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He Had Been in Love 
with the Woman, But 
She Had Jilted Him
' I VH A T  was a year ago. Then Morney came to Pinelake, not 

knowing that she was living there as the wife of one of its 
leading citizens.
D IN E L A K E  was one of those small towns that the devil made— 

a petty gossiping, bickering, jealous, narrow-minded community. 
Close upon his arrival there, Morney found himself involved in 
a double tragedy. The woman he had once loved and her husband 
were killed within a few minutes of each other, and Morney

found his position not only em
barrassing but dangerous.

A Mystery Story of 
Rare Craftsmanship
N O T only is “ The Clew in the 

Glass,” by W. B. M. Ferguson, 
a most ingeniously constructed 
crime puzzle that keeps the reader 
in suspense right down to the last 
chapter, but the story is splendidly 
told. There are very few other 
writers who combine Ferguson’s 
skill in narration with the ability to 
weave a detective plot that will take 
such a powerful grip on the interest.
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High Prices Paid 
for Old Books!!

W e  are in the m arket to  buy first 
editions and old  books o f  the fo llo w 
ing authors. T H E  B O O K S  M U S T  
B E  IN  F I N E  C O N D I T I O N !

H erm an M elville , E dgar A llan  P oe, 
H en ry  W ad sw orth  L o n g fe llo w , N a 
thaniel H aw thorne, W alt W hitm an, 
Jam es F enim ore C ooper, O liver W e n 
dell H olm es, Jam es R ussell L ow ell.

W h en  W rit in g  Please D escribe the 
B ooks, G iv in g  Date and P lace o f  P u b 
lication.

PHOENIX BOOK SHOP
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Go to the W est!
But if you can’t go to the W est, or if you do go to the 

W est, read

True Western Stories
It tells you just what the W est is like. Its departments 

tell you just where to go, just how to get there, and just what 
it will be like when you arrive. These departments also put 
you in touch with others, not only in the W est, but all over 
the world, who are interested in the open life, in all things 
pertaining to the great outdoors.

Most important of all, T rue W estern Stories is filled 
with illustrations and stirring stories which truly depict the 
wonderland of the world.

T rue W estern Stories is published monthly.
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The Lost Galleon
By Ellery H . Clark

Author o f  “ Carib Gold," and Other Stories

Out of the mists of a past that echoed with the raucous shouts of attacking 
buccaneers, the clash of pirate cutlass with Spanish pike and the creaking 
cordage of bellying sails, there swam into the hardy, but scarcely romantic, 
life of young Hal Nickerson, Yankee sailor of the clipper line, a ghostly galleon 
whose hold was bursting with silver and gold plate and the jewels of an 
Aztec empire, that the forewarned merchants of doomed Panama had slipped 
through the clutching hands of Sir Henry Morgan and his wolves of the Main.

“But all these prizes they could will
ingly have given, and greater labor into 
the bargain, for one galleon, which mi
raculously escaped, richly laden with all 
the king's plate, jewels and other pre
cious goods of the best and richest mer
chants of Panama. The strength of 
this galleon was inconsiderable, having 
only sez’en guns . . . and very ill-
provided of znctuals, necessaries and 
fresh water.

“This only prize would have been of 
far greater value than all they got at 
Panama.

“The said galleon fled to places more 
remote and unbeknown
Exqucmalin: The History of the

Bucaniers of America.

C H A P T E R  I.
THE SCAREET STAIN.

ON  an evening in late O ctober, in 
the year 1809, m y father’s 
schooner, the Albicore, laden 
with lum ber, was beating into 

B oston  harbor against a light and b a f
fling breeze. A  drizzle o f  rain, cold
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and cheerless, fell steadily ; and a mist, 
intensified by  the darkness, obscured  the 
lighthouse tow er and rendered all but 
invisible the dim outlines o f  the ad ja 
cent islands.

I stood forw a rd , fo llow in g , with 
longing eyes, the shore line o f  N an- 
tasket Reach and w ishing that we had 
no cargo to deliver to  Jonathan V ane 
and cou ld  bear aw ay, w ith  started 
sheets, fo r  B ayport and hom e.

In this unhappy m ood , I  should have 
w elcom ed anything w hich would divert 
m y mind, but T cou ld  see small hope o f  
it. fo r  with the exception  o f  m y father, 
w ho was at the wheel, the on ly  other 
man on deck was “ L on g  Jim ”  C olby, tall 
and lean and lanky. Jim . though great 
in action, was “ no great hand to  talk.”  
O ne cou ld  im agine him  in a  gale o f f  
Hatteras, or in a snow  squall o f f  Cape 
H orn , but never as a m aker o f  light and 
airy  conversation.

D R E S E N T L Y ,  th erefore , I strolled 
a ft , and as T neared the wheel I 

realized, fo r  perhaps the first tim e in 
m y life , that m v father was beginning 
to show  his years. I lis  shoulders were 
b o w e d ; his hair and beard w ere streaked 
with gray. U p  to that m om ent, I  had 
never thought o f  him as o ld ; we had al
ways been co m ra d e s ; and I was well 
aware, as people o ften  told  m e, that I 
was a lucky boy  to have as g o o d  a father 
as Captain H en ry  N ickerson.

E vidently he perceived that I was not 
in a cheerfu l m ood , fo r  he hailed me, 
“ W ell, H al, you  look  pretty glum  fo r  a 
boy  w h o ’s alm ost in port. W h a t’s the 
matter ?”

“ O h , nothing m u ch ,”  I answered. “ I 
was ju st w ishing we were h om e.”

“ T o -m o rro w  w e ’ll unload ou r lum ber, 
and the old h ooker w ill g o  tearing dow n  
to  B ayport with a fa ir  w ind and an ebb 
tide. W e ’ll be hom e to  dinner, and I ’ll 
tell your m other to  g ive  you  a w hole 
apple pie to  you rself. S o  cheer up, son, 
it m ight be a great deal w orse .”

W h eth er it was his tone, o r  the 
thought o f  the pie, or  both , I felt 
cheered at once and began to  be som e
what ashamed o f  m y m elancholy. P res
ently the w ind freshened. A t  length 
m y father pointed into the g loom  ahead.

“ T h ere ’s India  W h a r f ,”  he said, “ and 
there, to the le ft , is M r. V a n e ’s office. 
H e ’s o ften  there as late as this. B ut 
not to-n ight. T here  are no lights in the 
counting ro o m .”

I strained m y eyes in the darkness. 
“ B ut there is one in the lo f t ,”  I an
sw ered. “ W hat w ould  he be doing  up 
th ere?”

“ H e w ou ldn ’t be up there,”  re jo ined  
m y father. “ T h e re ’s noth ing in the lo ft  
but o ld  rubbish. But you  are mistaken, 
H al. W h at you  see is a reflection  from  
som e other b u ild in g ; it isn ’t a light.”

“ I think it is ,”  I  persisted, then added 
q u ick ly : “ A n d  I ’ll tell you  ju st w h o it 
m ight be— E d Stevens, M r. V a n e ’ s 
clerk. It w ould  be ju st like him  to be 
sneaking around like that. I  hate h im .”

“ N ow , n o w !”  m y fa ther rem on 
strated. “ T h a t ’s ju st like a boy , alw ays 
g o in g  o f f  at h a lf cock . Stevens is a 
very  able you n g  man, intelligent and 
efficient. I ’ve heard M r. V ane say m ore 
than once that h e ’d find it hard to  re
place h im .”

“ That m ay be ,”  I insisted obstinately, 
“ but I hate him , ju st the same. F o r  
one thing, he has such a m ean, sneaking 
face. A n d  fo r  another, I caught him 
once in the alley back o f  M r . V a n e ’s, 
w ith som e rats w hich  he had trapped. 
H e  had built a fire out o f  sh a v in g s ; 
then he had run a boat h ook  through the 
w ires o f  the trap and w as hold in g  it 
'over the fire and roasting the rats to 
death. A  man w ho w ou ld  d o  that w ou ld  
d o  anything.”

But m y father, loyal to his em ployers, 
had no idea o f  deserting them , and sc 
r e jo in e d : “ T h at was needlessly cruel, 
o f  course, and I  d o n ’t defen d  it. But 
still rats are noth ing but verm in, and 
they m ay have caused so  m uch dam age



THE LOST GALLEON 5

that Stevens fe lt m ore vindictive tow ard  
theta than he should. B ut w hether he 
did right or  w ron g , it doesn ’t alter the 
fa ct that h e ’s a very  capable and enter
prising  you n g  m an.”

W h at he said did n ot in the least a f 
fe c t  m y  op in ion  o f  the clerk , fo r  I  re
m em bered the expression  o f  positive  en
joym en t on  his fa ce  as he tortured  his 
helpless captives. S h ortly  a fterw ard  we 
docked  at India  W h a r f , and the various 
m em bers o f  the crew  departed to  en joy  
a bit o f  “ shore leave.”  M y  father and 
I w ere the last to leave the schooner.

A S  we walked up the w h arf I fell 
in to  a g loom y  m ood  as I th ou gh t-o f 

the lon g  trip b e fo re  u s ; fo r  though our 
ultim ate destination w as the G reen 
D ragon  T a vern  on  India  Street, m y  fa 
ther had o ld -fa sh ion ed  and punctilious 
ideas regard in g  the duties o f  captains 
tow ard  consignees, and noth ing cou ld  
stop  him  fro m  first paying his respects 
to  Squire Jonathan V an e, w ho lived on  
Sum ner Street, on  B eacon  H ill.

I d o  not im agine, 'how ever, that the 
idea o f  w alk ing in the rain appealed to  
him  any m ore than it d id  to  m e, fo r  as 
we le ft  the w h a rf he turned to  the le ft 
to  m ake sure that M r. V a n e ’ s office was 
actually deserted.

T h e cou ntin g  house was a th ree-story  
bu ilding, overlook in g  the harbor, w ith 
the cou ntin g  room  on  the first floor, a 
private office above, w here Jonathan 
V an e entertained guests o f  special im 
portance, and a th ird  floor consisting o f  
a garret or lo ft , filled w ith the discarded 
odds and ends w hich  are bound to accu
m ulate in h a lf a century o f  business 
life . M y  father tried the d oor and 
fou n d  that it w as fa s te n e d ; then, cross
ing the street, he gazed upw ard fo r  a 
m om ent and ob serv ed :

“ N o  light a lo ft, H al, ju st as I  told 
y o u .”

T hereu pon  I crossed  over in m y turn, 
and look ing  upw ard as he had done, 
saw that all w as dark. “ W ell, there

was one,”  I insisted. “ I ’m  sure o f  it. 
B ut evidently w hoever was up there has 
gone hom e by  n ow .”

M y  father sighed. T h e rain had be
gun to fall w ith renew ed v igor, descend
ing in a steady drizzle w hich  m ade the 
prospect o f  ou r trip  to  Sum ner Street 
distinctly unpleasant. But m y father 
w as a m an o f  sy ste m ; to M r. V ane he 
w ould  report, and forthw ith  w e wended 
our w ay up State Street and tw enty 
m inutes later w ere knocking  lustily at 
the d oor  o f  the squire ’s hom e.

A s  w e w aited, it seemed to  me that 
the same darkness pervaded the house 
that w e had encountered at the office, 
fo r  through the panes o f  glass on  either 
side o f  the d oor I  cou ld  detect no light 
within. Presently, how ever, a faint 
gleam  flickered dow n the hallway. 
T h ere  was the sound o f  a  bolt being 
cautiously slipped. T h rou gh  a narrow  
space a fe w  inches w ide, still guarded 
by  a heavy  chain within, the face o f  
M r . V a n e ’s old  housekeeper peered out 
at us, ghostlike in the dim light o f  the 
candle w hich  she held above her head. 

“ Is you r m aster in ? ”  asked m y father. 
It was evident that she recognized his 

voice, fo r  w ithout replying directly  to 
his question she cried , in a tone m ani
festly  o f  r e l ie f : “ W h y , it ’s Captain 
N ickerson, and M aster H al. W ait a 
m om ent, captain, till I slip the chain .”  

T h e  d oor  closed, then opened again, 
this tim e to a  m ore hospitable extent. 
W e  gladly entered, the old wom an, 
shaky and infirm , h old ing the light in 
her trem bling hand, while she apolo
g ized  loquaciously fo r  her caution in 
keeping the d oor  so tightly locked and 
barred.

“ I ’m  all alone,”  she quavered, “ and 
there are always bad men about. I ’ve 
no wish to have the house robbed, and 
m yself m urdered .”

M y  father gazed at her clearly som e
what perturbed. “ Y o u ’re a lone? 
W h ere  is M r. V a n e ? ”

T h e  old  lady fum bled in a m ysteri
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ously  hidden pocket, and at length p ro 
duced a crum pled envelope, w hich she 
held out to u s.. “ T h e  strangest th ing,”  
she answered. “ M r. V ane has been 
suddenly called away. A  boy  brought 
this here this a ftern oon . T o  P hiladel
phia, it says. But you can read it fo r  
y ou rse lf.”

She held the candle closer. M y  fa 
ther, his face  still puzzled and dis
turbed, drew  the single sheet o f  paper 
from  the envelope, read it through, once 
hurriedly, again w ith greater delibera
tion, then queried sharply :

“ H e d idn ’t com e h om e? H e  packed 
nothing to  take w ith h im ?”

T h e  housekeeper shook  her head. 
“ Y o u  see what it says,”  she replied. 
“  ‘V e ry  sudden and o f  great im por
tance,’ and, ‘ I shall probably be gone 
som e tim e.’ B ut he d idn ’ t need to com e 
h o m e ; he alw ays keeps a bag at the 
office, ready fo r  traveling. Still, it was 
quite a shock to  m e w hen the boy  came. 
I had dinner cook in g  on the stove .”

M y  father’s fa ce  was exceed in gly
grave. “ A n d  are you  certain ,”  he asked 
at length, “ that this is M r. V a n e ’s hand
w riting ?”

The. old  w om an, as though the
thought had not occu rred  to  her, took  
back the letter into her skinny hand 
and peered at it, her short-sighted eyes 
only a fe w  inches from  the page. “ O h, 
y e s !”  she answered. “ T h a t’s M r.
V a n e ’s w riting. I ’m  sure o f  it.”

“ I ’m  glad o f  that,”  said m y  father, 
in a tone o f  re lie f. “ I suppose I m ust 
see Stevens.”

“ T h a t’s what the master alw ays says,”  
agreed the old w om an. “  ‘T e ll them to 
see Stevens,’ h e ’ll say. ‘ Stevens know s 
m ore about it than I d o .’ I ’ve heard 
him say those w ords m any a  tim e.”  

“ Com e, H a l,”  said m y father. “ W e ’ ll 
be go in g .”

“ But w o n ’t you  stay fo r  a bite and a 
cup  o f  tea, capta in?”  the old  w om an 
urged. “  ’T is  a very bad night out, cold  
and damp. A n d  your clothes are wet.

C om e dow nstairs to  the fire and dry 
yourselves, and I ’ll have som ething 
ready fo r  you  in no tim e.”

W O U L D  that m y father had assented, 
but he was evidently in no m ood 

fo r  eating until his business was o ff  his 
m ind. W e  tram ped in silence to B ul- 
finch Street, w here Stevens lodged. 
H ere  the landlady, h ard-faced  and 
angular, wasted n o  w ords.

“ T h ird  floor, fro n t ,”  she said, with 
acidity, and pointed to the narrow  stairs.

T here  was nothing fo r  it but to toil 
w earily  to  the third floor. M y  father 
knocked  at the d oor  o f  S tevens’ room . 
Instantly a vo ice  cried  sh arp ly :

“ W h o ’s th ere?”
“ I t ’ s Captain N ick erson .”  m y father 

answ ered.
A n  instant later the d oor  opened, 

though fo r  a  short distance on ly , and 
the clerk ’s pale, unprepossessing face 
peered out at us through  the crack. 
“ W e ll ,”  he queried , none too  cord ia lly , 
“ w hat d o  you  want o f  me, capta in? I 
was ju st g o in g  to  bed .”

“ I ’m  sorry  to  have disturbed y o u ,”  
m y father replied, “ but I wanted a w ord  
w ith you  about M r. V a n e .”

W h en  m y father spoke, I thought 
that a strange expression  cam e ov er  the 
face o f  the clerk. H e  appeared to  sw al
low  rapidly once or  tw ice, then said 
qu ick ly , and in an unnatural v o ic e : 

“ W ell, what is you r w ord  about M r. 
V ane ?”

T h ere  was som ething so  unusual, so 
challenging in the clerk ’s m anner, that 
even m y  father, m ost ea sy -go in g  o f  
men, apparently noticed  it.

“ W h y , i f  you  have n o  o b ject ion ,”  he 
said, “ w e ’d like to  com e in and sit. 
W e ’ve had a lon g  day o f  it, and w e ’ve 
not had supper yet.”

T h e  clerk ’s expression  was the re
verse o f  am iable, yet no one cou ld  well 
re fu se  so  reasonable a request. “ C om e 
in then,”  he said shortly, at the same 
time th row in g  back the door.
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W e  crossed  the threshold and took  
the ch a irs  he pushed forw ard  fo r  us. A  
lam p on the m antelpiece furn ished the 
on ly  light, and the c le rk  stepped across 
the room  and extended  a hand to  turn it 
h igher. M y  eyes w ere on  the clerk , and 
as he stretched out his arm  and his coat 
sleeve slid back, I cou ld  hardly repress 
a start, fo r  even in the fa int light I 
cou ld  see upon his shirt sleeve a vivid , 
irregular splash o f  red.

M y  glim pse was fo r  an instant only. 
T h e  next m om ent he had turned up the 
lam p, p laced it on  the table and had 
seated h im self so  that he was in the 
shadow  and the faces o f  m y father and 
m yself w ere throw n  into relief. T hen , 
w ithout w aiting fo r  m y father to speak, 
he h im self took  the initiative.

“ I hope you  have new s o f  M r. V a n e .”  
he said, “ fo r  I con fess  I  have been w o r
ried about him . I  have never had a 
greater surprise in m y  life  than I had 
to-day . H ave you  seen o r  heard from  
h im ?”

M y  father shook  his head. “ W e  have 
ju st com e from  his house,”  he said, 
“ and the new s w e have is strange news 
— that he has gon e to Philadelphia w ith
out w arning and may not be back fo r  
som e tim e.”

T h e  clerk  gave a little cry , half o f  
surprise and half o f  relief. “ T hen  it’s 
tru e !”  he. cried . “ H e  le ft  a letter fo r  
m e to that e f fe c t ; but I cou ld n ’t under
stand his doing  such a th ing at such 
short notice. I feared--------”  H e  hesi
tated a m om ent, and then a d d ed : “ A b 
surd, o f  course, but I  feared  he m ight 
have m et w ith fo u l p lay.”

“ H eaven  fo r b id !”  ejaculated m y fa 
ther. “ S o  he le ft  you  a letter a lso?  
H ave you  g o t  it w ith y o u ? ”

Stevens began fu m blin g  in his pocket. 
“ W h en  I w ent out to  lunch ,”  he e x 
plained, “ I le ft  M r. V ane alone in the 
office. I  met som e friends in the ship
ping line, was gon e lon ger than I in
tended, and w hen I  returned I fou n d  
the d o o r  w as locked . I  alw ays carry  a

key, o f  course, and when I  entered I 
fou n d  this note on m y desk ." H e e x 
tended it to  m y father as he spoke.

M y  father took it, searching in his 
pockets fo r  his spectacles. T hen  he ut
tered an exclam ation  o f  annoyance. “ I 
rem em ber n ow ,”  he said. “ I le ft m y 
glasses in the cabin o f  the schooner. 
H ere, H a l.”  H e  handed me the letter. 
“ Y o u  read it. Is  it like the one we saw 
at M r. V a n e ’s ? "

I took  the m issive and scanned it with 
interest. I f  M r . V ane had written the 
letter w hich  we had seen at his house
keeper’s, then M r. V ane had w ritten the 
letter I held in m y hand. “ It ’s the 
same, p recise ly ," I said.

M y  father looked  relieved. “ W ell, 
then, he hasn’t m et with fou l play,”  he 
observed. “ A n d  perhaps his sudden d e 
parture isn ’ t so curious, a fter  all. H e 's 
a qu ick-thinking man and a quick-acting 
m an, in spite o f  his years. A n d  he has 
business interests outside o f  B o s to n ; 
every  one know s that. W a sn ’t there 
som ething in the w ind, M r. Stevens, 
that you  can think o f .  which m ight have 
caused this hasty d ecis ion ?”

Stevens, his m em ory thus stimulated, 
was silent fo r  a m om ent, then cried ad
m irin g ly : “ W ell, I declare, Captain
N ickerson, y o u ’ve a head on you r shoul
ders w orth  tw o o f  m in e ! N o w  that you 
ask me, I d o  rem em ber that about a 
w eek ago he said to me that he had a 
huge deal pending with som e merchants 
know n the country over. ‘ A n d  they’re 
not local m en, either* S tev en s !’ I re
m em ber his saying that. A n d  then—  
let me think— yes, he did say s o :  ‘ I ’ ll * 
have to act quick when the time com es,’ 
he said. ‘ T ake it or  leave it— that’s 
their w ay .’ T h ose  were his very w ords.”

“ W h y , then,”  exclaim ed m y father, 
“ that explains everyth in g! ‘ N ot local 
m en ’— that w ould  mean N ew  Y o rk  or 
Philadelphia, and o f  course in this case 
it was Philadelphia. A n d  then his say
in g  that he w ould  have to act quickly. 
W h y . we have been w orrying ourselves
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ov er  n oth ing! S orry  to have troubled 
you , M r. Stevens. Let me k n ow  when 
lie com es hom e.”

“ Indeed I w ill !”  said the clerk, with 
greater cordiality  than he had yet dis
played. “ A n d  I ’m obliged  to you  fo r  
calling, captain. Y o u ’ve stirred up m y 
sleepy brains. I shan’t feel w orried  
about M r. V ane any m ore .”

He escorted us to the d oor , holding 
the lamp high to guide us dow n  the 
stairs. I w ould  have given m uch fo r  
another peep at that crim soned sleeve, 
hut fortune did not fa v or  m e, fo r  this 
tim e it was in the other hand that he 
held the lamp.

M  L IT F IE R  o f  us made conversation  
^ until we had reached the inn and 

satisfied our hunger. But when we were 
alone in ou r room , m y father w ith a 
Gazette in his hand, I ventured to  tell 
him what I had seen. Y e t  to m y  sur
prise, he refused  absolutely to  take me 
seriously.

“ W h at an im agination, H a l !”  he said. 
“ P o o r  S tevens! H e  spills som e red ink 
on his cu ff, and you  have to  suspect him 
o f  do in g  aw ay with M r. V a n e .”  H e 
laughed heartily at the idea.

I flushed. “ W ell, I ’ve told you  I 
don 't like Stevens,”  I insisted. “ A n d  I 
thought he acted very  queerly w hen w e 
came. A nd  it d idn ’t look  like ink at all 
to m e.”

“ N onsense,”  returned m y father. 
“ O f  course it was ink. I can ’ t w rite a 
letter w ithout daubing m yself all over. 
A n d  as fo r  his behaving queerly, that 
was only n atu ra l; I observed m yself 
that he seemed to be m uch disturbed. 
N o  w onder. It ’ s unusual fo r  M r. V ane 
to act as he did. B ut you  heard his e x 
planation. Y o u  heard,”  he added, with 
a touch o f  innocent pride, “ the question 
I asked him, and how  he rem em bered 
at once what M r. V ane had said to him. 
A n d  then there are the tw o letters. Y o u  
adm it you rself that M r. V ane w rote 
both o f  them .”

“ N o , I don ’ t,”  I defen ded  prom ptly. 
“ I on ly  told  you  they w ere in the same 
hand. I f  M r. V ane w rote  one, he w rote 
the other, but suppose he d idn ’t w rite 
either o f  th em ? Suppose they are fo r 
geries, o r  suppose he w rote  them be
cause som e one threatened him — made 
him  w rite them— stood  over him with a
pistol--------”  I was conscious m yself
that m y im agination was getting the bet
ter o f  m e, and th erefore  subsided and 
concluded lam ely e n o u g h : “ O r  som e
thing like th at?”

M y  father, regarding m e w ith  a g o o d - 
hum ored smile, m ade n o  reply, but the 
gesture w ith w hich  he turned to  his 
Gazette show ed me what he thought o f  
m y theories. T hen  alm ost im m ediately 
he gave vent to  an exclam ation  o f  an
noyance. “ T h ose  con fou n ded  spec
tacles !”  he cried . “ N o w  m y w hole eve
ning is spoiled .”

“ I can read the paper to y o u ,”  I su g
gested.

“ N o, thank you , H al,”  he returned. 
“ It w ou ldn ’t be the same. I  like to  get 
the new s w ith m y ow n ey es ; that’s the 
on ly  w ay it satisfies m e.”

“ T hen  I ’ll g o  dow n  to the w h arf and 
get you r  glasses,”  I v o lu n teered ; though 
it cost m e an e ffort to m ake the o ffer , 
fo r  I  was d e ligh tfu lly  com fortab le  
w here I was.

M y  father hesitated. “ T h ere  are 
rough  custom ers around the w harves,”  
he ob jected , “ and it ’s a dark night. I ’ ll 
tell you , H a l ; i f  y o u ’re not too  tired, 
w e ’ll g o  together.”

W e  on ce m ore put on ou r coats and 
caps and m ade ou r w ay dow n  to the 
w h arf. M y  father descended the co m 
panionw ay first, and I rem ained on 
deck, g lancing  idly here and there until 
presently m y  eye fe ll on  the counting 
house, loom in g  tall and dark am id the 
shadow s. Instantly I fe lt a  tug at m y 
heart, f o r  fro m  the ch im ney a c lou d  o f  
sm oke poured  forth , stream ing rapidly 
to leew ard b e fo re  the brisk  w esterly 
breeze which was clearing the heavens.
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T h ou g h  the w in dow s o f  the lo ft  w ere 
dark, I thought I cou ld  detect a faint 
radiance issuing uncertainly into the 
g loom . Instantly I  d ived dow n  into the 
cabin  and, g o in g  over to m y chest, I sur
reptitiously d rew  forth  that prized pos
session, m y  pistol, and slipped it into 
m y pocket, ju st as m y  father, w h o had 
been vain ly grop in g  fo r  his spectacles, 
suddenly e x c la im e d :

“ T here, I have th e m ! N ow  w e ’ll go  
back to the inn, H a l.”

