 
had occupied the night before.

“Ladies who get lost on the Monte 
Pelligrino are apt to keep their hus­
bands waiting for dinner,” he said as 
he moved his chair so that we could 
both watch the vacant places. “I am 
curious to see if he takes it patiently.” 
We had not to’ wait long for an answer 
to his question; for ten minutes later 
they entered; the countess smiling and 
very evidently trying to make herself 
especially agreeable to her companion, 
who was obviously cross and ill-tem­
pered.

“That woman is a good actress— 
whether she is the Countess Ferara, 
Gilda Massa or a mythical daughter of 
the Baron Drago,” said Tommy after 
watching them closely during the din­
ner. “She is conscious that I am watch­
ing her and she is dining with a man 
who is cross and perturbed; but she 
behaves as if she hadn’t a care in the 
world.”

“I should say from her expression 
that she was rather enjoying the situa­
tion and laughing over our mystifica­
tion,” I added as we saw her making 
laughing retort to some remark of her 
companion. “Tommy, it doesn’t seem 



possible that that woman was hunted 
like a wild beast on the mountain this 
afternoon.”

“I am almost prepared to doubt the 
evidence of my own senses,” he ac­
knowledged. “If we had not seen the 
contadina girl enter her apartment an 
hour since, I should be inclined to ac­
cept Cambioni’s guarantee of the count­
ess. I suppose that in fairness we 
should hunt him up'and tell him what 
we saw; but I know, that * he would 
laugh at the statement.”

His long fingers were playing idly 
with a half-dozen matches spread out 
on the white table-cloth, arranging 
them in different designs and moving 
them about aimlessly. Gradually he 
became absorbed in them and oblivious 
to the people we had been watching and 
he added a lump of sugar and a spoon 
to the collection; moving the different 
articles about and substituting one for 
another as if he w’ere working out a 
puzzle. I watched him in silence for a 
good half-hour until a question from 
the head waiter aroused him from the 
brown study.

“Yes, there are many things which 
I desire; but I fear the Cafe Progresso 
could not supply them,” he answered 
absently. “Only the check now, Carlo.” 
He left the payment to me and swept 
the things with which he had been play­
ing into a heap.

“Each of those matches had a per­
sonality for the moment,” he said when 
we left the restaurant. “I was trying 
to construct a scenario which would fit 
this game of hide-and-seek and I’m go­
ing to complete the labor with the sol­
ace of tobacco in the quiet of the 
studio. Confound it, the thing was 
under my finger-tips a dozen times 
there and just eluded me. It’s ten to 
one that when we do find the solution 
it will be so simple that we shall be 
ashamed of ourselves for having over­
looked, it.”

I did not share his confidence; but his 
absorption in the problem was so com­
plete that I felt it incumbent upon me 
to keep watch for both of us to guard 
against mischief. It was that anxiety 
which led me to call a halt and draw 

my pistol when I saw a man standing 
in the shadow of our doorway as we 
approached the studio; but my exclama­
tion of warning was answered by a 
laugh which I recognized as Cam­
bioni’s.

“I am glad to see that you are vigi­
lant; but don’t shoot a friend by mis­
take,” he said in greeting. “I am ahead 
of time in looking you up, Mr. Will­
iams ; but I have news which necessi­
tates a change of plan and immediate 
action.”

“Well, what is it?” demanded Tom­
my after he had switched on the elec­
tric light. “You have not caught the 
girl of the mountain ?”

“No, but my news makes it neces­
sary for me to redouble my efforts,” 
replied Cambioni. “There has been an 
entire change in the arrangements for 
the reception of our royal visitors. The 
German Emperor has been called back 
to Berlin earlier than he expected, and 
he arrives in Palermo to-morrow in­
stead of next week. I shall even call 
the carabinieri to my aid in searching 
Monte Pelligrino; for I shall not feel 
safe until she is in custody. Have you 
learned anything?”

“Enough to be able to inform you 
that your effort will be wasted, for the 
girl is in Palermo,” answered Tommy 
and the detective smiled incredulously.

“I suppose you mean the Countess 
Ferara, who dined at the Cafe Progres­
so to-night?” he said interrogatively.

“I don’t care what you name her; but 
the contadina girl entered the building 
where Count Ferara lives a half-hour 
before the.countess came for a very late 
dinner to the restaurant,” retorted 
Tommy impatiently. “Cambioni, un­
less you are positive that the countess 
was in sight during your entire inter­
view with her husband yesterday, there 
is nothing to disprove that she did not 
slip out and visit this studio.”

“She was not actually in sight all of 
the time; but I supposed she was in the 
adjoining room,” admitted the detective.

“And it is significant that they were 
very late at dinner to-night and that the 
count was very cross about it,” con­
tinued Tommy. “We ar« both positive 



that we saw the contadina girl enter 
that house and she had just time to slip 
into a bath and a change of costume 
before the countess appeared at the 
Progress.o.”

“I can give you another reason for 
the count’s tardiness,” objected Cam­
bioni. “I detained him at home discuss­
ing the arrangements and precautions 
for the emperor’s reception to-mor­
row.”

“And during your interview was the 
countess present?” asked Tommy 
sharply.

“Only at the very end of it, when 
she came in to protest about being kept 
waiting,” answered Cambioni after a 
moment’s hesitation and Tommy gave 
an exclamation of triumph.

“Then you have not located your 
Gilda Massa!” he said. “There may 
be such a woman in Palermo; but I am 
pretty well satisfied that the one you 
were chasing on Monte Pelligrino is 
identical with the Countess Ferara and 
the girl who gave the name of Elisa 
Drago when she called upon me yester­
day.” Cambioni’s shoulders eloquent­
ly expressed his disbelief.

“You are incorrigible, Mr. Will­
iams,” he protested laughingly. “The 
countess is of one of the best families 
of Tuscany and her sympathies are all 
with the royal family. It is not credible 
that she should be mixed up with, the 
anarchists. Italy is not the same as 
Russia, you know.”

“No, but it is not necessary to as­
sume that a young and handsome wom­
an is connected with the anarchists, just 
because she happens to walk in dis­
guise on the Monte Pelligrino,” sug­
gested Tommy. “Have you any reason 
to believe that she might have other 
reasons ?”

“Che lo sa?” replied Cambioni. “I 
am satisfied that you are mistaken, 
however. We know where the girl 
Gilda Massa lodgedlin Palermo and she 
was seen coming from that house when 
she started for the mountain.' That is 
positive, Mr. Williams.” Tommy’s 
theory seemed to be crumbling and 
without speaking he walked to the table 
and thoughtfully moved about another 

bunch of matches. Cambioni watched 
him intently, instinctively recognizing 
the significance of what he was doing; 
but after a -few minutes Tommy gave 
an exclamation of impatience.

“I can’t get it!” he exclaimed. “See 
here, Cambioni; if this thing is con­
nected with the visit of the emperor, 
there is no time to study over Chinese 
puzzles in identity of mysterious fe­
males. The action can’t be long de­
layed and the only safety lies in meet­
ing the emergency when it arises. 
What are the arrangements for the re­
ception to-morrow ?”

“We have adopted every precaution 
which we could devise,” replied the de­
tective. “Every soldier in the garri­
son, every police officer and every avail­
able carabiniere will be on duty.”

“Give me the exact details, please; 
the part which each of the prominent 
characters will play,” insisted Tommy.

“Owing to the sudden change in the 
arrangements the king will not be able 
to be here to receive the emperor,” an­
swered Cambioni. "The Hohencollcrn, 
the royal yacht, is expected at three 
o’clock. Count Ferara, representing 
the king, will immediately go on board 
to extend a welcome and he will ac­
company the royal party on shore. 
They will be received at the landing by 
the civic authorities and the Countess 
Ferara, representing Queen Elena. I 
shall accompany the count on board and 
take a half-dozen of my best men and 
it is needless to tell you that we shall 
guard the emperor unceasingly while he 
is here. The landing will be sur­
rounded by a cordon of troops through 
which no one will be permitted to pass 
without a special order, and the streets 
will be lined with troops. Thirty feet 
has always been considered the mar­
gin of safety in previous visits; but 
with the knowledge that a conspiracy 
exists we have increased it to sixty, and 
no one except the officials will be per­
mitted to come closer than that to the 
royal party. If I had been fortunate 
enough to capture this Massa woman 
to-day, I should have little anxiety.”

“Who has authority to issue those 
passes?” asked Tommy.



“The count and the sindaco of Paler­
mo ; but every one of them must be 
countersigned by me, and I can assure 
you that the list will be closely scru­
tinized,’’ replied Cambioni and Tommy 
smiled.

“Nevertheless, I trust that you will 
not exclude our names from it,” he said. 
“I. want passes for both of us, and I 
want them so plain and distinct that 
there will be no delay in accepting 
them.” Cambioni looked at him sharp­
ly-

“Mr. Williams, you are not withhold­
ing information from me with the idea 
of pulling off a sensational coup?” he 
said suspiciously, and Tommy shook 
his head.

“My dear fellow, I should as soon 
think of monkeying with a buzz-saw,” 
he protested. “I have given you all 
the information I possess and you don’t 
seem to value it. One good turn de­
serves another, and I owe you one 
for a certain warning you conveyed. 
If it were not for that I should wash 
my hands of the whole business as a 
punishment for yoi.tr incredulity; but 
now I am veiling to do all that is in 
my power to prevent a tragedy. You 
give us those passes and I'll promise 
you to make good use of them.”

“May I ask what it will be?”
“That’s a question I would answer 

willingly if I could; but I shall have 
to play with my matches until I get a 
hint,” replied Tommy, smiling. “I have 
a suspicion that they will point to close 
attendance upon the Countess Ferara, 
though; so be sure that the papers are 
in such form that they will permit it.”

“I wish that you would accept my 
guarantee for the countess,” said Cam­
bioni irritably. “I value your assist­
ance so much that I hate to see it mis­
directed and I should prefer that you 
do not waste your time in watching 
her.”

“My dear man, you are wasting your 
time when you argue with me about one 
of my hunches!” he said. “You see 
that those passes are in order and I’ll 
promise to do the best I can.” Cam­
bioni would have protested further but 
Tommy told him flatly that he wished 

to be left alone and that argument 
would be useless; but when we were 
left alone he did not return to his play 
with the matches.

“It’s our turn for the heavy melo­
dramatic,” he said, grinning as he 
slipped off his coat. “There is no use 
in trying to disguise ourselves; for our 
talents don’t lie in that direction. We’ll 
just hunt up some duds in our ward­
robe that don’t scream ‘United States’ 
and then we’ll spend the rest of the 
evening in watching what goes on in 
the Piazza Marina. If Cambioni were 
not so obstinate he could send some 
one who would do it better; but I can’t 
trust him.” Our transformation was 
not great; but it was sufficient to lose 
the aggressiveness of the American 
type, and we passed through the streets 
where triumphal arches were being 
erected, without attracting attention.

The windows of the count’s apart­
ments were ablaze with lights and a 
stream of people were entering and 
leaving the main entrance; officers of 
the garrison, policemen, carabinieri 
officers and the officials of the munici­
pality; but through the long evening 
we saw no woman. Tommy watched 
it all in silence until the lights were ex­
tinguished, one by one, and as the last 
wirfdow became dark he motioned to me 
to join him in the obscurity of a deep 
doorw’ay.

“If anything is going to happen it is 
getting close to the time,” he growled. 
“Some one has been signaling with the 
shade from that dormer window at the 
top of the building. There it goes 
again!” The shade was quickly pulled 
down and only for a moment a bright 
light appeared behind it; but that mo­
ment was sufficient for both of us to 
recognize the sharp silhouette of the 
Countess Ferara which was cast upon 
the shade. I could hear my heart 
thumping as we waited for an answer 
to the signal; but everything about the 
house was dark and silent.

The only person in sight upon the 
piazza was a belated drunkard meander­
ing across it with unsteady feet. He 
was whistling discordantly the latest 
popular song, but when he reached the 



front of the building his poor attempt 
at music ceased abruptly, his whole 
bearing changed and with suspicious 
steadiness for one who had been so evi­
dently intoxicated he slipped in at the 
great main door, which opened at his 
touch and then closed silently behind 
him. A few minutes later there was a 
dim illumination behind the shade 
which had been used in signaling; but 
it was quickly lost and although we 
watched attentively until the eastern 
sky became rosy red we saw no further 
sign of life about the house.

“I don't think that our night was 
lost,” said Tommy thoughtfully as we 
made our way back to the studio. “Per­
haps it may be only a lover; but the 
Countess Ferara receives some one who 
has to come by stealth. That light was 
in the servants’ quarters, too, so I 
doubt if the count knows all that goes 
on under his roof.”

“I wonder who it could have been, 
Tommy,” I said. “Surely every man 
who is known or suspected as an an­
archist would be under observation by 
Cambioni’s people.” Tommy looked at 
me curiously and shook his head.

“I wonder if you have any suspicion 
as to his identity,” he said. “I would 
have given a good deal to have seen his 
face; for in just the moment that he 
straightened up before he entered the 
house it struck me that there was some­
thing familiar in his movements.”

“You would say that I was afraid 
of my shadow if I told you whom the 
set of his shoulders reminded me of,” 
I answered evasively. Tommy shook 
his head with greater emphasis.

“No, I shouldn’t; for it would be 
necessary to admit that I, too, feared 
shadows,” he said gravely. “There 
was a resemblance to Van Osten; but 
it must be only a resemblance. The 
man is safe enough, and they would 
guard him even more carefully at this 
time. -Take a couple of hours’ sleep, 
old chap, while I play my match-game 
again and see if I cannot find the so­
lution of this riddle.”

Sleep seemed far enough from my 
eyelids, but nature asserted herself and 
when they closed Tommy was intently 

studying a new arrangement of the lit­
tle pieces of wick and wax.

VIII.
It was nearly noon before Tommy 

awakened me and from the expression 
of his face I knew that he had arrived 
at no satisfactory conclusion.

“I’ve moved ’em about and formed 
every possible combination; but I can't 
satisfy myself that all of the lady 
matches don’t represent one and the 
same person,” he said ruefully. “So 
far as we know, there is no convincing 
proof that any two of them were seen 
at different places at the same time, 
while we do know positively that the 
Countess Ferara came out of the same 
house into which the contadina girl, 
who is presumably Gilda Massa, went 
a few minutes earlier. Cambioni’s tes­
timony is not convincing enough to 
prove that she did not visit us in this 
studio at the time he believed her to be 
in the adjoining room to him; so I am 
not at all sure that she won't prove to 
be also the quondam Elisa Drago.”

“But all of that is negative; you 
have no positive evidence and so far as 
I can see you are no further advanced 
from having spent a sleepless night,” I 
objected and he bowed assent.

“I am sorry to say that your obser­
vation is entirely correct,” he admit­
ted. “In the absence of positive evi­
dence I shall accept the substitute of 
negative testimony, however, and your 
Uncle Thomas and yourself will stick 
close to the skirts of the fair countess 
until we do know something definite 
or the Emperor of Germany is safely 
out of ^icily.”

“Tommy, you are playing fair and 
according to our agreement ?” I de­
manded suspiciously; for in spite of the 
lack of evidence he seemed entirely con­
fident that he was on the right track.

“I am concealing nothing; it is a plain 
case of playing a hunch,” he answered, 
laughing. “There is nothing definite 
to go on, so I’m following the lead 
which seems the most promising. I’m 
open to conviction if you have anything 
better to propose. If not, I would sug­



gest that you hustle into your glad 
rags.”

Cambioni had sent the passes and we 
had early necessity to use them when we 
passed into the gaily decorated streets; 
for every point of access to the route 
to be traversed by the royal procession 
was already guarded by troops and po­
lice. They were readily honored, how­
ever, and we approached the landing­
place where the reception was to take 
place as the boom of the saluting can­
non on the forts and the guns of the 
cruisers in the harbor announced the 
arrival of the Hohenzollcrn. Outside 
of a double cordon of troops was a 
dense mass of people; good-natured, 
laughing and light-hearted, and had we 
not known that secret danger threat­
ened we should never have suspected it 
from the gathering; for the troops 
seemed only a necessary appanage of 
royalty. Tommy turned and looked 
back on the sea of merry faces alter 
we had gained admission to the charmed 
circle inside; but his expression re­
flected none of their merriment.

“It is a mercurial crowd,” he said 
gravely. “They are here for a fcsta; 
but a tragedy would turn them into 
savages. Remember that, old chap, if 
we are called upon. to act; for they 
would kill first and only stop to ask 
why the next day. By Jove, the big 
show seems to be opening.”

“And I don’t see the lady to whom 
you were to devote your attention,” I 
said. Tommy pointed toward a raised 
platform near the landing-stage.

“She will come there, I expect, and 
we can depend upon her being in time,” 
he answered. “We'll take our place 
near it.” Our passes were honored even 
there and on reading our names the 
officer in charge consulted hig list and 
pointed out two places close to the 
front.

Spread out before us was the mag­
nificent- panorama of Palermo harbor; 
all of the ships dressed gaily in bunt­
ing and in their midst the great white 
hull of the Hohenzollcrn. Her rigging 
was almost hidden by the pall of smoke 
from the saluting cannon; but high 
above it floated the German flag, the 

imperial standard, and the green, white 
and red of Italy. Count Ferara had 
already gone on board and, just as the 
royal barge drew alongside the side 
stairs of the yacht to embark the royal 
party, his wife drove to the reception- 
platform in one of the royal carriages, 
drawn by four horses with postilions 
and outriders. t

She was received with all the honors 
which would have been accorded to the 
royal mistress whom she represented, 
and as she stepped from the carriage I 
acknowledged to myself that the queen 
could have selected no more graceful 
and regal substitute. I even whispered 
that comment to Tommy and he turned 
on me with flashing eyes.

“Confound you, why couldn’t you 
have used that word instead of ‘imper­
sonation’ yesterday 1” he exclaimed so 
vehemently that those about us looked 
at him curiously. “I’ve got it, by all 
that’s holy!” I would not have been 
more surprised if he had struck me; 
but there was no time for explanation, 
as the barge was rapidly approaching 
the landing and the countess was ad­
vancing to her place at the head of the 
reception-committee. She was dressed 
in an elaborate afternoon costume and 
carried a magnificent bouquet of 
orchids, and in spite of my bewilder­
ment I found time to admire her beauty 
and the graciousness of her acknowl­
edgment of the formal salutations. Just 
for an instant she paused when she 
came opposite to us, and it struck me 
that her smile was a trifle forced as 
she bent her head to acknowledge our 
low bows; but a violent nudge from 
Tommy reminded me that I was staring 
at her and he whispered a caution in 
my ear.

“Stand fast, old chap!” he said, and I 
saw that his face had turned pale and 
his lips were firmly set. “Remember 
what I said about that mob and back 
me up; for the life of the emperor is 
in danger!” He pushed his way rudely 
through the crowd of decorated and 
uniformed people on the stand until he 
was close behind the countess, and I 
followed him. The emperor was just 
stepping from the barge in which he 



had been accompanied from the yacht 
by Count Ferara and the members of 
his staff, and all eyes were turned to­
ward him while a deafening cheer went 
up from the dense crowd. He had 
landed and was advancing up the strip 
of crimson carpet to the stand before 
the cheering stopped, and it was a shout 
of warning from Tommy which broke 
the strange silence which followed it.

‘‘Cambioni! Be careful I I’ve got 
her!’’ he called, and then with a sharp 
command to me 'to seize the countess’ 
bouquet he sprang forward and pinned 
her arms to her sides. Mechanically I 
obeyed him and tore the bunch of 
orchids from the hand which had held 
them at her shoulder, and warned by 
the heavy weight of my capture I 
guarded it in the surging throng which 
gathered about us while the countess 
fought Tommy with teeth and nails. 
Everything was in immediate confusion, 
and it was the sharp command of the 
emperor himself which saved us both 
from being exterminated by the sword­
thrusts which were directed at us by 
the Italian officers. Cambioni, who had 
been in the emperor’s barge, forced his 
way through them and tried to tear the 
struggling woman from Tommy’s arms.

“Good God, Williams, are you mad!” 
he exclaimed fiercely. “Let go, man, 
or I’ll kill you!”

“Look in that bunch of orchids which 
she carried and if you don’t find my 
excuse I’ll take the consequences!” 
panted Tommy, and again it was the 
emperor who saved him from the furi­
ous attack of the Count Ferara. The 
crowd on the outside of the cordon 
could not see what was happening; but 
they noted the confusion and a hoarse 
murmur was coming from them which 
reminded me of Tommy’s warning; but 
the emperor’s raised hand and stern 
command brought quiet to every one 
but the woman, who still fought and 
struggled in Tommy’s grasp.

“This is not the action of a madman, 
gentlemen!” said the emperor quietly, 
but there was that in his voice which 
imposed silence and obedience. “Come 
here, sir; give me that bunch of 
orchids.” The officers who had seized 

me released their hold and I stepped 
forward.

“Be careful, your majesty,” I said, 
without offering them to him. “I don’t 
know what is hidden by the flowers; 
but the weight suggests that——”

“Give them to me!” he interrupted 
imperiously. “They can be no more 
dangerous in my hands than in yours.” 
The Italian officers and Cambioni’s men 
started a murmur of protest; but the 
members of his own suite were better 
disciplined, and while they gathered 
about him closely to share his danger 
or protect him they remained silent 
when he took the bouquet carefully in 
his own hands. In all of that assem­
blage he was apparently the calmest 
and least perturbed as he examined it 
and, spreading back the fragile blos­
soms one by one, disclosed a round 
globe of steel the size of a baseball, its 
surface thickly studded with detonating 
caps. The woman still struggled in 
Tommy's firm embrace, and when the 
justification of his arbitrary action was 
established the eyes of every one turned 
to the Count Ferara, whose face was 
as colorless as chalk.

“Your majesty—I can’t explain—I 
don’t know—this is some terrible mis­
take,” he faltered and the emperor 
turned.from him with a gesture of im­
patience and looked searchingly at 
Tommy, who was rearranging his dis­
ordered clothing after Cambioni and 
two of his men had relieved him of his 
prisoner.

“Perhaps this gentleman, whom I 
judge is an American, can explain the 
meaning of this,” he said, and Tommy 
smiled as he looked significantly at the 
bomb which the. emperor still held in 
his hand.

“That is my justification, your maj­
esty; but this is hardly the place for 
an explanation,” he answered. “It is 
not fair that an honest gentleman should 
rest under suspicion, however. The 
Count Ferara knows nothing of this; 
for this woman is not his wife.”

“You lie!” shouted the count, step­
ping forward to take his place beside 
her. “I am guiltless of knowledge of 
this terrible affair; and I would swear 



on my honor that my wife knows no 
more of it than I.” Tommy accepted 
the epithet calmly and without looking 
at the count addressed the emperor.

“The count is truthful in everything 
but his assertion that I am not,” he 
continued quietly. ‘‘I believe the Count­
ess Ferara to be as innocent as he is 
himself; but this woman is not the 
Countess Ferara. She is----- ”

“Shut up, you devil!” screamed the 
woman, struggling uselessly in the 
strong hands of her captors. “You have 
cheated and----- ” Cambioni’s hand
over her mouth silenced her tirade and 
Ferara turned and looked at her in be­
wilderment.

“English I” he exclaimed. “My wife 
knows no word of that language.”

“Confound it, man, I tell you that 
she is not your wife!” exclaimed Tom­
my impatiently. “I can’t explain this 
thing here; but a blind man could see 
what has been done. Your wife has 
been detained and this woman, who is 
so like her that even you were deceived, 
had no difficulty in imposing upon those 
who knew her less intimately.” The 
emperor nodded and, handing the bomb 
to -his adjutant, who received it ginger­
ly, he advanced and laid his hand gen­
tly on Count Ferara’s shoulder.

“You are relieved of your attendance 
upon me, count,” he said kindly. 
“Through the vigilance of this gentle­
man I have escaped a grave danger; 
but I would remind you that the count­
ess may need your assistance.” The 
count was too bewildered to understand 
and again Tommy came to the rescue.

“I believe that the countess is in her 
own apartment, your majesty; for it 
was in her house that the substitution 
must have been made. In a half-hour 
we should be able to get to the bottom 
of the whole affair.”