I fo llow ed  him  on  deck w ithout a 
w ord , but as he closed  the hatch, I took  
him  by  the arm  and pointed to the 
sm oke. “ N ow , father,”  I said firm ly, 
“ please listen to  me. T h ere  is som e 
m ystery here. W h y  should there be 
sm oke pouring out o f  the lo ft  at this 
tim e o f  n ig h t?  E ith er there is som e 
one up there— robbers, perhaps— o r  else 
the bu ilding is on  fire. S urely  we ought 
to investigate.”

M y  father, look in g  up at the sm oke 
with a perp lexed  expression  on  his face, 
began strok ing his chin with his hand, 
a favorite  habit o f  his w hen puzzled 
and distraught.

I  hastened to  fo llo w  up m y advantage. 
“ L e t ’s try  the door, an yw ay,”  I  urged. 
“ T h ere  can ’t be any harm  in that.”

“ V e ry  w ell,”  he assented. “ L e t ’s do 
it .”

W e  fou n d  that the d oor  was tightly 
closed  and that n o  ray o f  light cam e 
from  the som ber interior.

“ T h ere ’s the w in dow .”  I suggested, 
“ that opens on  the alley. W e  m ight try 
that. I f  there are thieves in the bu ild 
ing, that’s ju st the w ay they w ou ld  have 
got in .”

B y  this tim e I think that m y  father’s 
suspicions, as well as m y  ow n , had be
gun to be thoroughly  aroused.

“ A ll right,”  he agreed. “ L et ’s lo o k .”
W ith  a feelin g  o f  rising excitem ent, 

I led the w ay around the bu ilding and 
up the dark and narrow  alley, w hich  had 
no outlet to  the street, but ended 
abruptly in a blind wall.

C H A P T E R  II .
UNDER COVER OF DARKNESS.

IMi Y  m ind, as I walked along, was in 
1 a ferm ent. It m ay have been m y 

pre ju d ice  against Stevens, but in spite 
o f  his statement that he was g o in g  to 
bed, I felt that his attitude tow ard us 
had been m ost peculiar, and that the 
chances w ere even that he was in the 
cou ntin g  house at this very  m om ent. 
I f  so, I reasoned, he w ould have en
tered by the d oor , lock ing  it a fter h im ; 
and th ere fore  I had no real expectation 
o f  finding the w in dow  open.

I f  it w ere closed , this w ould  doubt
less put an end to m y  plans, fo r  I knew  
that m y law -abid ing  father w ould  never 
g o  to  the length o f  breaking and en
tering b y  fo rc in g  the bolt. W h en  we 
reached the alley I darted ahead and 
finding, as I  had anticipated, that the 
w in dow  was shut, I  pushed up on it 
with all m y strength. A fte r  a rno- 

-m ent’s resistance, there cam e a sound 
o f  rending w ood  and it shot upward 
with speed, just as m y father appeared 
at m y  side.

“ W a s  it open, H a l? ”  he whispered. 
“ I ’m  not quite sure,”  I answered 

diplom atically. “ I t  seem ed to  stick a 
little. A n yw a y , it ’s open n ow .”

“ Y o u  g o  in first, then,”  he said, “ and 
lend me a hand. I ’m  not as lively as 
I used to be .”

I grasped the sill, gave a  spring and 
w orm ed m y way, headfirst, into the 
room . T h en , regain ing m y feet, I lis
tened intently, one hand on m y pistol, 
but n o  sound disturbed the quiet. The 
o ld  c lock  in the corn er ticked with a 
surprising loudness, and that was all. I 
turned to  the w in dow  again, and not 
w ithout difficulty m anaged to half pull, 
h a lf help m y  father through the open
ing. O n ce  inside, he, too , listened fo r  
a m om ent, then said in a low  ton e : 

“ N ow , H al, y o u ’re to stay here. I f  
there really is danger, you r  m other 
w ould never fo rg iv e  m e fo r  leading you
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in to it. Y o u  stand guard over the win
dow . I ’ll g o  up to the lo ft  and inves
tigate. I f  you  hear m e call, com e as 
fast as you  can. O therw ise, w ait here 
fo r  m e.”

E vidently he n ow  really surm ised that 
things w ere not as they should he in 
the counting house, fo r  he sat dow n  
and took  the precaution  to  rem ove his 
boots, then tiptoed cautiously  in the d i
rection  o f  the hall. N o  soon er had 
he le ft  the room  than I deliberately 
disobeyed him, fo r  I cou ld  not stay be
hind and let him g o , unarm ed, into the 
face o f  possible danger.

I slipped o f f  m y  shoes and stole out 
a fter him in to  the hallway, ju d g in g  o f  
his progress by  an occasional fa int 
creak from  the stairs. I was conscious 
that m y  heart was beating violently. I 
went up the stairs w ith one hand on 
the banisters fo r  guidance and the other 
in fron t o f  m e, on a level w ith m y  face, 
as i f  to w ard o ff  a b low .

A t length I  reached the top  o f  the 
stairs and paused. I  cou ld  still hear 
m y father’s cautious tread ascending 
the next fligh t; but now , fo r  the first 
time, it seem ed to  m e that I cou ld  dis
tinguish another sound— that o f  hurry
ing footsteps in the lo ft  above. P res
ently this noise ceased. C oncluding  
that it was the e ffect o f  an overw rou gh t 
im agination, I  started to  continue m y 
journey.

B ut as I  passed the d oor  o f  the p ri
vate office, which stood  a jar, and saw 
the fa int light w hich  entered through 
the w indow , I  was all at once m oved  
to  investigate. I f  sinister individuals 
w ere abroad in  the building, they m ight 
cut o f f  m y  fa ther ’s retreat, on  his ad
vancing to  the floor above. W ith  pis
tol drawn and finger cu rling  on  the trig
ger, I shoved the d oor  still farther back 
and entered. T h e  quiet office was 
clearly untenanted. T h e table and the 
chairs w ere all grou p ed  in the center 
o f  the room . A ll was peacefu l and 
serene.

A s  I stood  there, w ith every facu lty  
on  the alert, all at on ce that fa int noise 
above com m enced  again— the sound o f  
a quick, nervous tread, stopping, then 
continuing. W ith  m y  thoughts revert
in g  to  m y  father, I  regained the hall
w ay and began m ou n tin g  the second 
flight o f  stairs.

A s  I  ascended, I  cou ld  see that there 
was a light in the lo ft . T h is  was a 
fa int radiance, not so  m uch an actual 
light as a d iffu sed  and distant g low . 
I had been in the lo f t  b e fo re , and re
m em bered that a flight o f  stairs led up
ward to  a  landing, that from , this land
ing a shorter flight, at right angles, led 
to the lo ft  itself. B oth  the landing and 
the flight above it, I  recalled, w ere en
cum bered  with a m ass o f  rubbish— bar
rels, b oxes, and all kinds o f  odds and 
ends.

W h ile  m y  father, w hose figure I 
cou ld  n ow  d im ly discern, ascended 
bold ly , I  slipped cautiously  behind a 
barrel on  the upper stairs, w here I 
cou ld  both  rem ain unobserved  and at 
the same tim e obtain an unobstructed 
v iew  o f  the lo ft .

MY. first im pression  was one o f  utter
1 am azem ent. T h e  lo f t  was seem 

ingly untenanted, and everyw here there 
was the same con fu s ion  o f  o ld  furn iture, 
bales and boxes , piled helter-skelter, 
and com pletely  filling the room . B ut 
this was m erely  the b a ck g rou n d ; what 
instantly riveted m y attention was the 
stove in the m iddle o f  the room , a huge, 
pot-bellied  affa ir, n ow  heated so hot that 
its walls g low ed  a brigh t ch erry -red .

A t on ce I leaped to the con clu sion  
that som e one was taking this means 
o f  setting fire to  the bu ilding. I was 
soon  to  be  undeceived. In  the shadow s 
to  the le ft  o f  the room  som ething 
stirred. A n  instant later a figure 
em erged and m oved  sw iftly  in  the d i
rection  o f  the stove.

T h ere  was som ething hurried and yet 
furtive in its m ovem ents. W h e n  it
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cam e within the circle  o f  light, I  could 
s$e that it was Stevens, and that he 
apparently carried  som e dark w rap or 
garm ent upon  his arm . W h a t it was, 
I cou ld  not distinguish until he took  his 
seat on  a b o x  b e fo re  the fire, drew  a 
k n ife  fr o m  his pocket and spread out 
his burden upon his knees.

T h en  I saw' that it was a lon g  ov er
coat, with a cape attached, and that S te
vens was ca re fu lly  p roceed in g  to  re
m ove the buttons w ith his kn ife . A  
qu icker brain w ou ld  have grasped the 
situation instantly, but m ine did not. I  
w atched him  with interest until pres
ently m y fa th er ’s vo ice  broke the si
lence.

“ S tev en s !”  he cried . “ W h a t are you  
d o in g ? ”

W ith  a startled cry  o f  utter terror, 
Stevens leaped to his feet and stood  
stock-still, the firelight g leam ing on 
the k n ife  in his hand. T h en , as i f  re
coverin g  h im self, he cam e slow ly  fo r 
w ard, still w ith that stealthy and 
crou ch in g  gait. O n ce , tw ice, he strove 
to speak b e fo re  the w ords w ould com e.

“ Captain N ick erson ,”  he half whis
pered, “ y o u  have surprised m e.”

“ S o  I p erce ive ,”  m y father answered 
sternly. “ I k n ow  that coat well. I 
have seen you r m aster w earing it a hun
dred tim es. Stevens, you  have m ur
dered M r. V a n e .”

T h e  w ords seem ed to galvanize Ste
vens into life . “ N o , n o ! ”  he cried , “ I 
never laid hand on  him . H e  was 
k illed, captain, but I had n o  part in it.”

H e  had advanced still farther as he 
spoke. I stood  gazing  at the scene be
fo r e  me. until presently I was aware 
that he was speaking w ith the terrible 
earnestness o f  a man w ho know s that 
he is p leading  fo r  his life .

“ C aptain,”  he cried , “ let m e explain 
to y o u ! Y esterday  M r. V ane and I 
had som e w ords in the cou ntin g  room . 
It was noth! g, m erely  a m atter o f  de
tail ; he w ished to  see certain  securities 
w hich  I cou ld  not p rodu ce  at*the m o

ment. H e  becam e angry, and I dare 
say I spoke too  freely  m yself. U n 
fortunately, also, there w ere others 
present w ho w ould testify  as to what 
took  place. It seems as though Fate 
were try ing  to catch me in a net. T his 
happened yesterday ; this m orning I 
apologized  to M r. V ane, and he ac
cepted m y a p o lo g y ; everything was as 
b e fore .

“ T hen  cam e this a ftern oon . Part o f  
what I  to ld  you  was true. I did leave 
the office to get m y  lu n ch eon ; I did 
m eet business friends and stayed aw ay 
longer than u su a l; it m ust have been 
three o ’c lock  when I returned. I re
m em bered a fterw ard  that near the 
counting house I met three rou gh -look 
ing m en, w alking hastily dow n  the 
street. I told you  the counting-house 
d oor  was locked. T hat was a lie.

“ It was open, and when I entered and 
fo u n d  M r. V an e  wasn ’t in the cou n t
in g  room , I went up to his private o f 
fice to tell him the news I had  heard at 
luncheon. I opened the d oor--------”

H e  stopped short in what he was say
ing, apparently overcom e by  the reco l
lection  o f  what he had seen. T hus he 
stood  fo r  som e m om ents, gazing va
cantly  in to space, until m y father re
called him  to  him self with a sharp 
“ W e ll? ”

T h e clerk  started ; then, passing a 
hand over his forehead , went o n : 
“ T here  sat M r. V ane, his b od y  sprawled 
forw ard  on his desk. I went up to 
him and fou n d  that his head had been 
crushed in by  a fearfu l b low  and that 
he was dead. A t once I thought o f  the 
three m en I had seen, and started fo r  
the d oor  to give the alarm.

“ T hen  I stopped short in m y  tracks. 
I  rem em bered m y quarrel with M r. 
V a n e ; I realized that I was alone with 
a m urdered man, that the three men I 
suspected m ight never be fou n d , that I 
w ou ld  be the one to be arrested and 
to  be charged with the crim e. T hen  
there w ou ld  be testim ony that we had
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differed the day b e fore , and I  knew  that 
any ju r y  w ou ld  con v ict me. I  was 
nearly out o f  m y  head with fear. S o  
I  carried  M r. V a n e ’s b od y  up to  the 
lo ft , forged  the tw o letters, and sent 
on e to the housekeeper and kept the 
other m yself. I hated to  do it, but I 
cou ld  see no other way. It was better 
than death.”

M y  father cast an apprehensive 
glance at the deep shadow s under the 
eaves. “ A n d  w h ere,”  he cried , “ i's M r. 
V a n e ’s body  n o w ? ”

“ A t the bottom  o f  the h arbor,”  the 
clerk  answered. “ Y o u  rem em ber the 
covered  chute on  the floor below , cap 
tain; that w e used in loading vessels 
years a g o ?  I tied heavy iron  weights 
to  the body , waited till the coast was 
clear and then sent it dow n  the chute 
into the harbor. I heard the splash.”

M y  father shuddered, fo r  he had 
been deeply attached to M r. V ane. 
“ M an ,”  he cried , “ have you  no hu
m an ity?”  A n d  as the clerk  did not 
answer, he ask ed : “ A n d  the coat. Y o u  
were go in g  to burn th at?”

“ I  thought it sa fer ,”  Stevens ad
m itted. “ I t  hung in his office. I  
nearly fo rg o t it.”

r p H E R E  fell silence, and n ow , fo r  the 
first tim e, it seemed to  m e I  n o 

ticed  a curious thing. W h ile  Stevens 
had apparently made no m otion  that I 
cou ld  discern, yet I was sure that while 
he had been talking he had im percep
tibly advanced until the distance be
tw een him and m y father had appre
ciably dim inished. A lso  it seem ed that 
he was m easuring the space which still 
intervened.

I knew m y fa ther ’s open and unsus
p icious nature, and I slow ly raised m y 
pistol until it was on a level with S te
vens’ breast. H e  w ould  not, I  grim ly 
reflected, add another to his list o f  v ic 
tim s, fo r  he had already lied to  us 
once, and in m y ears this second tale 
rang as false as the first.

F ortunately  m y  father had noted the 
clerk ’s change o f  position . “ Stand 
w here you  are, S tev en s !”  he cried  
sharply. “ D o n ’t com e  an inch nearer, 
and drop  that kn ife. M y  son is on  
guard below . I f you  com e a step closer, 
I ’ll shout fo r  him, and he’ll raise the 
alarm .”

Im m ediately Stevens tossed the k n ife  
on  the floor. “ Y o u  m isju dge me, cap
ta in !”  he w hined. “ I w ou ldn ’t harm  a 
person  in the w orld . Y o u  m ake n o  al
low ances fo r  what I ’ve been through. 
I ’m  telling you  the truth, ca p ta in ! A nd  
i f  you  betray m e I ’m a dead m an.”

M y  father stood  stock-still, evidently 
at a loss as to what he should do. 
“ S tevens,”  he said, at length, “ you  place 
me in a hard position . M y  duty, as a 
m atter o f  law , is plain en o u g h ; I 
should take you  w ith m e to the authori
ties, and tell them w hat I  have seen. 
Y e t  i f  y o u r  story  is  true, I  hesitate, fo r  
though y o u  m ay be the m ost innocent 
man in the w orld , no ju r y  w ou ld  be
lieve it ; you  w ou ld  be hanged w ithout 
a doubt. B ut i f  you r  story is not true, 
then I am  do in g  a  great w ron g, fo r  I 
am  helping a gu ilty  m an to  escape the 
consequences o f  his crim e. Y o u  have 
alw ays born e a g ood  reputation, Ste
vens. T h at stands you  in stead n ow , 
fo r  this is a question  o f  you r  w o rd .”

T h e  clerk  raised his hands im p lor
ingly. “ Y o u  m ust believe m e, ca p ta in !”  
he cried . “ I  tell you  every  w ord  is 
true. I d on ’ t ask this fo r  m yse lf, but 
I  have an o ld  m other w h o  is  very  ill. 
I f  you  g ive  m e up and  she hears o f  it, 
as o f  cou rse she will, it will kill her. 
Y o u  are k n ow n  far and w ide as a ju st 
m an, captain— prove  it  now , I  b eg  o f  
y o u .”

A ga in  there was silence. A t  length 
m y father said s lo w ly : “ T h is  is a  grave 
m atter; I dare not decide it n ow . I 
am  g o in g  hom e to -m orrow , but I  s|iall 
return soon . I f  y o u  will g ive m e you r 
w ord  not to  leave B oston , I will keep 
silence until I  have seen you  again .”
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I cou ld  im agine w hat the word's 
m eant to  Stevens.

“ G od  ibless you , captain, fo r  a just 
m a n ! Y o u ’ ll find me here w hen you  
return, and I ’ ll abide b y  y ou r  decision. 
Y o u ’re a w iser m an than I  a m ; what
ever y o u  say, I ’ll d o . O n ly  d o n ’t tell 
o f  it, cap ta in ; not a w ord , not even to  
y ou r  boy . Y o u  k n ow  h ow  news
spreads. O h , this is k illing me--------”

A s  he spoke, he staggered and, sink
in g  to his knees, began  to  sob with lon g - 
draw n gasps o f  breath. S om eh ow  the 
sight a ffected  m e w ith a k ind o f  sicken
in g  repulsion , fo r  fr o m  earliest b oy 
h ood  I had been taught to  bear things 
w ithout w him pering. A s  m y  father 
turned aw ay, I queried the genuineness 
o f  the clerk 's  em otion , fo r  the look  on  
his fa ce  changed to  on e o f  venom ous 
hatred, and I believe 'that, h ad  he been 
m ore o f  a fighting m an, he w ou ld  have 
sprung upon m y father then and there. 
H e  rem ained m otionless, h ow ever, and 
as m y father groped  fo r  the railing. I 
fe lt that it was tim e fo r  m e to  depart. 
Q u ick ly  and noiselessly I  sped dow n  
the stairs and had slipped on  m y  shoes 
again b y  the tim e m y father appeared.

H e  sat dow n  in a chair and began 
pulling on  h is boots. “ A ll q u ie t?”  he 
asked.

“ Y e s ,”  I answ ered. “ A n y  n ew s?”  
H is  face  was grave and troubled. 

“ I ’ ll tell you  about it som e time, H a l,”  
he said. “ T h e re ’s noth ing to  d o  n ow .”  

S lipp ing through  the w in dow , we 
pulled  it dow n  a fter  us, and walked 
aw ay. O n ly  one event in that lon g  eve
n ing rem a in ed ; and at the time it 
seem ed like an in con gru ou s and rid icu 
lous an ticlim ax ; although in  reality it 
gave me a glim pse o f  those w h o were 
to  p lay a vital part in ou r subsequent 
fortun es. W h ile  w e were still in the 
shadow  o f  the alley, there rose on  the 
night air a burst o f  lusty so n g :

“ Reuben Ranzo shipped at Calais, 
Ranzo, boys, Ranzo!”

D ow n  the street cam e fo u r  m en, all 
m uch the w orse fo r  liquor and holding 
to  each other fo r  support. O ne. bare
headed, I noticed  fo r  his carroty  hair 
and his face , sharp and thin like that o f  
a ferret. B ut the outstanding figure 
was a short, thickset man, im m ensely 
broad  and p ow erfu l look in g , and with 
a stubble o f  coa l-b lack  beard and 
whiskers which seemed alm ost to  cover 
his face. A s  they passed, m y father 
uttered a name w hich was to  mean 
m uch to  m e b e fo re  m any hours had 
passed. “ Jack P alliser.”  he muttered. 
“  ‘ D are-devil Jack.’  A  first-class sea
man and a first-class rogue. N o  bet
ter than a pirate, they say. A  had man 
fo r  an e n e m y !”

W e  turned the corn er into the n ow - 
deserted street. F rom  the fa r distance 
there cam e faintly  to  our e a rs :

“And now he’s Captain Ranzo, boys, 
Ranzo, boys, Ranzo!”

C H A P T E R  III .
OFF BLACK ROCK BEACH.

D . Y  eleven o ’c lock  on the fo llow in g  
m orn in g  w e had discharged our 

cargo  and had pointed the b ow  o f  the 
Albicorc tow ard  hom e. M y  father kept 
to h im self. I  did likewise, fo r  I knew 
that his thoughts, like m y ow n, must 
be busied with the grim  happenings o f  
the preced ing  night.

I  cou ld  not rid  m y m ind o f  the look  
on  the clerk ’s face  as he had stared 
a fter  m y  fa ther ’s retreating form , and 
I was heartily thankful that we were 
each m om ent lengthening the distance 
betw een B oston  and B ayport.

S h ortly  b e fo re  dusk w e crept into 
B ayport harbor, and I saw again the 
fam iliar houses on  the shore, and in 
T o w e r ’s shipyard E d  P alm er’s new 
schooner, n o w  alm ost com pleted and 
ready to  take the water. W e  had 
scarcely  anchored  and taken in sail 
when I saw  a d o ry  m aking o ff  tow ard 
us. T h e  man at the oars was D ick

13
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W heatland, m y  ideal am ong the B ay- 
port sailorm en, fo r  n ob od y  else w ould  
have sent the d ory  a long at such a rate, 
o r  with strokes at on ce so easy and 
rhythm ical and yet w ith such a terrific 
drive behind them.

A  few  minutes later he was clam ber
in g  over the rail, shaking hands, first 
w ith m y father and then with m e, and 
exch anging  jov ia l greetings w ith Jim 
C olby  and the rest- o f  the crew . A s  I 
watched him , I  cou ld  not help a thrill 
o f  adm iration, fo r  D ick , still in his 
early twenties, was six  feet tall, b road - 
shouldered, but lithe and active, his face  
tanned by  w ind  andi w eather to  the 
darkest o f  brow ns. I felt that i f  in an
other five or  s ix  years I  cou ld  be like 
him, or  indeed anyw here near like him, 
I  should be well content.

P resently he stood  alone w ith m e, fo r  
in spite o f  the d ifference in ou r ages, 
w e w ere close friends, partly, I  think, 
because he really liked m e, and partly 
because he was am on g the adm irers o f  
m y Sister R ose , w ho was adm ittedly 
the prettiest girl in B ayport.

“ H o w  is m y  m other, D ic k ? ”  I  asked.
“ S h e ’s w ell,”  he answ ered. “ N ever 

saw her better.”
“ A n d  h ow  is R o s e ? ”
A  sudden change cam e over his face , 

and he scow led  savagely. “ O h , she’s 
w e ll!”  he exclaim ed, w ith emphasis. 
“ She was w ell enough  to  g o  driving 
with that dog , J im  Southard, all yester
day afternoon . T h e y  never got back 
until supper time. Y o u  haven ’t got to  
w orry  about R o se .”

I  tried to look  solem n and sym pa
thetic, but it was hard w ork . N o t hav
ing arrived at the age o f  rom ance, I  re
garded as h igh ly am using the desperate 
rivalry betw een D ick  and Jim  Southard 
fo r  m y sister’s hand.

W e  landed at the w h arf, where m y 
father stopped to chat w ith Captain H o 
ratio T ow er, with m y uncle, E dw ard 
N ickerson, and with Caleb T ilden  and 
E lijah  Bates. T hen , as ou r  house was

over a m ile u p  the shore at B lack  R o ck  
Beach, we tru dged  aw ay in the dusk, 
quite ready fo r  a  g o o d  supper and a 
com forta b le  bed . H a lfw a y  hom e we 
passed the new  life -sa v in g  station, 
erected  b y  the hum ane society  at P leas
ant Beach, and as m y  father looked  
out to sea and  fe lt the w ind on his 
face, he called m y  attention to the 
heavy cloudbank  in the northeast.

“ L o o k s  bad to  m e,”  he observed . “ I f  
she com es on  to b low , there’s apt to  be 
a chance fo r  Captain T o w e r  an d  the 
life -sa v in g  crew  b e fo r e  w e ’re tw enty- 
fo u r  hours o ld er.”

P̂  H A L F  h ou r ’s p lod d in g  a lon g  the 
sandy road  saw us hom e. T hen  

fo llo w e d  the greetings from  m y m other 
and sister, and the lo n g e d -fo r  supper. 
Just b e fo re  bedtim e, m y  father and 
I , a ccord in g  to  ou r cu stom , strolled 
dow n  to  the beach fo r  a c los in g  obser
vation o f  the weather. T h ou g h  there 
was n o  w ind to  speak o f ,  the w aves 
w ere breaking restlessly a lon g  the 
b ea ch ; and to  this m y  father, w ise in 
the lore  o f  the sea, bade m e pay heed.

“ Sure sign ,”  he observed . “ T h ere ’s a 
gale at sea, beyon d  a doubt. I f  I w ere 
a betting m an, I ’d w ager a  b ig  red ap
ple that w e ’re in fo r  a nasty b low .”

W e a ry  as I  was, I rem em ber the sigh 
o f  re lie f with w hich  I nestled dow n  
am ong the blankets, ad justed m yself in 
co m fo r t  an d  dropped  o f f  in to u n con 
sciousness. Y e t  a fter  a  tim e, I  was 
d im ly aw are, even in m y  sleep, that the 
storm  had c o m e ; fo r  through  m y slum 
bers penetrated the banging o f  shut
ters, the roar o f  the su rf on  the beach 
and the h ow lin g  o f  the w ind.

A t  length I  was aw akened, first by  a 
lively  k n ock in g  on  m y d oor , then to find 
m y  father ben d in g  over me and shak
in g  me v igorou sly .

“ Get up, H a l !”  he cried . “ I t ’ s b low 
in g  a gale, and there’s a vessel in tro u 
ble o ff  the rock . N ear as I  can see, 
she’ s anchored. B ut she’ ll never ride
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it out. T h a t ’s the w orst h old ing ground 
on . the coast. G et y ou r  clothes on , run 
over  to tow n and tell Captain T ow er. 
W h ile  h e ’s getting his crew  together, 
find Caleb T ilden  and' b o rro w  his pair 
o f  grays to haul the boat. T e ll Captain 
T o w e r  to  h u rry ; i f  a lifeboat ever cam e 
in handy, it ’s g o in g  to  be n o w .”

| N  an instant I was out o f  bed and
dressing, taking but one, very  hur

ried  glance out o f  the w in dow , which 
m y  father had closed . W h a t a change 
had co m e ! E veryth in g  was feather 
white, and even in  this short tim e a 
trem endous sea had form ed . O v er  
B lack  R o ck , a dangerous re e f a h a lf 
m ile fr o m  shore, the waves w ere break 
ing w ith  terrific fo rce , and there, d i
rectly  to  w in dw ard  o f  the ree f, lay  a 
vessel, evidently anchored , an d  w ith no 
sail on  her, p itching w ild ly  in the heavy 
sea. I shook  m y head, fo r  I  knew  the 
bottom  there was sandy and treacher
ous and that n o  cra ft  o f  any size cou ld  
hope to ride out such a b low  as this.

I lost little tim e in getting in to  m y 
clothes, pulled on  m y  oilskins and sou ’ 
wester, and le ft  the house on  a double 
quick. It was a w ild and dreary  m orn 
ing. I was glad w hen I  reached C ap
tain T o w e r ’s, fo u n d  him  already break 
fasting, and m ade haste to  deliver m y 
m essage, H e  was prom pt to act, and 
since he had a large fam ily  he made 
g ood  use o f  them  n ow , sending them 
scurrying in all d irections to  rouse the 
crew , and to tell Caleb T ilden  to  har
ness his pair o f  grays and drive them 
to  the station at Pleasant Beach. I  
drank a cu p  o f  co ffee  an d  ate a slice o f  
corn  b r e a d ; and then, w ith the fate o f  
the vessel still u pperm ost in  m y  m ind, 
started back alone fo r  hom e.

I  fo u n d  m y  father on  the beach in 
the lee o f  a p ro ject in g  bou lder, sheltered 
from  the wind and spray, and I  in 
form ed  him  that the crew  w ere on  the 
way.

H e  nodded, then jerk ed  his head  in

the direction o f  the reef. “ T h ey  can ’t 
get here any to o  soon ,”  he shouted 
back, “ but I doubt i f  they can help 
m uch even then. I ’m  afra id  she’s done 
fo r .”

I g lanced quickly out through the 
m ist, m y  heart sank, fo r  even in the 
m urky light I could' see that the vessel’ s 
anchor was dragging, and that the dis
tance betw een her and the reef had 
perceptibly dim inished. “ W h y  don ’ t 
they get sail on  h e r? ”  I cried. “ I t ’ s 
their on ly  chance.”

“ Y e s ,”  m y  father assented, “ but they 
should have done it  b e fo re  now. 
T h e y ’re in a bad b o x ;  I  d on ’ t believe, 
the w ay  she lies, they can clear the rock. 
B ut it’ s that or  nothing, until her 
anchors take h old .”

“ Can you  m ake out what she is ? ”  I 
asked.

“ N o ,”  he answ ered, “ but I think 
she’s a fore ign  brig— Spanish or  South 
A m erican . S h e ’s fu ll-bow ed  and 
clum sy to  m y  eye, which makes her 
chances w orse. N o  sign o f  the lifeboat, 
is th ere?”

I look ed  up the beach. “ N o , not 
yet,”  I replied1.

M y  father look ed  long  and earnestly 
out to  sea, noting the height and sweep 
o f  the waves. T hen  he turned again 
to  me. “ I f  they d on ’ t com e soon. 
H a l,”  he said, “ you  and I will man the 
dory. T h e  lifeboat is a fine, able cra ft, 
but I ’ve  always said that where she 
can go , tw o  m en in m y d ory  can go. 
A n d  i f  she doesn ’ t com e in five m in
utes, m y  lad, w e ’ll g ive it a try .”

A n y  b o y  brou ght up to  fo llo w  the 
sea will understand the thrill o f  pride 
that ran through m e at his w ords. It 
was in m y  b lood  to dare the perils o f  
the ocean, though  like all seamen I 
knew , a las! that on ly  too  o ften  this 
great antagonist, treacherous and re
m orseless, w ou ld  be ou r undoing. So 
to have m y father rate me as a man, to 
launch the d ory  w ith him and to  pull 
her to  the ree f, sent a g low  through my
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whole b od y  andi m ade me resolve to  d o  
m y  utm ost to  deserve his trust.

In  another m om ent, as I  looked up 
again at the ridge at the top  o f  the 
beach, I saw a splendid sight. O v er  the 
crest cam e first a  grou p  o f  figures in 
their oilskins, bent low  to  breast the 
fo rce  o f  the w ind, and. behind them 
T ilden 's  m assive pair o f  grays, strain
ing every nerve to  d raw  their burden 
through the c log g in g  sand, as though 
they knew  they w ere p laying a w orthy 
part in this gam e o f  l i fe  and death. 
W h en  the top  o f  the slope was once 
surm ounted, they cam e dow n  the beach 
at a trot, brin gin g  the tru ck  alm ost to  
the w ater’s edge b e fo re  the lash o f  the 
spray and the sight o f  the foam in g 
breakers brought them to  a  stand.

M y  father and Captain T o w e r  con 
ferred briefly, and in the interval I  ex 
changed greetings w ith  the crew . D ick  
was there, o f  course, and Jim  Southard, 
and half a dozen  others, picked men, 
drilled again and again in  their calling, 
and now  with the chance t o  put their 
skill and k n ow ledge in to use.

I stood by  D ick ’s side, and together 
we looked  out at the vessel. Suddenly 
I saw one breaker, higher than its fe l
low s, com e tow erin g  in h a lf between 
us and the reef. U p  and up it rose, a 
m ighty, m enacing wall o f  w ater, then 
broke into a cloud  o f  flying spray.

I turned to D ick . “ H o w  about that 
o n e ? ”  T shouted.

H e grinned noncom m ittally. “ P retty 
tou gh ,”  he shouted back. “ B ut w e ’ve 
got a g o o d ’ boat. I guess we can make 
it.”

F rom  his con feren ce  with m y father, 
Captain T o w e r  turned to his crew . 
“ N ow  then, b o y s !”  he called. “ G et on 
your life  belts and out we g o .”

A t once the eight m em bers o f  the 
crew  stripped o f f  their oilskins and fas
tened the cork  life  belts about their 
w aists; then slid the lifeboat fro m  the 
truck on to  the sand, shoved her clear 
o f  the beach. W h ile  fou r o f  the crew

held her there, the others clam bered 
aboard and sh ipped their oars, Captain 
T o w e r , w ield ing the b ig  steering oar, 
in the stern. T h ere  was a w ait fo r  a 
favorable  lu ll ; then all at on ce he 
roared, “ A ll right, b o y s ! D rive  h e r !”

W ith  a rush the boat started on  her 
errand, the fo u r  m en at the oars ro w 
ing desperately, the others, as soon  as 
she was once fa irly  afloat, ju m pin g  in 
as best they m ight and w ithout the loss 
o f  an instant jo in in g  their com rades at 
the oars. F o r  a dozen  strokes all went 
w ell, then a thundering wall o f  green 
w ater sw ept dow n  on them.

T h e  boat’ s b o w  rose to  it, but not 
fast enough, and the w hole top  o f  the 
wave, as it seem ed to  me, curled  and 
broke over her. Y e t  w hen it had 
passed I  co u ld  see that she still floated, 
though less buoyantly  than b e fo re , and 
that tw o  m en had le ft  their oars and 
were bailing desperately w ith buckets 
to r id  her o f  her u nw elcom e load. O ne 
or tw o m ore  such w aves, n ot quite as 
ven gefu l as their predecessor, and the 
lifeboat, with the first danger past, was 
fighting her w ay tow ard  the ree f.

C O  busy had I been in w atching her 
°  that I  had not had a  m om ent to  

. spare fo r  the brig . N o w  I again turned 
to  look  fo r  her, and caught m y  breath 
with a groan , fo r  the crisis was plainly 
at hand. T he anchors had not caught, 
as we had. hoped against hope that they 
m ight. She had dragged , in this b r ie f 
interval, so near the re e f that although, 
it was all but to o  late, they  w ere n ow  
try ing  the final expedient o f  m aking 
sail.

W e  cou ld  see the figures o f  the crew  
rushing about the decks and sw arm ing 
up the rigg in g , but the time was peril
ously  short fo r  them  to accom plish  their 
aim . F ro m  w here w e  s tood  it seem ed 
as though she w ere already on  t o p ,o f  
the ree f w hen all at once, under courses 
and jib , w e saw  her head pay slow ly  o ff  
to the eastward.
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“ T h e y ’ve  c u t ! ”  scream ed m y father. 
“ I t ’s neck o r  noth ing n ow .”

T o  m e it  actually  seem ed as though 
the ship w ere alive, and sensed the 
d read fu l peril which lay but a cable ’s 
length to leew ard. C lum sy m y father 
had called her, but she strove nobly  in 
the crisis, and a fter one sickening in 
stant b e fo re  she gathered headway, 
w hen she seem ed to  be d r ift in g  broad - 
side to  destruction , all at once her sails 
filled. tfnd she fetched  a splendid leap 
which all but brought her clear o f  the 
poin t o f  the ledge.

“ S h e ’ ll m ake i t ! ”  cried ’ m y  father. 
“ S h e ’ ll make i t ! ”  T hen , as she seemed 
to fall aw ay again, T cou ld  see his hands 
w ork ing  as though he w ere actually on  
the deck  o f  the brig.

“ L u f f ! ”  he shouted, as i f ,  in the in
tensity o f  his feelings he really thought 
that they cou ld  hear him. “ H ard  dow n  
you r h e lm ! H a rd  d o w n !”

O n  such trifles in life  does ou r fate 
bang. T h ose  on board  the brig  had 
fou g h t va lian tly ; they deserved to  w in ; 
but ju st at the critical instant when 
they hung poised o f f  the point, with 
the m erciless rock  boilin g  under their 
lee, there reared itself to  w indw ard  a 
huge breaker tow erin g  fo r  a second 
above the vessel’ s decks and then de
scending with a force  and a rush that 
deadened her headw ay and spilled the 
w ind fro m  her sails. F o r  an instant 
she hung, as i f  dazed by  the s h o c k ; and 
then, all too  quickly, another wave 
caught her thus unprepared, and a fter 
one tense m om ent o f  suspense she was 
caught up bod ily  and dashed headlong 
upon  the reef.

I cou ld  hardly bear to  look  at what 
fo llow ed . She was careened at a 
fr ig h tfu l a n g le ; and stout and able as 
she w as, she seem ed like a  p laything in 
the grip  o f  those huge seas, advancing, 
.retreating, grin d in g  her to pow d er, like 
som e w ild beast rending and m utilating 
its prey. M an y o f  her crew  m ust have 
■Jjeen dashed against the reef to destruc

tion  in that first m ad p lu n g e ; but we 
saw fou r or five , at least, creep  forw ard  
as i f  to  ju m p  f o r  it. T o  remain on the 
slanting deck  with the m erciless rock  
to  leew ard meant certain d ea th ; no man 
in  the w orld , on ce  sw ept clear, cou ld  
live fo r  an instant in  that seething 
m aelstrom .

this tim e the rescue squad had 
draw n as close  to  the rock  as they 

cou ld  com e w ith  sa fety  to them selves, 
and I saw on e o f  the crew  standing in 
the bow , life  b u oy  and line in his hand. 
F o r  a time, h ow ever, it did not seem 
that there w ould  be a chance to  use 
it. W e  saw three men in succession 
plunge into the sea. on ly  to  be instantly 
sw ept aw ay b y  the overpow erin g  rush 
o f  the w aves, dead either b e fo re  they 
reached the ledge, o r  i f  still liv ing when 
they w ere hurled against it, instantly 
crushed to death b y  the terrific im pact.

O n ly  one figure n ow  remained. W e  
saw  him  clam ber out upon the b o w 
sprit, po ise  there fo r  a m om ent, and 
then, having gained every inch that was 
possible, he leaped clear and fa r into 
the sea. In  that whirl o f  water, w e 
cou ld  see no m ore o f  him . but it was 
evident that he was m aking a gallant 
fight, fo r  the lifeboat backed dow n  un
til she seemed to hang suspended on the 
brink o f  disaster.

T h en  Captain T o w e r , with a m ighty 
e ffort, hauled som ething aboard, and 
the men gave w ay desperately to escape 
the ree f which lay but the cast o f  a 
pebble on their lee. T here  was no 
further sign o f  life  on the w reck, and 
alm ost at on ce  the lifeboat headed 
straight fo r  shore, tossing like a chip 
on  the sum m its o f  the surges, until 
finally Captain T ow er , tim ing his e f 
fo rt  to  perfection , landed her high on 
the beach in a sm other o f  foam .

A s  I  helped haul her up out o f  
harm ’s w ay, I caught a glim pse o f  the 
rescued m an, lying in the space between 
the a fter thw art and the raised plat
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form  where the captain to o k  his stand. 
T h e man was unconcious, h is m outh 
half open— tall, sw arthy, o f  athletic 
build.

“ B rin g  him to the h o u s e !”  shouted 
m y father.

“ N o ,”  Captain T o w e r  answered, 
“ leave him  where he is. W e ’ll get the 
boat on the truck, and m ake better 
time to D octor  W e b ste r ’s. A ll hands, 
n o w ! L iv e ly !”

W e  w orked  w ith  a will, and a fe w  
minutes later the grays had surm ounted 
the crest o f  the beach, and m y father 
and T were le ft alone. M echanically  we 
both turned again tow ard the w reck, 
and suddenly m y father gave a sharp 
cry  o f  am azem ent, and pointed to  the 
ree f with outstretched hand.

“ L o o k , H a l !”  he cried . “ T h e re ’s a 
man on the r o c k !”

B eyon d  all question , it was so, though 
h ow  b y  any possibility  he cou ld  have 
escaped death was a m iracle. W h eth er 
he had been below  decks until the li fe 
boat had departed, had been washed 
onto the rock  and had som ehow  escaped 
serious in ju ry— this we cou ld  on ly  co n 
jecture. But there his dark figure lay 
outstretched on the highest point o f  the 
reef, the waves, fro m  tim e to  time, 
breaking over him  as i f  seeking to  tear 
him from  his hold.

“ Shall I  g o  a fter  the c r e w ? ”  I 
shouted.

M y  father shook  his head. “ N o  
use,”  he answered. “ Y o u  cou ldn ’ t catch 
them in time. H e  can ’ t last lon g .”

I thought, fro m  the w ay in which 
he spoke, that he considered  the m at
ter hopeless and that w e m ust stand 
there and see the man w orn  dow n  by  
wind and w ave until he was sw ept from  
his insecure re fu ge . It was n ot until 
afterw ard that I  learned what was in m y 
father’s m ind— that he was balancing, 
on  the one hand, the claim s o f  w ife  and 
daughter in the cottage on  the beach, 
and on  the other the thought o f  a m an ’s 
agon y as j i e  gazed into the very  eyes

o f  death. T h en , w ith no m elodram atic 
speech o r  gesture, he turned  to  me.

“ L e t ’ s try  it, b o y ,”  he said.

I N E E D E D  no urging. Sh edd ing  our
oilskins, w e ran the d ory  dow n  the 

beach ; I took  m y  place forw a rd  and 
m y father, w aiting w ith the skill o f  
long  experience, seized the opportun ity  
to shove o ff, then jo in ed  m e at the oars, 
and in a tw inkling we w ere beyond the 
breakers and on  ou r  w ay  tow ard  the 
reef.

I t  was then that I  realized the truth 
o f  m y  fa ther ’s boast that w here the 
lifeboat went, he co u ld  g o ;  f o r  the d o ry  
was a beautiful sea boat, built to  m y 
fa ther ’s design by  the skillfu l h and  o f  
Isaac B oyd . She was the clipper type, 
h igh -bow ed  and with a g race fu l, easy 
sheer, and was light and' new . She rose 
to  the waves like a  cork , again and 
again ach ieving the seem ingly im pos
sible as she struggled to the top  o f  som e 
huge w ave that threatened to  sw eep her 
to  destruction.

H a lfw a y  to  the ree f, I  had learned, 
fo r  the first time in m y life , respect and 
dread fo r  the pow er o f  the sea. I  had 
been shooting in plenty o f  stiff b low s, 
but never bad  I experien ced  anything 
like this. A ll at on ce a sensation o f  
awe cam e over me. W e  w ere strug
g ling against overw helm ing odds, 
against an adversary w h o cou ld  crush 
us as easily as a m an m ight crush  a 
w orm .

W e  struggled on . T hanks to  m y fa 
ther’s seam anship, presently we began  
to gain the advantage o f  the rock , fo r  
the w ater, under its lee, g rew  calm er, 
and we w ere able to p roceed  w ith less 
caution . A n d  b e fo re  lon g  m y  father 
called to m e :

“ Is he still th ere?”
F o r  the first tim e since w e  had le ft  

the beach, I  turned m y head, and fou n d  
that we w ere close upon the ree f. T h e 
figure still lay there, arm s clasped about 
a pinnacle o f  rock , though w ithout m o 
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tion  that I  cou ld  discern. H ere  arose 
a  , difficult p ro b le m ; i f  he had had 
strength enough  to  leap, we m ight have 
saved him, but fo r  m e to  try  to gain 
the rock  in that w hirl o f  white w ater 
was next to  .throw ing aw ay m y life .

W h ile  I hesitated, the question  was 
solved fo r  m e. A  huge com ber crashed 
upon  the ree f. W h e n  it had passed, 
the m an was no longer visible. W h ile  
I  glanced desperately around fo r  a 
trace o f  him, suddenly, alm ost w ithin 
arm ’s length o f  the dory , a clutch ing 
hand em erged, fo llow ed  by a fa ce  with 
eyes filled w ith a look  o f  h orror  and 
despair.

“ O n e stroke a h ea d !”  I  shouted to m y 
father.

T h e  next m om ent I had the man by  
the arm  and had hauled him  over the 
rail and into the bottom  o f  the dory , 
w here he lay lim p w ith  his eyes closed. 
W h eth er he w as alive or  dead was not 
n ow  ou r co n ce rn ; a perilous passage 
still rem ained ; and we had to  keep the 
d o ry  head to  the sea and back her as 
best w e m ight until we had nearly 
gained the shore.

T h e  tide b y  this tim e was nearly full 
and  con d ition s  fo r  a  lan d in g  cou ld  
hardly  have been w orse1; and though 
w e apparently tim ed ou r e ffo rt  c o r 
rectly , the huge w ave w hich  bore us 
shorew ard  m anaged to  turn and tw ist 
and finally  to  overw h elm  us, so  that all 
I rem em ber o f  o u r  landing was an ig 
n om in ious loss o f  balance and a tum 
b lin g  in to the su rf, and then som ething 
— either the rail o f  the d o r y  or  the han
dle o f  an oar— m ust .have d ip p e d  me 
over the head. I  Jtnew noth in g  m ore 
until I opened m y eyes to  find m yself 
stretched flat on  the sand, look in g  up 
in to  the an x iou s fa ce  o f  m y  sister.

I  con trived  to sit up, and  saw that 
m y  father was w ork in g  d esp era td y  to  
save  the capsized  d ory  and that the m an 
w h om  we had rescued was ly ing beside 
m e on  the beach. I staggered to  m y 
fee t and som ehow , w ith .R ose ’s help,

w e d ragged  the d o ry  out o f  harm ’s way, 
then picked up the m an— gaunt, elderly 
and fore ign  look ing— and with m y 
m oth er’s aid soon  had him  in bed, while 
R o se  w ent fo r  D o cto r  W ebster. O nce 
the man open ed  his eyes, and m y 
m other fo rce d  som e brandy betw een 
his lips, but a lm ost im m ediately he 
lapsed' again  in to  unconsciousness.

T h e  b low  I  h ad  received had been 
severe ; I had quite a cut on  m y sca lp ; 
I  felt d iz z y ; m y  head ached, and 
th robbed  savagely. I  kept to  m y  room , 
stretched flat upon  the bed, fo r  the 
rem ainder o f  the day.

D o cto r  W eb ster  arrived, shook  his 
head dubiously , and a fter  an exam ina
tion  departed, telling us that the man 
was well g on e  fr o m  exposu re and e x 
haustion an d  that he feared internal in
ju ries as well. T here  was little fo r  us 
to  d o ;  later in the day he must either 
turn the co rn e r  and  begin  to  m end or 
e lse  his flam e o f  l i fe  w ould  flicker 
qu ietly  out.

A T  sundow n m y father cam e in to 
see me, to tell me that the w reck 

was rapidly breaking up, that her tim 
bers w ere scattered a lon g  the beach, and 
that a  huge p iece  o f  her stern proved  
her to be the Santa Maria o f  P ernam 
bu co. T h e  crew , w hose bodies had 
co m e  ashore one b y  one, were plainly 
S ou th  A m ericans. In  the con d ition  o f  
the m an w hom  we had tried  t o  save 
there was little change. T h e  d octor  
had com e o n ce  m ore  and had said that 
while a y ou n ger  m an m ight have ral
lied, as it w as his a g e  w as against him.

I rose, and finding that m y  rest had 
d on e  m e g o o d , decided  to  g o  dow n  to 
supper, and w e w ere about t o  leave the 
room  when w e heard m y m other’s vo ice  
c a ll in g :

“ H e n ry ! H a l !  C om e q u ick !”
E vidently  a  ch ange had occurred: in 

the sick m an ’s c o n d it io n ; and as we 
hastily entered the room , we saw that 
he had suddenly rega in ed  con sciou s
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ness, and half propped  upon one elbow , 
as i f  com pletely  dazed by  his surrou nd
ings, was staring blankly  about the 
room . T hen  all at once his expression  
changed, and I realized that his fa ce  
w as ithat o f  a gentlem an, cultured and 
refined, although at the m om ent >it w ore  
an expression  o f  the utm ost anxiety.

A s  the d octor  had toldr us, the sands 
o f  his life  w ere nearly run, and the 
e ffort he had m ade p ro v e d  to o  m uch 
fo r  his w asted strength. F o r  an in
stant he strove to  m aintain his p osi
tion ; then nature gave w ay, and he fell 
back, although his eyes still rem ained 
half open, as though he fou gh t hard to  
retain consciousness. T h at he wished 
to  speak was evident, and T bent over 
him to catch his faintest whisper.

T h ou gh  his lips m oved  spasm odically, 
no sound cam e, and I  cou ld  see that 
he was near his end. A n d  then sud
denly  his g lance seem ed caught by  
som ething beyon d  m e ; I  saw  his eyes 
widen, and an expression  o f  jo y  and 
happiness steal into them. W o n d erin g , 
I turned and saw that m y  sister, 
dressed in white, stood  in the d oorw ay , 
a pretty  p icture w ith her rosy  cheeks 
and dark curls. T h ou g h  it was but a 
delusion, I  suppose, due to  the dim  light 
and to the fact that by  this tim e his 
p oor  eyes them selves w ere dim , his last 
m om ent on  earth was a happy one, fo r  
in a tone o f  unspeakable tenderness he 
uttered one w ord'— “ M a rg a r ita !” — and 
fell back dead.

C H A P T E R  I V .
THE REFUGE.

I A T E  in the a ftern oon  on  the fo l 
low in g  day, D ick  W heatland  and I 

sat on the runw ay o f  the life -sav in g  sta
tion, ou r guns across ou r knees, watch
ing a handsom e black schooner w hich 
had just com e to anchor under the lee 
o f  R ou n d  R ock .

T h e  weather, in tw en ty -fou r  hours, 
had com pletely  changed. T h e  storm , 
fierce bust b rie f, had subsided.

In  the m orn in g  we had gon e, w ith  a l
m ost the entire v illage, to  the cem etery  
and had stood  w ith bared heads w hile 
the crew  o f  the ill-fa ted  Santa Maria 
w ere reverently  laid to  rest.

D ick ’s d ory  w as hauled up on  the 
beach b e low  us. A s  I w atched the lon g  
lines o f  w ild  fo w l stream ing steadily 
a long, I  cried  im patien tly :

“ C om e on , there ’ s p lenty o f  daylight 
le f t !  W e  can ro w  ou t and set the de
coys  in the lee o f  Gull L ed ge , and have 
a dozen  birds b y  dhrk. W h a t are you  
w aiting fo r , D ic k ?  L e t ’s get started.”  

“ O h , I d on ’t k n o w ,”  D ick  tem po
rized. “ I t ’ s-pretty  rou gh  o f f  there, H a l. 
H on estly , I ’m  a fra id  to  try  it.”

H is  face  was serious, but I  cou ld  
not help laughing at his e x cu se ; fo r  
the idea o f  D ick  W h eatlan d  bein g  
a fra id  o f  anything was utterly absurd. 
T hen  I  suddenly rem em bered his de
votion  to  m y  sister, and fe lt  that I  had 
so lved  the m ystery. Andi at on ce I  
turned  on  him accusingly.

“ I  k n o w  w h y you  w on ’t g o ! ”  I  cried . 
“ P retty  soon  y o u ’re  g o in g  to  p ropose  
that w e take a w alk  up the shore, then, 
when we get near ou r house, y o u ’ll re
m em ber that you  have to  see m y  father 
about som ething very  im portant. Y o u ’ll 
hang around, h op in g  y o u ’ll be invited  
to  supper, and when you  are, y o u ’ll sit 
staring at R ose  as though  you  had 
never seen her b e fo re , and y o u ’ll p rob 
ably put sugar in you r  eggs and salt 
in you r tea, and never k n ow  the d iffer
ence. It isn ’t rou gh  w ater y o u ’ re scared 
o f ; y o u ’re a fra id  that Jim  Southard  is 
getting ahead o f  you  with R o se .”

.His gu ilty expression  to ld  m e that 
fo r  on ce  I had fa irly  hit the m ark.

“ N o w  look  here, D ick ,”  I  said, “ I ’ll 
make you  a fa ir  o ffer . Y o u  com e shoot
in g  w ith m e, and a fterw ard  I’ll invite 
you  to  supper.”  I  paused a m om ent, 
then added  m a lic iou sly : “ Y e s , s ir, I ’ll 
invite you , w hether R o se  likes it or  
not. A n d  then, i f  you  have the co u r
age, w hich I doubt, you  can invite her
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to  g o  d riv in g  w ith you  instead o f  with 
J im  Southard. W h a t d o  you  say? 
Isn 't  that fa ir ? ”

“ A ll right,”  he agreed. “ T h a t’s fa ir  
enough , H al. C om e ahead.”  W e  had 
scarcely started fo r  the dory  b e fo re  he 
gave  a sudden exclam ation  o f  annoy
ance, and poin ted  to  a tall figure, gun 
on  shoulder, strolling tow ard  us and 
headed in the general direction  o f  B lack 
.R ock Beach. “ T a lk  o f  the d e v il !”  he 
cried . “ I ’ ll ,bet a dollar J im ’s on  his 
w ay to  you r house now . C on fou n d  
h im ! W h y  can ’t he m ind his ow n  busi
ness ?”