“Then in an hour I shall expect you,” 
answered the emperor, extending his 
hand and. motioning to his staff he left 
the platform and' made his way to the 
waiting carriages. As he drove away 
in the midst of a strong escort of cav­
alry Tommy turned quickly to Cam­
bioni.

“Is this the result of a further bar­

gain with VTan Osten?” he demanded 
fiercely and Cambioni lopked at him in 
astonishment.

“I know nothing of him; I heard of 
his escape only an hour ago!” he pro­
tested.

“And when did that escape take 
place ?”

“Early last evening,” replied the de­
tective, and Tommy turned to the count, 
to whom the conversation was so much 
Greek.

“Then I would remind you of the 
emperor’s suggestion; for the most dan­
gerous man in Europe spent the night 
under your roof last night,” he said, 
and grasping him by the arm he hur­
ried him to the carriage in which Gilda 
Massa had arrived in state. Cambioni 
and I were close on their heels and 
under the count’s strong urging the 
postilions whipped up the horses and 
plunged recklessly through the crowd. 
In five minutes we whirled into the 
Piazza Marina and the carriage pulled 
up with a jerk in front of the count’s 
residence just as another with a cara­
biniere on the box beside the driver 
came into the square from the other di­
rection. It, too, drew up in front of 
the house and from it the carabiniere 
lifted a half-fainting woman. With a 
cry of relief the count sprang forward 
and took her in his arms; but when we 
would have followed them into the 
house the carabiniere beckoned to us 
and pointed to the carriage.

There stretched out limply on the 
seat was Van Osten; his wrists mana­
cled in spite of the fact that the peculiar 
pallor of his face told of approaching 
death.

“We overhauled this carriage on the 
Conca d’Oro,” reported the carabiniere 
curtly. “This man resisted and we 
were obliged to shoot him. The Count­
ess Ferara was his prisoner, bound and 
gagged, and we thought it best to bring 
her home before returning him to the 
prison.” Cambioni nodded and looked 
at Tommy inquiringly.

“Is there anything you would like to 
ask. him, Mr. Williams?” he said. In 
spite of all that had gone before Tom­
my looked pityingly at the man who 



was soon to pay his last reckoning and 
Van Osten returned the look with a 
smile in which there was much of his 
old defiance.

“You win the trick, the game and the 
rubber, Williams,” he said feebly. “You 
have been too much for the anarchists, 
the Mafia and the only man who was 
ever worthy of your steel.”

“Can you tell me of it, Van Osten?” 
asked Tommy gently.

“You must have guessed; for you 
are the only man I have ever known 
who could add two and two together,” 
answered Van Osten. “You were the 
only one I feared and if Gilda had 
killed you instead of trying to frighten 
you, there would have been no failure. 
I played both the Mafia and the anarch­
ists; the one .to abduct the countess for 
ransom; the other to substitute her 
double for their own purposes. We had 
taken the apartment directly over the 
count’s, and when he left the house this 
morning we broke in and seized the 
countess. Gilda dressed in her clothes 
and left for the reception, and I tried to 
take the countess to a place of safe hi­
ding that I know of; but the stupidity 
of my driver aroused suspicion. I am 
going out, Williams, and my only re­
gret is that I am not taking you to hell 
with me.” His voice had grown weak­
er as he spoke; but at the last it 
strengthened and there was hatred in 
the glazing eyes which looked at 
Tommy.

“You are going out, Van Osten,” he 
replied gravely. “Is there anything I 
can do for you?” His lips moved as 
if he would speak and Tommy bent 
over him to catch his words; but he 
drew back quickly as the prisoner with 
his last remaining strength raised his 
manacled hands and tried to strike him 
in the face. The carabiniere stepped 
forward to seize him; but Van Osten 
sank back limply, a torrent of red came 
from his mouth and we knew that the 
arch-criminal of his generation would 
never sin again.

Tommy held out his hand significant­
ly to the carabiniere and when he re­
ceived fom “him a small key (he gently 
removed the handcuffs and straightened 
the limbs already stiffening in death.

“You were a bad man, but a good 
hater, Van Osten,” he said, and there 
was a trace of regret in his tone. “Cam­
bioni, I'll pay for decent burial for this 
man. I don’t suppose that the law pur­
sues a criminal to the grave?” Cam­
bioni shook his head and gave brief 
directions to the carabiniere.

“You are charitable, all things con­
sidered, Mr. Williams,” he said. “I 
honestly believe that you are more than 
half sorry that the man is dead.” Tom­
my flushed and I knew that the de­
tective had hit the mark; but with an 
evasiveness which would have done 
credit to an Italian he simply shrugged 
his shoulders and murmured “Che lo 
sa?”

TWENTY-NINE THE AGE FOR CRIME

IF a man is going to commit a crime during his lifetime the chances are. that 
he will do it at the age of twenty-nine. It is a curious fact that statistics 
have shown that man is more dangerous at this period of life than at 

any other.
The general supposition is that men have attained the highest development 

of their mental and physical powers at twenty-nine, and they are supposed to be 
able to. distinguish between right and wrong and to realize the consequences liable 
to .follow the indulgence of either.

' Next to the age of twenty-nine the greatest number of criminals have been 
aged twenty-one, twenty-seven, or forty-five years. The intervening years, in 
which men do not commit as many crimes, have not been explained by expert 
criminologists who have made investigations proving the above statement to be 
true, and who are still working on a solution of the problem.



Crawling Cassidy’s Strategy
By Frederick Ferdinand Moore

A humorous story of regular-army life, voicing a 
decided objection to anything in the nature of patent 
tabloid foods. The squad agrees that experiments in 
that line should be confined to guinea-pigs and rabbits

HE newspapers want to 
know what’s the mat­
ter with the army,” 
said Sergeant Hender­
son, speaking to any­

room who wanted to 
listen. “The reason

body in the squad- - and then you put on your uniform and

they don't find out,” he continued, put­
ting a fine polish on the hilt of his saber 
as he spoke, “is because they ask some 
chair-galloper down in Washington. 
Funny how the scrub civilian thinks a 
fat staff-officer is the army, just be­
cause he wears a shield on his collar 
and has his clothes made by a military 
tailor and the plugs in his club call him 
colonel. When a file of militia marches 
up the street on the Fourth of July the 
people think it’s the army, and the band 
that sells collars and hat-pins on week­
days plays ‘Tramp, tramp, the boys are 
marching.’ Doggone my sister’s black 
cat, why don’t they ask your Uncle 
Dudley what’s the matter with the 
army ?”

“What’s the growl now ?” demanded 
Private Parker, otherwise known as 
“Boston Joe.” Parker was sitting on 
his bunk, putting new strings in his 
inspection leggings.

“That’s it!” exclaimed Henderson. 
“When a man opens his grub-trap to 
stick up. for your rights, he gets the 
grand throw-down. That’s the way 
with you high privates in the rear rank 
—you work fourteen hours a day as 
chambermaid for a hundred govern­
ment horses, the next day you are 
down in the basement sawing wood for 

time cook, the next day you wash dishes 
and wait on the troop like any Maggie 
in a ‘draw-one’ joint, the next day you 
dig ditches and the next day you work 
in the garden, and so on until pay-day, 

draw your measly thirteen dollars a 
month and take it over to the canteen 
and spend it for saddle-polish and other 
stuff to keep the government’s leather 
equipment in good shape.

“When you get a few minutes to 
yourself you have a picture took with 
a saber in your hand, and the folks at 
home think you are a soldier, when you 
are nothing but a liveryman, or a farm­
er, or a scullery-maid, on the pay of a 
Rooshan Finn in the old country. 
What’s the matter with the army ? Why 
don't they ask me? I could tell ’em 
more in five minutes than a general 
could in a day. There ain't nothing 
the matter with the army, if you’re a 
general. Let ’em ask me—I’ll tell ’em 
—ask Sergeant Hender-son of the 
Twenty-fifth United States Cavalry, 
fourteen years in this Yankee Doodle 
army, eighteen, years counting double 
time for retirement, what I got in the 
Philippines. Ask me—why in the name 
of our cross-eyed goat don’t they ask 
me, and leave them muzzlers in Wash­
ington draw their salary and tell about 
what they done at the battle of Boil­
ing Water and why they didn’t catch 
Aguinaldo ?”

The squad-room grinned and went 
on cleaning carbines and spurs. Every­
body knew it was no use to try and stop 
Windy Henderson; he would have his 



say, and it was rather nice to be en­
tertained while working to get ready for 
heavy-marching-order inspection.

“Grin your ears off, ye plow-push­
ers,” said Windy, applying his emery- 
cloth spitefully to his saber-blade. “Go 
right on and grin in sets of fours— 
all reformers gets laughed at. When I 
quit the service I’m going to put a bug 
in some of them newspapers’ ears, and 
when you soldierlike gentlemen get 
what’s coining to you, you’ll remember 
what old Windy said, back in Fort 
Myer that day before inspection.”

“They won’t have newspapers when 
you get out. I saw in the paper where 
they will have phonographs to hand out 
the news by the time you retire.” The 
remark was made by Frog Mouth 
Johnson of the Second Squad.

“I told you to keep out of the Third 
Squad,” said Windy. “This is my last 
hitch in the army, and when my four 
months is up no more for me—good 
pay and good grub for me, and you 
flannel-mouths can have the glory. No 
more ‘I’ll save the flag, captin’ in it 
for your little Willie. Me to the gas­
works.”

“You must have something on your 
mind,” said Trumpeter Wilson.

“On my mind!” snorted Windy. 
“Yes, I've something on my mind, and 
what’s more, I’ll have something on 
my stomach that won’t set well in a few 
days, and so’ll the whole blasted troop.”

“A dollar a quart,” suggested Wilson.
“I don’t mind soldiering,” went on 

Windy, disregarding the trumpeter’s in­
sulting remark. “I can soldier clean 
around the clock with the best of ’em, 
and if you don't believe it, there is my 
medal of honor in my locker and a 
bundle of non-com. warrants and dis­
charges with ‘Excellent’ on ’em under 
the John Henry of the Old Man. I 
can eat grub that would stick in the 
gizzard of an ostrich, but I didn’t hold 
up my hand and swear to honor the tail 
feathers of the American Eagle, and 
then have ’em turn my inwards into an 
experimental station—that’s what gets 
my goat.”

“A padded cell for you,” said Wilson 
mournfully. “I believe your Philippine 

service has run you off your nut— 
you’re loco, that’s what, sergeant.”

“I reckon you ain’t heard what the 
troop is up against,” said Windy, rub­
bing his thumb along the saber-blade.

“What is it?” asked Wilson, and the 
squad-room was all attention in a min­
ute.

“Ever hear how doctors in colleges 
take guinea-pigs and rabbits and squirt 
poison into them to see if they’ll stand 
it? If they croak, all right—if they 
don’t, all right. That’s what this troop 
of cavalry is up against, beginning 
Monday morning.”

“What have we to do with squirting 
poison into guinea-pigs?” asked Boston 
Joe.

“Yes—what—tell us what?” de­
manded the Third Squad.

“All right, you pie-faced dudes. If 
you can’t listen to what your squad­
leader tells ye, go ahead and be pizened 
—at thirteen dollars a month. You’ll 
wish you was all back on the farm, be­
fore muster comes around again.”

“But we are listening—go ahead and 
tell us,” insisted the squad.

“The Old Man has invented a new 
kind of emergency ration, that’s what, 
and the troop is going out on a hike 
for fifteen days to try it—no more 
beans, no more bacon—just that patent 
chicken-feed for the troop. He’ll 
weigh us when we leave and weigh us 
when we get back and report to the 
War Department. Not a man will 
leave camp while out, not a man can 
buy so much as a ham-sandwich. We 
won’t even take our mess-kits, and the 
cook will stay behind. Rations for one 
day make a chunk about the size of 
your thumb, and a pack-mule could 
carry enough grub to last an army-corps 
a year. I saw it over in headquarters 
—looks like brown shoe-polish what’s 
been baked. You mix it with water 
when mess-call goes and by the time the 
windjammer blows the last note, it’s 
gone and there ye are.”

“Utterly absurd! Preposterous!” 
exclaimed Boston Joe.

“I’ll cut a lung out of you!” said 
Windy,’ reaching for his saber which 
was now laid out on his bunk.



“I refer to the emergency ration,” 
Boston Joe hastened to explain.

“Lucky you didn’t refer to me,” and 
Windy put the saber back tenderly, 
giving the scabbard a final rub with 
the polishing-cloth.

“That all the grub we'll have ?” asked 
Fatty Richards, who was partial to 
baked beans and boiled beef.

“It’s up to the troop,” said Windy. 
“I remember once----- ’

“Don’t we even get government 
straight?” demanded Fatty pugnacious­
ly-

“I reckon ye don’t. How could the 
Oki Man try out his newfangled ra­
tion if you had government straight? I 
remember once when----- ”

“That ain’t right,” persisted Fatty. 
“We are entitled according to law to 
the ration the government provides, 
and my uncle is a legislature, and he’ll 
make a kick about it, you see if he 
don’t.”

“Ain't you been in this army long 
enough to know that ye takes what ye 
gits? You ain’t no business to say 
what you want. You ain't no business 
to think, in this army. The government 
makes lieutenants at West Point to do 
your thinking for you, and you take my 
tip and obey orders, or ye'll get twenty 
years for mutiny. And don’t you go 
gitting no legislatures pulling strings 
for you—read what the Blue .Book says 
about that. I remember once when 
we----- ”

“Not even no coffee?” asked Fatty.
“Shut up. How many times I told 

you not to talk when I'm talking?”
“You talk all the time,” said Fatty 

doggedly.
“You scrub the squad-room floor this 

afternoon. I remember once when we 
were in the Philippines, they come that 
emergency-ration game on us. I was a 
corporal in the Twenty-second then. 
Old Bull Carrington was troop com- 
mander—you remember Old Bull, Wil­
son.

“Well, Old Bull made an emergency 
ration. Used some flour that had been 
condemned because sea-water got in it, 
and some meal and some commissary 
lard and some other dope he sent down 

to Manila for. He and the post doctor 
powwowed over it for a couple of 
weeks and had Kelly boil a lot of it 
and then dry it in the sun.

“They made a big batch of it and put 
it out on an old tent to dry. The troop 
goat got into it and eat about a peck 
and swelled up fit to bust. It made him 
dry, ye see, and he drank a lot of wa­
ter oh top of it and for three days he 
looked like a balloon. The saddler 
used to kick him in the stomach, and 
it sounded like an empty rain-barrel, 
and we had a lot of fun.

“There was a scout company went 
out on a hike about that time and the 
old man fitted ’em up with a beltful of 
his emergency ration. The stuff 
looked like cough-drops and one drop 
was supposed to be a meal. Three of 
’em was wrapped with surgeon bandage 
and made a roll about the size of a 
Springfield cartridge and they fit into 
the belt fine.

“The native lieutenant commanded 
the bunch of blacks, and he couldn't 
talk much United States, but the Old 
Man thought he had him savvy enough 
about what the patent grub was for, 
and the lieutenant said he'd have the 
scout company try the stuff.

“They was gone two weeks and then 
they blew back into the post. Old Bull 
went out to meet ’em and he pretty 
near throwed a double-jointed fit when 
he saw that all the emergency rations 
were sticking out of the back of the 
fellows’ belts.

“ ‘Here,’ said Old Bull, ‘why didn’t 
you use them emergency rations of 
mine? There ain’t been a darned one 
been et.’

“ ‘No one was seek, sir,’ says the 
lieutenant, and Old Bull was so mad 
he come back to the post and turned 
out the whole troop for fatigue, and he 
cussed a blue streak from drill-call to 
tattoo. The lieutenant thought the dope 
was medicine, and he explained how the 
fact that the doctor was telling him 
what to do, made him think it was 
stuff for the jungle-fever.

“Of course it was a great joke for 
the troop, and the whole regiment used 
to guy us about the patent grub. That 



made Old Bull mad and he asked per­
mission of the colonel to take the troop 
out on a practise-march and let us try 
the cough-drops. ‘Oracker demonstra­
tion’ he called it. Nobody knew what 
the ‘oracker’ part of it meant, but there 
was a recruit who had worked in a 
grocery-store in St. Louis and he said 
a demonstration was what they had 
when they wanted to test hair-grower 
in front of the women customers.

“It was a pretty scared-looking 
bunch left that post. There was only 
two pack-mules, and they carried the 
grub for the officers—the Old Man 
didn’t want no oracker in his.

“We left the cook behind and didn’t 
take no field-stove nor mess-kits nor 
nothing. Every man had fifteen of 
them little pill-boxes stuck in his sad­
dle-bags. They wouldn’t fit in a Krag 
belt, and the Old Man said if the ex­
periment come out all right he would 
have the government make cartridge- 
belts with big holes in the back to carry 
the ‘Carrington Patent Emergency Ra­
tion,’ as he called it.

“We wanted to smuggle the goat 
along, but of course, not having no 
escort wagon, it couldn’t be did. The 
rest of the regiment turned out to see 
us off, and wc felt like a funeral-pro­
cession what had lost the corpse.

“Old Bull hit right into the hills, and 
after we got away from the post he 
had an inspection of saddle-bags and 
blanket-rolls to see that there was no 
bacon or hardtack stowed away. He 
even made us throw away the candles 
we had for the pup tents, for fear we’d 
make wax soup.

“He made a little speech to us, saying 
as how we would all be famous if we 
stuck to the patent grub and how we 
would revolutionary warfare and put 
the United States far ahead of all for­
eign armies in the way of subsistence 
in the field, and how his honor and the 
honor of the regiment and the honor 
of the army and the honor of every pri­
vate and non-commissioned officer was 
at stake.

“Dismal Smith said something un­
der his breath about how he would like 
to be at a steak, and the quartermaster­

sergeant grinned in ranks and the Old 
Man swore he’d court-martial the first 
man Jack that indulged in any levity, 
and told the trumpeter to blow for­
ward-trot.

“Pie kept us going until dark. I 
heard him tell the first loot that he 
wanted us to be good and hungry at 
the first demonstration, and how if he 
thought we’d stand for it he’d let us 
go until the next night without any 
cough-drops.

“The second loot kept in the rear 
and watched to see that nobody grabbed 
so much as a green mango, and we had 
to ask him to take a chew of tobacco, 
so’s he’d know what we was working 
our jaws on.

“Was we hungry when we made 
camp ? Say, you gazabes was never 
hungry! To me, there was only two 
kind of things in the world—them 
what looked like they might be good 
to eat, and them I knowed as wa’n’t. I 
felt like the biggest hole in the Grand 
Canon, and I come mighty near taking 
a bite out of one of the pack-mules, 
cdhrt-martial or no court-martial.

“It just made me sick to see them 
horses eat grass. Old Bull and the two 
loots opened some cans of tongue and 
Nevermind biscuit and had twelve-year- 
old whisky and water to wash ’em 
down. I smelled that canned tongue 
all through my enlistment in the Twen­
ty-second—the smell of it went clean 
into my shin-bones.

“Old Bull buried the tins on the 
picket-line himself, for fear we’d play 
monte for ’em and suck the labels off. 
Then he had us fill our canteens and 
fall in line. He give the command to 
open ration-cases, take out ration, put 
ration in mouth and chew and swallow 
it, drink half-canteen of water, wait five 
minutes and then drink the rest. Which 
we did, feeling like we was being pi- 
zened, and cussing our heads off—from 
the inside, of course. It’s a wonder to 
me the troop didn’t mass-a-cree him 
and the other two where they stood.

“The top sergeant gave out word as 
how no one should leave camp or start 
any fires and anybody caught eating 
anything between meals, so to speak, 



would get a month and a month when 
we went into the post again.

“After retreat Old Bull came around 
and wanted to know how we felt. 
Everybody said they felt fine and licked 
their chops and Old Bull was tickled 
until he asked Crawling Cassidy how 
he felt, and Cassidy said the stuff made 
him feel swelly.

“ ‘Yott’re insubordinate,’ yelled Old 
Bull. ‘What do you mean by giving me 
such an impudent answer?’

“ ‘I thought you wanted to know,’ 
says Cassidy, and Old Bull flared up 
like a Roman candle at that and said 
he'd put him in the mill when he got 
back to the post.

“ ‘I’ll put you on half-rations,’ says 
Old Bull, forgetting about his patent 
grub.

“ ‘I’d about as soon starve to death 
as to be pizened, sir, if it’s the same 
to ye,’ says Cassidy, and then he kicked 
himself for being so outspoken. Crawl­
ing never did have no di-plum-acy 
when it come to talking to an officer, 
much less Old Bull.

“The Old Man stomped away like a 
mustang with the spring-halt at that, 
and the loots snickered, and the troop 
tightened belts and wondered if they’d 
be alive at first call in the morning.

“We non-coms, held a sort of coun­
cil of war that night in the top's tent, 
but we was all so hungry we couldn’t 
think of nothing to do to help the situ­
ation. Crawling Cassidy was for swi­
ping the Old Man’s grub, and the sad­
dler wanted to kill a spare horse and 
let on as., how it broke away, but a man 
has no courage when he’s starving to 
death.

“Crawling Cassidy was in the tent 
with me, and you can hamstring me 
for a maverick mule if he didn’t grit 
his teeth all night in his sleep and talk 
about T-bone steaks, done medium, and 
ham and eggs, sunny side up. • He said 
it was a nightmare, and it was sure a 
nightmare for me, swelling up like a 
pizened pup and so hungry I could eat 
my saddle-pad.

“In the morning we had another ele­
phant pill, as Cassidy called ’em, and 
a canteenful of water for a chaser, and 

all hands let out their belts so as not 
to interfere with their infernal organs.

“Old Bull and the loots had fried 
bacon and flapjacks for breakfast, and 
you could just sec the smell of bacon 
in the air. It floated around in waves, 
and when a man got into a zone of 
bacon smell he just drew a long breath 
and held it as long as he could. Suf­
fering piutes! What a job the Society 
for the Prevention of Cruelty to Ani­
mals could have grabbed up there in the 
Island of Luzon that morning! There 
wa'n’t no Columbia’s spar-strangled- 
banner hymns in that camp, you bet!

“The Old Alan heard some of the 
growling and he passed the word 
along that if he caught any man or 
non-com. making a kick about the food 
that it would go hard with the growler. 
After that there wasn’t a word said un­
til boots-and-saddles went.

“Dismal Smith started to hum ‘Good- 
by, Dolly,’ as he come into line and the 
blacksmith caught him behind the ear 
with a length of lariat. There was a 
small-size arbitration court there for a 
minute and a whole lot of talk with 
blood and relations mixed in, and then 
they cooled down.

“About the only excitement on the 
march that morning worth mentioning, 
was that the kid trumpeter found some 
scattering peppermint-drops in his 
pants pocket and had a banquet all by 
himself. He had to give two of ’em 
to Cassidy, or the harp would have put 
the Old Man wise to the feed.

“Hungry? My whole inwards was 
yelling murder for something to eat. 
Dismal Smith asked to be put out of 
misery, but the blacksmith looked like 
he was in an accommodating frame of 
mind, so he cinched up his mouth and 
made some smart remarks about what 
he could do to a boiled ham, and said he 
could remember just how his mother’s 
biscuits used to taste.

“We just et tobacco that day—any­
body who chewed had a subverted taste 
—I said J!/fe-verted, Parker—don’t you 
interrupt me again.

“That afternoon we come to a small 
native town and a battalion of infantry 
was camped there. Old Bull moved the 



column through the town, and went 
into camp about a half-mile beyond. 
He put on a double guard and handed 
out orders that any man caught out­
side camp would have to carry his 
packed saddle three days, and then we 
had another pill.

“Some of the dough-boys came out, 
but Old Bull made the guard drive ’em 
back and one of the loots went back to 
explain why we was quarantined. That 
night Cassidy and I fixed it with the 
guard and we raided every chicken­
roost in town, fighting cocks and all, 
and swiped two young pigs from the 
priest.