T h e tragedy o f  the situation was lost 
on  m e ; all I cou ld  see was its com ic 
side. “ P rob a b ly ,”  I suggested ch eer
fu lly , “ he w ill stay to  supper, too . T hat 
will m ake it n ice fo r  every one. A nd 
b y  seeing you  both  together, R ose  can 
decide w hich  she likes best. I f  you  
d o n ’t look  any pleasanter than you  d o  
n ow , I ’ ll bet m y  m oney on  J im .”

D ick  failed utterly to  perceive the 
h um or in the affa ir, and proceeded  to 
w ard the d ory  w ith frow n in g  brow . B y  
the time w e had pushed  her dow n  to  
the w ater’ s edge and w ere  ready to  em 
bark, Southard was close at hand. A s 
we w ere d irectly  in his path, neither he 
n or D ick  cou ld  well avoid speaking, 
though their expressions, as they , eyed 
each other, m ade m e think o f  tw o bull
dogs, c irclin g  about each other b e fo re  
com in g  to grips.

Southard hailed us pleasantly enough. 
“ H u llo , D ic k ! H u llo , H a l! G oin g  to 
try the d u ck s?”

D ick  was plainly jli a com bative 
m ood . T h ou gh  ord inarily  good -tem 
pered, it seem ed to  requ ire m erely  his 
riva l’s presence to rouse him to fu rv . A s 
S outhard  spoke, D ick  had been  bend1- 
ing over the dory , clearing a re fra ctory  
kink in the road  line, but n ow  he 
straightened up and  gruffly a n sw ered : 
" I t ’ s none o f  you r business i f  we are.”

Southard grinned. E vidently  D ick ’s 
exasperation  pleased him. “ W e ll ,”  he

observed , “ there’s n o  need to  be nasty 
about it. It  doesn ’ t cost anything to  be 
civ il.”

D ick ’s retort was im m ediate a n d 'u n 
com prom isin g . “ T h ere ’s n o  ca ll,”  he 
re jo ined , “ to be c iv il to  a sneak.”

T h e  smile le ft S outhard ’s face, and 
his eyelids narrow ed. “ M ean ing,”  he 
dem anded, “ that T’m a sneak?”

“ E xa ctly ,”  D ick  answered. “ Y o u  
told H a l’s sister that I took  M ay P orter 
out driving. T hat was a lie.”

T h is  was direct enough. Again I 
was rem inded o f  tw o bulldogs, fo r  
Southard was n ow  as grim  as D ick .

“ D o n ’t call me a liar,”  Jim  warned. 
“ I saw you  with her, driving down 
B eechw ood  S treet.”

“ I  dare say you  d id ,”  D ick  rejoined. 
“ I was com in g  back fro m  G reen bu sh : 
M ay  was w alking hom e, and naturally T 
gave her a lift, as I w ould any one. But 
that’s a very  different th ing from  taking 
her to  drive, and it was none o f  your 
business to  tell R ose , anyw ay. It was 
a sneaking th ing to  d o .”

J ^ Y  now  they were w orked up to a fine 
pitch. T hese fine distinctions be

tween “ taking a girl to  d rive”  and “ g iv 
ing her a li ft ”  w ere  lost on  me, but to 
D ick  and Jim  Southard they were evi
dently o f  the greatest im portance. 
Southard assumed the offensive.

“ I never to ld  R o se  you  took  M a y  out 
driving. T told her I saw you out 
driv ing  together. A n d  that was the 
truth, and I w on ’t have you  calling me 
a liar. W ill you  take it back or w on ’t 
you  ?”

It appeared to  m e that strictly on the 
merits o f  the argum ent. Jim  had  som e
what the best o f  i t : but what they were 
a fter  was a g o o d  excuse fo r  a quarrel. 
D ick  answ ered J im ’s question with 
staggering directness.

“ O f  course I w on ’t take it back .”  he 
said. “ I ’ ll say again that y o u ’re a 
sneak and a liar, and that you  always 
have been a sneak and a liar, and that
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you  ahvays will be a sneak and a liar. 
A n d  i f  you  d on ’ t like that, you  kn ow  
what you  can d o .”

F or answer, Southard laid d ow n  his 
gun  and advanced on  D ick , evidently 
with hostile  intent, w hile I held m y 
breath in expectation. A  m ore unsuit
able place fo r  a struggle cou ld  not have 
been im agined, fo r  the wet and slippery 
pebbles furnished a m ost uncertain 
footh old , so1 that luck and not skill 
m ight be the decid ing  factor, to  say 
nothing o f  the danger o f  serious in ju ry  
fro m  a  crash ing fall upon the stones. 
B ut neither o f  them  seemed to  think 
o f  that, and Southard continued to  ad
vance until he was within a fe w  feet o f  
his antagonist.

T o  m y surprise, how ever, D ick  actu
ally gave ground b e fo re  S ou th ard ’s de
term ined advance. D ick  was retreating 
nearer and nearer to the w ater’s edge. 
T hen , as i f  believing that his adversary 
was afraid  o f  him. Southard suddenly 
sprang forw ard . T h e  next second they 
w ere grappling fiercely, first on the very  
edge o f  the w ater and then, w hether 
by accident or  design I  cou ld  not tell, 
knee-deep in the w ater itself, which 
their struggle churned to m ilky white
ness.

N o  contest on  slim e-coated stones 
and between foem en  so thoroughly  in 
earnest cou ld  be o f  lon g  duration. A ll 
at once I saw both  o f  them, locked  in 
each other’s arm s, slip, stagger and fall 
headlong, w ith a trem endous splash, 
in to the sea. F o r  a second or tw o  they 
must have ven gefu lly  continued their 
struggle under the surface, but co ld  w a 
ter has a sooth ing  e ffect on  hot b lood . 
A t the same m om ent they released their 
hold and regained the beach, com pletely  
sobered and dripping wet.

F o r  an instant Southard glared at 
D ick , even open ed  his m outh  as i f  to  
speak ; then, as i f  m ere w ords were 
inadequate, he snatched u,p his gun  and 
walked rapidly aw ay in  the direction  
o f  the village.

I E F T  alone, I turned and look ed  at 
D ick , to find his bath had appar

ently com pletely  restored his g o o d  hu
m or, fo r  in spite o f  his dripp in g  c lo th 
ing, his face was beam ing.

“ D id  you  notice h ow  I  d id  it, H a l? ”  
he chuckled. “ I m ade up m y  m ind 
right aw ay that he w asn ’t g o in g  to  call 
on R ose  this a ftern oon . S o  I  got him  
mad on  p u rp ose ; then I backed aw ay 
from  h im ; and when he grabbed m e, I 
w orked  fo r  just one thing, to get him 
out as far as I co u ld  b e fo re  we fell. 
I ’ ve spoiled  that call fo r  him , all r ig h t !”  
A t  the happy thought his smile becam e 
broader than ever.

I felt som ew hat aggrieved. “ Y es , 
that’s all very  w ell,”  I admitted', “ but 
h ow  about m e ?  H o w  about ou r go in g  
sh o o tin g ?  A n d  h ow  about your call on 
R o s e ?  I d o n ’t see that y o u ’re any bet
ter o f f  than he is .”

D ick ’s sm ile persisted. “ O h , yes, I 
am ,”  he answ ered. “ A  w hole lo t bet
ter o ff. I ’ve g o t  spare clothes in the 
station, and I ’ve g ot a key in m y  pocket, 
because I ’m  Captain T o w e r ’s N o . 1 
man. S o  I ’ ll m ake a change and .in five 
m inutes w e ’ ll be ready to  start.”

H e  soused drippingly  up the beach, 
leaving me to w ait im patiently 'for  his 
return. It was not m uch over five m in
utes b e fo re  we were row in g  brisk ly  out 
tow ard  G ull L edge . T h e  a ftern oon , 
h ow ever, was destined to  be on e  o f  
surprises, and b e fo re  we had covered  
h a lf the distance ou r plans w ere again 
altered as the nerve-stirrin g  “Ah-onk! 
Ah-onk!” o f  Canada geese cam e to our 
ears, and we saw a flock  o f  these beau
tifu l birds w inging their stately w ay 
dow n  fro m  Blaclc R ock .

T h ey  passed well ou t o f  gunshot as 
w e w atched with lon g in g  e y e s ; they fa l
tered fo r  a m om ent as they caught sight 
o f  the reed -frin ged  pond on  D ark  
Island, turned and sw ung back in a 
w ide h a lf circle , then disappeared b e 
lo w  the reedy m argin  o f  the pond.

“ W h a t lu c k !”  cried  D ick . “ T h e  first
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flock  that’s gon e  in there this fall. A n d  
it  will soon  be d a rk ; they ’re bou n d  to  
stay there. W e ’ ll have a w on d erfu l 
shot at th em ; we m ight get three o r  
fo u r .”  A n d  then, to  spoil it all, he had 
to  a d d : “ H o w  surprised R o se  w ill b e ! ”

I heaved a sigh o f  disgust. H ere , 
w ith the prob lem  o f  stalking a  flock  o f  
geese b e fo r e  us— a m atter serious 
en ou gh  to drive all else fr o m  our minds 
— h ow  cou ld  a youth  o f  D ick ’s usual 
g o o d  sense think o f  a g irl at such a 
tim e? I t  was t o o  sa d ; I  cou ld  on ly  
p ity  him .

W e  had turned the d o ry ’s b o w  to the 
southeast, abandoning all thought o f  a 
bag  o f  sea ducks in fa v o r  o f  this nobler 
gam e. W e  had scarcely taken a dozen 
strokes w hen out o f  the corn er o f  m y  
eye I saw a m an on  the deck o f  the 
sch oon er o f f  R ou n d  R o ck  low er a small 
boat fro m  the davits, get .into her and 
row  rapidly in the direction  o f  the 
island.

I  groan ed  aloud. “ C on fou n d  the 
lu c k !”  I  cried . “ H e ’s seen them, too . 
A n d  he ’ll get there ahead o f  us. H e  
hasn ’ t h a lf the distance to  g o .”

D ick  look ed  over his shou lder. T here  
cou ld  be n o  question  that the man 
w ould  reach the island ahead o f  us. H e  
row ed  as fast as he cou ld  lash his oars 
through  the water. I was thoroughly  
disgusted.

“ L e t ’s g ive  it up and g o  back to  Gull 
L e d g e ,”  I proposed . “ W e ’ ll be sure o f  
tw o or  three g ood  shots b e fo re  d a rk ; 
and that fe llow  can  have the geese to  
h im self.”

B ut D ick , with h is greater experi
ence, was not to be so easily d iscou r
aged. “ T h a t ’s ju st like a b o y ,”  he o b 
served. “ I was the same w ay when I 
was you r age, alw ays ready to  ju m p  at 
conclusions. W h e n  y o u ’re older, y o u ’ll 
learn to look  at things a little longer be
fo re  you  make up you r m ind. W e  
d on ’ t even kn ow  that this fe llo w  is a fter 
the geese. D id  you  see h im  pu t a gun 
in the b o a t? ”

I stopped to  consider. “ N o ,”  I  con 
fessed , “ I  ca n ’t say that I d id .”

“ Just what I  told y ou ,”  D ick  re 
jo in ed . “ I d on ’ t believe he’ s a fter the 
geese at all. H e ’s m aking fo r  the 
n ortherly  side o f  the is lan d ; w e ’ ll row  
around to  the southerly point, and we 
m ay get a crack  at the geese a fter all.”

T 'H I S  v iew  o f  the situation restored 
m y courage. W e  row ed again with 

a will, but a lm ost im m ediately w ere 
aw are o f  m uch noise and con fu sion  on 
the sch oon er’s deck. W e  heard orders 
baw led  in a stentorian voice , saw men 
rushing here and there, and presently 
the lon gboat took  the water with fou r 
m en at the oars and  a fifth , gun in 
hand, in the stern sheets, and m ade o ff  
in the direction  o f  the island.

“ H e ’s a hunter, a n y w a y !”  I cried , 
though  I was considerably  surprised, 
fo r  I fou n d  it hard to  believe that a 
w hole ship ’s crew  cou ld  be throw n into 
such excitem ent b y  the chance o f  a shot 
at a flock  o f  geese.

B ut D ick , m ore  experienced than I, 
w as qu ick  to  sense the true state o f  a f
fa irs . “ Y e s , he ’s a  hunter, “ he an
sw ered significantly, “ but not o f  geese. 
D o n ’t you  see w hat’s u p ?  T hat first 
man isn ’t a g u n n e r ; he is trying to  get 
aw ay fro m  the schooner— captain has 
p robab ly  been hazing h im  to o  hard. H e  
never m eant to  stop at the island at a ll ; 
he 'was bound straight fo r  the mainland. 
B ut he ’s g ot to  take to the island now , 
and trust" to  the darkness. T h e y ’re 
traveling tw o feet to  his on e .”

I t  was evident that h e  spoke the 
truth. T h e  man in the small boat, see
in g  him self pursued, had increased his 
e fforts  and was already close  to  the 
rocks. T here  was a savagery in the air 
o f  his pursuers which frightened me 
m ore than a little.

“ W h a t will they d o  to him if  they 
catch  h im ?”  I  asked.

D ick  shrugged his shoulders. “ I ’d 
hate to  be in his b o o ts .”  he answered.
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“ T h e y ’ll ha lf m urder him, .probably. I 
hope, fo r  his sake, he gets aw ay.”

A s  he spoke, the fugitive  drove his 
boat up on  a narrow  beach and leaped 
ou t and dashed aw ay up the rocks. A  
couple o f  hundred yards from  the 
island, the lon g  boat cam e sw iftly  on, 
the man in the stern encouraging  his 
oatsm en with a flood  o f  oaths. P res
ently. in his excitem ent, he whipped his 
hat from  his head and threw  it in to the 
bottom  o f  the boat.

A t on ce I recognized, w ith  a start, 
the ferret face and flam ing head o f  the 
sailor w hom  I  had last seen in B oston , 
arm and arm  with Captain Palliser, and 
relating in son g  the adventures o f  R eu 
ben R anzo. I thought o f  what m y  fa 
ther had said o f  Palliser, reasoned that 
this must b e  his schooner, and instinc
tively to o k  sides with the hunted man. 
Surely, i f  captured, his lot w ould  not 
be an enviable one.

Q O  interested had I  becom e in this 
man hunt that fo r  the nonce I  had 

entirely 'forgotten  the wild geese and 
was resting on  m y oars, m y  gaze bent- 
first on  the figure o f  the fugitive  as he 
gained the top  o f  the c liff  and disap
peared from  view , then on  the red
headed pursuer in the stern o f  the long
boat. B ut D ick  still had our original 
plan in m ind, and was all the tim e 
w ork ing the d o ry  around to  the south
ward o f  the island, in w hich  direction  
the geese, i f  startled into flight, w ould 
alm ost certainly pass.

B e fo re  the sch oon er’ s boat had 
reached the shore, we had gained the 
position  w e coveted  and, paddling in 
until w e  w ere practically  concealed 
from  view  by  a p ro ject in g  ledge, we 
kept the d o ry  in p lace b y  grasping the 
rockw eed with our hands, and there 
awaited the ou tcom e o f  the double 
event.

O f  the fleeing man, we cou ld  see no 
tra ce ; he had apparently vanished from  
sight. I fe lt  that he had d on e w ell t o

conceal h im self so  rapidly. In  another 
m om ent a w ild  yelling, like that o f  
hounds on  a scent, told us that his pur
suers had effected their landing and 
w ere hot upon his trail. T h e  red 
headed mate was the first to appear 
over the c liff, but the other fo u r  m em 
bers o f  the crew  were close  at his heels. 
W e  cou ld  hear him  hellow ing his o r 
ders :

“ N ow . then, spread o u t ! A n d  look  
sh arp ! W e  haven ’t m uch daylight left. 
T h e  pond— that’s the likeliest place. 
M yers, F o ley — you  tw o try  that. T he 
other tw o com e with m e ; w e ’ll search 
the briers and then the rock s .”

E vidently he d id  not have to  urge on 
his fo l lo w e r s ; w hatever the reason, they 
were keen to  find the re fu gee . T hen , 
as the tw o pursuers w h o had been told 
to search the pond neared the reeds, we 
heard the hoarse w arn ing  o f  the gander, 
and with a great splashing and com m o
tion as the w ings o f  the geese beat first 
the w ater and then the air, the w hole 
flock  took  w ing.

Im m ediately I  realized that D ick  had 
planned ou r  cam paign to  a n icety, fo r  
the great b irds w ere heading straight 
fo r  us. A lthough  they w ere striving 
hard to rise into the air, there was no 
breeze to speak o f .  and they ascended 
so gradually that when they passed us 
they w ere not m ore  than fo r ty  yards 
distant— practically a p erfect shot fo r  
a w indstill day.

“ N o w !”  called D ick . “ G ive it to  
them , H a l !”

In an instant m y  piece leaped to m y 
shoulder, fo r  I knew  that D ick , being 
in the stern, w ou ld  take the a fter  part 
o f  the bunch, leaving the birds in fron t 
to  me. I did not aim at the leader, 
k n ow in g  fu ll well that he was the 
toughest o f  the flock— not on ly  the 
hardest to kill, but even i f  brought 
dow n , the least desirable fo r  the table.

D irectly  behind him three birds flew  
close together and, sw inging  a couple 
o f  feet in advance o f  them, I let drive,
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and saw the ldng  neck o f  one o f  them 
double backw ard as he cam e crash ing 
dow n  into the water, stone-dead. D ick  
fired on ly  an instant later, and a second 
bird lay beside the first. T h e  survivors, 
w ith a terrific honking, seem ed to rise 
straight into the air, and resum ed their 
flight tow ard  the south. A  h a lf dozen 
strokes o f  the oars and we had recov 
ered ou r  g a m e ; then, m oved  by  a  co m 
m on  im pulse, we turned our eyes to the 
island to see w hether the chase had 
ended.

I T  was still in progress. T h e  odds
had sh ifted  in fa v or  o f  the fugitive, 

fo r  the b r ie f autum n tw ilight had ended 
and darkness w as settling dow n  on  land 
and sea. T h e mate by  this tim e was in 
a tow erin g  rage, and we cou ld  hear him  
urgin g  on  the hunt until one o f  the men 
a n sw ered :

“ W e  want to  lay a  hand on  the 
dam n swab as m uch as you  do , but 
w h at’s the use o f  look in g  fo r  h im  when 
you  ca n ’t see y ou r  hand b e fo re  your 
face ?”

T h e question was a fair one, fo r  we 
cou ld  barely distinguish  the figures o f  
the sailors, d im ly outlined against the 
sky, as they stood' on the topm ost point 
o f  the island, loath to  relinquish the 
chase, but aw are o f  the im possibility  o f  
finding their man.

A fte r  securing ou r gam e, we had 
rested quietly on  ou r oars, letting the 
d ory  d rift . T h e  light breeze had car
ried  ou r boat gradually tow ard  the east
erly point o f  the island. W e  cou ld  hear 
the voices o f  the hunters in consulta
t io n ; then a lou der hail fro m  the m ate :

“ D o ry  a h o y ! Seen anything o f  a  
m an skulking am on g  the rocks ?”

“ N o , s ir ,’ ’ D ick  called back, very  re
spectfu lly . “ W e  haven ’t seen any one 
at all.”

W e  heard a grunt o f  d iscom fiture 
fro m  the mate. T hen  fro m  one o f  the 
m e n :

“ W e  cou ld  build a fire and cam p here

all n ig h t; then in the m orn in g  w e ’ ll get 
him  and beat hell out o f  h im .”

A  second voice  spoke u p ; “ N o , let’ s 
n o t do that. W e  d on ’t want to  lose  our 
sleep fo r  a  w hite-livered hound like 
M arling. W e ’ll get him, an yw ay ; he’s 
no sw im m er; he cou ldn ’t m ake land to 
save his life . L e t ’s g o  back to  the 
schooner and tow  the g ig  w ith  us. 
T h ere  will be plenty o f  time to  get him 
in the m orn in g .”

T h en  cam e the m ate’s v o ic e : “ N o, 
that w on ’t do. W e  can ’t let this man 
slip through  our fingers. Y o u  know  
Jack P a llise r ; i f  he fe lt like it, he’d cut 
the hearts out o f  the lot o f  us and not 
th ink tw ice  about it either. F o ley  is 
right. W e ’ll build a rousing  b ig  bonfire 
on  the southerly beach. That will give 
us light enough  so  that even i f  he ran 
a chance o f  m aking land, we cou ld  see 
him  w hen he took  to the water. A nd  
in the m orn in g  w e'll hunt him  dow n  at 
our leisure. Y o u , M yers, take the gig. 
g o  back to  the schooner and report to 
the captain. G et plenty to eat and 
drink, and hurry back again. T he rest 
o f  you  get a pile o f  d r iftw o o d  and som e 
dry  seaw eed. C om e on, lively n o w ! 
W e  m ustn ’ t g ive  him a chance to  swim 
fo r  it b e fo re  we have a blaze g o in g .”

I heard him  w ith a sinking at m y 
h e a rt ; surely things looked dark fo r  
the fugitive. I cou ld  not help thinking 
what a chance we had to  help him, and 
I w hispered to D ic k : “ I f  we on ly  knew 
w here he w a s !”

Im m ediately and m ost unexpectedly 
m y  w ish was answered. O ut o f  the 
very  fa ce  o f  the rocks, as it seemed, a 
ghostly  w hisper echoed mine.

“ O n  board the d o r y ! B ack in here 
and take me a b o a rd !”

W e  w ere not m ore than tw enty feet 
fro m  the shore. Instantly D ick ’s oars 
w ere in the water and he was backing 
cautiously  tow ard  the island, straining 
h is eyes in the last vestige o f  light that 
rem ained. A s  we neared the land, we 
cou ld  perceive a c le ft  in the rock, fo rm 
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ing what was in reality a  m iniature 
cave, and here his b ody , w holly  sub
m erged, lay a man, his head a  dark  blur 
amid the rockw eed.

A s  the stern o f  the d o ry  cam e within 
his reach, we saw his hand reach out 
fo r  the rail and silently, w ith the u t
m ost caution, he d rew  h im self aboard, 
and instantly dropped  prostrate in  the 
bottom  o f  the boat. I cou ld  see that 
the chill o f  the w ater had been severe, 
fo r  he was shaking fro m  head to  foo t .

“ Get m e ashore, m ates !”  he w his
pered. “ I f  they ever catch m e. I ’m  done 
for . H elp  m e n ow , and I ’ ll never fo r 
get it.”

T here was a tragic earnestness in his 
tone which struck even deeper than the 
w ords them selves. I heard D ick  an
swer reassuringly :

“ A ll r ig h t! A ll r ig h t!”  T h en  he 
turned to me. “ W h ere  shall we take 
him, H a l? ”

“ M y h ou se?”  I suggested.
D ick  shook  his head. “ T o o  fa r .”  he 

answered. “ H e ’ s in a bad w ay now . 
W e  d on ’t want him  to die o f  pneu
m onia. W e  m ust get him w arm  as 
soon as we can .”

“ Y o u r  house, then,”  I  hazarded.
“ N o ,”  D ick  answ ered again. “ N o 

where in the village is safe. Suppose 
Jim  Southard saw us. H e ’d be so glad 
to  do us a mean turn that he ’d row  
out to  the schooner and blab the w hole 
thing. E ven a g o o d  man like Captain 
T o w e r  w ould probab ly  say to turn the 
man over to his captain. O ld  skippers 
haven’ t m uch sym pathy w ith  deserters.”

T his seemed true enough. A n d  then 
a sudden thought cam e to  me. “ W h y  
not the hum ane sta tion ?”  I asked. 
“ Y o u ’ve got a key. A n d  h e ’s a ship
w recked m ariner, all right.”

“ Y o u ’ve hit it ,”  D ick  said, and an 
instant later we w ere skirting the chan
nel betw een D ark  Island and D ark  
Island L edge , and then headed straight 
to  the westw ard.

T h e  year b e fore , D ick  and I had

row ed  together in a d o ry  race and had 
w o n ; but I  think fo r  the next five m in
utes we made the best time o f  ou r lives. 
I  cou ld  hear the gasping, irregu lar 
breaths o f  the man in the bottom  o f  the 
dory, and knew  that the co ld  w ater had 
chilled him to the bone.

M eanw hile we w atched the shore o f  
the island eagerly, thanking F ate fo r  
every second that carried  us farther and 
farther aw ay, b e fo re  the ill-om ened  
light o f  their beacon  should tell us that 
they were on  the watch. F ortunately  
fo r  us, by  the time a  broad  flare o f  
orange shot up on  the southerly beach, 
w e w ere passing Sea L edge , w ith the 
station on ly  a m inute away.

rp H E  instant ou r  b o w  grated on  the 
beach, w e w ere over the rail and en

cou rag in g  the man to get on  his feet. 
H e  was hard put to  it to  stand. W ith  
one o f  us on either hand, h ow ever, we 
m anaged to get him  up the beach, and 
a m inute later had him in the upper 
room  o f  the station, where D ick , dark 
ening the w in dow  with a blanket, lit a 
lantern and soon  had a fire go in g , and 
the man stripped o f  his wet cloth ing.

F o r  the first tim e, we had a chance 
to see that he was a p leasant-faced  man 
o f  m iddle age, evidently o f  greater re 
finem ent than the average seaman, fa ir 
haired, blue-eyed, clean-shaven, and 
generally  prepossessing in his appear
ance. H e  seem ed, how ever, to be on ly  
h a lf conscious o f  what was g o in g  o n ; 
and as I pulled the coarse shirt ov er  his 
head, he groaned  w ith pain, and I 
started in h orror  as I saw the great red 
weals on  his back. T h e reason fo r  his 
weakness was n ow  plain en o u g h ; the 
m an had been but recently flogged, and 
had lain all this tim e subm erged, with 
the sting o f  the salt water biting into 
his lacerated flesh.

B y  the tim e w e had him  tucked aw ay 
in  one o f  the bunks, w here he lay  With 
his eyes closed , D ick  had m ade up his 
m ind as to the course w e should pu r
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sue. “ G o  hom e, H a l,”  he counseled, 
“ and tell you r  father the story. I think 
you  can persuade him  that it w ould be 
a shame to g ive  this man up. A n d  as 
early as you  can  in the m orn ing, b e fo re  
it ’s light, hitch up and drive dow n  here 
and, i f  y ou r  fo lk s are w illing, w e ’ ll 
m ove him to  y ou r  house. T had bet
ter stay here with him  to-night. P a l- 
liser m ight m ake som e m ove to  lo o k  fo r  
him . though I d on ’t think that’s likely. 
B ut I am afra id  that he m ay be g o in g  
to  be pretty  sick. T never saw an ug- 
lier-look in g  back. I ’ll expect you  here 
the first thing in the m orn in g .”

W e  hauled up the dory . T ak in g  m y 
gun and slinging the tw o geese over m y 
shoulder, I trudged up the beach. B ut 
even w ith all the excitem ent we had 
undergone, D ick  was still m ind fu l o f  
m y sister.

“ G ive m y  bird to R o se ,”  he said,
“ w ith m y--------”

“ L o v e ? ”  I suggested.
H e  heaved a sigh. “ N o ,”  l ie  said, 

“ she m ight not like that. C om pli
m ents— that’s the w o rd .”

I took  m y  departure, stopping on the 
n ext bit o f  rising grou nd  to look  back 
at D ark  Island. A  w on derfu l bonfire 
blazed brightly  on the south beach, and 
I cou ld  even distinguish the figures o f  
the crew  passing and repassing in fron t 
o f  the flames. A t  the thought o f  their 
fruitless search in the m orn in g  I cou ld  
not repress a smile.

C H A P T E R  V .
CAPTAIN PALLISER APPEARS.

Y V I H E N  I reached hom e, I fou n d  that 
m y  m other and R ose  were calling 

on  M rs. W ebster, and that m y father 
was alone in the kitchen, sm oking his 
p ipe in co m fo rt  b e fo re  the stove. I told 
him  m y story , and to m y relief he 
agreed that D ick  and I had done right 
and gave his consent to m y bringing  
M arlin g  to the house. W ith  this on m y 
m ind, I passed part o f  a troubled night.

T h rou g h  m y slum bers the mate and his 
crow d  o f  cutthroats w ere at m y heels. 
I cou ld  not sleep. A b ou t three o ’clock  
in the m orn in g , th erefore , I dressed, 
crept out to the barn and, harnessing 
the w on derin g  but good-natured  bay to 
the light w agon , I made o ff dow n the 
shore.

A s  I neared the station I becam e 
m ore and m ore  anxious about the in
valid . I  fastened the horse to the fence 
outside, thrust open the d oor  and saw 
at once that a light still burned in the 
room  above. A t  once I drew  the in
feren ce that matters were go in g  badly. 
A s  I reached the stairway and began to 
ascend, m y  fears increased as I heard 
the sound o f  a vo ice , talking rapidly 
and earnestly, but in a strange m on o
tone.

A s  I reached the top  o f  the stairs. T 
saw D ick , still fu lly  dressed, sitting by  
the side o f  the bunk, as i f  guarding the 
fugitive  and a fra id  to  leave his side. 
W h en  m y  glance passed to the man 
h im self, I  understood. L ittle as I  knew 
o f  illness, it was evident that he was 
delirious with fever. H e  lay on his 
back, tossing and sh iftin g  from  side 
to  side.

“ Jam es E dw ard  M arlin g ,”  he was 
saying, “ was m y father— b o s ’n ’s mate 
on  the brig  Adventure, Captain F u r- 
neaux, con sort to  Captain C ook  in the 
Resolution, in his second voyage around 
the w orld . It was F ebruary, 1774, and 
the Adventure was far to the south ’ard 
o f  the H o rn , bound from  N ew  Zealand, 
a fter the m assacre at East B ay. Calm 
it was, said James E dw ard  M arling, 
and there lay  the island, right to  the 
n orth ’ard. S o  he asks Captain F u r- 
neaux fo r  leave to exp lore , and the 
captain, being a kind and benevolent 
m an, says yes. S o  m y father and one 
o f  the hands— T o m  B aldw in  was his 
nam e— low ers a boat and paddles o f f  to 
the island.

"O n  the south ’ard beach they lands, 
and finds the place desolate- and bar
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ren enough, excep t fo r  the seals and 
the great sea elephants, roarin g  like 
bulls. B ut they hadn’t taken tw enty 
steps b e fo re  they com es to an anchor—  
all rusted it was, and fa llin g  apart—  
but an anchor fo r  all that. A n d  the 
very next step m y father, Jam es E d 
ward M arling, happens to  look  dow n at 
the sand and there, right b e fo re  his 
eyes, is a co in — a go ld  dou b loon  o f  
Spain .”

H is vo ice  ceased abruptly. T hin kin g  
that exhaustion had seized him , I was 
about to step fo rw a rd  into the room , 
but stopped again as it becam e evident 
that even in h is delirium  he had m ade 
the pause intentionally, fo r  its effect on  
the unseen listeners o f  his dream . F o r  
now  he went on , con nected ly  enough :

“ Y o u  m ark that— a g o ld  dou b loon  o f  
S pa in ! A n d  then m y  father casts his 
eyes across the bay, and first he sees a 
volcan o like, w ith sm oke com in g  out 
o f  the cracks in its sides, then he look s 
to the east’ard o f  that and gives a start, 
fo r  there, sticking up over a little bit 
o f  rising grou nd , he sees the masts o f  
a stranded ship. M y  father and Tom . 
Baldwin looks at each other and starts 
o ff  at the double quick, and then, all in 
a minute, breaks a squall fr o m  the east, 
icy -co ld  and the air fu ll o f  snow .

“ Captain F urn eau x, fires a gun from  
the ship, and m y  father and B aldw in 
makes a dash fo r  the boat, and makes 
the brig  in tim e to  save their lives. F o r  
three days they ’re  driven  straight to the 
w est’ard, and as luck  w ill have it, on  
the third day T o m  B aldw in  slips o f f  a 
yard and is d row n ed .”

A ga in  he paused, but this tim e 1 
made no m ove to  advance, fo r  I had 
the feeling that I  was listening to a true 
story  and not to the ravings o f  a man 
tem porarily  deranged. A n d  presently 
he went o n :

“ S o  what does J. E . M arlin g  d o ?  
D oes he tell the captain and the crew  
what he sa w ? N o , he does not. B ut 
he gets a peep at the log , and he finds

the latitude and the longitude o f  the 
b r ig  Adventure on  the day o f  the 
squall, and he w rites it dow n , and keeps 
it m ost carefu lly , together w ith the gold  
dou b loon  o f  Spain. A n d  there the 
treasure lies to  this day, and Jam es E d 
w ard M arlin g  lies in the churchyard in 
B ristol, E ngland. B ut W illia m  M a r
lin g  know s— and all he wants is a stout 
cra ft , and som e g ood  shipm ates— and
then— and then--------”  H e  gave a deep
sigh, as i f  at last exhausted, and lay 
quiet.

I  stepped forw a rd . “ H as he been 
like this lo n g ? ”  I  asked.

D ick  turned, and I  saw that his face 
was haggard fro m  his lon g  v ig il. “ H e  
went to  sleep,”  he answ ered, “ and 
then, in about h a lf an hour, he began 
this talk. S o  it ’ s been all n ight— over 
and o v e r  again— and m ore  o f  it, too. 
Som eth ing about M org a n  the pirate and 
the sack o f  Panam a and a lost galleon. 
B ut mo.stly this talk y o u ’ve ju st heard. 
I t  seems to  be  fixed  in his brain. H e  
h ardly  varies a w ord .”

“ D o  you  think,”  I  ventured, “ that it 
w ou ld  be tru e?”

D ick  shrugged his shoulders. “ N o  
telling,”  he answ ered. “ Y o u  k n ow , as 
well as I  do, that every  sailor on  the 
coast believes there are islands, som e
where south o f  the H o rn , w here you  
can p ick  up gold  and diam onds fo r  the 
asking. Captain T o w e r  will yarn  by  
the h our about i t ;  and I  guess y o u ’ve 
heard you r father d o  the sam e.”

I  nodded. “ Y e s ,”  I answ ered, “ but 
it was noth ing but y a rn in g ; you  cou ld  
never put you r finger on  anything. It 
was alw ays that som ebody  told  som e 
one else that another man told him —  
and then a lon g  story  on  top  o f  that. 
B ut this sounds d if fe re n t; he talks 
about latitude and longitude and a go ld  
doubloon . I wish it w ere true.”

D ick  rose w earily  to  his feet. “ W ell, 
I ’m  a fra id ,”  he said soberly , “ that his 
secret is apt to  die w ith him . A n d  I 
dare say D o cto r  W ebster w ou ldn ’t want
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him  m oved  in the state he’s in. B ut we 
ca n ’ t leave him  here. S o  let’ s get him 
aw ay b e fo re  it grow s light enough  fo r  
others to see what we are do in g  at the 
station.”

T h e  man rose fro m  his bunk w ill
ingly  enough, and indeed the false 
strength that com es with fever m ade 
him appear stronger than on the pre
ced in g  night. W e  dressed him in his 
ow n  clothes, n ow  thoroughly  dry, 
w rapped a couple o f  blankets about him 
and made our w ay to the w aiting team. 
Tt was still n ig h t ; we could discern 
d im ly the outlines o f  the ledges, could 
see the rid ing  lights o f  the schooner 
and the fire still b lazing  on  D ark  Island. 
W e  got M arlin g  into the w agon and 
started fo r  hom e. H e  was quiet enough 
now . ram bling no m ore  in  his ta lk ; hut 
presently the co ld  fit succeeded to the 
hot one. and he shook  and shivered 
alarm ingly in the crisp  m orn in g  air. A t  
length the house was reached, and in a 
tw inkling we had him  in  the 'spare 
room , tucked aw ay in  the same bed in 
which the Brazilian had lately breathed 
his last.

F ) I C K ,  w orn  out by  his lon g  vigil with 
M arlin g, turned in fo r  a couple 

o f  h ours ’ s le e p ; I w aked m y m other and 
sister, and then started o f f  to  rouse 
D o cto r  W eb ster from  his warm  bed. 
In  due tim e he cam e, told  us, as we 
had feared , that M arlin g  had pneu
m onia. and that we cou ld  do little until 
the disease had run its course and 
reached its crisis. T h ere  was a chance, 
he s a id ; there was alw ays a chance. 
A n d  with d irections to  m y  g ood  m other, 
he le ft us.

P resently, a fter  D ick  had regained a 
little o f  his lost sleep and we had break
fasted, we started back fo r  the station 
to put things there in order again. A s  
we neared it. we cou ld  see the sch oon 
e r ’s longboat putting o ff  from  the 
island, and smiled at each other at the 
sight.

“ T h ere ’ s one c o m fo r t .”  D ick  o b 
served. “ W h atever m ay happen to  
M arlin g  now , he cou ld  be m uch w orse 
o f f ;  he w ould  have been a dead man if  
we hadn ’t taken him aboard. Im agine a 
night on  the island, in the c o ld ! T hose 
brutes have had their trouble fo r  noth
in g .”

T h e longboat reached the schooner, 
and a fter a fe w  m om ents the gig, with 
tw o men at the oars, came heading 
straight fo r  the beach below  us. T was 
som ew hat alarm ed at the sight, hut 
D ick , although he hastened the “ tidy
in g ”  process a little, was in nowise dis
turbed.

“ T h e y  w on ’t suspect anyth ing." he 
said. “ T h ey  cou ld n ’ t have seen w ho we 
w ere in the dark, and they w ould never 
im agine that we fou n d  M arling as we 
did. T h e y  are either com in g  ashore on 
the chance o f  getting som e track o f  
their man, or else fo r  som e other pur
pose altogether. Better not do too  much 
talking.”

F ive  minutes later the g ig  grounded 
on the beach and the tw o men got out. 
B eyon d  question, they were Palliser 
and the mate, and I gained som e idea 
o f  the captain ’s strength as he laid a 
hand on the rail o f  the g ig  and non
chalantly drew  her tw o or  three boat 
lengths up the slope as though she had 
been a toy. T h e y  a scen d ed , the beach 
and stood  b e fo re  u s : T he captain
short, im m ensely thickset, incredibly 
broad o f  shoulder, with the scrub o f  
black beard and w hisker that T rem em 
bered. and with the general appearance 
o f  a man o f  pow er, daring and se lf-p os
session— one w ho w ould he at his best 
when the danger that threatened him 
was at its w orst. A n  unprepossessing 
custom er, I thought, hut emphatically 
one to be respected.

T h e  mate, with his freck led ferret 
face  and carroty  hair g leam ing under 
his tattered cap. was m ore o f  the shifty, 
h ang-dog  type, though from  what we 
had seen the day previous he cou ld
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clearly he savage enough when roused. 
A ll in all, they made a pretty pair.

“ M orn ing , la d s !"  hailed the captain, 
pleasantly enough. “ H ave you  seen a 
sailorman passing this w a y ?”

T he manner in which he asked the 
question was fortunate, fo r  D ick , w ith
out uttering an untruth, was able to an
sw er that no one had passed us.

T he captain turned to the mate. 
“ W h at did I  tell y o u ? ”  he observed. 
“ W e ’ll never see him again. H e  must 
have tried to make land, a fter  all. A n d  
he never was a sw im m er. I never 
w ould have dream ed that he had the 
nerve to steal the g ig  and run fo r  it .”

I con fess that this speech gave me a 
better idea o f  Palliser, fo r  he spoke as 
though his sorrow  fo r  M arlin g  were 
genuine. H e  and the mate appeared to 
be in no hurry to re jo in  the schooner. 
T h ey  proceeded to sit dow n beside us 
on the station runw ay, and looked  out 
in silence over the blue waters o f  the 
bay.

“ L ose one o f  you r m en ?”  asked D ick .
“ Y e s ,”  the captain answ ered. “ A  

new  man and a p oor  enough sw ab, too. 
H e disobeyed an o rd e r ; I laid the cat 
across his back— m aybe a little harder 
than I meant to— and he up and ran fo r  
it. W e  thought we had him cornered  
on D ark Island, but he m ust have tried 
to make the land in the night, and 
drow ned. I know  fo r  a fact he was a 
p oor  sw im m er as well as a p oor  sea
man. H ow ever, no ill o f  the dead. I 
never wished him h a rm ; what I did 
was all in the way o f  discipline. I f  
you  d on ’t have that on  board a ship, 
y o u ’re done.”

T h e way in which he stated his case, 
and his whole m anner o f  speaking, con 
tinued to im press me. W h en  he dis
m issed the topic o f  M arling and went 
on to speak o f  ou r life -sav ing  station, 
my favorable im pressions were strength
ened. It happened to be low  water, and 
Captain Palliser, with a sw eep o f  his 
brawny arm, called ou r attention to the

score o f  jagged  reefs at varying dis
tances from  the shore, rearing their 
dark bulk from  the sparkling blue o f  
the sea.

“ I  k n ow  the A tlantic coast w ell,”  he 
said. “ E specially  the coast o f  M assa
chusetts, and I ’ve always said that 
there’s no w orse stretch o f  shore than 
right here in B ayport. N o , sir, there’ s 
no better place fo r  a life -sa v in g  station 
anyw here on the M assachusetts coa st.”

W e  agreed with him  that this was 
so, and he went on  to  pay ou r tow n  a 
handsom e com plim ent when he a d d e d : 
“ A n d  I ’ll say another thing. T h e re ’s 
no place w here they cou ld  find a smarter 
crew  than they have in B ayport. Y o u ’ve 
got g ood  m en here, som e o f  the old 
deep-w ater breed. T h e re ’s H ora tio  
T o w e r— he’ s not as spry as he was once, 
but no better man ever cruised out o f  a 
M assachusetts port. A n d  A b n er  L itch 
field o f  B eech w ood s is another. A n d  
y o u ’ve got g ood  coasters, too. T h e re ’s 
H en ry  N ickerson  o f  the Albicorc: he’s 
a man that keeps up  the g ood  name o f  
B ayport, a sm art and able sailorm an.”

T his bit o f  praise com pletely  w on  me. 
and I thrilled with pride as T v o lu n 
teered the in form ation  that H en ry  
N ickerson  was m y father. A t this, 
Captain P alliser look ed  at me with flat
tering interest.

“ Y o u  d on ’t say s o ! ”  he cried . “ A n d  
I ’ll bet a dollar, fro m  the look  o f  you , 
that y o u ’ re not g o in g  to spend you r life  
in a potato patch. Y o u ’ve got an air o f  
salt water about you  already. S o  H en ry  
N ickerson  is you r d a d ! W ell, the w orld  
is a small place, a fter  all. I ’d like to 
see you r father, too. I ’ve got a m es
sage fo r  him from  an old  shipm ate o f  
his. Is he ashore n o w ? ”

“ N o ,”  I answ ered. “ H e ’s o f f  lobster- 
ing this m orning. B ut you  cou ld  see 
him  this a ftern oon , i f  you  cou ld  be at 
T o w e r ’s w h arf about fo u r  o ’clock . 
W e ’re go in g  a fter black ducks at P o r 
ter's Island .”

A nd  at this he was to rise still h igher
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in m y estim ation. “ P orter ’s Is la n d !”  
he  ̂ roared. “ D o n ’t talk to me o f  P o r 
ter’s Island. M a n y ’s the night I ’ve lain 
out there, flat on  m y back in the m oon 
light, w ith the ducks d ropp in g  in all 
around me, with their ‘qna-ack, qua-ack’ 
in  the dark. N o  sport like it, I always 
said. S o  y o u ’re g o in g  there to-night 
a fter  black ducks.”  H e  studied the 
w eather w ith a k n ow in g  e y e ; then con 
tinued : “ I think it w ill be a g ood  night 
fo r  them, t o o ; especially i f  it breezes a 
bit tow ard  sundow n, as I expect it will. 
W e ll, I  w ish you  luck. C om e on, B ill, 
we m ust get back to  the sch oon er.”

H e  rose to  his feet, and the rest o f  
us fo llow ed  suit.

“ Shall I tell m y father you  w ill be 
at the w h a r f? ”  I queried.

“ N o , I ’m  a fra id  I ca n ’t make it,”  he 
answ ered. “ It was noth ing im portant, 
anyw ay, ju st a friend ly  m essage. A n d  
w e ’ve got to  be m ovin g  a lo n g ; w e ’ve 
wasted time enough  over M arlin g.”

D ick , w ho had been observantly quiet 
throughout, n ow  a sk e d : “ W h ere  are 
you  b o u n d ?”

“ T o  the south ’a rd ,”  P alliser an
sw ered, “ a fter  m ackerel. W e ll, g o o d - 
by, b o y s ! See you  again .”  H e  strode 
o f f  dow n  the beach, with the m ate at 
his heels.

A s  they pulled o f f  tow ard the 
schooner, I turned to D ick . “ W h a t 
d o  you  think o f  h im ?”  I asked.

“ I don 't know  what to  th ink,”  D ick  
rejoined . “ Q uite a character, I should 
say. I k n ow  h e ’s an A - l  seam an ; I ’ve 
heard that everyw here. B ut they tell 
som e ugly  stories about h im ; I  guess 
h e ’s the kind w ho stops at noth ing to  
gain his point. H e ’s k n ifed  m ore than 
one m an, I understand, and they say 
he ’s m oney-m ad besides, that he w ould  
d o  anything fo r  gold . I f  he had lived 
in the g ood  old  days, I  im agine he 
w ould  have m ade a first-class p irate.”

I started, fo r  the same thought had 
been in m y m ind. Perhaps it was the 
black stubble on  his face , but he had

m ade me think o f  the grim  tales o f  
B lackbeard, w ho went dow n fighting o ff 
O crak ok e Inlet, with a score o f  wounds 
in his m assive body.

“ N o , I  w ou ldn ’t like to run a fou l o f  
h im ,”  D ick  continued, “ and I w ou ldn ’t 
like to  have him grab me, either. I f  he 
d id , there w ou ldn ’t be a w hole rib l e f t ; 
he m ust have a grip  in those arms like 
a grizzly  bear.”

F o r  som e m om ents longer we 
w atched the g ig  as it made out fo r  the 
sch o o n e r ; then separated, D ick  to go  
m ossing, and I to row  o f f  to Sea L edge 
to catch a mess o f  cod , and to look fo r 
w ard with keen anticipation to m y eve
n ing ’s duck  shooting.

dinner time I learned that M ar
ling was better. A  m essage had 

com e from  Squire Pratt o f  Greenbush, 
and it w ou ld  take m y father the entire 
a ftern oon  to  g o  there and return, so he 
cou ld  not g o  with me to P orter ’s Island 
that night.

“ Get you r  Chicle E dw ard to take 
y o u ,”  he. suggested. “ H e  will en joy  it 
as m uch as you  w ill.”

M y  uncle, E dw ard  N ickerson, w ho 
dw elt alone on the outskirts o f  the v il
lage, was som e years o lder than m y fa 
ther, but so like him  in appearance that 
at a distance it was difficult to tell them 
apart. T here  was, how ever, in other 
ways a m arked d ifference betw een the 
brothers, fo r  m y uncle was distinctly 
the “ odd  on e”  o f  the fam ily. A  seri
ous brain fever in his b oyh ood  had left 
its m ark on him fo r  life . A lthough  he 
was not exactly  sim ple-m inded, yet he 
scarcely possessed the intellect o f  a fu ll- 
g row n  man.

A fte r  dinner I walked over to see him 
and fou n d  him  on ly  too  ready to jo in  
me. M in d fu l, h ow ever, o f  Captain Jack 
Palliser, I stopped at T o w e r ’s w harf 
at fou r , in case he m ight have changed 
his m in d ; but there was no sign o f  him 
and I learned that the black schooner 
had been seen standing to  the south-
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ward som e hours ago. F orth w ith  we 
le ft fo r  the pond.

M y  uncle ’s tiny cottage was on  the 
very outskirts o f  the tow n, at its east
ern extrem ity. B eyon d  it fo r  perhaps 
half a m ile stretched a patch o f  w o o d s ; 
then a long  expanse o f  sand and m arsh 
grass, and finally, beyond a slope o f  
rising ground , the body  o f  water know n 
as P orter ’s P ond . It was not really a 
pond, fo r  a n arrow , sinuous inlet w ound 
into it from  the sea, and the water was 
brackish instead o f  fresh . B ut so  h id
den was this inlet by  the w aving marsh 
grass that the ord inary passer-by w ould  
never have suspected its existence, and 
from  the early  days o f  the village the 
sheet o f  water had been know n as P o r 
ter ’s P ond.

Y  heart beat high as w e walked
*■ along— our guns over ou r shoul

ders. I liked to  fish, to  sail, to  cruise 
with m y father, to gather m oss, to  g o  
lobstering— but m y real passion was 
shooting. O f  all gunning places, I  al
ways had a special affection, fo r  the 
pond, fo r  from  the little island in the 
center, where we set our decoys, you  
cou ld  look  inland at the gorgeou s reds 
and yellow s and greens o f  the autumn 
foliage, and cou ld  behold on  the sea
ward side the taw ny m arsh grass and 
beyond it the ocean, g leam ing blue in 
the fad ing  sunlight, w ith  here and there 
the brow n  o f  the ledges, and far up to 
the w estw ard the outlines o f  D ark  
Island.

P resently we neared the pond, and as 
we topped the sum m it o f  the rising 
ground and exposed  ourselves to view , 
a dozen ducks leaped fro m  different 
parts o f  the pond and w ent w heeling 
upward into the air, som e flying straight 
out to sea, the others, sw eeping around 
in  broad circles, apparently loath to  
leave the shelter o f  the pond w hich  had 
served them as a hom e.

“ A  g ood  s ig n !”  cried  m y uncle. 
“ T h ey ’ll be back later, and plenty m ore,

too . C om e on, now , let’ s get set ou t as 
qu ick  as we can .”

W e  fou n d  the little, fla t-bottom ed 
sk iff w here w e had le ft  it, snugly co n 
cealed in the reeds. F iv e  m inutes later 
we had landed on the island, again co n 
cealed our boat, and had set out ou r 
little flock  o f  a dozen , b lack-duck  de
coys , whittled and painted by m y uncle 
in the lon g  w inter evenings w ith  the 
m ost patient skill. L ast o f  all. we con 
cealed ourselves in our blind, a huge 
w ooden  packing case sunk flush with 
the sand, w ith the reeds g row in g  all 
around it. W h e n  w e had taken our 
places, we w ere so effectually  concealed  
that on ly  the w ary duck  flying directly  
overhead- cou ld  tell that his enemies 
were there be low  him , stealthily lurking 
in ambush.

P resently  ou r  first chance cam e at a 
flock  o f  three m allards. M y  uncle saw 
them first, and pointed them out to me, 
fa r  aw ay but heading in d irectly  fro m  
the eastw ard. F o r  a tim e it seem ed as 
though they w ere taking a course which 
w ould  not brin g  them into the pond at 
all, then they caught a glim pse o f  the 
decoys and instantly altered their flight, 
com in g  tow ard  us until w e cou ld  dis
tinguish the gaudy plum age o f  the 
drake, w ith his green  head and breast 
o f  chestnut, contrasting  beautifu lly  with 
the quieter, so fter  plum age o f  the tw o  
ducks.

W ith ou t a suspicion  they sw ept on , 
quacking a note o f  greeting, then set 
their w ings and cam e g lid ing dow n  
straight fo r  the decoys. N o w  they w ere 
seventy yards aw ay, fifty , fo r ty — and 
still com in g  on. “ A ll r ig h t!”  w hispered 
uncle. “ G ive it to ’em , H a l !”

W ith  beating heart I  sprang to  m y 
feet. W h at a ch a n ge ! O n  the instant 
the peacefu l security o f  the m allards 
changed to w ild alarm  and, m ore 
qu ick ly  than any on e cou ld  im agine, 
they shot straight up into the air in a 
fnad e ffort to escape. M y  barrel c o v 
ered  the drake, fo llow ed  him fo r  a sec-
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ond until b ird  and gun m oved  as one, 
then I pressed the trigger.

I held fa ir  and true, and saw the 
drake ’s neck double backw ard and his 
w ings d rop  to  his sides as he fell, stone 
dead, in to  the darkening waters o f  the 
pond. Just as I  fired, I  was conscious 
o f  the roar o f  m y uncle ’ s gun in m y 
ear, setting m y head to buzzing. L o o k 
ing to see the result o f  his shot, I fou n d  
that he had bettered m ine and had 
brou ght dow n  the tw o ducks at one dis
charge. N aturally he was elated.

“ B y  c r ic k y !”  he exclaim ed, his fa v o r 
ite exclam ation . “ I g ot ’em  both. 
F ired  ju st as they draw ed together in 
the air. A n d  y o u  g o t the drake, H a l! 
T h ree  m allards, b y  c r ick y ! W o n ’t you r 
father be su rp rised !”

C H A P T E R  V I .
A SHOT IN THE DARK.

A\ Y  uncle had h a lf risen to his feet, 
preparatory to leaving the blind to  

retrieve the b ir d s ; but I laid a restrain
ing hand on  his arm.