“We smuggled the Old Man’s zinc 
wash-pail out and boiled chickens and 
pigs all night in a little gully about a 
quarter of a mile from camp on the 
safe side. We packed chickens through 
the lines, the guard helping, and you 
could just hear jaws working all night. 
When we come into camp along toward 
daylight, the troop pretty near give us 
away from shaking hands with us and 
weeping on our shoulders.

“To this day I think Old Bull smelled 
boiled chicken when he washed his 
face the next morning. Didn’t he no­
tice it was burned? You poor recruit! 
There was a horse took sick just be­
fore daylight, so the farrier said, and 
he had to boil some hot water for him 
—easy enough to see you never been in 
a tight place and needed strategy to 
pull out.

“That was all right, and the Old Man 
was real pleased to see how willing the 
troop was' to take their breakfast on 
pills in the morning. Cassidy allowed 
the patent grub might not work well 
on a full stomach, and some of the boys 
smuggled them out of their mouths 
again and threw them away.

“Cassidy looked at me funny like 
when we was saddling up, and I was 
afraid he was sick.

“ ‘What’s the matter ?’ says I.
“ ‘I’m thinking,’ he said.
“ T thought it was something seri­

ous like that,’ says I, and he kicked 
backward at me, having his spurs on.

“We was in column of twos and 
Cassidy rode with me. He went a 

couple of miles without letting out a 
word, and I thought then he was sick 
for sure.

“ ‘Windy,’ says he after a while, ‘I’ve 
an idea.’

“ ‘Eat it,’ says I. ‘The chicken won’t 
keep you alive forever.’

“ ‘You got any government soap?’ 
he says.

“ ‘Small piece. You’re not a-thinking 
of anything as rash as a bath, are ye?’

“ ‘I’m going to have a fit,’ says he, 
looking at me real solemn.

“I was afraid the emergency rations 
was going to his head, but I thought 
I’d wait and see what sort of a lunatic 
he’d make, being as I was always in­
terested in crazy folks and funny dis­
eases.

“ ‘There ain’t no doctor along,’ he 
says. ‘That’s the first time I thought 
of it. The infantry ain’t got none 
neither, and they are going into the 
post. I’m going to be took sick and 
the whole troop is going to be sick 
and'we’ve got to go back. Savvy?’

“Well, I reckon I did savvy. The 
plan struck me like a six-inch shell and 
I saw it all in an instant.

“ ‘Cassidy,’ says I, ‘I always thought 
you was crazy or a jeen-us, or some­
thing like that, and now I’m sure of it. 
If the soap will make you sick you can 
eat it.’

“When we made camp that after­
noon we put the troop wise. When 
they understood that they only had to 
put a small piece in their mouth and 
work up a lather, they stood for it. 
They let Cassidy try it first to see if it 
would kill him, and after a while they 
all began to turn theirselves into human 
shaving-mugs.

“Cassidy said he’d play it first on the 
Old Man. You ought to see him! 
Honest, I thought he was going to 
croak right there, and I knew it was a 
bluff, so what did the Old Man and the 
loots think?

“First he went up to the Old Man’s 
tent. The captain was sitting in a camp- 
chair smoking two-fers, and he didn’t 
notice Cassidy until the harp was 
standing right by him. Cassidy had his 



month clean across his face and he was 
groaning and blowing soap-bubbles.

" ‘Capting,’ he says, ‘I’m sick,’ and 
then he throwed a back-flip and plowed 
up the ground and bit himself in the 
leg like a rattlesnake, and Slowed a 
stream of soap-froth up in the air that 
was a fine imitation of the beer-foun­
tain in the Palm Garden saloon.

“That was the signal for the troop. 
Everybody commenced to groan and 
holler they was pizened. The troop 
clerk took a mouthful of red ink and 
run up and spit it on the Old Man’s 
tent, and the rest of the troop was roll­
ing on the ground tying theirselves in 
double-bow knots.

"Old Bull turned pale and cussed for 
a minute and then he begun to git 
scared proper. He give Cassidy a tin 
cup full of salts before the poor harp 
knew what was doing, and then Cas­
sidy sure did yell.

“ ‘The whole outfit will die,’ yells Old 
Bull. ‘Blow boots-and-saddles, trumpet­
er. We’ve got to git into the post if 
wc kill every horse in the bunch. That’s 
what comes from not having a saw­
bones along.’

“The kid trumpeter blowed his horn 
full of soap-suds and managed to get 
enough of boots-and-saddles through 
so everybody knew what was up.

“I never want to mix up with no 

pay-gent like we made going into the 
post. It was just walk, trot, gallop, 
over and over, until we hit'the post, 
and all hands groaning like they was 
going to dig their own graves the next 
minute.

“Slam we went into the hospital and 
was on liquid diet for three days. In- 
festinal poisoning, the doctors called it, 
and we had to drink milk and take 
medicine every four hours, and keep 
up the groans so the Old Man wouldn’t 
get next.

“Well, you ought to see the ripping 
up the back he got from division head­
quarters. The colonel got called down 
for letting Old Bull go out on such a 
march with a lot of poison, and the 
doctors was in a turrible hole making 
themselves solid with Washington. The 
chief surgeon come up from Manila 
and burned all the emergency rations 
and took some of ’em down to Manila 
to anny-lize ’em. His official report 
said the stuff was lousey with pot-o- 
mains. It was most a year before the 
excitement died down, and Old Bull 
was meek as a lamb for a long time.

“No more emergency ration in mine. 
I’m going on sick-report in the morn­
ing if I have to drink a bottle of horse­
medicine. What’s the matter with the 
army? Why don’t they ask Windy 
Henderson ?”

GREAT MINDS THAT HAVE THOUGHT ALIKE

FEW’ aspects of the march of thought are more interesting than those cases, by 
no means few or far between, in which leading pioneers in the world of 
scientific discovery or philosophical thought have worked out great ideas 

on independent lines, and communicated the results to the world at the same 
time, in some instances even on the same day. We are too apt to treat this, even 
where experiments were not carried cut by men known to one another, as mere 
coincidence.

But looking at these remarkable synchronisms it cannot be lightly dismissed 
as mere coincidence that the world-famous memoirs of Darwin and Doctor Wallace 
on the heretofore little understood subject of natural selection should both have 
been read before the Linnaean Society on the same day.

The same may be said of the originator of the telephone, Graham Bell, who 
applied for the patent of that marvelous invention, at once the scourge and bless­
ing of our busy life to-day, on February 24, 1876, only earning his immortality 
by a very narrow squeak, since barely two hours later another inventor, Elisha 
Gray, was applying at the Philadelphia patent-office for a similar protection.



Tono-Bungay
By H. G. Wells

Author of "The Invisible Man," "The Time Machine," "The Wheels of Chance," 
"The War of the Worlds," Etc.

SYNOPSIS OF CHAPTERS PREVIOUSLY PUBLISHED.
George Ponderevo is apprenticed to his uncle Edward Ponderevo, proprietor of a chemist’s shop in Wim­

blehurst. He finds his uncle and his Aunt Susan most interesting characters. The former wants to be where 
things happen—London—America—any place where people “rush about—do things.” In the excess of his 
ambition he invests on margin his own savings and a small trust-fund placed in his charge for George. The 
stock tumbles and he is forced to sell his shop and get a position in London as assistant apothecary. George 
stays a while in Wimblehurst and then goes to London as a student of pharmacy. He visits his uncle and 
finds him and his wife in poor quarters, but Ponderevo is still full of his schemes for amassing wealth. He 
whispers “Tono-Bungay” significantly as the great secret that will make them all rich, but won’t vouchsafe 
any explanation. Later his uncle sends for him and tells him Tono-Bung'ay is a new patent medicine. The 
“medicine” strikes George as being a “fake” concoction and he is not inclined to accept his uncle’s offer of 
a position and a share in the business of booming it. After some thought and persuasion he “comes in.” 
They advertise “Tono-Bungay” broadcast and reap a tremendous harvest of money for "bottled faith,” for 
the concoction is really without medicinal value. Other preparations and businesses are added and ex­
ploited with the result that Edward Ponderevo becomes a Napoleon of commerce and a power in London. 
People come to him with all sorts of new ideas and schemes, begging him to finance them. Among these 
is the enterprise of Gordon-Nasmyth to steal an immense heap of “quap,” a conglomeration of radium, 
thorium, canadium and other rare and precious elements, to be had for the taking at Mordet Island on the 
west coast of Africa. They hold him off because of the doubts and difficulties of the undertaking. Mean­
while Ponderevo and his wife and nephew are living in ever increasing luxury. Ponderevo plans and begins 
the building of a stupendous residential palace, Crest Hill. George is interested in aeronautics and devotes 
most of his time to inventing and experimenting with flying machines and navigable balloons. While soar­
ing his machine meets with disaster and he is badly hurt. Beatrice Normandy, a childhood sweetheart, who 
has again come into his life, nurses him to recovery. Their early romance is resumed and they confess 
to each other their love. Newspaper stories and rumors indicate that the Ponderevo financial bubble may 
soon burst. His uncle tells George the situation will be saved by Gordon-Nasmyth’s “quap.” The latter has 
been fitted out for his expedition by Ponderevo, but at the last moment meets with an accident. George 
volunteers to conduct the enterprise. In a brig, the Jfaud Mary, with a captain and crew, he sails for 
Mordet Island. They find the mysterious quap, and after innumerable difficulties and delays, they load the 
brig with a considerable quantity. '

CHAPTER IX— (Continued).

NE day the men came 
aft, with blistered 
hands and faces, and 
sullen eyes. They 
proclaimed through 
Edwards, their spokes­
man :. “We’ve had 
enough of this, and we 

mean it.’’
“So have I,” said I. “Let’s go.”
We were none too soon. People had

been reconnoitering us, the telegraph 
had been at work, and we were not four 
hours at sea before we ran against the 
gunboat that had been sent down the 
coast to look for us and that would 
have caught us behind the island like a 
beast in a trap. It was a night of 
driving cloud that gave intermittent 
gleams of moonlight, the wind and sea 
were strong and we were rolling along 
through a drift of rain and mist. Sud­
denly the world was white with moon­
shine. The gunboat came out as a long 
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dark shape wallowing on the water to 
the east. She sighted the Maud Mary 
at once, and fired some sort of pop-gnn 
to arrest us.

The mate turned to me.
“Shall I tell the captain?”
“The captain be damned!” said I, and 

we let him sleep through two hours of 
chase till a rain-storm swallowed us 
up. Then we changed our course and 
sailed right across them, and by morn­
ing only her smoke was showing.

We were clear of Africa—and with 
the booty aboard. I did not see what 
stood between us and home.

For the first time since I had fallen 
sick in the Thames my spirits rose. I 
was seasick and physically disgusted, 
of course, but I felt kindly in' spite of 
my qualms. So far as I could calculate 
then the situation was saved. I saw 
myself returning triumphantly into the 
Thames, and nothing on earth to pre­
vent old Capern’s Perfect Filament go­
ing on the market in a fortnight. I had 
the monopoly of electric lamps beneath 
my feet.

I was going back to baths and de­
cent food and aeronautics and Bea­
trice. I was going back to Beatrice 
and my real life again—out of this well 
into which I had fallen. It would have 
needed something more than seasick­
ness and quap fever to prevent my 
spirits rising.

And then, you know, as we got out 
into the Atlantic this side of Cape 
Verde, the ship began to. go to pieces. 
I don’t pretend for one moment to un­
derstand what happened. But I think 
Greiffenhagen’s recent work on the ef­
fects of radium upon ligneous tissue 
does rather carry out my idea that 
emanations from quap have a rapid 
rotting effect upon woody fiber.

From the first there had been a dif­
ferent feel about the ship, and as the 
big winds and waves began to strain 
her she commenced leaking. Soon she 
was leaking—not at any particular 
point, but everywhere. She did not 
spring a leak. I mean, but water came 
in first of all near the decaying edges 
of her planks and then through them.

I firmly believe the water came 
through the wood. First it began to 
ooze, then to trickle. It was like trying 
to carry moist sugar in a thin paper 
bag. Soon we were taking in w’ater as 
though we had opened a door in her 
bottom.

Once it began, the thing went ahead 
beyond all fighting. For a day or so 
we did our best, and I can still remem­
ber in my limbs and back the pumping 
—the fatigue in my arms and the mem­
ory of a clear little dribble of water 
that jerked as one pumped and of 
knocking off and the being awakened 
to go on again, and of fatigue piling 
up upon fatigue. At last we ceased to 
think of anything but pumping; one 
became a thing of torment enchanted, 
doomed to pump forever. I still re­
member it as pure relief when at last 
Pollack came to me pipe in mouth.

“The captain says the damned thing's 
going down right now,” he remarked, 
chewing his mouthpiece. “Eh ?”

“Good idea!” I said. “One can’t go 
on pumping forever.”

And without hurry or alacrity, sul­
lenly and wearily we got into the boats 
and pulled away from the Maud Mary 
until we were clear of her, and then we 
stayed resting on our oars, motionless 
■upon a glassy sea, waiting for her to 
sink. We were all silent, even the cap­
tain was silent until she went down. 
And then he spoke quite mildly in an 
undertone.

“Dat is the first ship I haf ever lost. 
And it was not a fair game! It was 
not a cargo any man should take. No!”

I stared at the slow eddies that cir­
cled above the departed Maud Mary, 
and the last chance of Business Organ­
izations. I felt weary beyond emotion. 
I thought of my heroics to Beatrice 
and my uncle, of my prompt “I’ll go,” 
and of all the ineffectual months I had 
spent after this headlong decision. I 
was moved to laughter at myself and 
fate.

But the captain and the men did not 
laugh. The men scowled at me and 
rubbed their sore and blistered hands, 
and set themselves to row.

As all the world knows we were 



picked up by the Union Castle liner, 
Portland Castle.

The hair-dresser aboard was a won­
derful man, and he even improvised 
me a dress suit, and produced a clean 
shirt and warm underclothing. I had 
a hot bath, and dressed and dined and 
drank a bottle of Burgundy.

“Now,” I said, “afe there any news­
papers ? I want to know what’s been 
happening in the world.”'

My steward gave me what he had, 
but I landed at Plymouth still largely 
ignorant of the course of events. I 
shook off Pollack, and left the captain 
and mate in a hotel, and the men in a 
sailors’ home until I could send to pay 
them off, and I made my way to the 
station.

The newspapers I bought, the 
placards I saw, all England indeed re1 
sounded to my uncle’s bankruptcy.

CHAPTER X.
THE STICK OF TIIE ROCKET.

That evening I talked with my un­
cle in the Hardingham for the last time. 
The atmosphere of the place had al­
tered quite shockingly. Instead of the 
crowd of importunate courtiers there 
were just half a dozen uninviting men, 
journalists waiting for an interview. 
Ropper the big commissionaire was still 
there but now indeed he was defending 
my uncle from something more than 
time-wasting intrusions. I found the 
little man alone in the inner office, pre­
tending to work but really brooding. 
He was looking yellow and deflated.

“Lord!” he said at the sight of me. 
“You’re lean, George. It makes that 
scar of yours show up.”

We regarded each other gravely for 
a time.

“Quap,” I said, “is at the bottom of 
the Atlantic. There’s some bills. We’ve 
got to.pay the men.”

“Seen the papers?”
“Read ’em all in the train.”
“At bay,” he said. “I been at bay for 

a week. Yelping round me. And me 
facing the music. I’jn feelin’ a bit 
tired.”

He blew and wiped his glasses.
“My stomach isn’t what it was,” he 

explained. “One finds it—these times. 
How did it all happen, George? Your 
marconigram—it took me in the wind 
a bit.”

I told him concisely. He nodded to 
the paragraphs of my narrative and at 
the end he poured something from a 
medicine-bottle into a sticky little wine­
glass and drank it. I became aware of 
the presence of drugs, of three or four 
small bottles before him among his dis­
order of papers, of a faint, elusively 
familiar odor in the room.

“Yes,” he said, wiping his lips and 
recorking the bottle, “you’ve done your 
best, George. The luck’s been against 
us.”

He reflected, bottle in hand. “Some­
times the luck goes with you and some­
times it doesn’t. Sometimes it doesn’t. 
And then where are you ? Grass in the 
oven! Fight or no fight.”

He asked a few questions and then 
his thoughts came back to his own 
urgent affairs. I tried to get some 
comprehensive account of the situation 
from him but he would not give it.

“Oh, I wish I’d had you. I wish 
I’d had you, George. I’ve had a lot 
on my hands. You’re clear-headed at 
times.”

“What has happened?”
“Oh ! Boom !—infernal things.”
“Yes, but—how? I’m just off the 

sea, remember.”
“It’d worry me too much to tell you 

now. It’s tied up in a skein.”
He muttered something to himself 

and mused darkly, and roused himself 
to say:

“Besides—you’d better keep out of it. 
It’s getting tight. Get ’em talking. 
Go down to Crest Hill and fly. That’s 
your affair.”

For a time his manner set free queer 
anxieties in my brain again. I will 
confess that that Mordet Island night­
mare of mine returned, and as I looked 
at him his hand went out for the drug 
again. “Stomach, George,” he said.

“I been fightin’ on that. Every man 
fights on something—gives way some­
where—head, heart, liver—something. 



Zzzz. Gives way somewhere. Napo­
leon did at last. All through the Wa­
terloo campaign, his stomach—it wasn’t 
a stomach ! Worse than mine, no end.”

The end of depression passed as the 
drug worked within him. His eyes 
brightened. He began to talk big. He 
began to dress up the situation for my 
eyes, to recover what he had admitted 
to me. He put it as a retreat from 
Russia. There were still the chances of 
Leipzig.

“It’s a battle, George—a big fight. 
We’re fighting for millions. I’ve still 
chances. There's still a card or so. I 
can't tell all my plans—like speaking 
on the stroke.”

My perception of disastrous entan­
glements deepened with the rise of his 
spirits. It was evident that I could only 
help to tie him up in whatever net was 
weaving round his mind by forcing 
questions and explanations upon him. 
My thoughts flew off at another angle. 
“How's Aunt Susan?” said I.

“She’d like to be in the battle with 
me. She’d like to be here in London. 
But there’s corners I got to turn alone.” 
His eye rested for a moment on the 
little bottle beside him. “And things 
have happened.

“You might go down now and talk 
to her,” he said, in a directer voice. “I 
shall be down to-morrow night, I 
think.”

He looked up as though he hoped 
that would end our talk.

“For the week-end?” I asked.
“For the week-end. Thank God for 

week-ends, George I”

2.
My return home to Lady Grove was 

a very different thing from what I had 
anticipated when I had got out to sea 
with my load of quap, and fancied the 
Perfect' Filament was safe within my 
grasp. As I walked through the eve­
ning light along the downs, the sum­
mer stillness seemed like the stillness 
of something newly dead. There were 
no lurking workmen any more, no cy­
clists on the highroad.

Cessation was manifest everywhere. 
There had been, I learned from my 
aunt,, a touching and quite voluntary 
demonstration when the Crest Hill work 
had come to an end and the men had 
drawn their last pay f they had cheered 
my uncle and hooted the contractors 
and Lord Boom.

I cannot now recall the manner in 
which my aunt and I greeted one an­
other. I must have been very tired 
then, but whatever impression was 
made has gone out of my memory. But 
I recall very clearly how we sat at the 
little round table near the big window 
that gave on the terrace, and dined 
and talked. I remember her talking 
of my uncle.

She asked after him, and whether he 
seemed well. “I wish I could help,” she 
said. “But I’ve never helped him much, 
never. His way of doing things was 
never mine. And since—since—since 
he began to get so rich, he's kept things 
from me. In the old days—it was dif­
ferent.

“There he is—I don’t know what he’s 
doing. He won’t have me near him.

“More’s kept from me than any one. 
The very servants won’t let me know. 
They try and stop the worst of the pa­
pers—Boom’s things—from coming up­
stairs. I suppose they’ve got him in a 
corner, George.

“Poor old Teddy! Poor old Adam 
and Eve we are! ’Ficial Receivers 
with flaming swords to drive us out of 
our garden! I’d hoped we’d never 
have another Trek. Well, anyway; it 
won’t be Crest Hill. But it's hard on 
Teddy. He must be in such a mess up 
there. Poor old chap. I suppose we 
can't help him. I suppose we’d only- 
worry him. Have some more soup, 
George—while there is some.”

I have never been greedy for money, 
I have never wanted to be rich, but I 
felt now an immense sense of impend­
ing deprivation. I read the newspapers 
after breakfast next day—I and my 
aunt—and then I walked up to see 
what Cothope had done in the matter of 
Lord Roberts b. Never before had I 
appreciated so acutely the ample bright­
ness of the Lady Grove gardens, the 



dignity and wide peace of all about me. 
It was one of those warm mornings in 
late May .that have won all the glory of 
summer without losing the gay delicacy 
of spring. The shrubbery was bright 
with laburnum and lilac, the beds 
swarmed with daffodils and narcissi and 
with lilies-of-the-valley in the shade.

And suddenly I found myself at the 
cross-drives where I had seen Beatrice 
for the first time after so many years. 
Suddenly I was filled with the thought 
of her and a great longing for her. 
What would she do when she realized 
our immense disaster? What would 
she do? How would she take it? It 
filled me with astonishment to realize 
how little I could tell.

Should I, perhaps, presently happen 
upon her?

I went on through the plantations 
and out upon the downs and thence I 
saw Cothope with a new glider of his 
own design soaring down wind to my 
old familiar “grounding” place. To 
judge by its rhythm it was a very good 
glider. “Like Cothope’s cheek,” thought 
I, “to go on with the research. I won­
der if he’s keeping notes. But all this 
will have to stop.”

He was sincerely glad to see me. 
“It’s been a rum go,” he said.

He had been there without wages for 
a month, a man forgotten in the rush 
of events.

“I just stuck on and did what I could 
with the stuff. I got a bit of money of 
my own—and I said to myself: ‘Well, 
here you are with the gear and no one 
to look after you. You won't get such 
a chance again, my boy, not in all your 
born days. Why not make what you 
can with it?’”

“How’s Lord Roberts b?"
Cothope lifted his eyebrows. “I’ve 

had to refrain,” he said. “But he’s 
looking very handsome.”

“Gods!” I said, “I'd like to get him 
up just once before we smash. You 
read the papers ? You know we’re go­
ing to smash?”

“Oh ! I read the papers. It’s scandal­
ous, sir, such work as ours should de­
pend on things like that. You and I

ought to be under the State, sir, if 
you’ll excuse me----- ”

“Nothing to excuse,” I said. “I’ve 
always been a socialist—of a sort—in 
theory. Let’s go and have a look at 
him. How is he ? Deflated ?”

“Just about a quarter full. That last 
oil glaze of yours holds the gas some­
thing beautiful. He’s not lost a cubic 
meter a week.”

Lord Roberts b, even in his partially 
deflated condition in his shed, was a 
fine thing to stare up at. I stood side 
by side with Cothope regarding him, 
and it was borne in upon me more 
acutely than ever that all this had to 
end. I had a feeling just like the feel­
ing of a boy who wants to do wrong, 
that I would use up the stuff while I 
had it before the creditors descended. 
I had a queer fancy too, I remember, 
that if I could get into the air it would 
advertise my return to Beatrice.

“We’ll fill her,” I said concisely.
“It’s all ready,” said Cothope, and 

added as an afterthought, “unless they 
cut off the gas.”

I worked and interested myself with 
Cothope all the morning and for a time 
forgot my other troubles. But the 
thought of Beatrice flooded me slowly 
and steadily. It became an unintelli­
gent sick longing to see her. I felt that 
I could not wait for the filling of Lord 
Roberts b, that I must hunt her up 
and see her soon. I got everything 
forward and lunched with Cothope, and 
then with the feeblest excuse left him 
in order to prowl down through the 
woods toward Bedley Corner. I be­
came a prey to wretched hesitations 
and diffidence. Ought I to go near her' 
now ? I asked myself, reviewing all the 
social abasements of my early years. 
At last about five I called at the Dower 
House. I was greeted by their Char­
lotte—with a forbidding eye and a cold 
astonishment.

Both Beatrice and Lady Osprey were 
out.