“ L e t ’s wait a while b e fo re  we get 
them ,”  I suggested. “ W e ’ll lose a shot 
i f  we g o  n o w ; there will be m ore ducks 
a lon g  any m inute.”

H e  hesitated, but finally re p lie d : “ I 
d o n ’ t dare risk it, H al. I t ’s alm ost dark 
n ow , and the breeze is taking them  right 
out tow ard  the inlet. I f  we wait, we 
w on ’t be able to find them in the dark, 
and b y  m orn in g  either they will have 
gone out to sea or, i f  they lodge in the 
reeds, the fo x e s  w ill get them. N o , 
better m ake sure o f  what we h ave ; we 
d o n ’t get m allards every day .”

R eluctantly I con clu ded  that he was 
right, fo r  darkness was closin g  in rap
id ly over the pond, and on ly a fe w  m o
m ents o f  tw ilight rem ained. “ A ll 
righ t,”  I agreed.

H e  put his fo o t  on  the edge o f  the 
blind, and gained the sand, stood  there 

OP fo r  an instant erect, then, either catch- 
« »  ing his fo o t  in som ething or  overbalanc

in g  h im self, he pitched forw ard  and 
alm ost fell.

O n  such slight chances do our lives 
depend. F o r  now , all in an instant, 
there happened som ething which gave 
me the greatest shock o f  m y life . In 
the second that m y uncle tripped fo r 
ward, there sounded from  the w oods to 
the south o f  us the sharp, whiplike re
port o f  a rifle. M y  uncle ’s o ld  felt hat, 
which he alw ays w ore on gunning trips, 
was shot clean fro m  his head and 
whirled dow nw ard  into the sand.

F o r  an instant, so utterly unexpected, 
so undream ed o f  was this m urderous 
onslaught, that w e were both  paralyzed 
into inaction. I can still see m y uncle 
as he stood  there, a look  o f  absolute be
w ilderm ent on his k indly old face, as 
though he w ere w holly  unable to realize 
what had occurred. T hen  I sprang to 
m y  feet, seized him  about the knees as 
I w ou ld  have seized an adversary in a 
w restling bout, and fa irly  dragged him 
tow ard  the b o x . N aturally, he again 
pitched forw ard , and at the instant 
there sounded fro m  the shore a second 
report and the bullet sw ept b y  us with 
a venom ous hum.

T h e  next second I had him in the 
shelter o f  the blind, perturbed and co n 
siderably shaken up, but safe. Y e t  the 
suddenness o f  the attack had been too 
m uch fo r  his p oor  old  brains, fo r  he 
looked  up at me as a child m ight have 
looked , asking a n x iou sly :

“ W h at was it, H a l?  W h at happened 
to  m e ? ”

“ W h at h appened?”  I cried . “ Som e 
one was try ing  to m urder you. T h at’s 
a l l !”

H e  still regarded me as i f  trying 
pa in fu lly  to  reason the matter out. 
“ M u rder m e ?”  he repeated, as though 
unable to com prehend. “ N ob od y  w ould 
m urder me, H a l ; I haven’ t got an en
em y in the w orld .”

A s  far as I k n ow , he spoke the truth. 
Indeed the w hole occurrence had been 
so  startling, so utterly unbelievable, that
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I found m yself shaking fro m  head to  
fo o t  with the shock o f  it. Y e t  it was 
not explanations that now  concerned  
me.

O ne thing was certain. A s  lon g  as 
we rem ained in the blind, we were safe. 
N o  one cou ld  row  out and take us by  
surprise, fo r  in the shelter o f  the b o x  
even our shotguns w ould  be enough 
to  protect us. W e  reloaded our w eap
ons at once.

B y  this tim e it was actually da rk ; 
all around us ducks splashed, quack
ing, into the p o n d ; a dozen  w ere sw im 
m ing am ong our decoys. B ut we paid 
no heed. F rom  being the hunters w e 
had becom e the hunted.

T P O  spend the night w here w e were 
was ou t o f  the question. T o  say 

nothing o f  the chill o f  the evening and 
o f  the d iscom fort o f  ou r cram ped quar
ters, w e w ould  gain  nothing, fo r  ou r 
enemies cou ld  stay as lon g  as w e did, 
and som e tim e o r  other we m ust make 
a m ove fo r  hom e. M oreov er , i f  w e 
waited until m orn ing, and m y father or  
D ick , becom ing alarm ed, should set out 
to  find us. W e  m ight expose  them to 
the fire o f  these lurking assassins.

W e  discussed this in low  tones and 
decided to  try  to  regain the village. I 
raised m y head a little above the blind 
and looked  around me. V e r y  cautiously 
I slipped over the edge o f  the b o x , 
w orm ed m y w ay to  the sk iff and pulled 
it as close to the blind as possible.

T h en  I gave a low  call to  m y uncle, 
and with sim ilar caution  he jo in ed  me. 
W h ile  I  crou ch ed  in  the b ow  with m y 
gun at fu ll co ck  in m y hands, m y  uncle 
sat in the bottom  o f  the skiff, and 
sculled her patiently and w ithout noise 
tow ard the w esterly shore o f  the pond.

W hether we were visible in the dark
ness I did n ot kn ow , though I feared 
that the sk iff w ould  at least m ake a 
m ovin g  blur on  the quiet surface. But 
the w ood s ceased at som e distance from  
the spot w here we w ould  land, and no

matter h ow  skillfu l with a rifle our 
adversaries m ight be, I fe lt sure that 
even i f  they cou ld  distinguish us they 
cou ld  no longer fire w ith certain aim . 
I f  th ey  fo llow ed  us, in the g loom  o f  
the night we w ou ld  be m ore on  an 
equ a lity ; in fact, I was inclined to  be
lieve that ou r heavy charges o f  buckshot 
w ould  be m ore effective  than a rifle ball.

Presently we landed am ong the reeds, 
hauled up the sk iff and, straining ou r 
eyes through the darkness, w e m ade our 
w ay  across the broad  expanse o f  m arsh 
which separated us from  the w ood s be
yon d  w hich  lay the village and safety.

A s  we neared the trees, I. regarded 
their black shadow  with apprehension, 
fo r  what the m ovem ents o f  ou r pu r
suers had been we cou ld  on ly  guess. 
F o r  all we knew , they m ight be fa r be
hind us, m ight never have even stirred 
from  their am bush. O r  they m ight 
have kept pace w ith u s ; or  m ight even 
— and here was the terrorizin g  thought 
— have headed us and be ly ing in wait, 
k n ow in g  that it was on ly  by  w ay o f  
the w oods that we cou ld  regain ou r  
hom es.

It was th ere fore  alm ost w ith the fee l
in g  o f  advancing on  a fortified  p os i
tion  that we drew  near to the w oods. 
Y e t  n o  flash o f  flame burst from  their 
d e p th s ; and as we entered their shade I 
felt, fo r  the first tim e, a w ave o f  re
lie f sw eep over me. N o w  at last I  be
lieved that w e w ere safe.

T h e  strain, how ever, had le ft its 
m arks upon us. M y  uncle had becom e 
by this tim e th orou gh ly  panic-stricken , 
and w ould  not have proved  o f  the 
slightest service i f  an actual struggle 
had occu rred . A n d  as fo r  m e— I was 
nearly frightened  to  death. A  score o f  
w ild thoughts and con jectu res  whirled 
through  m y brain , but upperm ost was 
the n otion  that w e had been mistaken 
fo r  som e one else.

T h a t seem ed the on ly  theory that 
w ould  fit the facts. T h ere  was, fo r  in 
stance, the W h ite ly  gang, w ho lived
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aw ay up beyond B eech w oods-r-th or- 
ou ghly  disreputable and suspected o f  
m any crim es, ranging from  robbery  to 
m urder. T hat they w ould m aliciously 
shoot m y uncle I cou ld  not believe, but 
that they m ight have m istaken him fo r  
som e enem y o f  theirs seem ed at least 
possible. I f  this was the case and they 
w ere still fo llo w in g  us w ith the idea o f  
con tin u in g  their attem pt, there was no 
w ay o f  m aking ou r identity k n ow n  to 
them b e fo re  we w ere again attacked.

had been m aking g ood  progress, 
when m y uncle suddenly staggered. 

I f  I had not throw n  m y arm  around 
him , he w ould have fallen. C learly  the 
shock had com pletely  unnerved him, fo r  
he m u ttered :

“ I ’m fee lin g  light-headed and queer, 
H a l ; I guess I ’m pretty scared, being 
shot at like that. Seem s so kind o f  
m ean.”

H is w ords went to m y  heart. R ea liz 
ing that he m ust have at least a m o 
m ent’s rest, I m anaged to get him seated 
with his back against a tree, and tried 
to reassure him , though m y ow n  heart 
was pou nding  like a ham m er and m y 
m outh was parched and dry. T hen , as 
though  we were not badly enough o ff  
already, above the night w ind rustling 
in the treetops I becam e aware o f  an
other sound— and I cou ld  have sw orn 
that it was the breaking o f  a tw ig, near 
at hand.

A  m ore experienced  fighter, I sup
pose, w ould  have rem ained m otionless, 
and allow ed his pursuers to  walk 
straight into this am bu sh ; but since I 
was on ly  a desperately frightened boy , I 
began rousing m v uncle to further e f 
forts. I did not care to add to his alarm, 
so to ld  him  m erely that it was grow in g  
late, that we w ere alm ost hom e, that we 
m ust hurry on. H e  struggled to his 
feet, and we continued our flight.

A s  at last we neared the m argin  o f  
the w oods, I realized that when we left 
their shadow  to cross the open cou n try

to  m y uncle ’s house, we should be ou t
lined against the clear western sky. A n y  
one shooting at us fro m  the shelter o f  
the trees w ould  have every  chance in 
the w orld  to make g ood  his escape.

T h e  d ividing line betw een w oods and 
plain did not com e abruptly. T h e main 
mass o f  the forest ended in a w ell-de
fined line, but thereafter, fo r  perhaps 
thirty yards, there w ere scattered trees 
and underbrush. A t the edge o f  the 
main body  o f  w oods I cast a final glance 
behind me and cou ld  have taken my 
oath that I saw a shadow y form  close 
at ou r heels. A s  we reached the last 
tree o f  any size b e fo re  we w ould be 
forced  actually to take to  the open, I 
pushed m y uncle behind its shelter and, 
turning, m ade one last survey in the 
darkness behind me.

T h e  starlight and a crescent m oon 
had tem pered the absolute blackness. 
A s  I wheeled I felt positive that I cou ld  
see a dark form  standing beside a large 
tree and, aided by m y heightened im agi
nation. I cou ld  see a rifle poin ting d i
rectly  at the spot where I stood. W h at 
I did was absolutely w ithout thought; 
it was purely autom atic. In  a flash my 
gun leaped to  m y shoulder and the 
w oods were filled with noise and flame 
as it went o ff.

S om eh ow  the very fact o f  the report, 
a fter the gh ostly  silence o f  the place, 
gave m e new  courage. A gain  seizing 
m y uncle ’s arm , I hurried him onward 
and did not stop until we had reached 
his house. S trangely enough , by the 
time we had entered, had lighted the 
lamp and had passed out o f  the shadow 
o f  the forest into the fam iliar surround
ings o f  hom e, the events o f  the past 
hour seemed suddenly to dissolve and 
vanish like som ething fantastic and un
real.

M y  uncle, b linking a little, like a man 
aw akening from  slum ber, actually put 
the question to me. "H a l,”  he said, “ I 
rem em ber shooting  at those m allards 
and getting up to bring them in. A nd
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everything since then seems like a bad 
dream. D id  it all really happen, la d ?”

Sitting there in his kitchen in the 
pleasant lam plight, it was not easy to  
know  how  to  answ er him , fo r  m y  sen
sations were m uch like his ow n . Could 
we, I w ondered, have been the victim s 
o f  som e cruel h o a x ?  But m y com m on  
sense told me that I had not dream ed 
the spiteful swish o f  those passing bu l
lets.

“ C om e hom e with m e,”  I urged, “ and 
let’ s tell m y father about it.”

H e  smiled at the idea.
“ N onsense, H a l,”  he answ ered, “ it 

was all a mistake. N o b o d y ’s go in g  to 
hurt m e.”

D ecid in g  to tell m y father the story, 
I  set out fo r  hom e.

A t the gate o f  m y uncle's cottage, I 
turned and took  one last look  at the 
w oods. A ll was quiet and p e a ce fu l; 
not a sound broke the stillness. I f  on ly  
other houses had been nearer, I should 
have felt easy in m y m ind. I  had 
never, until now , realized the loneliness 
o f  m y uncle ’s hom e. H ow ev er , the 
sooner I reached B lack R o ck  Beach, the 
better it w ould be fo r  every one. I c o v 
ered the distance as fast as I cou ld  
walk.

I fou n d  m y father tired and sleepy, 
and on  the point o f  retiring fo r  the 
night. H e  heard m y story  w ith inter
est.' N ow  our adventure was ended, 
w ithout any great alarm , he inclined to 
m y  theory that w e had had to  d o  with 
the W h ite ly  gang.

“ N ob od y  w ould shoot you r uncle, 
H a l,”  he asserted. “ F olks kn ow  he 
isn ’t quite like the rest o f  us. B ut the 
W hitelys m ust have m istaken you  fo r  
som e one they had a grudge against. 
I t ’ s lucky you  escaped as you  d id .”

This relieved me greatly. “ T hen  you  
think,”  I asked, “ it ’s safe now  to  leave 
things as they are ?”

“ Surely ,”  he answ ered, and indeed, 
with a tw inkle in his e y e : “ I f  you  did 
have some one on you r trail, you  p ro b -

abfy gflve them  a g o o d  scare with that 
charge o f  buckshot. I w ish, though, 
you  had brou ght m e hom e those m al
la rd s ; they ’re nice eating, especially at 
this tim e o f  year.”

“ I ’ ll g o  back to the pond in the m orn 
in g  and look  fo r  them ,”  I  prom ised, and 
with m y m ind at ease, went o f f  to bed.

A S  a  rule, I  was a heavy sleeper, but 
the even ing ’s experience had sorely 

shaken me, and m y slum bers w ere 
broken b y  fantastic nightm ares o f  
struggles and killings. It was a re lie f 
to  waken in the gray  o f  the. m orn in g  
and to  hear in  the silence outside the 
cheery  son g  o f  a belated son g  sparrow . 
W ith ou t w aiting fo r  breakfast, I made 
m y w ay to D ick ’ s house, and w hile he 
rose and dressed h im self, I  told him  
the story  o f  ou r adventure. T h en  w e 
set out to  fetch  the ducks.

O n  the w ay to  the pon d, to  try to  re
cover the m allards, we passed m y un
c le ’s house. N o  sm oke curled upw ard 
from  the ch im ney, but I reasoned that 
he w ould be sleeping heavily  a fter  the 
excitem ent and that there was n o  reason 
fo r  arousing him . A s  w e neared the 
w oods and everyth ing cam e back to m e 
with vividness, I  began to  explain  and 
point out to D ick .

“ H e re ,”  I  said, “ is the tree w here I 
stopped. A n d  there, as nearly as I can 
recall it, is the tree w here I  thought I 
I saw a man aim ing at m e with a rifle.”

“ T hat was im agination , w ithout 
dou bt,”  was D ick ’s com m ent. “ B ut I 
d on ’t blam e you . I t ’ s easy to  im agine 
anything in  the w oods at n ight, and you  
had a lot to  frighten  you . L e t ’s g o  over 
there and take a look , an yw ay.”

W e  crossed  the intervening space 
betw een the path and the tree I had in 
dicated, but cou ld  see nothing unusual 
to  indicate that m y vision  o f  a m an had 
been correct. A n d  then, quite suddenly, 
I  heard D ick  cry  out, a muffled exclam a
tion. S toop in g , he picked up a b row n  
and withered lea f from  the grou nd  at
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his feet. O n  it was a stain which there 
was n o  m istaking— a great red splash!

I fe lt as i f  m y  face had gon e sud
denly  w h ite ; I had never dream ed o f  
this. B ut D ick , w hose eyes w ere keen 
as those o f  a lyn x , began searching 
rapidly here and there. P ick in g  up the 
trail fro m  other drops o f  scarlet, he 
cam e at length to the channel o f  a dried- 
up brook , partly filled w ith a tangle o f  
v ines and d rifted  leaves. T h en  he 
stopped short and gripped  m e by  the 
arm.

I looked , and there, seated in the 
gu lly , and seem ingly gazing  d irectly  at 
us w ith the ghastly sem blance o f  a grin , 
was the red-headed m ate o f  the 
schooner. S o  natural, indeed, was his 
posture that I  was sure, fo r  a m om ent, 
that he was alive. B ut n o  liv in g  man 
cou ld  have rem ained so  m otionless, 
w ithout stirring a m u scle ; no liv ing 
m an w ould  have had a fa ce  o f  such a 
dread fu l pallor.

D ick , m ore  cou rageous than I, 
stepped forw a rd , placed his hand 
against the m an ’ s cheek, then lifted  an 
arm  and felt o f  the w rist. T h e  man 
was dead as a stone. H is  face  was w ith
out a m ark, but D ick , w ith a sudden 
gesture, tore aw ay the coarse shirt fro m  
his throat, and show ed his chest, rid 
dled like a target w ith buckshot.

A  horrible feeling  stole over m e ; I  
cou ld  hardly  realize what I  had done. 
“ D ick ,”  I  m anaged to whisper, “ I am 
a— m u rd erer! W ill they hang m e ?”

B ut D ick  was qu ick  to  reassure me. 
“ M u rd er n o th in g !”  he cried . “ I t ’ s this 
m an w ho w ou ld  have been the m ur
derer, i f  you  hadn ’t been in time. Y o u  
saw straight, a fter  all, though I  cou ldn ’ t 
believe it. B ut what cou ld  he have had 
against you r  u n c le ?”

I cou ld  on ly  shake m y head help
lessly. I fe lt weak and dazed, and had 
to keep from  bursting into tears. B ut 
D ick  was thinking hard, and all at once 
he excla im ed :

“ I have it ! D o n ’t you  rem em ber?

P a lliser?  H e  asked about you r father. 
A n d  you  said you  were g o in g  shooting 
with him. A n d  you r father and your 
uncle look  a lot alike, anyway. T h ere ’s 
the clew . T h is red-headed rascal 
thought he was shooting at you r  fa 
ther. I ’m  sure o f  i t ! ”

I  G A S P E D . T here  flashed upon me 
the m em ory o f  the night in B oston. 

Stevens supposed m y father to  be the 
on ly  m an w h o knew  o f  what he had 
done. Supposing, next, that the clerk 
were guilty, as I had small doubt that 
he was. Palliser and the mate were 
in B oston  that night, had gone roaring 
past the counting house while Stevens 
still labored in the lo ft . W h at i f  the 
clerk, som e tim e the next m orning, had 
o ffered  P alliser m on ey  to put m y father 
out o f  the w a y ?  T hat w ould account 
fo r  the sch oon er’s stopping o ff  B ayport. 
T h a t w ould  explain  P alliser’s com ing 
ashore, and his e fforts to locate m y fa 
ther.

H e  had voyaged  to the southward, 
ju st to  allay suspicion, while he and the 
mate landed som ew here below  B ayport 
and sneaked back to the pond, with 
w hich  P alliser had said he was fam iliar. 
A n d  there had been tw o shots, close to
gether.

W h ere , then, was Palliser n o w ?  
A larm ed , I  gazed about me. B ut no 
sound or m ovem ent was in evidence. 
I f  P alliser had lost track o f  the mate 
in the darkness, he w ould  scarcely have 
lingered in such a dangerous locality, 
but w ou ld  have fled to save his skin. I 
breathed a great sigh o f  thankfulness 
at ou r escape.

“ W e ’d better find Captain T o w e r ,”  
said D ick , “ and let him  know . T h ey  
will want to v iew  the b od y  just as it 
is, I suppose. A n d  then they will hold 
the inquest. A n d  I expect you  and your 
uncle will both have to testify .”

I shuddered. N oth in g  like this had 
ever com e into m y  life  b e fore . “ A ll 
right,”  I agreed. “ C om e a long .”
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O nce m ore, on ou r w ay to the v il
lage, we passed m y uncle ’s cottage. Still 
all was quiet, although the sun now  
shone dow n g loriously  on  the asters and 
zinnias in the garden.

“ H e ’s sleeping late,”  I said.
M oved  b y  a sudden im pulse, I un

latched the gate, walked up the path 
and tried the handle o f  the kitchen door. 
It opened, and I took  one step over the 
threshold, then paused in h orror. In  
the m iddle o f  the room , face dow nw ard, 
lay m y uncle, still and cold . T h e w orld  
sw ung around me in huge c irc le s ; I 
clutched at the air fo r  su pport; then 
fell, in a dead faint, on the floor.

C H A P T E R  V I I .

AT MULVEY’S TAVERN.

MY, uncle was laid to  rest in the fam 
ily plot in the churchyard. L ater 

that same day, in an obscure corn er o f  
the ground, the body  o f  the red-headed 
mate was uncerem oniously thrust under 
ground. W h eth er he had fo llow ed  and 
killed m y uncle and crept back to the 
w oods to die, or  w hether som e other 
hand had struck the b low , w ould  never 
be know n, probably. T here  were o f  
course num berless theories, but it was 
w holly  im possible to  determ ine the ac
tual facts. In a fe w  days, the village 
took  up its daily  routine as placidly as 
before .

M y  father and I, d iscussing the whole 
tragedy from  the beginning, felt that 
we knew the m u rderer; and m y father, 
blam ing him self bitterly, spent m any a 
wretched hour lam enting his decision  in 
the matter o f  the clerk. O n  his next 
trip to tow n, he learned that Stevens 
had fled, leaving the affairs o f  Squire 
V ane in huge con fu sion , and with 
many thousands o f  dollars unaccounted 
for.

M y  father went straight to the police 
and told his story. H e  was severely 
criticized fo r  the course he had taken, 
but his honesty and his g ood  intentions

w ere so apparent that I think the offi
cials fe lt that he had su ffered enough 
fo r  his lapse in judgm ent. T h ey  took  
his solem n deposition  as to all that hap
pened in the lo ft  and w arned him  to be 
on his guard against further treachery. 
A fte r  this they allow ed him to  depart 
and did not involve him  fu rth er in the 
w hole affair.

W h ile  tw o m en— m y uncle and the 
red-headed mate— each apparently with 
m any years o f  life  still b e fo re  him , had 
so suddenly and tragically m ade an end, 
tw o other m en, seem ingly little better 
than dead, had struggled back to  life . 
T h e  first o f  these was W ill  M a rlin g ; 
fo r  in spite o f  his grave illness and his 
seem ingly frail physique, he fou gh t his 
fight in the very  shadow , conquered , 
and cam e back to health with astonish
in g  speed. A  m ost likable man he 
proved  to m e ; not overbrigh t intellec
tually but absolutely frank  and open. 
H e  was a w elcom e addition to our 
household, a pleasant, k indly and help
fu l man.

T he second m ariner to cheat death 
was P hilip  A ve ry , the m an w ho had 
leaped from  the bow sprit o f  the Santa 
Maria and been brought ashore in the 
lifeboat. W ith in  a day or  tw o  he was 
able to  leave D o cto r  W e b ste r ’s house 
and to take up his abode at M u lv e y ’s 
T avern , the m ost disreputable resort in 
tow n. H e  was o f  the flashy, se lf-co n 
fident type, tall and sw arthy, and with 
a m anner that seem ed to  indicate the 
born  adventurer, look ing  to  the w orld  
to  supply him  w ith a living.

A lm ost at once dubious stories cam e 
to us o f  the w ay in w hich  he m ade this 
liv in g ; we heard tales o f  drinking bouts 
at the tavern and o f  gam bling. A lso , 
A v e ry  m atched h im self against a p ro 
fessional runner fro m  B oston , and in 
a race at tw o hundred yards defeated  
him and becam e an idol in the eyes o f  
the B ayport youths w ho had dared to  
bet m oney  on the result. O f  all his ad
m irers Jim  Southard  was the m ost



THE LOST GALLEON 39

fa ith fu l. H e  was constantly  in  the 
stranger’s com pan y , n or  cou ld  he deliver 
h im self o f  three sentences in a row  
w ithout brin gin g  in, “ P hilip  A v e ry  says
--------”  or , “ I was talking about that
w ith  A v e r y ,”  or, “ O n ce , w hen Phil
A v e r y  was in B razil-------- ”  It was
through  this same A v e ry  that an event 
was now  to happen which was to w iden 
the breach, already broad enough , b e 
tween D ick  and Jim  Southard.

I T  happened one Saturday. M y  father
was in B oston . D ick  and I were 

to  drive dow n  that evening to Squire 
P ra tt’s in G reenbush, w ith som e papers 
o f  im portance w hich  m y father had 
prom ised  him. I  had com e in fro m  
m ossin g  about fo u r  o ’c lock , and on the 
w h arf fell into talk w ith Johnny L itch 
field o f  B eech w oods, a gaw ky, o v e r 
grow n  b o y  o f  fourteen .

Joh nn y ’s father was o f f  on  a lon g  
cru ise ; his m other was a con firm ed and 
crabbed scold , and Johnny, in spite o f  
his youth , was already in the habit o f  
hanging around at M u lv e y ’s, try ing  to 
im itate the talk and actions o f  the sport
in g  gentry w ho frequented the place.

O n  this special evening, Johnny had 
a secret that he sim ply had to tell som e 
one. P resently  he co n fid e d : “ Say, H al, 
you  better com e up to M u lv ey ’ s about 
nine to-night. T h ere ’s g o in g  to be a 
lot o f  fu n .”

"W e l l ,”  I naturally inquired, “ what’s 
up ?”

A fte r  sw earing m e to secrecy, he 
w h ispered : “ Y o u  k n ow  m y d og  G r ip ? ”

I nodded. E very  one in tow n  knew 
G rip , a brindled bull w ho w ould  let no 
other d og  set fo o t  on the L itch field  land. 
W ith ou t question, G rip  was the local 
cham pion  in the d og  w orld .

“ W e ll ,”  Johnny went on , “ there’ s g o 
ing to be a regular fight at the tavern 
to-night. M r. A very  has m ade a match 
betw een G rip  and a bu lldog  from  Scitu- 
a te ; there’s a crow d  com ing  up from  
there, and there’ s go in g  to be a ju dge

and everything. T h ere ’s a pit all made 
out in the b a rn ; and d on ’ t tell,”  he 
added, “ but i f  G rip  wins— and M r. A v 
ery says he ’s bound to  win— he’s goin g  
to  g ive m e ten dollars fo r  letting him 
fig h t! T en  dollars! H o w ’s that?”