I mooned for a time in our former 
footsteps, then swore and turned back 
across the fields, and then conceived 
a distaste for Cothope and went down­
ward. At last I found myself looking



clown on the huge abandoned masses of 
the Crest Hill house.

That gave my mind a twist into a 
new channel. My uncle came upper­
most again. What a strange melan­
choly emptiness of intention that 
stricken enterprise seemed in the even 
evening sunlight, what vulgar mag­
nificence and crudity and utter absurd­
ity ! It was as idiotic as the pyramids. 
I sat down on the stile, staring at it as 
though I had never seen that forest of 
scaffold poles, that waste of walls and 
bricks and plaster and shaped stones, 
that wilderness of broken soil and 
wheeling-tracks and dumps before. It 
struck me suddenly as the compactest 
image and sample of all that passes for 
Progress, of all the advertisement-in­
flated spending, the aimless building up 
and pulling down, the enterprise and 
promise of my age. t

3-
I was roused from such thoughts by 

the sound of footsteps behind me.
I turned half-hopeful—so foolish is 

a lover’s imagination—and stopped 
amazed. It was my uncle. His face 
was white—white as I had seen it in 
my dream.

“Hullo!” I said and stared. “Why 
aren’t you in London ?”

“It’s all up,” he said.
“Adjudicated ?”
“No 1”
I stared at him for a moment and 

then got off the stile.
He stood swaying and then came for­

ward with a weak motion of his arms 
like a man who cannot see distinctly, 
and caught at and leaned upon the stile. 
For a moment we were absolutely still. 
He made a clumsy gesture toward the 
great futility below and choked. I dis­
covered that his face was wet with 
tears, that his wet glasses blinded him. 
He put up his little fat hand and clawed 
them off clumsily, felt inefficiently for 
his pocket-handkerchief and then to my 
horror, as he clung to me. he began to 
weep aloud, this little old world-worn 
swindler. It wasn’t just sobbing or 

shedding tears, it w7as crying as a child 
cries. It was—oh, terrible !.

“It’s cruel,” he blubbered at last. 
“They asked me questions. They kep’ 
asking me questions, George.”

He sought for utterance, and splut­
tered.

“The bullies!” he shouted. “The bul­
lies !”

He ceased to weep. He became sud­
denly rapid and explanatory.

“They sprung things on me this 
morning, things I didn’t expect. They 
rushed me! I’d got it all in my hands 
and then I was jumped. By Neal! 
Neal I've given city tips to! Neal! 
I've helped Neal.

“I couldn’t swallow a mouthful—not 
in the lunch-hour. I couldn't face it. 
It’s true, George—I couldn’t face it. 
I said I'd get a bit of air and slipped 
out and down to the Embankment, and 
there I took a boat to Richmond. Some 
idee. I took a rowing-boat when I got 
there and rowed about on the river for 
a bit. A lot of chaps and girls there 
was on the bank laughed at my shirt­
sleeves and top-hat. Dessay they 
thought it was a pleasure trip. Fat lot 
of pleasure! I rowed round for a bit 
and came in. Then I came on here. 
Windsor way. And there they are in 
London doing what they like with me. 
I don’t care!”

“But----- ” I said, looking down at
him perplexed.

“It’s abscondin’. They’ll have a war­
rant.”

“I don't understand,” I said.
“It’s all up, George—all up and over.
“And I thought I’d live in that place. 

George—and die a lord! It’s a great 
place, reely, an imperial place—if any 
one has the Sense to buy it and finish 
it. That terrace----- ”

I stood thinking him over.
“Look here!” I said. “What’s that 

about a warrant? Are you sure they’ll 
get a warrant? I’m sorry, uncle; but 
what have you done?”

“Haven’t I tole you?”
, “Yes, but they won’t do very much 
to you for that. They'll only bring you 
up for the rest of your examination.”



He remained silent for a time. At 
last he spoke—speaking with difficulty.

“It's worse than that. I done some­
thing. They’re bound to get it out. 
Practically they have got it out.”

“What ?”
“Writin’ things down—I done some­

thing.”
For the first time in his life, I be­

lieve, he felt and looked ashamed. It 
filled me with remorse to see him suf­
fer so.

"We’ve all done things,” I said. “It’s 
part of the game the world makes us 
play. If they want to arrest you—and 
you’ve got no cards in your hand-----
They mustn't arrest you.”

“No. That’s partly why I went to 
Richmond. But I never thought----- ”

His little bloodshot eyes stared at 
Crest Hill.

“That chap Wittaker Wright,” he 
said, "he had got his stuff ready. I 
haven't. Now you got it, George. 
That’s the sort of hole I’m in.”

4-

That memory of my uncle at the gate 
is very clear and full. I am able to 
recall even the undertow of my 
thoughts while he was speaking. I re­
member my pity and affection for him 
in his misery growing and stirring 
within me, my realization that at any 
risk I must help him. But then conies 
indistinctness again. I was beginning 
to act. I know I persuaded him to put 
himself in my hands, and began at once 
to plan and do. I think that when we 
act most we remember least, that just 
in the measure that the impulse of our 
impressions translates itself into 
schemes and movements, it ceases to 
record itself in memories. I know I 
resolved to get him away at once, and 
to use the Lord Roberts b in effecting 
that. ‘It was clear he was soon to be 
a hunted man. and it seemed to me al­
ready unsafe for him to try the ordinary 
Continental routes in his flight. I had 
to evolve some scheme, and evolve it 
rapidly, how we might drop most in­
conspicuously into the world across the 

water. My resolve to have one flight 
at least in my air-ship fitted with this 
like hand to glove. It seemed to me 
we might be able to cross over the wa­
ter in the night, set our air-ship adrift, 
and turn up as pedestrian tourists in 
Normandy or Brittany, and so get 
away. That, at any rate, was my 
ruling idea.

I sent off Cothope with a dummy note 
to^ Woking because I did not want to 
implicate him, and took my uncle to the 
pavilion. I went down to my aunt, and 
made a clean breast of the situation. 
She became admirably competent. We 
went into his dressing-room, and ruth­
lessly broke his locks. I got a pair of 
brown boots, a twreed suit and cap of 
his, and indeed a plausible walking­
outfit, and a little game-bag for his 
pedestrian gear; and, in addition, a big 
motoring-overcoat and a supply of rugs 
to add to those I had at the pavilion. 
I also got a flask of brandy, and she 
made sandwiches. I don’t remember 
any servants appearing, and I forget 
where she got those sandwiches. Mean­
while we talked. Afterward I thought 
with what a sure confidence we talked 
to each other.

“What’s he done?” she said.
“D’you mind knowing?”
“No conscience left, thank God!”
“I think—forgery !’’
There was just a little pause. “Can 

you carry this bundle?" she asked.
I lifted it.
“Tell me again what I ought to do,” 

she said after a silence.
I went over the plans I had made for 

communicating, and the things I 
thought she might do. I had given her 
the address of a solicitor she might put 
some trust in.

“But you must act for yourself.” I 
insisted. “Roughly,” I said, “it’s a 
scramble. You must get what you can 
for us, and follow as you can.”

She nodded.
She came right up to the pavilion 

and hovered for a time shyly, and then 
went away.

I found my uncle in my sitting-room 
in an armchair, with his feet upon the 



fender of the gas-stove, which he had 
lit, and now he was feebly drunken 
with my whisky, and very weary in 
body and spirit, and inclined to be cow­
ardly.

"I lef’ my drops,” he said.
He changed his clothes slowly and 

unwillingly. I had to bully him, I had 
almost to shove him to the air-ship 
and tuck him up upon its wicker flat. 
Single-handed I made but a clumsy 
start; we scraped along the roof of the 
shed and bent a van of the propeller, 
and for a time I hung underneath with­
out his offering a hand to help me to 
scramble up. If it hadn’t been for a 
sort of anchoring trolley device of 
Cothope’s, a sort of slip anchor running 
on a rail, we should never have got 
clear at all.

5-
The incidents of our flight in Lord, 

Roberts b do not arrange themselves in 
any consecutive order. To think of that 
adventure is like dipping haphazard 
into an album of views. One is re­
minded first of this, and then of that. 
We were both lying down on a hori­
zontal plate of basketwork; for Lord 
Roberts b had none of the elegant ac­
commodation of a balloon. I lay for­
ward, and my uncle behind me in such 
a position that he could see hardly 
anything of our flight. We were pro­
tected from rolling over simply by net­
ting between the steel stays. It was 
impossible for us to stand up at all; we 
had cither to lie or crawl on all fours 
over the basketwork. Amidships were 
lockers, and between these it was that 
I had put my uncle wrapped in rugs.- 
I wore sealskin motoring-boots and 
gloves, and a motoring fur coat over 
my tweeds, and I controlled the engine 
by Bowden wires and levers forward.

The early part of that night’s experi­
ence was made up of warmth, of moon­
lit Surrey- and Sussex landscape, and 
of a rapid and successful flight, as­
cending and swooping, and then ascend­
ing again southward. I could not watch 
the clouds because the air-ship over­
hung me; I could not see the stars or 
gage the meteorological happening, but 

it was fairly clear to me that a wind, 
shifting between north and northeast, 
was gathering strength, and after I had 
satisfied myself by a series of entirely 
successful expansions and contractions 
of the real air-worthiness of Lord Rob­
erts b, I stopped the engine to save my 
petrol, and let the monster drift, check­
ing its progress by the dim landscape 
below. My uncle lay quite still be­
hind me, saying little and staring in 
front of him, and I was left to my own 
thoughts and sensations.

My thoughts, whatever they were, 
have long since faded out of memory, 
and my sensations have merged into one 
continuous memory of a countryside ly­
ing, as it seemed, under snow, with 
square patches of dimness, white phan­
toms of roads, rents and pools of vel­
vety blackness, and lamp-jeweled 
houses. I remember a train boring its 
way like a hastening caterpillar of fire 
across the landscape, and how distinct­
ly I heard its clatter. Every town and 
street was buttoned with street-lamps. 
I came quite close to the South Downs 
near Lewes, and all the lights were out 
in-The houses, and the people gone to 
bed. We left the land a little to the 
east of Brighton, and by that time 
Brighton was well abed, and the bright­
ly lit sea-front deserted. Then I let out 
the gas-chamber to its fullest extent 
and rose. I like to be high above 
water.

I do not clearly know what happened 
in the night. I think I must have 
dozed, ancl probably my uncle slept. I 
remember that once or twice I heard 
him talking in an eager, muffled 
voice to himself, or to an imaginary 
court. But there can be no doubt the 
wind changed right round into the east, 
and that we were carried far down the 
Channel without any suspicion of the 
immense leeway we were making. I 
remember the kind of stupid perplexity 
with which I saw the dawn breaking- 
over a gray waste of waters below, and 
realized that something was wrong.

I was so stupid that it was only after 
sunrise I really noticed the trend of the 
foam-caps below, and perceived we 
were in a severe easterly gale. Even 



then instead of heading southeasterly, 
I set the engine going, headed south, 
and so continued a course that must 
needs have either just hit Ushant, or 
carry us over the Bay of Biscay. I 
thought I was east of Clferbourg, when 
I was far to the west, and stopped my 
engine in that belief, and then set it 
going again. I did actually sight the 
coast of Brittany to the southeast in the 
late afternoon, and that it was woke 
me up to the gravity of our position. 
I discovered it by accident in the south­
east, when I was looking for it in the 
southwest. I turned about east and 
faced the wind for some time, and find­
ing I had no chance in its teeth, went 
high, where it seemed less violent, an$d 
tried to make a course southeast. It 
was only then that I realized what a 
gale I was in. I had been going west­
ward, and perhaps even in gusts north 
of west, at a pace of fifty or sixty miles 
an hour.

Then I began what I suppose would 
be called a fight against the east wind. 
One calls it a fight, but it was really 
almost as unlike a fight as plain sew­
ing. The wind tried to drive me east­
wardly, and I tried to get as much as I 
could westwardly, with the wind beat­
ing and rocking us irregularly, but by 
no means unbearably, for about twelve 
hours. My hope lay in the wind’s 
abating, and our keeping in the air and 
eastward of Finisterre until it did, and 
the chief danger was the exhaustion of 
our petrol. It was a long and anxious 
and almost meditative time; we were 
fairly warm, and only slowly getting 
hungry, and except that my uncle grum­
bled a little and produced some philo­
sophical reflections, and began to fuss 
about having a temperature, we talked 
very little. I was tired and sulky, and 
chiefly worried about the engine. I had 
to resist a tendency to crawl back and 
look at it. I did not care to risk con­
tracting .our gas-chamber for fear of 
losing gas. Nothing was less like a 
fight.

I must have dozed, and it was still 
dark when I realized with a start that 
we were nearly due south of, and a 
long way from, a regularly flashing 

lighthouse, standing out before the 
glow of some great town, and then that 
the thing that had awakened me was 
the cessation of our engine, and that 
we were driving back to the west.

Then, indeed, for a time I felt the 
grim thrill of life. I crawled forward 
to the cords of the release-valves, made 
my uncle crawl forward too, and let 
out the gas until we were falling down 
through the air like a clumsy glider 
toward the vague grayness that was 
land.

Something must have intervened 
here that I have forgotten. I saw the 
lights of Bordeaux when it was quite 
dark, a nebulous haze against black; 
of that I am reasonably sure. But cer­
tainly our fall took place in the cold, 
uncertain light of early dawn. I am, 
at least, equally sure of that. And 
Mimizan, near where we dropped, is 
fifty miles from Bordeaux, whose har­
bor lights I must have seen.

I remember coming down at last with 
a curious indifference, and actually 
rousing myself to steer. But the actual 
coming to earth was exciting enough. 
I remember our prolonged dragging 
landfall, and the difficulty I had to get 
clear, and how a gust of wind caught 
Lord Roberts b as my uncle stumbled 
away from the ropes and litter, and 
dropped me heavily and threw me onto 
my knees. Then came the realization 
that the monster was almost consciously 
disentangling itself for escape and then 
the light leap of its rebound. The rope 
slipped out of reach of my hand.

I remember running knee-deep in a 
salt pool in hopeless pursuit of the air­
ship as it dragged and rose seaward, 
and how only after it had escaped my 
uttermost effort to recapture it, did I 
realize that this was quite the best thing 
that could have happened. It drove 
swiftly over the sandy dunes, lifting 
and falling, and was hidden by a clump 
of wind-bitten trees. Then it reap­
peared much farther off, and still re­
ceding. It soared for a time, and sank 
slowly, and after that I saw it no more. 
I suppose it fell into the sea and got 
wetted with salt water and heavy, and 
so became deflated and sank.



It was never found, and there was 
never a report of any one seeing it after 
it escaped from me.

6.
But if I find it hard to tell the story 

of our long flight through the air over­
seas, at least that dawn in France stands 
cold and clear and full. I see again 
almost as if I saw once more with my 
bodily eyes the ridges of sand rising 
behind ridges of sand, gray and cold 
and black-browed with an insufficient 
grass. I feel again the clear, cold chill 
of dawn, and hear the distant barking 
of a dog. I find myself asking again: 
“What shall we do now ?” and trying to 
scheme with a brain tired beyond meas­
ure.

At first my uncle occupied my atten­
tion. He was shivering a good deal, 
and it was all I could do to resist my 
desire to get him into a comfortable 
bed at once. But I wanted to appear 
plausibly in this part of the world. I 
felt it would not do to turn up any­
where at dawn and rest, it would be 
altogether too conspicuous; we must 
rest until the day was well advanced, 
and then appear as road-stained pedes­
trians seeking a meal. I gave him most 
of what was left of the biscuits, emptied 
our flasks, and advised him to sleep, 
but at first it was too cold, albeit I 
wrapped the big fur rug around him.

Presently the sun rose over the pines, 
and the sand grew rapidly warm. My 
uncle had done eating, and sat with his 
wrists resting on his knees, the most 
hopeless-looking of lost souls.

“I'm ill/’ he said, “I’m damnably ill! 
I can feel it in my skin ■”

Then—it was horrible to me—he 
cried : “I ought to be in bed ; I ought to 
be in bed—instead of flying about,'’ and 
suddenly he burst into tears.

I stood up. “Go to sleep, man!” I 
said, and took the rug from him, and 
spread it out and rolled him up in it.

“It's all very well,” he protested; 
“I’m not young enough.”

“Lift up your head,” I interrupted, 
and put his knapsack under it.

“They’ll catch us here, just as much 

as in an inn,” he grumbled, and then 
lay still.

Presently, after a long time, I per­
ceived he was asleep. His breath came 
with peculiar wheezings, and every now 
and again he would cough. I was very 
stiff and tired myself, and perhaps I 
dozed. I don't remember. I remem­
ber only sitting, as it seemed nigh in­
terminably, beside him, too weary even 
to think in that sandy desolation.

No one came near us, no creature, 
not even a dog. I roused myself at 
last, feeling that it was vain to seek to 
seem other than abnormal, and with an 
effort that was like lifting a sky of 
lead, we made our way through the 
wearisome sand to a farmhouse. There 
I feigned even a more insufficient 
French than I possess naturally, and let 
it appear that we were pedestrians from 
Biarritz who had lost our way along 
the shore and got benighted. This ex­
plained us pretty well, I thought, and 
we got most heartening coffee and a 
cart to a little roadside station. My 
uncle grew more and more manifestly 
ill with every stage of our journey. I 
got him to Bayonne, where he refused 
at first to eat, and was afterward very 
sick, and then took him shivering and 
collapsed up a little branch line to a 
frontier place called Luzon Gare.

We found one homely inn with two 
small bedrooms, kept by a kindly 
Basque woman. I got him to bed,' and 
that night shared his room, and after 
an hour or so of sleep he woke up in 
a raging fever and with a wandering 
mind, cursing Neal, and repeating long 
inaccurate lists of figures. He was 
manifestly a case for a doctor, and in 
the morning we got one in. He was 
a young man from Montpelier, just be­
ginning to practise, and very mysterious 
and technical and modern and unhelp­
ful. He spoke of cold and exposure, 
and grippe and pneumonia. He gave 
many explicit and difficult directions. I 
perceived it devolved upon me to organ­
ize nursing and a sick-room. I installed 
a religicuse in the second bedroom of 
the inn, and took a room for myself 
in the inn of Port de Luzon, a quarter 
of a mile away.



7-
And now my story converges on 

what, in that queer corner of refuge out 
of the world, was destined to be my 
uncle's death-bed. There is a back­
ground of the Pyrenees, of blue hills 
and sunlit houses, of the old castle of 
Luzon and a noisy cascading river, and 
for a foreground the dim stuffy room 
whose windows both the religieuse and 
hostess conspired to shut, with its 
waxed floor, its four-poster bed, its 
characteristically French chairs and 
fireplace, its champagne-bottles and 
dirty basins and used towels on the ta­
ble. And in the sickly air of the con­
fined space behind the curtains of the 
bed, my little uncle lay with an effect 
of being enthroned and secluded, or sat 
up, or writhed and tossed in his last 
dealings with life. One went and drew 
back the edge of the curtains if one 
wanted to speak to him or look at 
him.

Usually he was propped up against 
pillows, because so he breathed more 
easily. He slept hardly at all.

I have tried to make you picture my 
uncle, time after time, as the young 
man of the Wimblehurst chemist’s shop, 
as the shabby assistant in Tottenham 
Court Road, as the adventurer of the 
early days of Tono-Bungay, as the con­
fident, preposterous plutocrat. And 
now I have to tell of him strangely 
changed under the shadow of oncom­
ing death, with his skin lax and yellow 
and glistening with sweat, his eyes 
large and glassy, his countenance unfa­
miliar through the growth of a beard, 
his nose pinched and thin. Never had 
he looked so small as now. And he 
talked to me in a whispering, strained 
voice of great issues, of why his life 
had been, and whither he was going. 
Poor little man! that last phase is, als 
it were, disconnected from all the other 
phases.- It was as if he crawled out 
from the ruins of his career, and looked 
about him before he died. For he had 
quite clear-minded states in the inter­
vals of his delirium.

He knew he was almost certainly 
dying. In a way that took the bur­

den of his cares off his mind. There 
was no real Neal to face, no more 
flights or evasions, no punishments.

“It has been a great career, George,’’ 
he said, “but I shall be glad to rest. 
Glad to rest! Glad to rest.’’

His mind ran rather upon his career, 
and usually, I am glad to recall, with 
a note of satisfaction and approval. In 
his delirious phases he would most often 
exaggerate this self-satisfaction and 
talk of his splendors. He would pluck 
at the sheet and stare before him, and 
whisper half-audible fragments of sen­
tences.

Sometimes he raved about Neal, 
threatened Neal. “What has he got in­
vested?” he said. “Does he think he 
can escape me? If I followed him up. 
Ruin. Ruin. One would think I had 
taken his money.”

And sometimes he reverted to our 
air-ship flight. “It’s too long, George, 
too long and too cold. I’m too old a 
man—too old—for this sort of thing. 
You know you’re not saving—you’re 
killing me.”

Toward the end it became evident our 
identity was discovered. I found the 
press, and especially Boom’s section of 
it, had made a sort of hue and cry for 
us, sent special commissioners to hunt 
for us, and though none of these emis­
saries reached us until my uncle was 
dead, one felt the forewash of that 
storm of energy. The thing got into 
the popular French press. People be­
came curious in their manner toward 
us, and a number of fresh faces ap­
peared about the weak little struggle 
that went on in the closeness behind the 
curtains of the bed.

The young doctor insisted on con­
sultations, and a motor-car came up 
from Biarritz, and suddenly odd peo­
ple with questioning eyes began to poke 
in with inquiries and help. Though 
nothing was said, I could feel that we 
were no longer regarded as simple mid­
dle-class tourists; about me, as I went, 
I perceived almost as though it trailed 
visibly, the prestige of finance and a 
criminal notoriety. Local personages 
of a plump and prosperous quality ap­
peared in the inn making inquiries, peo- 



pie watched our window, and stared at 
me as I went to and fro.

An English clergyman from the ad­
jacent village of Saint Jean de Pollack 
called and talked with my uncle.

It may have been these talks that set 
loose some long dormant string of ideas 
in his brain, ideas the things of this 
world had long suppressed and hidden 
altogether. Near the end he suddenly 
became clear-minded and lucid, albeit 
very weak, and his voice was little, but 
clear.

“George,’’ he said.
“I'm here,” I said, “close beside you.” 
“George. You have always been re­

sponsible for the science. George. You 
know better than I do. Is—is it 
proved ?”

“What proved ?”
“Either way.”
“I don’t understand.”
“Death ends all. After so much— 

such splendid beginnings. Somewhere. 
Something.”

I stared at him amazed. His sunken 
eyes were very grave.

“What do you expect?” I said in 
wonder.

He would not answer. “Aspira­
tions,” he whispered.

For a long time there was silence.
Then he made a gesture that he 

wished to speak. :
“Seems to me, George----- ”
I bent my head down, and he tried 

to lift bis hand to my shoulder. I 
raised him a little on his pillows, and 
listened.

“It seems to me, George,, always— 
there must be something in me—that 
won’t die.”

“Yes, I think so,” I said stoutly.
I think he tried to squeeze my hand. 

And there I sat, holding his hand tight, 
and trying to think what seeds of im­
mortality could be found in all his be­
ing, what sort of ghost there was in 
him to wander out into the bleak im­
mensities. Queer fancies came to me. 
He lay still for a long time, save for 
a brief struggle or so for breath, and 
ever and again I wiped his mouth and 
lips.

I fell into a pit of thought. I did 
not remark at first the change that was 
creeping over his face. He lay back 
on his pillow, made a faint zzz-ing 
sound that ceased, and presently and 
quite quietly he died—greatly com­
forted by my reassurance. I do not 
know when he died. His hand relaxed 
insensibly. Suddenly, with a start, with 
a shock, I found that his mouth had 
fallen open, and that he was dead.

8.
Last, belated figure in that grouping 

round my uncle’s death-bed is my aunt.. 
When it was beyond all hope that my 
uncle could live, I threw aside what­
ever concealment remained to us, and 
telegraphed directly to her. But she 
came too late to see him living. ' She 
saw him calm and still, strangely unlike 
his habitual garrulous animation, an 
unfamiliar inflexibility.

“It isn’t like him,” she whispered, 
awed by his alien dignity.

I remember her chiefly as she talked 
and wept upon the bridge below the 
old castle. We had got rid of some 
amateurish reporters from Biarritz, and 
had walked together in the hot morning 
sunshine down through Port Luzon. 
There, for a time, we stood leaning on 
the parapet of the bridge and survey­
ing the distant peaks, the rich blue 
masses of the Pyrenees. For a long 
time we said nothing, and then she 
began talking.

“Life’s a rum Go, George!” she be­
gan. “Who would have thought, when 
I used to darn your stockings at old 
Wimblehurst, that this would be the 
end of the story? It seems far away 
now—that little shop, his and my first 
home. The glow of the bottles, the big 
colored bottles! Do you remember how 
the light shone on the mahogany 
drawers? The little gilt letters! 01 
dm jig, and S’nap! I can remember it 
all—bright and shining—like a Dutch 
picture. Real! And yesterday. And 
here we are in a dream. You a man— 
and me an old woman, George. And 
poor little Teddy, who used to rush 



about and talk—making that noise he 
did—ohI”

She choked, and the tears flowed un­
restrained., She wept, and I was glad 
to see her weeping.

She stood there leaning over the 
bridge; her tear-wet handkerchief 
gripped in her clenched hand.

“Just an hour in the old shop ag-ain 
—and him talking. Before things got 
done. Before they got hold of him. 
And fooled him.

“Men oughtn’t to be so tempted with 
business and things.

“They didn’t hurt him, George?” she 
asked suddenly.

For a moment I was puzzled.
“Here, I mean,” she said.
“No,” I lied stoutly, suppressing the 

memory of a foolish injection-needle I 
had caught the young doctor using.

“I wonder, George, they’ll let him 
talk in heaven.”

She faced me. “Oh! George, my 
dear, my heart aches, and I don’t know 
what I say or do. Give me your arm 
to lean on—it’s good to have you, dear, 
and lean upon you. Yes, I know you 
care for me. That’s why I’m talking. 
We’ve always loved one another, and 
never said anything about it, and you 
understand, and I understand. But my 
heart’s torn to pieces by this, torn to 
rags, and things drop out I’ve kept in 
it. It’s true he wasn’t a husband much 
for me at the last. But he was my 
child, George, he was my child and all 
my children, my silly child, and life has 
knocked him about for me, and I’ve 
never had a say in the matter; never 
a say; it’s puffed him up and smashed 
him—like an old bag—under my eyes. 
I was clever enough to see it, but not 
clever enough to prevent it, and all I 
could do was to jeer. I’ve had to make 
what I could of it. Like most people. 
Like most of us. But it wasn’t fair, 
George. It wasn’t fair. Life and 
Death—.great serious things—why 
couldn’t they leave him alone, and his 
lies and ways? If zve could see the 
lightness of it-----

“Why couldn’t they leave him 
alone?” she repeated in a whisper as 
we went toward the inn.

CHAPTER XL
LOVE AMONG THE WRECKAGE.

When I came back I found that my 
share in the escape and death of my 
uncle had made me for a time a notori­
ous and even popular character. For 
two weeks I was kept in London 
“facing the music,” as he would have 
said, and making things easy for my 
aunt, and I still marvel at the consid­
eration with which the world treated 
me. For now it was open and mani­
fest that I and my uncle were no more 
than specimens of a modern species of 
brigand, wasting the savings of the 
public out of the sheer wantonness of 
enterprise. I think that, in a way, his 
death produced a reaction in my favor, 
and my flight, of which some particulars 
now appeared, stuck in the popular im­
agination. It seemed a more daring 
and difficult feat than it was, and I 
couldn’t very well write to the papers 
to sustain my private estimate.

There can be little doubt that men 
infinitely prefer the appearance of dash 
and enterprise to simple honesty. No 
one believed I was not an arch-plotter 
in his financing. Yet they favored me. 
I even got permission from the trustee 
to occupy my chalet for a fortnight 
while I cleared up the mass of papers, 
calculations, notes of works, drawings 
and the like, that I left in disorder when 
I started on that impulsive raid upon 
the Mordet quap-heaps. I was there 
alone. I got work for Cothope with 
the Ilchesters, for whom I now build 
these destroyers. They wanted him at 
once, and he was short of money, so 
I let him go and managed very philo­
sophically by myself.

On the second morning, as I sat out 
upon the veranda recalling memories 
and striving in vain to attend to some 
too succinct pencil notes of Cothope's, 
Beatrice rode up suddenly from behind 
the pavilion, and pulled rein and be­
came still; Beatrice a little flushed from 
riding and sitting on a big black horse.

I did not instantly rise. I stared art 
her. “You!” I said.

She looked at me steadily. “Me,” 
she said.



I did not trouble about any civilities. 
I stood up and asked pointblank a ques­
tion that came into my head.

“Whose horse is that?” I said.
She looked me in the eyes. “Carna­

by’s,” she answered.
“How did you get here—this way?”
“The wall’s down.” •
“Down ? Already ?”
“A great bit of it between the planta­

tions.”
“And you rode through, and got here 

by chance?”
“I saw you yesterday. And I rode 

over to see you.”
I had now come close to her, and 

stood looking up into her face.
“I’m a mere vestige,” I said.
She made no answer, but remained 

regarding me steadfastly with a curi­
ous air of proprietorship.

“You know I’m the living survivor 
now of the great smash. I’m rolling 
and dropping down through all the 
scaffolding of the social system. It’s 
all a chance whether I roll out free at 
the bottom, or go down a crack into the 
darkness out of sight for a year or 
two.”

“The sun,” she remarked irrelevant­
ly, “has burnt you. I’m getting down.”

She swung herself down into my 
arms, and stood beside me face to face.

"Where’s Cothope?” she asked.
“Gone.”
Her eyes flitted to the pavilion and 

back to me. We stood close together, 
extraordinarily intimate, and extraordi­
narily apart.

“I’ve never seen this cottage of 
yours,” she said, “and I want to.”

She flung the bridle of her horse 
round the veranda post, and I helped 
her tie it.

“Did you get what you went for to 
Africa?” she asked.

“No,” I said, “I lost my ship.”
“And. that lost everything?”
“Everything.”
She walked before me into the living­

room of the chalet, and I saw that she 
gripped her riding-whip very tightly in 
her hand. She looked about her for 
a moment, and then at me.

“It’s comfortable,” she remarked.
Our eyes met in a conversation very 

different from the one upon our lips. 
A somber glow surrounded us and 
drew us together; an unwonted shy­
ness kept us apart. She roused her­
self, after an instant's pause, to ex­
amine my furniture.

“You have chintz curtains. I thought 
men were too feckless to have curtains 
without a woman. But, of course, your 
aunt did that! And a couch and a brass 
fender, and—is that a pianola? That 
is your desk. I thought men’s desks 
were always untidy, and covered with 
dust and tobacco ash.”

She flitted to my color prints and my 
little case of books. Then she went to 
the pianola. I watched her intently.

“Does this thing play?” she said.
“What ?" I asked.
“Does this thing play ?”
I roused myself from my preoccu­

pation.
“Like a musical gorilla with fingers 

all of one length. And a sort of soul. 
It’s all the world of music to me.”

“What do you play?”
“Beethoven, when I want to clear up 

my head while I’m working. He is— 
how one would always like to work. 
Sometimes Chopin and those others, 
but Beethoven. Beethoven mainlv. 
Yes.”

Silence again between us. She spoke 
with an effort.

“Play me something.” She turned 
from me and explored the rack of 
music-rolls, became interested and took 
a piece, the first part of the Kreutzer 
Sonata, hesitated. “No,” she said, 
“that!”

She gave me Brahms’ Second Con­
certo, and curled up on the sofa watch­
ing me as I set myself slowly to play.

“I say,’’ she said when I had done, 
“that’s fine. I didn’t know those things 
could play like that. I’m all astir.”

She came and stood over me, looking 
at me. “I’m going to have a concert,” 
she said abruptly and laughed uneasily, 
and hovered at the pigeonholes. “Now 
—now what shall I have?” She chose 
more of Brahms. Then we came to the 
Kreutzer Sonata. When I had played 



the first part of that, she came up to 
the pianola and hesitated over me. I 
sat stiffly—waiting.

Suddenly she seized my downcast 
head and kissed my hair. She caught 
at my face between her hands and 
kissed my lips. I put my arms about 

her and we kissed together. I sprang 
to my feet and clasped her.

“Beatrice,” I said. “Beatrice! Do 
you dare?”

“My dear,” she whispered, nearly 
breathless, with her arms about me. 
“Oh! my dear!”

THE END.

GIBBS WAS SURPRISED

GIBBS was a commercial traveler, and had gone on a journey to the North. 
A few days afterward the Gibbs household was increased by one—a boy. 
As the mother was very ill, the doctor was requested to write out a tele­

gram informing Gibbs of the addition to his family, and also his wife’s illness, 
and asking him to return home with as little delay as possible.

This was done, and the telegram was given to the servant to send off. That 
intelligent girl, being unable to read, put the message in her pocket and forgot 
all about it. The next day Gibbs paid a flying visit home, and was gratified to 
find his wife and family going on nicely. After staying at home a few hours, 
he took his departure without anything having been said about the telegram, 
which his wife naturally supposed he had received.

A day or two later the servant found the message in her pocket, and she 
decided to send it off at once without saying a word to any one about the delay. 
That night Gibbs, upon returning to his hotel, was horrified when the following 
telegram, bearing that day’s date, was placed in his hand:

Another'addition, a son; your wife is very ill; return at once.
“Another!” he gasped. “Great Jupiter! impossible!”
He rushed to the station and took the next train home, and, dashing into 

the house in a state of frenzy, demanded to know what had happened. The 
servant confessed all. The next day there was a vacancy for an intelligent, 
honest girl at Gibbs’ establishment.

MP3.

APPLYING THE CLOSURE

HE was one of those long, sad-faced men who never seem to be able to resist 
talking to their fellow passengers in a train or any similar conveyance, and, 
seating himself next to an inoffensive individual smoking a big black cigar 

and reading a paper, he at once began to worry him with questions.
“Sir,” he said, “will you allow your boy to smoke cigarettes when he 

grows up?”
“I've never given the question a minute’s thought,” replied the other.
The other man panted for breath.
“And.” he went on faintly, “will you allow him to drink?”
Again the smoker answered that he had never thought about it.
“Oh,” gasped the sad-faced man, “can such people exist? To think----- ”
But then the other man interrupted him.
“Look here, sir,” he said. “You mean w’ell, no doubt, but let me tell you that 

I’ve been a confirmed bachelor for the last thirty-five years!”
Then, at last, the sad-faced man was silent. He had something to think 

• about.



J I7 you like this number of The Pop­
ular we think that you are going 

to like the February number even better. 
We can’t promise an improvement in 
quality every month. If you get the 
best that can be secured at every possi­
ble expense of money, work and 
thought, you can't expect to better it at 
regular intervals a month apart. ■ This 
time, however, although we didn’t prom­
ise it, we have done it.

0 0
P RANClS LYNDE has written the 

complete novel that opens the 
magazine. It is called "rhe City of 
Numbered Days.” It tells of a great 
dam built across the breadth of an arid 
valley by the U. S. Government for the 
purpose of irrigating and making fertile 
a country larger than many kingdoms; 
of the men, good and bad, who went 
to build the dam, of their loves and 
hates; of the city that grew up under 
the shadow of the dam, and its wicked­
ness. This novel pictures vividly a 
stirring episode in the progress of the 
American people, an episode that is of 
the life of to-day and that is not yet 
become a thing of the past. No one can 
read it without a stir of patriotic feel­
ing. It is a big, real, moving drama of 
our time. Its background, with its 
mingling of East and West, of savagery 

and civilization, is as interesting as we 
can conceive. The splendid love-story 
that runs through it, the manliness and 
virility of its characters, make it a novel 
the reading of which is an event to be 
remembered. This, complete in one 
number, is only one of the features of 
next month’s Popular.

0 0
p.ALPH D. PAINE’S college story, 

“Jim Stearns, Director of Desti­
nies,” follows Lynde's complete novel 
in the February Popular. It is long 
enough to be called a novelette and 
good enough to win attention anywhere, 
no matter what its length. Jim Stearns, 
stroke-oar. is already familiar to you. 
In this story be receives the agreeable 
commission of teaching a crew of nice 
girls at a ladies’ school the rudiments 
of oarsmanship. Incidentally he runs 
into various complications—a projected 
elopement, an irate father in pursuit of 
the eloping pair, a belligerent big 
brother, and several other exciting char­
acters.

0 0
JI ERBERT KAUFMAN has con­

tributed to this number of the 
magazine an interesting business story. 
He continues the series next month in 
“The Gifts of the Greeks.” There are 
many tricks in the modern business



A CHAT WITH YOU—Continued. 

world and the best of them are known 
only to a very few. This story tells of 
one of the best and how it worked. 
Any one reading it has the satisfaction 
of feeling that there is a background of 
reality and truth behind the story.

0 a
'T'vON’T fail to read Bertrand Sin- 

clair’s story, “The Lake of the 
Dead Men’s Bones.” It is a tale of the 
far northwest, the country in which the 
finest of this author’s tales have been 
laid. A. M. Chisholm’s story, “The 
British Investor,” is another business 
story. The principal figures in the tale 
are one or two interesting Americans 
who live by their wits and live well.

< 0
T7 OR a long time we have been re- 
x ceiving letters from various read­
ers asking for more “Happy Family” 
stories by B. M. Bower. Next month’s 
issue will contain a new tale of the old 
“happy family” crowd. “Ananias Green” 
is its name. Don’t fail to make the 
acquaintance of Ananias. He appears 
in later stories, and is not only funny 
and interesting in himself but interest­
ing because of the adventures into 
which he leads his companions.

0 0
KJ EXT month you must read the first 

instalment of Howard Fielding’s 
serial, “Bill Harris—His Line.” The 
second instalment is even better. In it 
you will learn something of the stock- 
jobbing schemes of Farnsworth, the 
broker; a wonderful scientific discovery 
on the part of Bill Harris, the burglar; 
and the coolness and resource of New­

berry Newcomb, the philanthropist. 
This is a remarkable story and one 
that grows more and more interesting as 
it progresses.

a 0
'T’HERE are many other splendid 
* things in the February Popular. 

The concluding instalment of "Lost 
Cabin Mine” will bring to its end one 
of the most remarkable books of the 
year. “An Affair of Jewels,” by George 
Bronson-Howard, will tell another of 
the exploits of Querriot, the society 
man and detective. Then there is “The 
Price, of a Head,” a Western story 
with pathos, human interest and excite­
ment, by Roland Ashford Phillips; and 
a Wall Street story, "Haskell of '97," 
by Charles W. Cooke.

0 0
FAON'T you agree with us that the 

y present number of the magazine, 
the number which you now' hold in 
your hands, is an unusual collection of 
stirring fiction ? Arthur Stringer, whose 
complete novel you have read this 
month, becomes a regular contributor to 
the magazine with the March number. 
In that number will start a new series 
of tales of adventure, intrigue and ex­
citement which are better and more 
thrilling than anything that Stringer has 
ever written heretofore. For a year, at 
least, Mr. Stringer will be a contributor 
to every number of the magazine. We 
have made an agreement with him by 
which we secure practically all of his 
new work. If you enjoyed “The Gun 
Runner” you will like his new series 
even better.
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SAFETY razor should
e. You can’t

have safety if there 
is any way for the blade 
to slip. The blade must 
be absolutely secure.

With a “ safety ” razor you have a 
removable or interchangeable blade. 
You can slide it in position—the diffi­
culty is to keep it there !
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A spring weakens with use. There 
must be no variation—no vibration— 
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You can’t be trusted always to see 
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vent your placing it any other way— 
something to insure the blade being 
held in exact position with relation to

the guard.
The Gillette is the only safety 

razor that does not attempt to clamp 
the blade by one or more of its sides 
(a razor blade as hard and slippery as 
glass) and to hold it by the pressure, or 
spring principle.

A Gillette blade has three round 
perforations. When you drop it over 
the three positioning pins it can’t slip. 
It can’t get away. The blade is in 
perfect alignment. You can’t place it 
out of position if you try.

How it is held there in a vice-like 
grip we shall explain another time.

There is no razor like the Gillette 
—no handle, no blade like it. Any 
man can use it. It makes shaving 
easy no matter how tough the beard 
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of the man who jumped over the other fellows’ heads, without having to wait years for a 
chance, which, without training, might never have materialized.

You can’t dodge the truth that to advance you must be able to do some one thing better 
than the other fellow — that your work must show originality — that you must be prepared to 
"step up” when Opportunity comes along. The International Correspondence Schools of 
Scranton will place at your disposal the very means by which all this may be accomplished. It 
costs you nothing to find out how it can be done. Simply mark the attached coupon 
opposite your chosen occupation and mail the coupon to-day.

To acquire an I. C. S. training does not mean that you must leave home, stop work, or 
buy a single book. The I. C. S. goes to you — trains you in your own home — in your spare 
time—and in the shortest time. Everything made so clear that the only requisite is the ability to 
read and write. Marking the coupon costs only the postage and places you under no obligation.

Some Other
I took out my I. C. S. Course when I was working in 

a small country town. I am now Draftsman with the 
Postal Telegraph Cable Company,of Ne w York City, and 
tiave increased my earnings 500 per cent. I recommend 
the I. C. S. to all ambitious young men.

H. S. Griffen,
190 A Decatur St., 

Brooklyn, N. Y.

My I. C. S. Course enabled me to advance my position 
from that of lineman and troubleman to Superintendent 
of Construction for the Frederick Telegraph and Tele­
phone Company and to double my earnings. I recom­
mend your schools to any ambitious man.

Elmer Brengle, 
81 E. Fifth St., .

Frederick, Md.

My course in the I.C.S. has been a great help in enab­
ling me to advance my position from a laborer to that 
of Assistant City Engineer for Battle Creek and to double 
my earnings. I believe your system of instruction to be 
excellent in every respect.

Edward Hoyt, 
City Hall, 

Battle Creek, Mich.

My I. C. S. Course of Instruction is largely respons­
ible lor my advancement from working as a common 
laborer and teamster to the position as Deputy City 
Engineer for the city of Eureka. My income has also 
been very largely increased. I recommend the I. C. S. 
to all who wish to advance in their calling.

R. L. Thomas,
Eureka, Cal.

I have the highest opinion of I. C. S. instruction. I 
enrolled for my Course when I was working on a farm. 
I am now Foreman of the Electrical Department for the 
Ozone Generator Company and my earnings are three 
times what they were when I enrolled.

C. H. H. Hardacker,
4534 Blaisdell Ave.,

Minneapolis, Minn.

When I enrolled in the I. C. S. I was employed as 
electrician at a salary of $600 a year. At present lam 
employed as Superintendent of the Canadian Electric 
Light Company with a salary of $1500 a year. I feel that 
I owe the greater part of this success to your schools.

John Dorais,
22 Wolfe St.,

Levis, Quebec, Can.



Was Promoted
Read the unsolicited testimonials printed below. Then you’ll understand what an 

I. C. S. training really means. Remember that (these are but a few picked at random from 
thousands of others equally and even more interesting. Bear in mind that hundreds of I. C. S.
men who have risen in the world could only read and write when they enrolled. That some 
lived thousands of miles away. That men with long hours and short pocketbooks have quali­
fied for advancement without interference with their daily work — and without financial embar­
rassment. Some were young. Many were old. The I. C. S. has no age limit. There is a 
way for YOU. Mark the coupon.

On an average, 300 students every month VOLUNTARILY report salaries raised, positions bet­
tered and drudgery left behind as the direct result of I. C. S. training. During September the num­
ber was 228. What better proof could you wish of the ability of the I. C. S. to raise your 
salary—to put you in the lead—to make you the big man when a big man is wanted. If you 
really want promotion and a better salary, mark the coupon. Do it NO W.

Promotions SALARY-RAISING COUPON
I cannot recommend the I. C. S. too highly. My 

Course with your schools has supplied me with a thor­
ough technical education impossible to obtain at the 
bench, and has enabled me to advance my position from 
carpenter work and to open an Architectural Office of my 
own. My earnings of course have been very materially 
increased.

(C. H. CHANDLER,
611 W. 8th St.,

Topeka, Kan.

When 1 began my Course with the I. C. S. I was 
employed by the Whiting Foundry Equipment Company 
as a helper. At present I hold a position as Assistant 
Superintendent of Construction for the Union Electric 
Company, and my earnings have increased aoopercent. 
The treatment that I.C. S. Students receive at the hands 
of their instructors cannot possibly be excelled.

Rollin H. Nicholson,
3534 Nebraska Ave,

St. Eouis, Mo.

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS
Box 855 l>, Scranton, Pa.

Please explain, without further obligation on my part, how 
I ean qualify for employmentor advancement in the position 
before which I have marked X

Bookkeeper 
Stenographer 
Advertis ement Writer 
Show Card Writer 
W indow Trimmer 
Commercial Law 
Illustrator 
Civil Service 
Chemist 
Textile Mill SupL 
Electrician 
Elec. Engineer

Herhan. Draughtsman 
Telephone Engineer 
Elec. Lighting Supt. 
Meeh. Engineer 
Pkimber*  Steam Fitter 
Stationary Engineer 
Civil Engineer 
Building Contractor 
Arehitee’l Draughtsman 
Architect 
Structural Engineer 
Banking
Mining Engineer

Hama—___________ __ _______________________________ ,

Street and Me.___________ ________________________________

Git? ______________________ State---------------------- ----



Tobacco Flavor 
NOT Pipe Odor 

TURCO-AMERICAN GLASS PIPE 
Smokes cool and sweet and clean. It has 
two bowls. An inner one of fine meer­
schaum, from which the smoke is drawn 
through vents into an outer one of tough, 
annealed, non-absorbent glass. Here the 
moisture and nicotine collect and remain. 
That’s why only cool, clean smoke reaches the 
mouth—why the pipe never bites.

Every grain of tobacco burns to a white ash. 
No wet residue to throw away and the last 
whiff is as sweet as the first. Easily cleaned 
and leaves no offensive smell in rooms or 
clothes. Send for one. Smoke it a week and 
if not satisfied money will be refunded.

Pipe with handsome, durable case, $2.00. Without case. 
$1.50 (postpaid). State preference for straight or curved 
stem. Send for Free booklet "History of Smoking.” 
Turco-American Pipe Co.,375 South Ave..Rochester,N.Y.

YOU CAN MAKE CIGARETTES LIKE THESE 
A Practical Novelty for Cigarette Smokers

One Complete Nickled
TURKO CIGARETTE ROLLER

Sent postpaid for 25ctS. Address,
Turko Roller Co., 135 William St, New York

GILBERT’S
Invisible

Heel Cushions
Put Your Feet on Easy Street

Relieve the jar on your spine and brain. 
Make walking a pleasure. No rubber 
to sweat the feet. No "stealthy tread." 
Wore inside the shoe. At shoe, drug 
and department stores or by mail, post­
paid 50c. Be sure to get Gilbert’s.

SHORT PEOPLE MADE TALL 
by our 1-inch Cushion. Impossible 
to detect. Postpaid, $1.00.

Booklet on Request
E. T. GILBERT MEG. CO., 235 South Ave.. Rochester, N. Y.

Geisha Diamonds
THE LATEST SCIENTIFIC DISCOVERY

Bright, sparkling, beautiful. For brilliancy 
they equal the genuine, standing all test ana 
puzzle experts. One twentieth the expense. 
Sent free with privilege of examination. 
For particulars, prices, etc., address

THE R. GREGG MFG. & IMPT. CO.
Dept. F 52-5S W. Jnrkson Roul., Chieago, III,

You Can See Why
THE USONA

SELF CLOSING
TOBACCO POUCH

is so popular with pipe and cigar­
ette smokers everywhere, oper­
ated with one hand; opens by

thumb pressure; closes automatically; prevents waste and annoyance; 
positively does not leak. An appropriate and acceptable

HOLIDAY CIFT
Small Imitation Leather—25c—Large Leather—50c—Special Xmas Styles, 
Grain Seal or Snake—$1.00. Postpaid. At druggists or tobacconists. If 
yours does not handle send purchase price to
THE SELF CLOSING POUCH CO., 555 Culver Way, St. Louis, Mo.

ofMechano- 
Therapy

$3000 to $5000 A YEAR
WE TEACH YOU BY MAIL

In six months you can begin practicing Mechano­
Therapy—an elevating and highly paid profession 
for men and women. More comprehensive than 
Osteopathy. Endorsed by physicians. A fas­
cinating study, easy to learn and equal to college 

course — we guarantee success — an ordinary 
education and our course of instruction fits yoa 
for a professional life. Authorized diplomas 
to graduates. Work absorbingly interesting. 
Vast opportunities for social and financial 
betterment. Special terms now. Write today 
for prospectus—free.