I  heard him  with loathing. I have 
alw ays had a tender heart fo r  animals, 
and the idea o f  a brutal encounter like 
this filled me with com passion  fo r  the 
participants. S o  I did all I  cou ld  to d is
cou rage  him . B ut in vain. H e  said 
that I was m erely envious o f  his good  
fortune.

I le ft fo r  hom e with a great fee l
ing o f  distaste fo r  the com in g  fight, and 
with even greater distaste fo r  men w ho 
w ould  influence boys tow ard evil in such 
ways as this. A n d  so sorely did the 
matter rankle in m y m ind that on the 
w ay to  G reenbush I told D ick  o f  the 
proposed  d iversion  at the inn. H e  was 
as indignant as I , but to decide on any 
plan o f  action was not easy.

A s  it happened, how ever, our discus
sion o f  w hat we m ight or  m ight not do 
w as wasted time. O n  the way home 
from  Greenbush our horse, in the dark
ness, stepped into a hole, w renched his 
leg, and went so dead lame that we had 
to leave him in Scituate and trudge 
hom e on foot. B y the time we drew  
near to the tavern, it was lon g  after 
ten o ’clock .

W h ile  we were still som e distance 
aw ay, we w ere aware o f  a muffled 
sound, as though  som e one were in dis
tress. P resently, seated in the dark
ness on  the bank by the side o f  the road, 
we cam e on the tragic figure o f  Johnny, 
sobbing bitterly, while stretched heside 
him  on  the grass lay the body  o f  poor 
G rip , w ith his throat torn to ribbons. 
B etw een  his sobs, as we knelt on  the 
ground beside him. Johnny faltered out 
the story o f  the fight.

“ G rip ,”  he told us, “ d idn ’t seem to 
be angry at a l l ; I guess he ’s on ly fierce 
at hom e. H e  d idn ’t seem to  know  what 
he was in the pit fo r . A n d  the other
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d op  was b igger and heavier and made 
one rush fo r  G rip  and grabbed him by 
the throat. A n d  when I  saw he was 
killing G rip, I tried to get in and stop 
it, and A very  and Jim  held on to  me 
and told me not to be a foo l. H e ’s dead 
now , and I killed h im !”

W e  tried in vain to co m fo rt  him . A t 
!a-t D ick  persuaded him that he must 
g o  hom e, and very  sadly, with the be
draggled b od y  o f  G rip  in his arm s, he 
made o f f  dow n  the road. D ick  stood 
gazing a fter him , h is m outh set in one 
firm lin e ; then caught up with Johnny 
to  ask i f  any o f  the crow d  o f  “ sport
ing m en”  were still at the tavern.

Johnny did not know , but the ques
tion seemed to recall som ething to his 
mind. T he Scituate men, he told us, 
had gone hom e at once, and A very  and 
Southard had sw orn at Johnny, and 
had told him to g o  hom e too , and to 
keep his mouth shut. Later, how ever, 
Johnny, crouched  m iserably behind a 
stone wall, had seen A very  and South 
ard strike o ff, across lots, tow ard  the 
church, had seen them stop at a clum p 
o f  bushes and then g o  on  again with 
what looked like poles in their hands.

W e  watched him  depart on ce  m ore 
tow ard his h o m e ; then D ick  turned 
thoughtfu lly  to  me. “ A cro ss  lo ts ,”  he 
said m eaningly. “ A n d  tow ard the 
church. D oes that make you  think o f  
anything, H a l? ”

T h e answer was obvious. “ T h e bu ry 
ing grou n d ,”  I replied.

“ A n d  som ething like poles in their 
hands.”  he continued. “ D oes that make 
you think o f  an yth in g?”

I knew what was in his m ind, fo r  
ghastly stories had lately been goin g  
the rounds o f  cem eteries robbed o f  
bodies fo r  use in the d issecting room . 
“ S pades?”  I guessed.

H e  cam e closer to me. “ H a l,”  he 
said, “ do you w onder I get angry when 
Jim  Southard com es cou rtin g  you r sis
ter?  I 'v e  never liked Jim , and I  never 
will like h im ; he's what they call a

‘ w ron g  un ’ through and through. A nd  
yet R ose  really seems to en joy  having 
him  com e to  see her. G irls are m ighty 
funny— even R ose . B ut i f  Jim  is so 
low -dow n  that h e ’s turned body  
snatcher, w e ought to  kn ow  i t ; that’s 
g o in g  beyond the limit. I vote we trail 
them and see.”

I was on ly  too  ready to  d o  so.

soon  neared the cem etery. It 
was inclosed by  a stone wall o f  

m oderate height, m aking it an easy m at
ter to leave the shelter o f  the w oods, 
craw l on  ou r knees across . the in ter
ven ing space, and then to  peer cau 
tiously over the top  o f  the wall. O u r 
first glance told  us that ou r  suspicions 
w ere correct. N o t ov e r  fifty  feet aw ay, 
in that p ortion  o f  the cem etery w here 
the victim s o f  the w reck  had been 
buried, we saw  a lantern on  the ground 
and in its dim  and gh ostly  light tw o 
figures busily at w ork .

E vidently  they had been engaged in 
their task fo r  som e tim e, fo r  w e cou ld  
m ake out a  pile o f  earth and, on  the 
farther side o f  an opened grave, what 
appeared to be the outlines o f  a coffin . 
T hese vandals w ere apparently calm  and 
self-possessed , fo r  in the still n ight air 
we presently heard a vo ice , w hich  I 
took  to  be A v e r y ’s, saying b risk ly : 

“ N o w  the chisel, Jim , and let’ s hope 
you r m em ory  is g ood . It w ou ld  be no 
jo k e  i f  w e had dug up the w ron g  m an.”  

T h en  cam e another vo ice , w hich  I 
had n o  difficulty in recogn iz in g  as 
S outhard ’s :  “ T h is  is the grave, Phil. 
I  rem em ber it p erfectly . T h e y  buried 
him  by  h im self, because he was clearly 
o f  a d ifferent rank from  the rest.”  

“ W e ll ,”  replied A v e ry  callously, 
“ they ’re all o f  the same rank n o w .”  
T h en  cam e a noise, as o f  splitting and 
rending w ood . “ N o w  the lantern, Jim . 
L e t ’s get this over as qu ick  as we c^n .”  

W e  saw Southard stoop  and li ft  the 
lantern, so  that its rays fell d irectly  
into the coffin  at their feet.
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T h e next instant we heard A very  e x 
claim , in a tone o f  the sharpest disap
pointm ent : “ T hese aren ’t the clothes 
he had on , J im ! W e ’ve done all this 
fo r  n oth in g .”

Southard seemed to interpret the re
m ark as reflecting upon him , fo r  he an
sw ered su lk ily : “ W ell, d on ’t blam e me. 
H o w  was I to kn ow --------”

“ I ’m  not b lam ing you , J im ; I  blam e 
m y se lf,”  A v e ry  interrupted him . “ But 
I  never thought o f  it. I  supposed o f  
cou rse they w ou ld  bury  a man in his 
ow n  clothes. T h is look s like a cheap 
suit from  the undertaker’ s. A n d  I sup
pose everyth ing he had on  was throw n 
aw ay. O h, the fo o ls !  the fo o l s ! ”

B y  this tim e I was g row in g  excited , 
and. m y fears w ere g iv in g  place to a 
lively cu riosity . It was evident, to  m y 
great re lie f, that this was not a ghastly 
body-sn atch in g  exped ition , but an ad
venture o f  a v ery  d ifferent sort. I re
m em bered the day w hen the Brazilians 
had been buried and, ju d g in g  from  the 
talk I had already heard, I  fe lt sure that 
this was the grave o f  the m an w hom  
m y father and I had vain ly  sought to 
save. E vidently , it was fo r  som ething 
on  his person  that they w ere searching, 
and I began to w on der anxiously  what 
had becom e o f  the clothes which he had 
on w hen w e had brou ght him  in from  
the sea.

“ H o w  about a b e lt? ”  A v e ry  asked. 
“ L e t ’s look  carefu lly  while w e ’ve got 
him  h ere ; we w on ’t be d igg in g  him  up 
tw ice, you  can bet. A n d  boots. H as 
he got boots o n ?  N o ? ”

T here  was a pause, and then, in tones 
o f  the utm ost disgust and disappoint
m ent, A very  said su llen ly : “ N ot even 
a belt. W ell, there’s no help fo r  it. 
L e t ’s get him  back under ground again. 
A n d  then w e ’ ll g o  back to  the tavern. 
I ow n  that a drink will m ake me feel 
better. T h is is spooky  w ork .”

D ick  nudged me, and we crept cau
tiously aw ay until we had regained the 
shelter o f  the w oods.

“ W e ll ,”  I  said, when we were safely 
out o f  earshot, “ here’s a m ystery. But 
I ’m glad they w eren ’t on a w orse er
rand. A n oth er m inute, and T might 
have keeled ov e r .”

D ick  nodded. “ I felt a bit queer 
m y se lf.”  he ow ned. “ H ow ever, that’s 
all over with. A n d  it isn ’ t their doings 
w ith the dead that I  care a b ou t; I ’m 
still thinking about Johnny Litchfield 
and his dog . T hat was a despicable 
piece o f  business, H al. A n d  I ’m goin g  
back  to  the tavern, to  wait there until 
they com e. A re  you  with me ?”

“ O f  cou rse ,”  I answ ered, though I 
did not relish the prospect o f  D ick  and 
Jim  Southard com in g  together, k n ow 
in g  fu ll well that the sparks would fly.

B ack  we went and appeared in the tap 
room , som ew hat to  M u lvey ’ s surprise, 
fo r  w e w ere b y  no means frequent v isi
tors at the place. D ick  at once called 
the h a lf a dozen  loa fers to the bar. and 
stood  them a glass o f  ale all round. 
T h en  w e fe lt free  to  sit dow n at one 
o f  the small tables and await the return 
o f  A very  and Jim .

C H A P T E R  V I I I .
SPARKLING STONES.

T~\I,CK m ade no pretense at conversa
tion, but sat in silence. I f  there 

was one thing in the w orld  which he 
hated, it was cruelty  or  im position on 
those unable to take their ow n part. 
A n d  I felt sure that fo r  g ood  or  ill, the 
m om ent Jim  and A v e ry  appeared, there 
w ould  be action  o f  som e sort.

P resently the d o o r  was thrust open, 
and A v e ry  and Jim  entered and walked 
to a table and called fo r  drinks. In 
stantly D ick  was on his feet and on his 
way over to their table, while I fo llow ed  
at his heels.

A v e ry , w ho had the easy manners o f  
a man o f  the w orld , greeted him politely 
enough. B ut D ick  was in no m ood  to 
care fo r  politeness.

“ I want to  tell you  both ,”  he began,
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his voice carry in g  d ea r ly  throughout 
the room , “ that you  have done, in m y 
opinion , a hrutal and cruel thing. It 
was brutal to set tw o dogs to  fight each 
other, and to  have one o f  them k ille d ; 
and it was cruel to the h oy  w ho ow ned 
that dog . Y o u  have caused him su ffer
ing to-night that he will rem em ber as 
long as he lives. It was a blackguardly 
thing to do, and both o f  you  ought to  
feel ashamed o f  you rselves.”

Jim  Southard had listened w ith a con 
tem ptuous sm ile ; but A very  rose in m y 
estim ation, fo r  he did not lose his tem 
per at D ick ’s plain speaking, and n ow  
made answer cou rteou sly  enough.

“ I ’m sorry  you  feel as you  do, 
W heatland. Sit dow n  and have a drink, 
and w e ’ll talk it ov e r .”

D ick  was too  angry fo r  these am eni
ties. A  gesture o f  dissent was his on ly 
answer, and A v e ry  went o n :

“ V e ry  well, i f  you  w on ’t jo in  us, we 
can talk just the same. I think you  
make too  m uch o f  this. D o g  fighting 
is a recognized sport. I ’ve been to  
d o g  fights in B oston  and N ew  Y o rk , 
and in South A m e r ica ; I  im agine they 
have them all over the w orld . A fte r  
all, a d og  is on ly  a d o g ; and a g ood  bull
d o g  w ould  rather fight than eat.”  A n d  
a fter an instant’s pause he added, a trifle 
m o ck in g ly ; “ I appreciate you r kind 
heart, W heatland, but I  con sider that 
y o u ’re mistaken in you r view s. 
W h eth er a man likes a d o g  fight or  not 
is sim ply a matter o f  taste. Y o u  d on ’t 
like th em ; I d o .”

Southard rem arked, in his m ost o f 
fensive and patron izing to n e ; “ I f  you  
would on ly  m ind you r ow n  business, 
D ick ,”  he said, “ it w ould  be better fo r  
everybody, including you rse lf. A n d ,”  
he added, with deliberation, “ there ’s one 
g ood  thing about dogs. T h e y ’re not 
a fra id  to fight. T h ey  d on ’t just stand 
around and bark .”

I heard a snicker from  the other ta
b les ; there was, indeed, no m istaking 
the point o f  S outhard ’s remark. D ick

regarded him  with a look  o f  hostility 
equal to S ou th ard ’s ow n.

“ Y o u  m ean,”  he said, “ that I d o n ’t 
dare fight y o u ? ”

Southard shrugged his shoulders. 
“ D o  y o u ? ”  he asked.

“ D o  I ?”  D ick  echoed. “ O n ly  too  
glad to  accom m odate. A n y  place, any 
tim e.”

Southard leaped brisk ly  to  his feet. 
“ A ll righ t,”  he cried . “ I ’ ll fight you  
here and n ow .”

“ In  this r o o m ? ”  D ick  asked.
“ N o , n o ! ”  A v e ry  interposed. “ T h is 

is n o  place fo r  a fight. B ut we can 
make a ring in the barn, a fter  a fash 
ion. W e  can rope o f f  a space at the 
end. A n d  we can get light enough 
from  the lanterns. A n d  I have a set o f  
g loves in m y  ro o m .”

“ W e  d on ’t want g lov es ,”  said Sou th 
ard quickly.

A v e ry  glanced inqu iringly  at D ick .
“ N o ,”  D ick  agreed, w ith equal 

prom ptness, “ we d on ’ t want g loves .”
M u lvey  had com e out fro m  behind 

the bar, his broad, ruddy fa ce  gleam ing 
w ith pleasure. “ B ut you  will want a 
tim ek eeper!”  he exclaim ed, and dis
played a fa t gold  watch. “ W h a t will 
it be, P hil, three-m inute ro u n d s?”

A ga in  Southard exclaim ed, “ W e  
d on ’t want any rou nds,”  and D ick  
nodded  his agreem ent.

A v e ry  looked  a trifle disturbed. H e  
was a genuine lover o f  all athletic 
sports, and liked to see them conducted  
accord in g  to  rule. B ut it was easy to 
perceive, from  the expression  o f  the 
com batants, that their m inds w ere made 
up.

“ A ll righ t,”  he said, “ let’s have it 
over w ith .”  A n d  to  the lo a fe rs  he 
a d d e d : “ B rin g  out the lanterns, b o y s .”

A s  we entered the barn, I  was con 
scious o f  a thrill o f  a n x ie ty ; fo r  while 
it is bad enough  to fa ce  a test y ou rse lf, 
it is even w orse to  have to  sit pow erless 
and watch the fortunes o f  a friend . 
T h e  light o f  the lantern in M u lv ey ’s
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hand cast on ly  a fa int radiance in the 
shadow s o f  the b ig  barn. It did not 
take lon g  to arrange matters. A  stout 
rope was stretched across the barn som e 
tw enty feet from  the b ig  d oor , m aking 
at least the sem blance o f  a ring, while 
fo u r  o f  the loa fers took  a corn er each, 
lantern in hand.

D ick  and Southard  stood  in the center 
o f  the inclosure, while A ve ry , w ho 
seem ed by  general consent to  be given 
the pow ers o f  re feree  and m anager, e x 
plained to them , in language which was 
G reek  to m y  ears, the rules w hich they 
m ust observe. A fte r  w hich  they re
treated to opposite corn ers, stripped to 
the waist, and at a w ord  fro m  A very  
again advanced, shook  hands in m ost 
p erfu n ctory  fash ion , and the fight was 
on.

" p H E R E  was no tim e wasted in spar
ring  or  fe inting fo r  an opening. 

T h ey  went fo r  each other at once with 
a v igor w hich  took  the place o f  science. 
F rom  the very  outset, I cou ld  see, to 
m y  surprise and discom fiture, that the 
advantage lay w ith ou r  e n e m y ; fo r  A v 
ery, w ho had been coach in g  Jim , had 
drilled into his m ind at least one point 
in b ox in g — nam ely, the ability to land 
a straight, sw ift  ja b  with the left hand 
to you r  adversary ’s face. S ince Sou th 
a rd ’s reach was exceptionally  lon g , and 
he was qu ick  as lightning w ith his 
hands, he m ade g ood  use o f  his new ly 
acquired skill. T h ou gh  D ick  was strong 
and sturdy as an o x , he knew  little o f  
the art o f  b ox in g , and held his guard 
too  low  to  stop S ou th ard ’s sw ift  and re
peated jo lts  to his face.

T hu s I cou ld  not help seeing that the 
battle was g o in g  against us. Presently, 
a fter  one particularly v icious smash on 
his ja w , D ick  actually went dow n  on 
one knee. A ve ry , in the m ost approved 
m anner, began counting o f f  the seconds, 
while Southard  danced around, eager 
to finish his opponent as soon  as he 
regained his feet.

L u ck ily  fo r  D ick , how ever, it had not 
been a clean knockdow n, but half a slip. 
B e fo re  A very  had counted three, D ick 
was on  his legs again, with a glare in 
his eye which was little short o f  m ur
derous. R ealizing that the fight was 
g o in g  against him, he n ow  changed his 
tactics altogether and low ered his head 
and charged like a bull, sm ashing right 
and le ft  at S ou th ard ’s stom ach and ribs.

F o r  the next h a lf m inute the strug
gle was terrific. T h ey  stood toe to toe 
and traded b low s with all the fo rce  o f  
which they w ere capable. H ere was 
w here D ick ’s strength told, fo r  pres
ently S outhard ’s w earied arms sagged 
a trifle, and fo r  perhaps the first time 
since the fight had started, he left his 
face  entirely unprotected.

F o r  an instant D ick  seemed to meas
ure his m an, and then the right-hand 
b low  that landed on S ou th ard ’s chin 
was enough. Jim  went dow n as i f  
struck by  lightning, so  com pletely and 
utterly out that A very  did not even go  
through the form ality  o f  starting to 
count. T h e fight was over. I walked 
hom e with D ick  and was glad enough 
when I had crept into m y so ft  bed.

M y  thoughts kept reverting to the 
strange scene in the churchyard.
C learly, there was som e m ystery con 
nected with the Brazilian, some clew  
which A very  earnestly desired to find. 
I thought o f  all the stories I had ever 
heard o f  pirates, o f  m anuscripts in m ys
terious cipher, o f  maps o f  desert 
islands and buried go ld . Could it be 
som ething o f  this so r t?  I determined 
to make a search on  the m orrow , but 
even as I debated the matter sleep 
claim ed me. and I knew  no m ore until 
I awakened with the sunshine falling on 
m y face.

A ft e r  breakfast, I asked m y m other 
what she had done with the Brazilian ’s 
clothing. She told me that she had 
dried and pressed it, and then packed it 
aw ay in a chest in the attic. T h is was 
g o o d  news, but I was busy with other
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matters all the m orning, and it was not 
until a fter dinner that I had an op p or
tunity to make m y way stealthily to  the 
attic.

I found the cloth in g  readily enough, 
laid aw ay, as m y m other had told me, 
in a chest which smelled strongly  o f  
cam phor. But I cou ld  detect no traces 
o f  a m ystery. T here  was a belt, to he 
sure, but it was a sim ple strap o f  
leather; no gold  cou ld  possibly  be h id 
den there. T he clothes, badly torn  and 
ripped by contact with the ree f, yielded 
nothing. T h e boots, stoutly m ade, stood 
beside the trunk, and T even exam ined 
these, thrusting m y hand into them with 
a smile at the fo lly  o f  expectin g  to find 
anything there.

I C O U L D  not help suspecting, h ow 
ever, that all too  soon we should have 

a call from  A very . Sure enough, a 
night or  so a fterw ard , there cam e a 
knock at the d oor and A very  appeared. 
I do not think m y father was ov er
pleased, fo r  his view s o f  li fe  w ere o f  
the strict and old -fash ion ed  k in d ; yet 
his standards o f  hospitality w ere high, 
and he bade A v e ry  w elcom e, first in the 
kitchen, where all the fam ily  w ere as
sem bled, and then, a fter  ou r visitor had 
explained that his business was o f  a 
private nature, in the fron t room .

A lthough  A very  had em phasized his 
desire fo r  privacy, m y father m otioned 
to  me to com e with him , saying to 
A v e r y : “ Y o u  w on ’t m ind m y s o n ; I 
have no secrets from  h im .”

O nce seated, A v e ry  began at once. 
“ Captain, how  m uch d o  you  kn ow  o f  
the man w hom  you  tried to save from  
the w reck ?”

“ A bsolutely n oth ing ,”  m y father re
plied.

“ W e ll,”  A v e ry  answ ered, “ I know  
m ore than that, and with you r perm is
sion I 'v e  com e to tell it to you.

“ B e fore  I took  passage on  the Santa 
Maria, I had been in P ernam buco fo r  
som e time and naturally had picked up

som ething o f  the gossip  o f  the p lace,”  
he w ent on . “ T h e old  man w hom  you  
tried to rescue was Sen or M anuel A l-  
tara, m em ber o f  an old  Brazilian fam 
ily, a w idow er w ith one you n g  daugh
ter, as pretty a girl as you  w ould  see in 
a lon g  d ay ’s jo u rn e y .”

F o r  the first tim e m y father inter
rupted. “ C ould  you  tell me her n a m e?”  
he asked.

“ I cou ld  and I w ill,”  A v e ry  an
sw ered, w ithout hesitation. “ H e r  name 
is M argarita .”

M y  father gave a  qu ick  nod  o f  the 
head, and I knew  that this was a point 
in A v e ry 's  fa vor , fo r  that was the name 
that the Brazilian had uttered with such 
em phasis as his dy in g  eyes saw his sister 
entering the room .

“ T h e  sen or ’ s fortunes w ere at a low  
ebb ,”  A very  continued. “ H e  ow ned a 
b ig  sugar plantation, gon e  to rack and 
ruin, and a house tum bling to pieces 
fo r  lack o f  repairs. A lso , he was a co n 
firm ed gam bler and tried again and 
again, w ithout success, to  mend his fo r 
tunes at cards and dice. F inally  he 
cam e to his last resource. B razil, as 
you  doubtless k n ow , is fam ous fo r  its 
d iam onds, and the senor had som e 
stones w hich had been in his fam ily  fo r  
years. H e  decided  to  sell the jew els. 
H e  thought first o f  R io , but heard later 
that there was a fa r  better m arket in 
the States, and decided to  make the 
trip  h im self.”

H e  paused fo r  a m om ent, then went 
o n :  “ N o w  you  k n ow  as m uch as I do. 
M y  actual kn ow ledge ends th ere ; all 
the rest is con jectu re . B ut I leave it 
to you r  ju d g m e n t; suppose you  were 
g o in g  on  shipboard, w ith diam onds 
w orth  many thousands o f  dollars in 
you r possession  and knew  that you 
w ou ld  be surrounded by strangers o f  
w hom  you  knew  nothing. H o w  w ould 
you  p re fer  to  carry  them ? I f  they \yere 
set, as I con jectu re , in rings, brooch es 
and the like, w ou ld  you  not p re fe r  to 
take them from  their settings so that
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they w ould  use up the smallest possible 
am ount o f  space?”

M y  father reflected. “ Y e s ,”  he as
sented. “ I think that is a fa ir  suppo
sition .”

“ I believe so .”  A v e ry  concurred. 
“ A n d  furtherm ore, how  w ou ld  you  
carry  these ston es? Surely  not in a 
trunk o r  bag, w hich m ay alw ays be 
stolen, opened, or  m islaid by the merest 
accident. N o , I take it you  w ould  not 
feel easy to have the stones out o f  your 
sight. Y o u  w ould  w ant them as near 
you r person as possib le.”

A ga in  m y father agreed.
“ N ow , then,”  A v e ry  continued , “ on  

the day o f  the storm , what w ou ld  have 
been the sen or ’s first ca re?  R em em ber, 
it w asn ’t a b low  that burst on us like 
a ty p h o o n ; it cam e on  gra d u a lly ; we 
had plenty o f  tim e to look  ahead. S o  I 
m aintained that w hen the vessel lay o ff  
B lack  R ock , just b e fo re  she struck, the 
senor m ust have had the diam onds on 
his p e rso n !”

O n ce  m ore m y father con cu rred , and 
A v e ry  went on , though visib ly  with 
greater hesitation than b e fo r e :

“ B ut the senor w asn ’t buried in the 
clothes he w ore  w hen he le ft the w reck .”

“ H o w  do you  k n ow  th at?”  asked m y 
father quickly.
■ “ I ’m not asham ed to  answ er that 
question ,”  A v e ry  replied, “ but I w ould 
rather not. I f  you  insist on know ing, 
I ’ll tell y o u .”

M y  father shrugged his shoulders. 
“ I d on ’t insist,”  he said briefly.

“ T hank  you . N ow , then, the point 
is this. H ave you  those clothes, and, 
i f  so, have you  any ob jection  to m y e x 
am ining th em ? Y o u  m ay say that it ’s 
none o f  m y business, but I think in a 
w ay that it i s ; fo r  since you  w ould 
never have know n o f  all this w ithout 
m y  telling you . I believe I am  m aking a 
proper request.”

M y  father turned to m e and asked : 
“ D o  you  know , H al, w here you r  m other 
put the c lo th es?”

I  ju m ped  up with alacrity. “ I  know  
the very p lace,”  I answ ered, and a m in
ute or  so later I  had groped  m y way 
to the chest in the attic and had pulled 
out the clothing. I brought the boots 
along also.

^ V E R Y  took  the bundle from  m y 
arms and was exam ining garm ent 

a fter garm ent m uch m ore thoroughly 
than I had done. Y e t  he fou n d  noth
ing. H e  glanced at m y  father with a 
m editative eye.

“ I can ’t understand it,”  he said. “ I 
must be right. T h e  senor was no fo o l ;  
he was a clever m an.”  T hen , turning 
to me. “ Y o u  brought dow n  everything, 
H a l? ”

“ E veryth in g ,”  I answered.
T hen , rem em bering that I had not 

given him  the boots, I picked them up 
and handed them to him. A s  I had 
done, he thrust a hand into them, shook 
them, exam ined them carefu lly , then 
a sk e d :

“ H ave you  such a thing as a chisel, 
captain ?”