AMERICAN COLLEGE OF MECHANO-THERAPY 
Dept* 048 Randolph St., Chicage

Enrich Mra. Co., New York City. Oct. 29.’08.
Dear Sirs—I received your patent cigarette 

maker today and wag delighted with it. It cer­
tainly la a wonder.

Thomas McLaughlin, Carthage, N. C.

bbich Mra. Co.. New York. Oct. 19, 1908. 
Gentlemen—The cigarette machine received to- 

ly, and, without exception it 1s the best little 
garette maker I ever saw—so simple and complete.

Canby Btkbl, Pinehurst, N. Car.

Nickel or Gunmetal Finish, 50 cts. I D j
Sterling Silver, - $5.00I Prepaid.

ESRICH MFG. CO., Dept. K 1, 28 East 23d Street, New York
AGEVTS WANTED—EXCLUSIVE TEKKITOKV.

Make your Oton Cigarettes
50 “Perfectly Formed Pure Smo{eifor 5 Centj

A USEFUL HOLIDAY GIFT.
Make a day’s supply of pure cigarettes from your favorite 

tobacco, without waste in a few minutes. Machine weighs 
one ounce and fits vest pocket. Guaranteed to work 
perfectly with any kind of tobacco or money refunded.



25c
Now—for a Pair of Genuine

Holeproof Sox
Those who have heretofore paid 25c for 

inferior goods can now have the best at that 
price. For you can now buy six pairs of 
"Holeproof” Sox (formerly $2) for $1.50.

We are now able to give you the same sox and save you 50c 
on the six pairs. Yet we don’t have to alter our quality, nor 
change our expensive process. The reason is this:

The Best Yarn Now Costs Us 
10c Less Per Pound

We now pay an average of 63c per pound for our varn.
Before, we paid 73. The best Egyptian and Sea Island cot­

ton yarn—the softest and finest—now costs us 10 cents less per 
pound. So the saving is all in the market price of yarn—and 
that’s a real saving because you get the same quality though 
you pay less. The saving is yours—not ours.

All. makers now pay less for their yarn. But they’re not 
cutting the price of their sox. They are simply making more 
profit. We are using this opportunity to reduce our price. So 
the best sox now cost no more than brands of inferior grades.

It remains for you to take this advantage—to ask for the 
best, and insist on it.

31 Years
to Make the First Pair

It took 31 years of constant improvement to perfect “Hole­
proof” Sox.

“Holeproof” are the original “guaranteed-six-months” sox.
You cannot get more for $1.50 than you get in six pairs of“Hole- 

proof.” Tney are the most satisfactory sox that are sold today.
Over 100 imitations have been placed on the market since 

“Holeproof” became a success. So don’t think for a moment 
that all guaranteed sox are genuine “Holeproof Sox.”

Nearly all the other names sound like ours, so you must 
needs be careful in choosing. Else you may get the inferior 
grades—the stiff and harsh kind—the kind that get fuzzy 
and fade.

Our guarantee in each box of six pairs of 
"Holeproof” Sox reads:
“If any or all these sox comes to holes or need 

darning within six months from the day you buy 
them, we will replace them free.”

And we mean that exactly. Try “Holeproof.” 
You’ll see then how we can afford this. See what 
you save and gain when you wear “Holeproof.” 
Once know and you’ll always wear them.
If your dealer does nothave genuine'* Holeproof” 

Sox, bearing the “Holeproof” Trade-mark, order 
direct from us. (Remit in any convenient way.)

ifoleproofflosienj
FOR M EN WOM ENF AND CHILDREN *

“Holeproof” never wrinkle, stretch, crock, fade nor rust. 
And they are comfortable, because of our extra fine yarn. We 
could buy coarse yarn for less than half what we pay. We 
could then charge less still for the sox. But you wouldn’t 
wear such sox more than once. It’s far cheaper to buy the best.

Please compare •• Holeproof” with the best unguaranteed sox. 
Then let them show how they wear.

That will prove more than we can say in this ad.
See if any sox you know are one-half so good.

Holeproof Sox—6 pairs, $1.50. Medium and 
light weight. Black, light and dark tan, navy blue, 
pearl gray, and black with white feet. Sizes, 9‘4 
to 12. Six pairs of a size and weight in a box. All 
one color or assorted, as desired.

Holeproof Sox, (extra light weight/ —made 
entirely of Sea Island cotton. 6 pairs, $2.00.

Holeproof Lustre-Sox—6 pairs, $3. Finished 
like silk. Extra light weight. Black, navy blue, 
light and dark tan, and pearl gray. Sizes, 9& to 12.

Holeproof Stockings—u pairs $2. Medium 
weight. Black, tan and black with white feet. 
Sizes. 8 to 11.

Holeproof Lustre-Stockings — 6 pairs, $3. 
Finished like silk. Extra light 
weight. Tan and black. Sizes 8 to 11.

Boys’ Holeproof Stockings—6 
pairs, $3. Black and tan. Specially 
reinforced knee, heel and toe. Sizes, 
5 to 11.

Misses*  Holeproof Stockings— 
6 pairs, $3. Black and tan. Special­
ly reinforced knee, heel and toe.
Sizes, 5 to 9^. These are the best a r« 
children’s hose made today. office, 1906

HOLEPROOF HOSIERY COMPANY, 253 Fourth Street, Milwaukee, Wi&



AN IDEAL 
CHRISTMAS GIFT

Four volumes, 2,000 
pages, 7x10 inches; 1,500 
illustrations, tables, etc.; 
bound in half red morocco. 

Knowledge of draw­
ing has given many young men opportunities 
to gain high salaried positions of responsibility 
and trust. That knowledge can be obtained 
in this Cyclopedia which we offer at

LESS THAN HALF PRICE
Without deposit—sent free lor 5 days examination, express pre­

paid, if you mention the name of your employer and occupation. 
Termsk $2.00 down and $2.00 a month, if you keep the books; 
otherwise notify us to send for the books at our expense. Special 
price $9.80. Regular price $20.00.

A Few of the Subjects
Mechanical, Architectural, Perspective, Isometric, and Free­

hand Drawing; Blue Printing; Mechanical and Architectural 
Lettering; Rendering in Pen, Ink and Water Colors; Water Color 
Hints for Draftsmen; Shades and Shadows; The Greek and 
Roman Orders of Architecture; Shop Drawings; Machine Draw­
ing; Machine Design; Sheet Metal Pattern Drafting; Tinsmithing; 
Architectural Sheet Metal Work; Skylights; Cornices; Roofing,etc.

AMERICAN SCHOOL OF CORRESPONDENCE
CHICAGO, U. S. A.

/■- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - N
A CARD OF SUPERIOR 

EXCELLENCE
If you really realized the uniqueness of a book form card 
with smooth edges—perfect! y smooth—you would send 
for a sample of our

Peerless Patent Book Form Cards, 
give us your order and never again use any other card. 
You will look in vain for any indication of the card hav­
ing been detached. Our patent method makes the 
detached edge just as smooth as the other edges.

OUR SMART 
CARD IN CASE

Send for a Sample Tab 
and make a personal test.

The JOHN B. WIGGINS CO.
SOLE MANUFACTURERS

Engravers Die Embossers Plate Printers 
20-22 EAST ADAMS ST., CHICAGO k_ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _

Practice Makes 
Perfect

Electricity is a science which 
must be taught Practically to be 
of any use as an earning power. 
We teach our students through 
the actual continual handling of 
tool and machinery. We teach 

ELECTRICITY ONLY
Day and evening courses. In­

dividual instruction. School and 
equipment open for inspection. 
Write or call for catalogue “H.”

NEW YORK ELECTRICAL 
TRADE SCHOOL

39 West 17th St., New York

C. W. RANSOM, 3857 Euclid Ave., Kansas City, Missouri.

1 won the World's First Prize in Penmanship. By my new 
system I can make an expert penman of you by mail I also 
teach Book-keeping and Shorthand. Am placing my students as 
instructors in commercial colleges. If vou wish to become a better 
penman, write me. I will send you FREE one of my Favorite 
Pens and a copy of the Ransomerian Journal.

IT PAYS BIG 
To Amuse The 
Public With Motion Pictures

FLASH LIKE GENUINE
Day or night. You can own a Diamond equal 
in brilliancy to any genuine Stone at one­
thirtieth the cost.

BARODA DIAMONDS
IN SOLID GOLD RINGS

stand acid test and expert examination. We 
guarantee them. See them first, then pay. 
Catalogue Free. Patent Ring Measure 
included for FIVE two-cent stamps.

Till’ BAI1O1IA COMPANY,
Dcpt.P. 330 North State St..Chicago

NO EXPERIENCE NECESSARY .as Gfir in­
struction Book and ‘' Business Guide’’ tells all. 
We furnish Complete Outfit with Big Adver­
tising Posters, etc. Humorous dramas brimful 
of fun, travel, jiistory, religion, temperance 
work and songs illustrated. One man can do it. 
Astonishing Opportunity in any locality for 
a man with a little money to showin churches, 
school houses, lodge halls, theaters, etc and 
operate Five Cent Theatres 

Motion Picture Films and 8ong Slides rented. 
Profits $10 to over $100 per night. Others 

do It, why not you? It’s easy; write to us, we’ll tell you how. Catalog free. 
AmnoAmont Ctmnlv fn 85L- Dearborn Street, CHICAGO, ILL. Amusemeni juppiy L0. 1038L- Golden Gate Ave. San Francisco

VENTRILOQUISMS
Taught Any Man or Boy

by Mail at Home. This is no special gift as 
you have supposed, but an art. I have 
taught thousands in all parts of the world. 
Cost small. Send today, 2-cent stamp for 
particulars and proofs.
O. A. SMITH. Room 972-2040 Knoxville Av.. PEORIA. ILL.

I WILL MAKE YOU 
PROSPEROUS

If you are honest and ambitious write me 
today. No matter where you live or what 
your occupation, I will teach you the Real 
Estate business by mall; appoint you Special 
Representative of my Company in your town; 
start you in a profitable business of your 
own, and help you make big money at once. 
Unusual opportunity for men without

capital to become independent for life. 
Valuable Book and full particulars Free. 
Writ e today.

NATIONAL CO-OPERATIVE REALTY CO.
109 Marden Building 
Washington, !>■ C.

• Mention Pop. Mag. Jan. '09 •*"*



Brings the Roses 
to Your Cheeks

For Sale by All Druggists—-Insist Ujion it Being Pabst

It is a builder of health, strength, vigor and vi­
tality—a tonic that enriches the blood, stead- 
iesthe nerves and rebuilds the wasted tissues 
of the body. Embracing in its component 
parts the bracing, soothing and toning effects 
of choicest hops, together with the vital,tissue 
building and digestive elements of pure, rich 
barley malt, it is at once a tonic and a food.

Pabat Extract Dept. 3 Milwaukee, Wis.

It is impossible to describe in mere 
words the subtle charm of this artistic 

triumph. The accompanying photographic 
reproduction fails to give any real idea 
of the indescribable sweetness and 
womanly beauty which the handsome 
face of this girl shows in the original. 
Although the Pabst Extract calendars 
have long been famed for their artistic beau­
ty, our 1909 creation (7 inches wide by 36 
inches long, and printed in 14 rich colors) 
entirely surpasses anything we have yet of­
fered. No more beautiful panel could adorn 
the walls of any home, den or office, and 
we want to see one of them in every home 
in America—a constant reminder to all that

Pabst Extract 
«fte £e$TTonic

This Calendar is Free
AH we ask you to do is to send us ten cents 
in stamps or coin to cover cost of packing 
and mailing. Write today.



HOW TO GET THESE 
5 ARTICLES/orXMAS

■ T DEPEND for your patronage entirely upon your first order. Wouldn’t it be B 
I foolish then to send you anything but a cigar that will “make good.” It’s worth 

while to get a chance to “show you”—and that’s why I’m willing to lose on 
your initial order.

If I were a retailer and wanted 10c. or three for a quarter for my Panatelas. I wouldn’t be overcharging you—that’s the 
price you pay every time you buy a cigar of same quality at retail. I sell more cigars than 1000 retailers combined—make every 
cigar I sell, and sell them direct to you—the smoker, at factory prices. The fact that I am doing by far the largest “direct to the 
smoker” cigar business as is generally admitted, is pretty good proof of the quality I deliver.

I want you to get 100 of my Panatelas—and if it’s your first order, 1’11 send you the above five articles with my compliments 
of the season. If the cigar won’t make a customer of you, I’m “stung.”

MORTON R. EDWIN PANATELA
is five inches long, made of the choicest Havana tobacco. And when I say Havana, I mean just what I say. It is one of those cigars 
that makes you hate to throw away the butt, and you can take my word for it, you never smoked anything like it for less than 10c. 

There is another reason why 1 can sell you 100 Morton R. Edwin Panatelas at $2.40. 1 do a cash business. If I sent my 
cigars on credit to thousands of individuals throughout the country, I suppose 1 would have to charge you something like $5.00 
instead of $2.40. There would be enough people taking advantage of me to force me to add to the price of your cigars, the 
amount I lose on somebody else’s. ‘

THIS XMAS OFFER HOLDS GOOD UNTIL DECEMBER 31st, 1908.
The five free articles go only with your first order—be that for 100 or 1000 cigars. I will, however, fill an additional order 

and include the five Xmas gifts if I am instructed to ship direct to a friend of yours. Of course—you know my object.
You can return any cigar you buy from me if you don’t like it. My cigars are never fully sold until you have 

smoked them. It’s easy to get your money back—just ask for it
ZD jC* Dept. P. M. 64-66 and 67-69 W. 125th St., New York

____jr Make remittance payable to Edwin Cigar Co. 
rfLAJlMltv Vv,_________________________________ References: The State Bank of New York, Dun Bradstreet.

TPOUSEDS TO ODDED dt 
DIDECT FDOM MILLS 

latest Fall and Winter designs, 
all wool materials, in plain colors 
and stripes. Send for book of 
styles No. 18 and measuring blank

Universal Supply Co.
37 MAIDEN LANE. - N. Y. CITY

The Fairbanks Company

L
See our Gas Engine Exhibit on Sixth Floor ■ 
of several types in both stationary and ■ 
marine, backed by a good mechanical or- I 
ganization, guarantee and reputation. ■
■ 416 BROOME ST. NEW YORK «JI



FJ EW marked departures in the cut 
* of clothes are noticeable this win­
ter. In colors, however, there is a sheaf 
of novelties, as blue-green, moose, ele­
phant, ecru, snake, drab, Austrian olive, 
and the like. Green alone is a difficult 
color to wear, but when it is mixed with 
a dark blue a very winsome effect is 
produced. To be precise, the new "col­
ors" are not really colors, but tints. 
Many of them shade almost impercepti­
bly from one hue to another, according 
as the light shines upon them. Brown 
is not as much favored as it was last 
autumn, but the introduction of fresh 
colorings, like "Rembrandt" and 
"Coco," help to sustain its vogue. 
“Smoke" is a shade of gray that prom­
ises to be notably "smart." After years 
of monotony in colors, we are to have 
a season of sprightliness. The new 
cloths are very handsome and the wide 
choice of shades in each color renders 
it possible for every man to follow his 
fancy, be it grave or gay.

As I have said, the cut of clothes has 
changed but little. Most of the char­
acteristics of last season’s garments are 
preserved, including the soft-roll lapel, 
the loosely draping back, the sloping 
shoulder, the wide-edged stitching and 
the front buttons set high and close to­
gether. Many tailors have discarded 
the cuff-finish and returned to the plain 
sleeve. Others still indorse the folded- 

back cuff or the welt. A novel idea, 
though a bit "gingerbready," is to have 
a narrow strip of braid serve as a cuff 
decoration just above the sleeve but­
tons. The cuff usually buttons through; 
mock buttonholes are not good form 
and, indeed, never were, for shams are 
foreign to the virile spirit of the day. 
The sleeve is cut a trifle wider than 
last season, with more of a tapering 
effect toward the wrist. The lapels are 
well curved and, whenever possible, the 
bottom of the coat is cut to conform 
to them, lending a symmetrically 
rounded effect to the whole garment. 
This applies—optionally—even to the 
breast pocket, which also follows the 
angle of the lapel.

Undoubtedly the gray frock suit is 
quite the "smartest" thing this season. 
The fashionable shade is not light, but 
dark—“fog," “smoke" or “mist," as it 
is variously called. Coats are both 
braided and braidless, with lapels less 
high and skirts less flaring. The waist­
line, however, still has a pronounced 
inward curve. Accompanying the 
modish frock suit is a gray waistcoat 
of decidedly lighter shade, for contrast's 
sake. The gloves, to be sure, match 
the Ascot: the boots, of buttoned patent 
leather, may have dark gray uppers. 
Fashionable Londoners have recently 
adopted pleated shirts for afternoon 
wear, but the American has more cere-



Ask a Wing customer what he thinks of 
Wing Pianos and Wing methods. We will send 
you names in your locality for the asking. 

WING PIANOS 
are made by us, in our own factory. They are 
sold direct from our factory and in no other 
tvay. Dealers’ and agents’ profits and every 
unnecessary cost eliminated. Every dollar 
is piano value through and through, the 
best that 40 years of experience can produce.

AN ABSOLUTELY FREE TRIAL 
for 20 days, in your own home, no cost or obligation. 
ALL FREIGHTS PAID and all risks assumed by us. 

Pioneers of the direct plan of piano selling, 
our unparalleled success has brought forth many 
imitators, but no competitors, either as to the 
excellence of our product or the integrity and 
economy of our methods. Forty years 
of daily increasing business and 45,000 
satisfied and enthusiastic buyers testify to this.

You save from $ / 00 to $300—get a strictly high-grade 
piano—and are protected by an unquestioned, binding 
guarantee. Easy payments—old instruments exchanged, 
FRFF “THE BOOK OF COMPLETE rnGL INFORMATION ABOUT PIANOS.” 

A copyrighted book of 152 pages with many illustrations. 
A complete reference book on the piano subject. 
History of the piano, descriptions of every part, how to 
judge good and bad materials, workmanship, etc.
Teaches you how to buy intelligently. You need this 
book- Free for the asking from the old house of

WING & SON, 365-398 W. 13th St., New York

Taxidermy Mount 
Birds and Animals

Sportsman! Fishermen! Hunters! 
Naturalists and others seeking to 

better themselves by learning a great 
profession. The wonderful art of Tax- 

idermy, so long kept secret, can now 
easily be learned right in your own homa 

during your spare hours. No need to give 
up your business. ■■■■■■■■■■■ 

We Teach By Mail how to mount ■ 
birds, animals, game heads, tan skins, make 

rugs and mount all trophies. A delightful en­
trancing and money-making profession for men 

and women. Easily and quickly learned.
Success guaranteed or no tuition. En­

dorsed by thousands of delighted grad­
uates all able to secure big incomes. 
Great Book FREE! Our beautiful, il­

lustrated book, ‘ 'How to Learn to Mount Birds and 
Animals," and our handsome Taxidermy Maga­
zine sent absolutely free to all who write. Stop 

depending on a Job. Be a professional man or woman. Write today. 
N. W. School of Taxidermy. Box 1 1 8 M Omaha, Neb.

-ORDER NOW--------------
The most appropriate and serviceable

HOLIDAY GIFT

Shibboleth Neckwear 
guaranteed 50c and 75c value and money re­
funded if not entirely satisfactory, because: We 
weave the SILKS, fashion the NECKWEAR, 
and sell “Direct from Weaver to Wear­
er.” The saving is YOURS.

“HARVARD”—a four-in-hand wearable 
both sides—of Solid Color Barathea Silk 
in Black, Navy, Garnet, Brown, Green, Pur­
ple and White.
Each half dozen in a Handsome Xmas 

Box with lithographed cover in colors.
$2.00 the half dozen, postpaid

Send check, P. O. order or 2c stamps.
Shibboleth Silk Co., 456 Broadway, New York 

shapes of Shibboleth solid color Barathea, 
and Neck-wear of striped and figured designs, 
described in Catalogue " B”—Send for it.

A beautiful lounging robe..

monious notions and clings to the plain 
white shirt bosom adorned, if at all, 
with a delicate stripe or figure.

Green and gray share the honors for 
business suits. Brown can no longer 
claim “smartness.” Such mixtures as 
blue-green, gray-green and the like, in 
faint stripes or indeterminate criss­
cross patterns, are much favored. The 
distinguishing badges of the well-cut 
autumn coat are higher lapels with less 
of a roll, a straight hanging back hav­
ing the merest suggestion of accentua­
ting the figure, and the absence of or­
nate cuffs, pockets, flaps and similar 
eccentricities.

Shadow and hairline stripes in eve­
ning clothes are patterns which some 
tailors are again recommending. Two



Vnn Can Fndlv Awn a Diomnild nr Ufafph or Present one as a gift to some loved one. Send for our beautiful descriptive cata- 1 Uli Vull ILuMiy UlVIl a iJldlllUIlU UI fidlUll logue containing 1,500 illustrations of all that is correct and attractive in Diamonds, 
Watches and Jewelry. Then in the privacy of your home or office, select whatever vou desire We send on approval the goods you wish to see. If you 
like them pay one-fifth the price on delivery and the balance in 8 equal monthly payments. Your credit is good and we give you the advantage of 
lowest possible prices. We ask No Security—No Endorsements—No Interest. We make *5  or $10 do the work that >60 does in a cash store and give you a 
written guarantee of value and quality. Our stock is the largest, our terms the easiest. Do your Holiday shopping now conveniently and leisurely. Now is 
the time to make choice selections. If considering a Diamond or Watch as a gift, you will find the Loftis System a great and timely com enience on anni­

versaries, birthdays, weddings, holidays, etc. Diamonds as an investment are better than a savings bank because they pay four times the 
THE 01,0 REllABLB OB1OI.VAI, DIAMOND | J^hey are mcreasiiiK In value from IS to Soperfrom 15 to 20 per

“■ I IW A.VI» WATCH CREDIT HOUSE. EST’D 1*58.  
BROS.& CO. Dept. A256 92 to 98 State Street. Chicano, Illinois.

cent each year. They are better than real estate because you can 
realize their full value at any time at the highest market price. 
Our Holiday catalogue is free. Write for it today. Do it now.

“DEN” PICTURES
/• of the Most Beautiful, Realis- 

tic. Remington Type, Cowgirl ZllVfl
■*'  Studies Ever Produced, Only

Also 4 entrancing Merry Widow Pouters in colors after original 
designs by George McManus. The latest craze; 50c. All reproduced 
in full color by the wonderful multi-color process, which shows the 
grace, life and beauty of the originals exactly as they are. Size 9 x 12.

Just the Thing for Your "Den”
The pictures are sent carefully packed, all charges prepaid, to­

gether with over 300 illustrations of newest "den" pictures, post 
cards and books, and we guarantee complete satisfaction or money 
refunded. Send at once. Supply is limited.

COPP Send $1.00 for the four Cowgirls and four Merry 
I DLL Widow Posters at once, and we will include free 
an extra Bryson bathing girl picture in ten colors 
entitled *‘A Modern Venus.” Size mounted, 9 x 14.

GORDON ART CO.^SSSuo
JUST OUT: 6 Salome Poses, 50 Cents

Just the Boost You Neeth
It’s the little lift, often, that makes a big difference in a man’s career.
If you would raise yourself higher in your chances for success, gain knowledge that you 

can turn to practical good.
Here’s a work that covers the whole broad field of Architecture and Building, from the 

first line of the designer’s pencil to the last stroke of the paint brush. There’s no phase of building 
construction—from frame to steel construction, reinforced concrete, etc.—from blue-printing to

electric-wiring—that’s not covered plainly and practically in

CYCLOPEDIA OF
ARCHITECTURE, CARPENTRY AND BUILDING

Ten Massive Volumes, handsomely bound in red half-morocco. Over 4,000 pages, page size 7x10 inches, 3,000 
illustrations, full page plates, plans, sections, etc.

It is simply a congress—a mass-meeting, of the greatest minds that have been devoted to building work. It covers the 
whole subject from drawings and specifications to the latest helpful suggestions to the house-builder and house-owner, on 
» lumbing, Heating and Ventilation. Not heavy with theory and technical talk. The beginner can understand its terms, 
while it is so advanced and comprehensive that the seasoned expert relies on it.

FREE FIVE-DAY OFFER
You save 50 per cent if you buy now.

We will send you a set by prepaid express, on receipt of coupon. Keep them 5 days—carefully examine them, 
criticise, subject them to every test. If the books are adapted to your needs, send $2.00 within five days 
and $2.00 a month until you have paid the special $24.00 price; otherwise notify us to 
them at our expense. Regular price $50.00.

Order promptly and we will include FREE for one year, as a monthly supplement.
TECHNICAL WORLD MAGAZINE

A popular magazine with a technical turn, containing the latest discus­
sion on timely topics in Science, Invention, Discovery and 
Industry, also the best Fiction, Biography, Travel and >
Humor; in fact, the best of everything. Illustrated with
scores of interesting photographs.

AMERICAN SCHOOL OF
CORRESPONDENCE

CHICAGO, U. S. A.

send for
Pop. 

Mag. 
1-09

,heA. S. of C.
r© Pleasesend set 

Cyclopedia of Archi-. 
~ tecture, Carpentry and 

Building for 5 days’ free 
Ct examination, also T. W. for 

one year. I will send $2 with- 
‘n 5 days and $2 a month until I 

have paid $24.00; otherwise I notify 
• you and hold the books subject to your

order. Title not to pass until fully paid.

F •* Name 
.• Address.. 
Occupation... Employer.



.ggjgh. Dorit Drink

COCOA
you appreciate

Purity-Quality&Flavor.
Jf you are interested in these

COCOA 8 CHOCOLATE

Best in the World 
Sold Everywhere

Which Price Do You Pay?
Our “Come-Packt" Price? or the retail dealer's?

Shipping, showing and selling furniture in the ordinary way more 
than doubles the cost. Freight on assembled, finished pieces is 
high; store rent is high; salesmen’s commissions, clerks’ wagesand 
dealers’ profits must all be added. You pay them at the retailer’s— 
you save them by buying of us. Here is an object lesson.

This “Come-Packt" Morris Chair in Quartered Oak

No. 1

Handsome Mission Costs you at any store
Design with Chase (and good value) Ll V
Leather Cushions (jea]er ]ias to pay for it, deliv­

ered, $18.50; the price to the jobber 
or wholesaler is S14.00; BUT the 
“Come-Packt” plan jt. - « 
saves still more, and we ♦B'fl 
will sell DIRECT TO I ■ ■ 
YOU, ready to set up.at 1

YOU8.4VK $14.50 on this 
one piece by the “Come-Packt" 
way of buying furniture of us, Fl-AT 
instead of assembled. You put in the 

fastenings and add the stain for finishing. No chance 
fox a doubt when we say “Solid Quarter-Sawed Oak. "
You see what you get, for everything comes “in the 

white." Prices include everything needed to quickly and easily put together 
and finish.

THIS $18 LIBRARY TABLE

$g75
Practical Xmas Gifts
WRITE TODAY for our beau­

tiful new free Catalog, full of 
money-saving opportunities in ar­
tistic, handsome, Mission Furni­
ture, prices from $3 00 up.

Your money back if you any »o.

Solid Quarler-Sawed Oak, com­
plete with our new inven­
tion, the swing drawer, 
all fittings and finish, 
costs you “Come-Packt.”

INTERNATIONAL MFG. CO., aX’.! ^7. 

uncommonly “smart” fabrics are black­
gray worsted and blue-black worsted. 
In each black is, of course, the pre­
dominating color; and only enough of 
the other is introduced to lend luster 
and richness. The cut of the fashion­
able evening suit does not differ no­
ticeably from that of last spring. Trim­
ness of air and softness of outline are 
still the attributes most sought. The 
waist of the coat fits snugly, the skirts 
extend slightly below the bend of the 
knee, and the lapel is long and rolled. 
Instead of the usual peaked effect, one 
sees quite a few lapels with corners 
rounded off. The sleeves are cut wide 
over the wrist and a trifle shorter than 
hitherto, to show more of the shirt-cuff. 
The welted or “mock” cuff has been 
discarded for the through-buttoning 
cuff.

Lamb’s-wool is the favorite material 
this season for the frock coat. It is 
cut much the same as last season, save 
that the waist-line is not so sharply 
defined and the skirts are a bit fuller. 
Only the two lower coat-buttons are 
fastened. The partiality of many men 
for the morning coat or semifrock is 
marked. Besides black, there are Ox­
ford and Cambridge grays and mixtures 
of black and gray with a faint pattern 
in the cloth. The correct morning 
coat should be well curved in the back 
and roomy in front, with shoulders 
moderately broad. If braiding at the 
edges is used, it should be narrow and 
inconspicuous.

In business suits, green and “smoke” 
cloths are the vogue for autumn. Soft 
olive shades of green and very deen 
grays are most indorsed. The sack suit 
is cut shorter than formerly, with a 
fairly loose back and full skirts. The 
lapels are higher, finished with a soft 
roll and may be peaked or rounded. 
Coats are wide-stitched along the edges 
and usually have three buttons which 
are set high and close together. Ex­
cessively long coats with creased side­
seams are no longer the mode. The 
upper-class tailors have also relin­
quished the folded-back cuff in favor 
of the plain through-buttoning cuff. 
Trousers are still cut short, so as to 
hang straight from the knee. They 
may be worn with bottoms turned up or 
down.

Beaunash.



^rej'ou 
prepared 
for this 
short

Span of 
Life ?

YOUNG MAN! Are you content with your present position? Is it secure 
against the fellow who plans and studies after office hours? Have you a good firm hold 
on a big, life-long job ? Are you fortified against the "age limit" ?

Sit down and think these questions over seriously. Don’t try to fool yourself. Your 
inner consciousness will find you out and tell you what you really are.

How much can you save out of $15.00 or $20.00 a week? Are you ever 
“broke”? Do you borrow to tide over till next pay day? Are you going to 
allow this to go on without becoming trained along special lines so you can command 
a large and satisfactory salary?

At 20 plan for 60 or you will find yourself in the “rainy days” of life without 
a cent laid by. Make the most of your youth—become an expert so that age will not 
affect your earning capacity, so your salary will be more at 40 than at 20 and as 
much at 60 as at 40.

The training you receive from our Home Study Courses will so increase your
value to the firm that you will be proof against 
age limitations—-the years beyond 60 will be 
provided for before you reach the "three 
score" period.

Write for our valuable 200-page bulletin 
describing our complete Engineering Courses— 
sent free for the coupon. There is no obligation 
attached to this. We employ no agents.

We help men help themselves.

AMERICAN SCHOOL 
OF CORRESPONDENCE 

CHICAGO, U. S. A.

FREE INFORMATION COUPON
Fill in and mail today.

American School of Correspondence:
Please send me free your valuable 200-page bul­

letin and advise me how I can qualify for position 
marked "X.” 

. Electrical Engineer 

.. Draftsman 
. .Civil Engineer 
..Mechanical Engineer 
..Stationary Engineer 
. .Structural Engineer 
. .Locomotive Engineer 
. Municipal Engineer 
. .Railroad Engineer 
..Structural Draftsman 
. .Telephone Engineer

.... Heating andVent.Engr.

... Plumber

.... Architect

... Hydraulic Engineer

... .Telegrapher

... Textile Boss

.. Sheet Metal Pattern 
Draftsman

... College Preparatory 
Course

... .Sanitary Engineer

Name___________________________________ _
Address__________________________________ _
Occiifatio  n________________________________

Pop. Mag 1-09



RHEUMATISM Do You Bear Well?
The Stolz Electrophone-A New, Electrical, Selent Ilie and 

Practical Invention lor tlioae who are Dcut'or Partially 
Deal—MAY NOW BE TESTED IN YOI K OWN HOME.

We want to send every sufferer who reads 
this paper a pair of Magic Foot 

Drafts TO <TRY FREE.

Send Us Your Address Today

Write us. We’ll send you a $1.00 Pair of Magic 
Foot Drafts, the great Michigan external remedy 
that is curing thousands, To Try FREE.

Deaf or partially deaf people may now make a month’s trial of 
the Stolz Electrophone at home. This personal practical test 
serves to prove that the device satisfies Kith ease, every 
requirement of a perfect hearing device. Write for particulars 
at once, before the offer is withdrawn, for by this personal te.-t 
plan the final selection of the o.e completely salisjactory hear­
ing aid is made easy and inexpensive for every one.

O This new invention, the Stolz Electro- 
jy phone (U. S. Patent No. 763,575) renders 
JJF unnecessary such clumsy, unsightly and 

frequently harmful devices as trunqiets. 
hdtns, tubes, ear drums, fans, etc. It is a 

O tiny-electric telephone that fits on the ear 
W*  and wnich, the instant it is applied, mag 
nifies the sound waves in such manner as to 
cause an astonishing increase in the dear­
ness of all sounds^. It overcomes the buzz­
ing and roaring ear noises and, also, so con­
stantly and electricallv exercises the vital parts 
of the ear that, usually, the natural unaided 
hearing itself is gradually restored.

What Three BuHinesa Men Say.
Electrophone is very satisfactory. Being small In 
size and great in hearing qualities makes it prefer­
able to any 1 have tried and. I believe, 1 have tried 
all of them. M. W. HOYT, Wholesale Grocer, 
Michigan Ave. and River St., Chicago.

I got so deaf I could not hear with my speaking 
tube and was advised to try the Electrophone. 
After fifteen years of deafness, discomfort and 
worry. I now hear perfectly at church and at 

concerts. W. R. UTLEY, Sales Mgr., 8. A. Maxwell & Co., Chicago.
I have now used your Electrophone over a year, and know that it Is a first-class, 

scientific hearing device. Without it people have to shout directly in my ear to make 
me hear. With it. 1 can hear distinctly when spoken to in an ordinary tone. Best of al), 
it has stopped my head NoisEs, which were a terrible aggravation. LEWIS W. MXY. 
Cashier, 100 Washington St., Chicago.

Write to, or call (call if you can) at our Chicago offices for particulars 
of our personal te t offer and list of other prominent endorsers who 
will answer inquiries. Physicians cordially invited to investigate 
aurists' opinions.

Stolz Electrophone Co., 1552 Stewart Bldg., Chicago 
Branch Offices: Philadelphia, Cincinnati, Seattle. Ia>b Angeli*,  Pittsburg, Indianapolis, 

Des Moines, Toronto. Foreign Office: 82-85 Fleet Sty. Londbn, Eng.

Mbs. C. Lidecka. 238 12th Ave., May­
wood, Ill., wears an Electrophone. 
Less conspicuous than eye-glasses.

Sent on Appoval. Send No Money* $1.50

Frederick Dyer, Corresponding Sec’y.

No matter where the pain, whether acute or chronic— 
muscular, sciatic, lumbago, gout—and however stubborn 
or severe, you’ll get the Drafts by return mail. Then 
after you get them and try them, if you are fully satis­
fied with the benefit received, send us One Dollar. If

WE WILL TRUST YOU TEN DAYS. HAIR SWITCH
Send a lock of your hair, and we will mail a 2% oz. 22-in. short 

stem fine human hair switch to match. If you 
find it a big bargain, remit fl.50 in ten days, or 
sell 3 and get your switch free. Extra shades a 
little more. Inclose 5c postage. Free beauty 
book showing latest style of hair dressing—also 
high grade switches, pompadours, wigs, etc.

not, keep your money. We 
take your word.

We make this unequaled 
offer because we know what 
remarkable cures the Drafts 
are performing—cures after 
30 and 40 years of suffering 
—cures after doctors and
baths and medicines had utterly failed. Won’t you try 
them? We are sure you'll be glad if you do, and vou 
cannot lose a penny Address Magic Foot Draft Co., 
136E Oliver Bldg., Jackson, Mich. Send no money. 
Write today.

Anna Ayers, Depl.8 
17 Quincy St., Chicago

A BEAUTIFUL FACE
All the Old Methods of securing beauty and a Perfect 

comnlexion are replaced bv use of the RUBBER COM­
PLEXION BULB. It prevents and removes wrinkles, 
pimples, blackheads, makes skin soft, smooth and white. 
A single application produces remarkable results. Black­
heads in many instances banished in a few minutes. The 
speed with which it clears the complexion almost be-
yond belief. No woman owning one need have any further tear ot wrinkles 
or blackheads. Regular price 50c. To introduce our catalog of other arti­
cles we will send the Bulb with directions for only THIRTY-FIVE 
cents, postpaid. You cannot afford to miss this bargain. Address, 
M. L. Krueger Mfg. Co., 157 Wash. St., Chicago, 111.



MENKEN'S
BORATED TALCUM

TOILET POWDER

u Baby’s Best Friend”
and Mamma’s greatest comfort. Mennen’s relieves and 
prevents Chapped Hands and Chafing.

For your protection the genuine is put up in non-re- 
fillable boxes—the “ Box that Lox," with Mennen’s face 
on top. Sold everywhere or by mail 25 cents—Sample fret.

Try Mennen’s Violet (Borated) Talcum Toilet Powder—It 
has the scent of Fresh-cut Parma Violets. Sample free.
GERHARD MENNEN CO., Newark, N. J.

Mennen’s Sen T»ng Toilet Powder, Oriental Odor ) No 
Mennen’s Borated Skin Soap (blue wrapper) ) Sample*

Specially prepared for the nursery. Bold only at Stores.

Brown Your Hair
“You’d never think I stained my hair, after I use Mrs. 

Potter’s Walnut=Juice Hair Stain. The Stain doesn’t 
hurt the hair as dyes do, but makes it grow out fluffy.”

Send for a Trial Package.
ft only takes yon a few minutes once a monfh to apply Mrs. 

Potter’s Walnut-Juice Hair Stain with your comb. Stains only 
the hair, doesn’t rub off. contains no poisonous dyes, sulphur, 
lead or copper. Has no odor, no sediment, no grease. One bottle 
of Mrs. Potter’s Walnut-Juice Hair Stain should last you a year. 
S dis for $1.00 per bottle at first-class druggists. We guarantee 
satisfaction. Send your name and address on a slip of paper, 
with this advertisement, and enclose 25 cents (stamps or coin) 
and we will mail you, charges prepaid, a trial package, in plain, 
sealed wrapper, with valuable booklet on Hair. Mrs. Potter's 
Hygienic Supply Co., 703 Groton Bldg., Cincinnati, Ohio.

Warm baths with Cuticura 
Soap and gentle applications 
of Cuticura Ointment are 
unrivaled for preserving, 
purifying and beautifying 
the skin, scalp, hair and 
handsof infantsand children 
as well as for sanative, anti­
septic cleansing and all the 
purposes of the toilet, bath 
and nursery. For eczemas, 
rashes, itchings, irritations, 
inflammations and chafings 
Cuticura Soap and Cuticura 
Ointment, most soothing of 
emollients, afford immediate 
and grateful relief.

Sold throughout the world. Depots: London. 27, 
Charterhouse Sq.: Paris. 5, Rue de la Paix; Austra­
lia, R. Towns & Co., Sydney: India, B. K. Paul, 
Calcutta; Russia, Ferrein, Moscow; So. Africa, 
Lennon, Ltd., Cape Town, etc.; U.S.A., Potter Drug 
& Chem. Corp., Sole Props., Boston.

iM“Post Free, Cuticura Booklet on the Skin.



Tools For A Factory

IF YOU BUY CLOTH FROM 
US ACCORDING TO

.1 OUR SIMPLE EASY PLAN

Given Away

Never Before in The History of Business Has Help 
Like This Been Offered to Ambitious Men.

We Are Making You This Offer because we want you to 
start a Canvas Glove Factory of your own and become pros­
perous. We want to show you how this can be done on very 
little capital (from 850 to 1200) with the possibility of making 
thousands of dollars within a short time.

Under Our New Plan we offer to give you free the necessary 
tools, such as dies, cutting table, maple cutting block,turning 
machine,cloth rack,raw-hide maul,knife,patternsand equip­
ments. Surely no such liberal offer was ever made before.

We Do All This For You—start your factory, furnish the 
tools, simply with the understanding that you buy yoursup- 
plies from us so long as our prices are as low or lower than 
you can get elsewhere.

This Is Simply an Opportunity to get Into the manufac­
turing business,which, with a reasonable amount of work and 
attention to business, should make any man or woman a 
prosperous factory owner In a short time.

“Used while you sleep. ” Catarrh.

THIS BOOK FREE
This valuable book contains a great 

deal of Information about the secrets 
of the Glove business and how anyone 
with a capital of from 850 to 8200 can 
make money right from the start. Send 
for it today—It is frac.

the McCreery mfg. co.
692Don Street, Toledo, 0.

SEGRHS

GLOVE
BUSINESS

Vaporized Cresolene stops the paroxysms 
of Whooping Cough. Ever dreaded Croup 
cannot exist where Cresolene is used.

It acts directly on the nose and throat making 
breathing easy in the case of colds; soothes the 
sore throat and stops the cough.

Cresolene is a powerful germicide acting 
both as a curative and preventive in con­
tagious diseases.

It is a boon to sufferers from Asthma.
Cresolene’s best recommendation is its 30 

years of successful use.
For Sale By All Druggists.

Send Postal for Descriptive Booklet.
Cresolene Antiseptic Throat Tablets for the irrita­

ted throat, of your druggistor from us,10c. in stamps.

THE VAPO-CRESOLENE CO., 180 Fulton St., New York 
Leeming-Miles Building, Montreal, Canada.

LET US SEND YOU THIS

Our immense business, the largest of its 
kind in the world, enables us to buy and 
sell at big money-saving prices. These 

switches are extra short stem, made of 
splendid quality selected human hair, and 
to match any ordinary shade.

ON APPROVAL
or any other article you may select 
from our large new Catalog, illustra­
ting all the latest

Paris Fashions
in Hair Dressings

2 oz., 20 in. Switch................................$ .05
2 oz., 22 in. Switch............................... 1.25
2*.; oz., 24 in. Switch 2.25
20 In. Light Weight Wavy Switch 2 50 
Our 28 In. Wavy Switch 5.65
Featherw't Stemless Switch 22 In.,

natural wavy................................ 4.05
Coronet Braid, natural wavy, 2% oz.,

Finest Hair........................................ 6.75
8 Coronet Puffs, Curly ....................... 3.45
Psyche Knot—12 puffs, first quality

curly hair, as worn In illustration 4.05 
200 other aliea and grades of

Switches............................ 50c to $25.00
Pompadour, Natural Curly................... 2.85
Wigs, Ladies' and Men's.$6.50 to $60.00

Send sample of your hair and describe article 
you want.

We will send prepaid On Approval If you 
find it perfect! v satisfactory and a bargain, remit 
the amount. If not, return to us. Rare, peculiar 
and gray shades are a little more expensive; 
write for estimate. Our Free Catalog also con­
tains valuable directions on “ The Proper Care 
of the Hair." Write us today.

PARIS FASHION CO., Dept. 311
209 State Street, Chicago

Largest Mail Order Hair Merchants in the World.



■ This latest style, richly 
J tinted Wallachian Pil- 
g low Top (back inclu­

ded) free, also our 1909
FREE

book of SOO newest Embroidery Designs—all free 
with an order for 6 skeins of Richardson’s Grand Prize
Grecian Floss to work the pillow top. Send 30c for the 
silk, also embroidery lesson with all stitches numbered.

A remarkable 30c bargain, made to 
place Richardson’s Silk everywhere.

RICHARDSON SILK CO. 220 “E* ‘124
Ov3 IVe also make Richardson's Spool Silk.

colors. Size 10x15 inches, suitable for framing.
“THE ONLY WAY”

to own one of these gorgeous calendars is to 
send 25 cents and the name of this publica­
tion to GEO. J. CHARLTON. General Pas­
senger Agent.Toledo, St.Louis & Western and 
Chicago & Alton Railroads, 704 Railway 
Exchange, CHICAGO, ILL.

Perfect Passenger Service between
Toledo, Chicago, St. Louis and Kansas City.

Fighting 
the Trust!!

Trust 
Prices

The Smashing Anti- 
Trust Fight Now On!

5..

Eclipsed at Last!
An absolutely first-class high­
grade watch at a price within 

the reach of the people—The Burlington Special 
No-Trust Watch.

The World’s Masterpiece of watch manufacture—the 
Burlington Special—now sold direct to the public at iti 
rock-bottom, no-trust price (and besides without middle­
men’s profits).

We do not care what it costs-*̂̂ ”^ 
dependent line and so we are making the most sweeping, 
baffling offer ever made on watches.

Some trusts are legal and some are not. We do not any 
that the watch trust is illegal; but we do say that the 
methods of the giant factories in making “contracts" with 
dealers to uphold double prices on watches is very uu- 
fiiir— unfair to us and unfair to you. Hence our direct 
offer in the Burlington at the very same price the Whole­
sale Jeweler must pay.

This Is your opportunlty-NO W—while this great no­
trust offer lasts—get the best watch made anywhere at 
one-third the price of other high-grade watches. Fur­
thermore, In order to fight the Trust most effectually, . 
we even allow terms of $2.50 a month on our 
finest watch—easiest possible payments at the 
rock-bottom price, the identical price the A 
Wholesale jeweler must pay.

Watch Book on request
Now do not miss thia 

opportunity. At least wo 
want you to know about 
WATCHES and WATCH 
PRICES. Write Today.

Chicago

Be posted
Send a postal or letter 

or simply mail coupon 
without sending a letter 
and get the free book.
BURLINGTON 
WATCH CO
Dept. 1141 
Millard Sta.

■. .O'
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No one need remain
deaf now

for I have invented and perfected a device which fits 
into the ear without a bit of discomfort.

It is to the ear what glasses are to the eyes—but when 
worn it can’t be seen.

So small you don’t know you are wearing it—yet so 
effective you would miss it instantly.

This device of mine is so 
constructed that it magnifies 
the sound waves—then this 
magnified sound wave is 
concentrated to the center 
of the ear drum.

It does what ear trump­
ets are supposed to do—but 
it is invisible. YouflYn tor- 
get it yourself.

You see, years ago I was 
deaf myself—people had to 
shout at me. It was so 
embarrassing that I was 
avoided.

I doctored for two years—but with no avail, So in 
sheer desperation I resolved to help myself.

Day and night I experimented with an artificial ear. 
After years of tedious toil I succeeded.

My efforts were more than repaid, for when I per­
fected my device so I could wear it myself, my hearing 
came back. People no longer shunned me. It was 
marvelous—I could hear as well as anybody.

What I did for myself I have since done for 200,000 
others—and

I can, make you
hear again

Yet what it costs me in years of struggle I let you 
have for five dollars.

Don’t send me the money now-I want you first to 
read my book. It goes into detail about this wonderful 
device.

The whole result of my successful experiment—and, 
how you can have your hearing restored, is yours for 
the price of a postal and a minute to send it.

Write to me personally, Geo. H. Wilson, care of 
Wilson Ear Drum Co., 70 Todd Bldg., Louisville, Ky., 
and ask for my book.

Prof. H. W. TITUS
Greatest Tutor of Hygiene and 
Physical Culture in America.

Rolandow was Developed by the Famous Titus 
System. Rolandow is the acknowledged modern 
Hercules. He is the only man Sandow refused to 
meet in competition.

For 10c. in stamps or coin I will mail you my chart 
called "Rules and Regulation of Strict Training” and 
also a diet laid out for the week. This chart is for 
anyone, irrespective of age. How you can gain 
weight or reduce weight, treble your strength and 
endurance, and develop your muscular system in a 
short time. Regular Price, $1.00. Send for one 
at once while they last. The Titus Building, 156 E. 
23d St., N. Y. The best equipped gym. in America.

$.000to$10.000yh8
IN THE REAL ESTATE BUSINESS
We teach you by mail every branch of the Real Estate. General 
Brokerage, and Insurance Business, and appoint you

SPECIAL REPRESENTATIVE
of the oldest and largest co-operative real estate and broker­
age company in America. Representatives are making $3,000 
to $10,000 a year without any investment of capital. Excellent 
opportunities open to YOU. By our system you can begin 
making money in afew weeks without interfering with your 
present occupation. Our co-operative departmen twil 1 give you 
more choice, salable property to handle than any other insti­
tution in the world. A Thorough Commercial Law Course 
FREE to Each Representative. Write for 62-page book. free. 
THE CROSS COMPANY, 2235 Reaper Block, Chicago

THE OLD SCHOOL-DAY EXPERIMENT
of making a galvanic-electric current by 
placing the tongue between zinc and copper 
proves that these two metals aided by the 
natural moisture of the body produce a 
slight but actual electric current.

LEE ELECTRIC INSOLES
are made from aluminum with a plate of 
copper in one and a zinc plate in the other. 
They produce an electric current that be­
gins at once to

RELIEVE RHEUMATISM
The beneficial effects are apparent within a 
few days. Rheumatic sufferers who have 
tried this simple scientific device testify to 
its signal effectiveness in unequivocal terms.

BEFORE YOU INVEST YOUR MONEYINTHESE INSOLES
send to us for our booklet which explains 
their scientific operation upon the excess 
Uric Acid. We will also enclose zinc and 
copper strips for you to use on your tongue 
to prove the actuality of the current.

LEE ELECTRIC INSOLE CO.
1113 Mutual Life Building Buffalo, N. Y.

EYEGLASSES NOT NECESSARY
Eyesight Can Be Strengthened, and Most Forms of 

Diseased Eyes Successfully Treated 
Without Cutting or Drugging.

That the eyes can be strengthened so that eyeglasses 
can be dispensed with in many cases has been proven be­
yond a doubt by the testimony of hundreds of people who 
publicly claim that their eyesight has been restored by 
that wonderful little instrument called “Actina.” “Ac­
tina” also relieves Sore and Granulated Lids, Iritis, etc., 
and removes Catara cts without cutting or drugging. Over 
seventy-five thousand “Actinas” have been sold: therefore 
the Actina treatment is not an experiment, but is reliable. 
'Ihe following letters are but samples of hundreds we 
receive.

J. J. Pope, P. O. Box, No. 43, Mineral 
Wells. Texas, writes; — “I have spent 
thousands of dollars on my eyes, consulted 
the best doctors in the United States, 
dropped medicine in my eyes for years and 
“Actina” is the only thing that has ever 
done me any good. Before using “Actina” 
I gave up all hope of ever being able to 
read again. Had not read a newspaper 

for seven years. Now I can read all day with little or no incon­
venience.”

Kathryn Bird. 112 Lincoln St. Milwaukee. Wis., writes: “I was 
troubled with astigmatism and had worn classes from ten years 
of age. I could not read or write without them. In a surprisingly 
short time, after using “Actina” I laid aside my glasses and I 
will never use them again.”

E. R. Holbrook. Deputy County Clerk, Fairfax, Va.. writes:— 
"Actina has cured my eyes so that I can do without glasses. I 
very seldom have headache now, and can study up to eleven o’clock 
after a hard day’s work at the office.”

“Actina” can be used by old and young with perfect 
safety. Every member of the family can use the one “Ac­
tina” for any form of disease of the Eye, Ear, Throat or 
Head. One will last for years and is always ready for 
use. “Actina" will be sent on trial postpaid.

If you will send your name and address to the Actina 
Appliance Co., Dept. g6N,8n Walnut St., Kansas City, 
Mo., you will receive, absolutely FREE a valuable book 
— Professor Wilson's Treatise on Disease.



>30 $322 Monthly
We will send for your approval a gen- 
uine 54 karat, commercial white, perfect fg|T 9 
diamond, in any style 14 karat solid 
gold mounting, express prepaid, for $30;
$5.00 down and $3.00 per month; or a 
karat diamond of like quality for $60

$3™ Monthly
If you are interested in a reliable watch, 
we offer a gentleman’s O. F. 12, 16, or 
18 size, or lady’s 6 size, plain or engrav­
ed, 20-year guaranteed gold filled case, fit­

ted with genuine Elgin or Waltham move­
ment at $12.50; $3.00down, $1.50 per month.

$10.00downand $5.00permonth. _ With hunting case $16.75.
Write today for free catalogue IltKIjtK 1 L. JVOt PI16 V?. Remit first payment with or- 

No. P-83 which tells how to judge DIAMOND IM PO F?~T EL R5 der, or have goods sent C. O. D.
diamonds; gives weights with prices. VV<A~T“ CH JOB BERS f or first payment.

=S=217&219 State St..Chicag o—■

» n e Problem of the Smoker
ft 18 better .to smoke in this world' h^ manufactures the cigars himself 

x than in the next. ■’tipd sells only for cash, and he finds
* Most of us find that it is mighty'’'/tfiat where he sells a man too of 
' hard .work to secure a. fine, full -J-’" . . .

' flavored, free smoking Havana cigar 
except at a high price

v There are some of qs connected 
I with Human Life -who have been 
f smoking Morton R. Edwin’s Panatel.i 
1 cigars' and who have only been paying 
I $2.40 per hundred for them; and they 
I are a mighty good smoke. Mr. Edwin 
Lsays he. is able to make this., price as

-------------

flu's cigars that he not only makes this
Lilian a customer for years, but this 

• ijjan recommends the cigar to many 
others who also become customers.

.Human Life readers will not get 
stuck if they order 100 of Mr. Edwin? 
cigars, and we recommend that th" 
read his pdvertisen 
inside cover pagi

on our secondon our second

Read Mr. Edwin's adv. in this magazine

12 Art Panels 50c
Exquisite Photo Tone Prints 

Size 7x10
These pictures are Beauties. They must l»e seen 
to be fully appreciated-the MOST EXQUISITE POK- 
TRAtAI.M OF

“Women Beautiful ”
ever shown in one collection. We send the full 
set of 12 complete, together with 160 lifelike min­
iatures of other beautiful Art Pictures for only SOe, 
coin, stamps or Money Order. Money returned if 
not satisfied. Send today, to

FLORENTINE ART CO.
Dept. Fl, 456 Irving Park Ave., CHICAGO. 
FRFF Order at once and we will include 
1 ALL an extra picture in colors entitled 
“The Bather” absolutely complimentary.

DEAFNESS
“The Morley ’Phone”

A miniature Tele ph one for 
the Kar. Invisible, easily 
adjusted, and entirely com- Q 
fortable. Makes low sounds 
and whispers plainly heard.
Over fifty thousand sold, giving In­

stant relief from deafness and head noises. 
There are but few eases of deafness 

that cannot be benefited.
Write for Booklet and Testimonials.

THE MORLEY CO., Dept. 76, Perry Bldg., 16th & Chestnut Sts., PMIa.

NEVER FAILS. Sure Pop

BLACK-HEAD REMOVER.
We Trust You 
10 Days 
$1.85 

Each

monnir write to-day for tills handsome 14-inch, beautifully 
□vIlU HO niOlltj? curled, carefully selected Ostrich Feather, any 
color. If you find it a big bargain remit $1.85 each, or sell 3 feathers and 
get your own free. Enclose 6c. oostage. Write for catalogue.
INNA AYERS, Dept.E-titi, 21 Quincy St., CHICAGO

This little device is a most wonderful thing for persons whose 
face is full of black-heads. Simple and easy to operate, and the 
only sure cure. By placing directly over the black-head, and 
following directions, brings it away. Never fails. Takes their out 
around the nose and all parts of the face. Sent postpaid for 
TWENTY-FIVE cents. Other useful articles. Catalogue 
and illustrated circulars free. Agents wanted. Address,
C. BURGIE & CO., Central Bank Bldg., Chicago, Ill.

Red Baby “Vulcan” Ink Pencil
The ONE perfect, non-leakable ink 

pencil at a moderate price.

$1-00
At your 
stationer's 
or by mail, 
postpaid.

J. X. ULLRICH & CO.
Manufacturers

135 Greenwich Street, 
(Entrance 27 Thames Street) NEW YORK

CHIP, OF THE FLYING U
By B. M. BOWER

THIS tale is so thoroughly imbued with the spirit 
of the living, breathing ’West, that the reader is 
likely to imagine that he himself is cantering over 

the grassy plains and imbibing the pure air of the prairie 
in company with Chip, Weary, Happy Jack and the other 
cowboys o'f the Flying U Ranch. The story is a comedy, 
but there are dramatic touches in it that will hold the 
reader breathless. Pathos and humor are adroitly com­
mingled, and the author seems to be as adept at por­
traying one as the other. The “Little Doctor” makes a 
very lovable heroine, and one doesn’t blame Chip in the 
least for falling in love with her. Beautifully illus­
trated in colors by Mr. Charles M. Russell, the greatest 
painter of cowboy life in America.

PRICE, $1.25
STREET & SMITH - Publishers • New York



The Civil Engineer 
A Leader of Progress

He '‘stakes out” civilization. He precedes the march 
of cities and blazes the trail of the towns. His work is 
a series of achievements, full of life and interest. He 
belongs to the new century, to the age of big things.

With irrigation development so heavy—with the demand growing 
greater each day for trained men to direct these projects, this work 
pays richer rewards than ever before.

Knowledge is the golden key to this well-paid 
profession.

You can secure this knowledge in conveniently compiled and 
classified form, from the

CYCLOPEDIA OF
CIVIL ENGINEERING

The Cyclopedia of Civil Engineering covers the entire fiield of 
Municipal, Hydraulic, Structural and Railroad Work, together with 
all other allied lines. Latest and most practical information on Re­
inforced Concrete, Highway Construction, Water Supply and Water 
Power Development. Bound in half morocco. Nearly 4,000 pages, 
7x10 inches, 3,000 full page plates, folding maps, diagrams, etc. 
Fully indexed.

Compiled from the regular instruction papers of the American 
School, which are based on practical experience, the most careful 
study of actual needs and conditions, and are especially adapted for 
Home Study.

While the best of all works for the student, the Cyclopedia of Civil 
Engineering contains exacdy the things the old-time Civil Engineer 
wants for refreshing his knowledge to keep him abreast of the times.

FREE FIVE-DAY OFFER
Without deposit—on receipt of the Coupon, we will send you, ex­
press prepaid, for five days’ Free examination a set of these valuable 
books. Examine them carefully—show them to your friends. If you 
wish to keep the books pay $2.00 within five days and $2.00 a month 
until you have paid the special $24.00 price; otherwise notify us to send 
for them at our expense. Regular price is $48.00.

Brief List of Contents
Plane Surveying—Mechanical Drawing—Plotting and Topography— 

Railroad Engineering—Statics—Strength of Materials—Roof Trusses and 
Mill Building Construction—Cost Analysis in Relation to Engineering— 
Masonry and Reinforced Concrete—Steel Construction—Practical Prol>- 
lems in Construction—Bridge Engineering—Highway Construction— 
Hydraulics—Water Supply—Irrigation Engineering—Water Power De­
velopment—Sewers ana Drains—House Drainage and Sanitation—River 
and Harbor Improvements.

Order promptly and we will include Free, for one year, as a 
monthly supplement, the

Technical World Magazine
A popular magazine with a technical turn containing the latest dis­
cussion on timely topics in Science. Invention, Discovery and Industry, 
also the best Fiction, Biography, Travel and Humor, in fact the best of 
everything. Illustrated with scores of interesting photographs.
AMERICAN SCHOOL OF CORRESPONDENCE

Chicago, U. S. A.

FREE OFFER COUPON
Fill in and mail today.

American School of Correspondence:
Please send set Cyclopedia of Civil Engineering for 5 days'free exami­

nation. Also T. W. for I year. I will send $2 within 5 days and $2 a 
month until I have paid $24.00; otherwise I will notify you and hold the 
books subject to your order. Title not to pass until fully paid.
Name...................................................................................................................
Address.............................................................................................................
Occupation......................................................................................................
Employer..........................................................................................................

Pop. Mai? 1-09.

GNORANCE of the laws 
of self and sex will not 
e x c u s e infraction of 

Nature’s decree. The knowl­
edge vital to a happy, suc­
cessful life has been col­
lected in “SEXOLOGY.”

A BOOK FOR EVERY
HOME
(Illustrated)

By William H. Walling, A. M., M. D.
It contains in one volume :

Knowledge a Young Man Should Have.
Knowledge a Young Husband Should Have.
Knowledge a Father Should Have.
Knowledge a Father Should Impart to His Son. 
Medical Knowledge a Husband Should Have.

Knowledge a Young Woman Should Have.
Knowledge a Young Wife Should Have.
Knowledge a Mother Should Have.
Knowledge a Mother Should Impart to Her Daughter. 
Medical Knowledge a Wife Should Have.

“Sexology” is endorsed, and is in the libraries of the 
heads of our government and the most eminent phy­
sicians, preachers, professors and lawyers throughout 
the country.
Rich Cloth Binding, Full Gold Stamp, Illustrated, $2.00

Write for “Other People’s Opinions" and Table of Contents.

Puritan Pub. Co., Dept.lOI, Phila., Pa.

I SHORTHAND
(We absolutely guarantee to teach shorthand complete in 
/only thirty days. You can learn in spare time in your own 
home, no matter where you live. No need to spend months 
as with old systems. Boyd's Syllabic System is easy to 
learn—easy to write—easy to read. Simple. Practical. 
Speedy. Sure. No ruled lines—no positions—no shading 
as in other systems. No long lists of word signs to con- 

। fuse. Onlv nine characters to learn and you have the 
entire English language at your absolute command.

The best system for stenographers, private secre­
taries, newspaper reporters and railroad men. Taw 
yers, ministers, teachers, physicians, literary folk and 
business men and women may now learn shorthand for 
their own use. Doesnot take continual daily pratice as with 
other systems. Our graduates hold high grade positions___ r systems. Our graduates hold high grade positions 
^everywhere. Send to-day for booklets, testimonials,etc.
> CHICAGO CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 1
u 975 Chicago Opera House Block, Chicago, Ill, j

Diamond Hand Books.
Price, 10 Cents Each at All Newsdealers

Sheldon’s Letter Writer, t. W. Sheldon
Shirley’s Lovers Guide, Grace Shirley
Woman’s Secrets; or, How to Be Beautiful, Grace

Shirley
Guide to Etiquette. L. W. Sheldon
Physical Health Culture. Professor Fourmen
Frank Merrlwell’s Book of Physical Development, 

Burt L. Standish
National Dream Book. Mme. Claire Rougemont
Zlngara Fortune Teller, A Gypsy Queen
The Art of Boxing and Self-Defense, Prof. Donovan
The Key to Hypnotism. Robert G. Ellsworth, M. D.
LT. 8. Army Physical Exercises (revised), Prof. Donovan

STREET & SMITH, Publishers,
?».»» SEVENTH AVENUE, . NEW YORK
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I Will Sell it to You
for $3.00 a Week

OF

TEXAS

County, Texas.

Safeguarded
The Bank will deliver your deed 
direct to you when your $3.00 a 
week and interest credits total $483.00 

It Doesn’t Take Long

Geo. E. Barstow
President

Pecos Valley Land & 
Irrigation Co.

Valley Land and Irrigation Company as per the subdivision 
of the Company’s property made by John Wilson and filed for
record with the County Clerk of Ward ”----*"----------

10 and

Any one who is familiar with 
the results from Texas Irrigated 
Land will tell you that the safest, 
surest way to gain a large and per 
manent income from a small out­
lay is to get hold of a few acres of 
Texas Irrigated Land.

But, heretofore, It has required 
some capital—at least a few hund­
reddollars—and It has been neces-

sary for the purchas­
er to go and live on 
the land and develop 
It.

Now, my company 
makes It possible for 
you to get ten acres 
of the finest kind of

BARSTOW
Land, all under cultivation, Income property from the 
very beginning, If vou can save 83.00 a week.

You can go and live on it—absolutely assured of 
an independent living from It alone.

Or arrangements will be made to have it culti­
vated for you for a small share of the crops.

Now I can and will prove all this from the highest authorities 
in the land.

All you have to do Is—write to me and say, “ Prove to me that 
ten acres of your Texas Irrigated Land can be made to produce 
an Income of from 81,000.00 to 85.000.00 a year.”

I have the proof, so read what my company will do for you.

New Safe Land Plan
I will deliver at once to the Citizen’s State Bank of Barstow, 

Texas, a Warranty Deed to ten acres of the land of the Pecos

* 
u 
E-

I will deliver at once to you, one of 
our Secured Land Contracts for tne War­
ranty Deed at the Bank—on the contract 
appears a certificate signed by an Officer 
of the Bank and certifying that the Bank 
has your deed and will deliver it to you 
sccorlingto the terms of your Secured 
Land Contract. The Bank acts as an inde­
pendent agent for both of us—to guaran­
tee fair play.

You must pay 83.00 a week, or at the 
rate of 83.00a week in monthly, quarterly, 
semi-annual or annual payments.

Or you can pay as much faster as
you like.

At the end of each year—If you take more than a year to 
complete your payments—you will be credited with 6 per cent 
per annum on the amount you have paid.

815 down and 83 a week paid regularly, and the interest 
credits, will mature your Contract in a little over two and three- 
fourths years.

But you can mature your Contract by paying the same total 
amount, 8483, in a day, a month, six months, a year, or in any less 
time than 2% years, and whenever your regular receipts and 
your interest allowance credit receipts total 8483, all you have to 
do to get your land is to take or send your receipts and your con­
tract to the Citizen’s State Bank at Barstow, Texas, together 
with twenty-eight vendor lien notes each for 839, payable one 
©very three months for seven years.

The Bank will then give you your Warranty Deed to the 
land, which, according to the Contract and the Deed, must be 
fully Irrigated and all under cultivation.

Remember this is ten acres of land which I must first prove 
(y is capableof producing an income of from 81,000 to 85,000 a year.

You get this land for 8483, which you can pay in less than 
three years—815 down and 83 a week—and you then haveonlyfour 
839 notes each year for seven years to pay out of your income.

Can you hope in any other way, so safe and sure as this, to 
Lave so large an independent income in so short a time!

I believe the purchase of Texas Irrigated Land to be the best 
way for a man of small means to make himself Independent. 
And I believe I am qualined to pass judgment as I have been in­
terested in Irrigation matters locally and nationally for 15 years.

The results are simply astounding to those who are unfamil­
iar with the great subject of irrigation.

And I believe the happiest man these days Is the man with 
the little ten acre irrigated farm—(President Roosevelt says, 
“Even 5 acres is enough to support a family and keep it busy”).

The owner of a Ten Acre irrigated Farm doesn’t have to 
“knuckle to the boss,” nor strain his conscience in the struggle 
of the Intense commercialism of the day.

His Income is practically untouched by “financial depression ”1
His living and peace of mind are not dependent upon the 

whim of any man.
He is king in his own little domain.
He can make his little ten acres earn as much as a quarter 

section (160 acres) unirrigated, would produce—as much as be­
tween twenty and eighty thousand dollars In cash would bring, 
loaned out at 6 per cent.

He has his close neighbors, his telephone, good roads, schools 
and churches—in fact, all the comfoits and conveniences of life 
that come with the prosperous close-knit community, though 
they pass by the great isolated farm.

The land I want you to buy is all good rich soil, irrigated 
from Canals and Ditches already constructed in the most ap­
proved modern fashion and carrying an abundant supply of 
water taken from the ever-flowing Pecos River.

It is within a tew miles of Barstow, Texas, and Pecos City, 
Texas, (the two towns are only 6% miles apart—the land Les be­
tween tne towns and a little to the north) and served by the Texas 
& Pacific Railway and the Pecos Valley Line of the Santa Ee 
System.

■With rich soil, a splendid climate and the uncertain quantity
—moisture—eliminated, agriculture and
horticulture can here be scientifically car­
ried on to the splendid profit of the land 
owner.

The abundant crops of large and in 
every other way superior hays, grains, 
cotton, vegetables and fruits are equaled 
in only a very few favored spots.

The justly celebrated Barstow Grapes 
are considered by many to be even better 
—variety for variety—than those raised 
In Southern California —and we are 1,200 
miles nearer the great Eastern market. 
But all this is the merest outline of what
I desire to show you In detail. I am only 

attempting to make it clear to you that you can have an assured 
independent living income in less than three years if you can 
possibly save 83 a week.

1 have promised to submit the proof. All you have to do is 
write for it. Will you do that today, even if you can’t commence 
right away! I want the address of every man or woman who is 
willing to save 83 a week if I can prove that the result will be 
financial Independence In less than three short years.

There Is nothing philanthropic about this proposition, but I 
especially want to hear from the wage-earners. I have worked 
for fifteen years to develop this Irrigation System and this com­
munity. It would be gratifying to me to have those who most 
need it reap the benefits of my labors.

It will be more convenient foryou to address me atSt. Louis, 
and I am equipped there to best answer you.

GEORGE E. BARSTOW, President
Pecos Valley Land and Irrigation Company, of Barstow, Texas, 

838 Missouri Trust Bldg., St. Louis, Mo. .



Sense—Scents—Cents

THE N. K. FAIRBANK COMPANY, 
CHICAGO.

People with Common Sense pay but five 
common Cents for a soap with no common 

Scents. Fairy Soap (the floating, oval cake) i 
white and pure, with no scents or dyes 
to disguise adulterations; it costs but 

five cents. Avoid dyed soaps!

Have You a Little ‘Fairy’ in Your Home?



I A T
AUTOMOBILE COMPANY |

40 H.P. 1908 “FIAT” CAR

COMPLETE, $6000.00

1908 PRICES
15 H.P. Shaft drive, 4 cylinder Chassis, - $3500.00
25 H.P. Shaft drive, 4 cylinder Chassis, - - - 4500.00
40 H.P. Chain drive, 4 cylinder Chassis, - - - 5000.00
45 H.P. Chain drive, 6 cylinder Chassis, - - - 6000.00
60 H.P. Chain drive, 4 cylinder Chassis (Kaiser Cup), 7250.00

THE ABOVE ARE TURIN FACTORY PRICES AND INCLUDE DUTIES. 
FREIGHT AND PACKING CHARGES.

Touring Bodies, $1900.00, Closed Bodies, $1500.00

1786 BROADWAY, 57th TO 58th STREETS, NEW YORK

N. E. Branch, 885 Boylston St., Boston

Responsible Agents Wanted In All Principal Cities
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low that it makesThe price of the most inexpensive kind

bit hard to select appropriate gifts for the members of your family

if imitations.

is a I 
is a

Traveler’s 
Filler, 25 ct’s.

PLAIN BAND
12,M.M.$8.5O 

5.00
15.M.M. 6.00 

Also with 
band on cap.

22.G.M $3.50
23.G.M. 4.50
24.G.M. 5.00

12,G.M.$3.5O
14.G.M. 5.00
15.G.M. 6.00

Holly Design Boxes 
are supplied with all 

gift pens.

acceptable to all

Clip Extra; German Silver 25c., Sterling Silver 50c., Rolled Gold $1.00, Solid Gold $2.00

fine thing to know an article which
circle of friends, 
of people as a 
is a Waterman 

.ility and beauty.

the cheapest good Christmas present you can give, while i 
finer and more ornamented kinds you can pay almost any­
thing that you would pay for a Christmas gift.

Pompeiian 
Traveler’s Ink Filler 

$7.50

Waterman's Ideal. When making out your list do not forget yourself. 
Christmas for you and everybody else; is the best present to express thought*,

Ask any dealer to show you the Catalogue of Waterman’
and the pens he has in stock. Look for the globe trade-mark. Be
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