“ T h ere ’s one in the kitchen,”  m y fa 
ther answered. “ Get it, H a l.”

O n  m y return A very  pried the upper 
portion  o f  one o f  the shoes from  the 
sole, w ithout resu lt; and then, exerting 
considerable strength, he laid the sole 
on  the table and w renched o ff  the heel. 
Instantly, b e fo re  ou r astonished eyes, 
there dropped  from  a carefu lly  h ol
low ed  cavity a dozen  tiny pellets o f  tis
sue paper.

W ith  an exclam ation , A verv  seized 
the nearest, d e ftly  unrolled it. Sud
denly, in the lam plight, there gleam ed 
and sparkled in his fingers a m agnifi
cent diam ond w orth, I im agined, not 
less than a thousand dollars. I fairly  
gasped, and even m y father’s placid 
countenance w ore an expression  o f  the 
keenest interest. A ltogether there were 
ten stones.

A v e ry  regarded them thoughtfully. 
“ N ot enough ,”  he decided. “ I ’ ll wager
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we find as m any m ore in the other 
b oo t.”

H e  was correct. A  thrust from  the 
chisel revealed a sim ilar cavity  in the 
second shoe, and the store o f  stones was 
increased to an even score.

A very  shot a quick glance at m y fa 
ther. ‘ ‘W ell, captain,”  he queried, “ to 
w hom  do they b e lo n g ?”

“ W h y ,”  m y father answ ered, “ I k n ow  
little o f  law in B razil, but unless other
wise bequeathed by will, I suppose that 
they belong to  the daughter.”

I thought that an expression  o f  d is
appointm ent show ed fo r  an instant on 
A v e r y ’s face. I f  so, it was gone again 
in a tw inkling. “ Y e s ,”  he agreed, “ I 
presum e so. B ut it ’ s a lon g  jou rn ey  to 
make. Y o u ’ve never voyaged  to Brazil, 
have you, capta in?”

M y  father shook  his head. “ N o ,”  he 
answered, “ I never have. B ut I should 
hate to trust the stones to any one 
else. I d on ’t k n ow  what to say .”

“ I ’ll tell you  w hat we m ight d o ,”  
A very  suggested. “ I ’ve got to  return 
to  Pernam buco anyw ay on  other busi
ness. I f  you  w ould  like to have me 
take the stones, I ’ll g lad ly  turn them 
over to the g irl.”

T he audacity o f  the proposal alm ost 
deprived me o f  breath, and fo r  an in
stant I feared lest m y father, with his 
kindly and unsuspicious nature, m ight 
consent. B ut I did not d o  him  justice.

H e shook his head decidedly. “ N o ,”  
he answered. “ D oubtless you  are an 
honest man, M r. A v e ry , but fo r  m e to 
intrust you , or  any one I do not kn ow  
well, with a treasure like this, w ould 
hardly be acting fa irly  tow ard the g irl.”  

A very  apparently took  no offense at 
this plain speaking. “ I dare say you  
are right,”  he agreed, “ although you  
cou ld  trust me perfectly . But consider 
this, captain. W e  w ish to  be fair, o f  
course, but on the other hand we d on ’t 
want to stand up so straight, as the say
ing is, that w e ’ll fall over backw ard. 
W h at's  the com m on  sense o f  it?

“ Y o u  risked you r life  to save this 
man. T hat gives you  som e claim . A n d  
i f  I had been so disposed, I cou ld  have 
gotten  these clothes aw ay from  you  
som ehow , by  hook or crook . O r  i f  not, 
I cou ld  have kept m y m outh shut about 
the stones. B ut instead o f  that I com e 
to you  openly  w ith the story. A n d  that 
g ives me som e claim . I ’ll tell you  
what we will do , captain. L e t ’s divide 
the stones, h a lf to  each ; and w e ’ll get 
them to  the girl, each in ou r ow n  way. 
W h a t d o  you  say to  th at?”

A gain  m y father shook  his head. 
“ N o ,”  he replied.

I knew  that, com in g  fro m  him , the 
m onosyllable was as em phatic as all 
kinds o f  ferv id  language in the m ouths 
o f  other men. A v e ry  evidently reached 
the same con clu sion  and so fo llow ed  
another fact.

“ T hen  what shall we do ?”  he a sk e d ; 
and I adm ired his cleverness in using 
the w ord  “ w e,”  w hich seemed to g ive 
him a partnership, as it w ere, in the 
disposal o f  the stones.

M y  father pondered  fo r  a m om ent 
b e fo re  he a n sw ered : “ M r. A ve ry , we 
can ’t decide that now . T his is a m ost 
unusual affair. B ut o f  course both  o f  
us are actuated by  the same id e a ; these 
diam onds d on ’ t belon g  to us, and we 
m ust get them  back in sa fety  to the 
righ tfu l ow ner. T hat is clear enough, 
isn ’ t i t ? ”

“ O h , y e s !”  A v e ry  answ ered care 
lessly. “ T h a t ’s clear. W e  m ust get 
them  back to her. S o  fo r  the present 
you  will keep the ston es?”

“ Y e s ,”  m y father answ ered steadily. 
“ S ince P rov iden ce  seems to  have placed 
them in m y hands, fo r  the present I 
shall keep them .”

A ve ry , I  am sure, was none too  well 
pleased, but even with his resou rce fu l
ness I d o  not think he knew  ju st how  
to  p roceed  against m y fa ther ’s honesty. 
A n d  th erefore  he concluded  lam ely 
enough, “ W ell, w e ’ll talk it over again, 
captain ,”  and took  his leave.
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C H A P T E R  I X .

' WILL MARLING’S STORY.

'T ’ H E  m ore I thought about him , the 
1 m ore I fou n d  P hilip  A v e ry  a m ys

terious and interesting study. I  quite 
agreed w ith m y father as to the dis
tance to w hich  I w ou ld  trust him , yet 
at the same time the m an had m any 
attractive qualities. H is  interest in 
sport, m ade an im pression  not on ly  on  
me, but on  all the other b oys and you ng 
m en o f  the village. H e  cou ld  run and 
ju m p  like a d e e r ; he took  D ick ’s meas
ure at putting the weight, cou ld  b ox , 
w restle, row , shoot.

O n e thing regarding him  w ould  have 
g iven  me a shock, i f  I had believed. 
O n e day Johnny L itchfield , w ho had 
been a firm  friend  to D ick  and to  me 
since the night at the tavern, confided 
to me that he had been on  a trip a fter 
squirrels beyond P o rte r ’ s P on d , had 
heard voices and, creeping up, had seen 
through  a tangle o f  vines and under
brush tw o men talking together amid 
a clum p o f  pines. O n e he thought was 
A v e r y ; the other he described as short 
and stocky, and with the appearance o f  
being “ aw fu l stron g .”  W ith  uneasy 
thoughts o f  Palliser, I asked him i f  the 
man had a black and stubbly grow th  
upon his face, but as to that Johnny 
cou ld  not say.

W h en  I  cam e to reflect on the matter, 
it seem ed h igh ly im probable that P al
liser should be in the vicinity. Later, 
when the opportun ity  served, I took  o c 
casion  to ask A very  i f  he knew  the cap
tain, but he m erely repeated the name 
th ou ghtfu lly , and a d d e d :

“ It seems as though I ’d heard o f  him 
som ew here, but I can ’t seem to place 
h im .”  H is  air o f  sincerity put m y fears 
to rest.

I t  was the thirteenth o f  N ovem ber 
that M arlin g  went gunning o ff  Gull 
L edge. T here  was a g o o d  easterly 
breeze at daylight, but no m ore than 
th at; nothing to indicate the com in g  o f

a storm . B ut by  ten o ’clock  the breeze 
had freshened steadily, and by  dinner 
time had kicked up a nasty sea. so much 
so that landing on our beach w ould  have 
been difficult, i f  not im possible.

D ick , w ho had com e to make one 
o f  his interm inable calls upon m y sister, 
had le ft  his dory  by  the hum ane station 
at Pleasant Beach. T hrou gh  the fo r e 
noon  the report o f  M arlin g ’s gun came 
at intervals to our ears, and the flight 
o f  ducks, steadily increasing, seemed 
another indication that there w ould  be 
m ore w ind b e fo re  there was less. A fte r  
dinner, I asked D ick  i f  I m ight borrow  
his d ory  to g o  as far as Sea L edge to 
get som e o f  the inshore shooting, and 
he assented.

A s  I fo llow ed  the path tow ard P leas
ant Beach, it was im pressed upon me 
that this was really quite a storm , fo r  
the w ind had backed out due northeast, 
the whole sky was covered  with low , 
sullen clouds, and the seas were white 
on  the ledges and crashing on the head
lands into show ers o f  spray. Presently 
I cam e to  the beach, and saw M arlin g ’ s 
d o ry  rising and falling in the huge seas, 
a half mile offshore. T here was sea 
enough everyw here, but between him 
and Gull L edge, where the water shal
low ed  to fo rm  Gull L edge Bar, the 
waves were breaking with a fo rce  that 
no cra ft cou ld  have withstood.

H ow ever, M arling knew  enough to 
keep away from  the bar, and I gave 
m yself no uneasiness on that score, my 
m ind being all on the prospect o f  the 
a ftern oon ’s sport. T h e flocks o f  wild 
fow l continued to pour steadily along. 
A s  I stood watching, I saw a flock o f  
su rf scooters sw ing to M arlin g ’s decoys, 
saw the leveled gun, the spurt o f  smoke, 
and a bird w hirling dow n from  the cen 
ter o f  the bunch. T hat spurred me o n ; 
in another m om ent I had gained D ick ’ s 
dory  and was about to shove her dow n 
the beach when I was aware o f  a voice 
hailing me. T urn ing , I saw Jim  S outh
ard com ing  dow n the beach.
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M y relations with Jim  were som e
what out o f  the ordinary. I did not 
like him. S ince he and D ick  were bit
ter rivals, and D ick  was m y best friend, 
this naturally increased m y dislike. A t 
the same tim e, he cam e to  call regu
larly upon m y sister, and out o f  loyalty 
to her wishes I was obliged to  treat Jim  
at least with outw ard politeness.

Jim  pointed tow ard Gull L edge and 
ask ed : " W h o ’s out there? Y o u r  fa 
th er?"

" N o , ’ ’ I answered. “ W ill M arlin g.”  
H e  looked  disturbed. “ H e ’s in too  

close to the bar,”  he said. “ H e ’s a  good  
seaman, o f  course, but no one but a 
B avporter know s what a treacherous 
place that bar is. I ’d feel easier i f  he 
were ashore this m inute.”

I was frankly surprised at this an x
iety over som e one else, fo r  Southard 
was seldom  disturbed over the fortunes 
o f  any one but h im self. A n d  w hy he 
should be w orried  over M arling, w hom  
he scarcely knew , was a puzzle. B ut 
still m ore to m y  surprise he went o n : 

“ L ook  here, H al. I ’ll tell you  what 
we'll do. L et ’s row  out there and take 
the berth inshore o f M arling. W e ’ll get 
som e g ood  shooting, and we can keep an 
eye on him. H onestly , I d on ’t feel easy 
to have him out there alone.”

'T 'H I S ,  indeed, suited m e perfectly , fo r  
I knew  that I should have a hard 

row  o f  it by m yself. In  another five 
minutes we had launched the d ory  and 
had cleared the point o f  Sea L edge. 
A bou t then we saw a splendid flock  o f  
brant sw oopin g  tow ard  the surface o f  
the water, m aking a w on derfu l target 
fo r  M arling should he see them.

Clearly M arling had perceived his op 
portunity, fo r  he crouched  so low  in his 
dory  that not even the tip o f  his head 
was visible above the rail. N o w  the 
birds, alm ost within shot o f  us, sud
denly rose higher into the air with their 
guttural cry , “Kru-uk! Kru-uk!” and 
made out to  sea. T hen , as som e o f  the

you nger birds in the flock  turned to  the 
lure o f  M arlin g ’s decoys, the whole 
bunch, closely  m assed, sw ept by  him.

I was beside m yself w ith excitem ent. 
“ H e ’ ll g ive them  the d e v il !”  I  cried  e x 
cited ly  to Southard.

T h e next instant W ill rose to  his 
knees and leveled his gun. A t the re
port, tw o birds dropped  dead, w hile, as 
the flock  made o f f  to the eastw ard, a 
third broke com pan y w ith his fe llow s, 
stopped in m id-flight, and w ith fo lded  
w ings fell at the very edge o f  the 
breaker.

I  saw M arlin g  leap excited ly  to his 
feet, cast o f f  the bu oy  of. his road  line 
and p ick  up the tw o birds nearest at 
hand. T hen , w ith a qu ick  glance over 
his shoulder he m ade fo r  the third.

Southard, w atching him , frow n ed . 
“ H e ’ s a fo o l to d o  th a t!”  he cried . “ Y ell 
to him , H a l ! T e ll him  to  keep o f f ! ”

I shouted at the top  o f  m y lungs, but 
perceiving at once that m y vo ice  was 
borne aw ay to  leew ard by  the fo rce  o f  
the w ind, I rose to  m y  feet and began  
w aving at him. H e  did  not see me, 
how ever. E ven  if  he had, I think he 
was too  intent on  retrieving the brant 
to  have paid the slightest heed.

M arlin g  reached a position  on ly  a few  
boat lengths aw ay fro m  his gam e. I 
saw him  pause and watch tw o  or  three 
b ig  seas thunder p a s t ; then, in what ap
peared to  be a m om entary lull, he drove 
the d ory  ahead fu ll speed and quickly 
and with precision  reached fo r  the brant 
and with one hand flipped it in to the 
s te rn ; then again grasped his oars and 
began to  pull desperately fo r  safety.

T hen  a great wall o f  w ater, higher 
than any w ave I had seen that day, rose 
to the northeast o f  him . H e  saw it 
also, and did his best to head the d ory  
up. B ut too  late! F o r  a second the 
w hole scene was etched on  m y brain, 
that green m ountain rushing on , with 
the curl o f  white above, the d ory  as i f  
at the bottom  o f  a huge valley. I  held 
m y brea th ; m y nails gripped m y flesh.
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I heard an oath from  Southard, and 
the w o r d s :

“ H e ’s g o n e !”
T hen  cam e the m om ent o f  im pact. 

T h e  dory , as i f  actually alive, seemed 
to  strive bravely  to surm ount the wave. 
B u t in vain and, hanging m otion less fo r  
a  second, w ith her b o w  pointed tow ard 
the sky, she gave w ay b e fo re  that 
m ighty flood  and was swept violently  
a lon g  in its path. In  one dread fu l sec
on d  I saw oars, thw arts, gun and M a r
ling h im self hurled bod ily  through  the 
air, then disappear under the avalanche 
o f  water. T hen  the w ave, thundering 
shorew ard , passed on  its w ay and in the 
succeeding h ollow  appeared the dory, 
level w ith the water. A n  instant later 
we saw M a rlin g ’s head em erge, saw him 
lo o k  w ild ly  about him  and, catch ing 
sight o f  the boat, he sw am  to  her and 
passed an arm  over her rail.

I N  m y excitem ent, I  im agined he was
saved, but I  had forgotten  that he 

n ow  lay d irectly  in the path o f  the 
breakers. P resently  another great sea 
cam e roarin g  dow n , bu rying man and 
d o ry  beneath it ;  and this time, w hen it 
passed, the d ory  was bottom  up, and I 
knew , though M arlin g  still maintained 
a precarious hold  on her stem , that he 
cou ld  not last lo n g  in that w ild whirl 
o f  w aters. N o r  cou ld  w e g o  in a fter 
h im ; that w ou ld  mean th row in g  away 
three lives instead o f  one.

I  turned helplessly to  Southard. 
“ W h a t shall w e do , J im ?”  I  cried .

H e  had lost no time, but had drawn 
his k n ife  and cu t the line from  the de
coy s  in  the stern. Y e t  I  did not see 
what g o o d  that w ou ld  do , fo r  he cou ld  
never get the line to  M a r lin g ; the 
strength o f  the w ind w ou ld  sw eep it to  
leew ard in  a tw inkling. It was a des
perate situation. T h o u g h  M arlin g  
m ight retain his grip  on  the d ory  fo r  a 
tim e, those great rollers, sm ashing 
dow n, w ou ld  finally overw helm  him.

In m y helplessness, I scarcely real

ized what Southard was doing. N o w  I 
saw that he was m aking one end o f  the 
decoy  line fast about his waist.

“ C om e a ft , H a l,”  he cried , “ and let 
m e com e f o r ’a rd ! T h en  get her in as 
close  to the breaker as you  can. Q uick, 
n o w ! D o n ’t lose a se co n d !”

I did as com m anded. W h en  I had 
gained the position  indicated, I turned 
again, to find that Southard had 
stripped o f f  coat and shirt and had made 
the other end o f  the line fast to the 
cleat on  the forw a rd  thwart. Then I 
realized his desperate purpose, fo r  the 
line he had tied about him was old and 
w orn  and never intended to stand a 
strain. T here  was n o  time, how ever, 
fo r  heroics or  fo r  any address o f  fare
well ; this was a practical affair.

“ I f  I get h im ,”  he shouted, “ haul us' 
back as fast as you  c a n ; but g o  easy 
on  the l in e ; it w on ’t stand m uch. A nd  
i f  you  see I ’m done fo r  b e fore  I  get to 
h im . try to pull me out anyw ay.”  T hen  
he slipped over the side into the chilling 
w ater and struck out.

Southard sw am  easily, husbanding 
his strength, to  the edge o f  the breaker, 
waited until the next roller crashed by 
and then, w ithout losing a second, made 
straight fo r  the d o ry  at the top  o f  his 
speed. H a lfw a y  on his jou rn ey  another 
w ave broke over him , but he em erged 
in safety , shaking his head like a dog. 
and to m y inexpressible jo y  I saw him 
reach the dory , pass the line around 
M arlin g  and then w ave an arm  to me 
as a signal, just as another wave closed 
over them.

N o w  it was m y turn. I  row ed stead
ily , straight aw ay from  the breaker and 
danger, but so heavy was their weight 
upon the line that I saw I was not m ak
ing speed enough. T h e re fo re , pulling 
in m y oars, I  hauled in on  the line pre
cisely  as though I  were trying to land 
som e giant fish. M arling, as I learned 
a fterw ard , was alm ost gone bv  this 
time, and i f  Southard had not been 
able to help m e out by exhausting the
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last- remnants o f  his ow n  strength, I 
think both m en w ould  have drow ned 
b e fore  I cou ld  have pulled them in. A s  
it was, how ever, Southard and his bur
den w ere within reach o f  the rail and 
som ehow , an instant later, I had them  
both aboard. M arlin g  collapsed  in the 
bottom  o f  the d o r y ; Southard leaned 
lim ply against the forw ard  thwart, co m 
pletely spent, but still conscious. A n d  
realizing the vital need o f  haste, I  was 
forced  to take a chance o f  disaster from  
a fo llow in g  sea. H ead ing  the d ory  fo r  
shore, I drove her fu ll speed fo r  the 
beach, thankful that the hum ane sta
tion, with its w arm th and shelter, lay 
close  at hand.

B y  g ood  luck, both  rescuer and res
cued cam e through their ducking w ith 
out ill effects. Jim  Southard becam e the 
hero o f  B ayport, fo r  every m an in the 
tow n knew  the dangers o f  G ull L edge  
B ar in a storm  and cou ld  realize the 
risk that Southard had run. Jim , m ore
over, did not spoil his deed by  brag
ging about it, but had the g ood  sense to  
bear his honors m od estly ; and I cou ld  
see that m y sister was hugely flattered 
by  having such a hero in her train. 
E ven  D ick  cou ld  not do otherw ise than 
admire.

“ I can 't understand it,”  he con fessed  
to  me. “ I t ’s not like Jim  Southard in 
the least. B ut the fact rem ains that he 
did it, and he deserves all the cred it in 
the w orld .”

I T  was three or  fou r  days later, on  a  
* clear, sunny a fternoon , with a b ig  
sea running. N o  birds w ere fly in g ; it 
was fa r too  rough  fo r  fishing or  lob - 
s ter in g ; and a fter dinner M arlin g  asked 
m y father and m yself to walk dow n  to 
the beach with him, adding that he had 
som ething on  his m ind w hich he w ished 
to  tell us. A n d  under the lee o f  a huge 
boulder, in the warm th o f  the a ftern oon  
sunshine, he began his tale.

“ Captain N ick erson ,”  he asked, “ have 
you  ever read a book  by one E xq u e-

m alin, entitled ‘ T h e H istory  o f  the 
Bucaniers o f  A m erica  ?’ ”

“ N o ,”  m y father answ ered, “ I have 
never read it, n or even seen it, but I 
have heard it spoken o f  by  oth ers.”

M arlin g  heaved a deep sigh. “ It is a 
w on derfu l b o o k ,”  he said, “ and noth ing 
but fear o f  m y  life  m ade m e leave m y 
co p y  o f  it aboard  P alliser’s schooner, 
the Red Cloud, on  that day when D ick  
W heatland  and y ou r boy  here fished me 
out o f  the water on  D ark  Island and 
saved m y life . H ow ev er , I k n ow  the 
b ook  alm ost b y  heart, so in one w ay it 
is n o  great loss. A n d  it is with the b ook  
that m y story  begins.

“ Y o u  have heard, o f  cou rse , o f  M o r 
gan the pirate and o f  how  he sacked 
P anam a in the year 1670 and com m itted 
crim es and persecutions so horrible that 
even to read o f  them makes you r flesh 
creep. W ell, in E xqu em alin ’s story  o f  
the sack o f  Panam a there is m ention 
o f  a great galleon which escaped. Y o u  
m ay fo rm  som e idea o f  what a prize she 
w ould  have been, fo r  it is estim ated 
that, as it was, M organ  took  treasure 
fro m  Panam a to the am ount o f  a m il
lion  and a h a lf o f  dollars.

“ But, says E xquem alin , this one prize 
w ould have been o f  greater value than 
all the rest o f  the treasure put togeth er; 
fo r  it was on  her that they had placed 
all the royal plate and jew els , and the 
g ood s  o f  the richest m erchants in Pan
ama. M oreover , she was underm anned, 
ill prov ided  with fo o d  and w ater, and 
with sails and rigg ing  in bad condition . 
M ore  than once the pirates m ust have 
regretted that they w ere reveling and 
carousing w hen they m ight easily have 
pursued and captured her. But they 
chose to  take their pleasure, and she 
escaped. A n d  all that E xquem alin  says 
is that she fled to places m ore rem ote 
and unkn ow n.”

T hen  he paused as i f  to  rearrange 
his th ou ghts; then went o n :  “ T hat was 
in 1670. O v e r  a hundred years later 
m y father, Jam es E dw ard  M arlin g, o f
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B ristol, sailed w ith  Captain F urn eau x 
in the brig  Adventure, con sort to  Cap
tain C ook  in the Resolution, on his sec
on d  voyage around the w orld .”

A T  these w ords I started, fo r  they re
called the night in the hum ane sta

tion, and the story  M arlin g  had told us 
in his delirium . I had felt at the time 
that I was listening not to  d isordered 
ravings, but to actual tru th ; and n ow  I 
paid close  heed as M arlin g  went on  to  
repeat the story, alm ost w ord  fo r  w o r d : 
T h at in F ebruary, 1774, the Adventure 
was south o f  the H o rn , that they had 
sighted an island ly ing to the north 
w ard, that M a rlin g ’s father and a ship
mate had been given leave to  land, that 
they had fou n d , on  a beach sw arm ing 
w ith seals and sea elephants, a rusted 
anchor and a go ld  dou b loon , had sighted 
the masts o f  a vessel across the island, 
and that a sudden fu riou s squall had 
then driven  them back to  the brig  fo r  
their lives. A n d  he ended w ith the 
tale o f  the shipm ate’s death and o f  his 
fa th er ’s n otin g  the bearings o f  the 
island from  the Adventure’s log.

“ F o r  years,”  he con clu ded , “ I ’ve 
dream ed o f  m aking a voyage to the 
A ntarctic , but the chance has never 
com e. N o w  here in B ayport I ’ve  had 
fny life  saved tw ic e ; and I  think that’s 
a sign that it is from  B ayport I  should 
m ake the trip. S o  here ’s m y o ffe r , cap
ta in : I f  I  g ive you  the bearings o f  the 
island, w ill you  fit out the Albicore and 
m ake the voyage , and w e ’ ll share half 
and half in all we fin d ?”

M y  father pondered  in silence. P res
ently he a sk e d :

“ D oes any one else know  the bear
in g s? ”

“ N o ,”  M arlin g  answ ered, “ but one 
man nearly did. I ’m  a close-m outhed 
man except w hen I ’m  in  liquor, and one 
night on  th.e Red Cloud I got extra 
drunk and m ust have said a lot m ore 
than I meant to, fo r  the next day P a l- 
liser g ot me into the cabin and he and

the mate went fo r  me hot and heavy. 
I m ust have blabbed m ore than I 
thought, fo r  they questioned m e stiff 
and sharp— all about a galleon w recked 
in the A ntarctic, and about m y father 
finding her and com in g  hom e with his 
pockets fu ll o f  gold . A n d  when I 
w ou ldn ’t talk they knocked me dow n, 
gagged  and bound me and triced me up 
and then, right there in the cabin. P al- 
liser flogged  me till I fainted.

“ T hen  they sent me f o r ’ard, and told 
m e to  think it over fo r  an hour, and 
that i f  I w ou ldn ’t talk then they would 
give me another dose. W h a t did they 
suppose? T hat I was go in g  to  tell a 
secret w orth  m aybe a m illion dollars to 
sw ine like them ? N o t m u ch ! S o  I got 
desperate and took  a chance o f  getting 
aw ay in the gig . Y o u  k n ow  the rest.”

“ S o  y o u ’re sure that they haven ’t the 
b earin gs?”  m y father persisted.

“ C erta in !”  M arlin g  answered. “ I 
m ight as well tell you  n ow  as any time, 
captain. I  have the bearings, right 
here.”  A s  he spoke he raised his hands 
to his neck, and drew  forth , attached to 
a stout cord , a small leather case which 
I  rem em bered that I had seen on the 
night in the station, but to which I had 
paid no attention at the time.

“ H e re ,”  said M arling, extracting a 
tiny packet o f  oiled silk, “ is the paper, 
o ld  and yellow  and crum bling by now , 
that m y father gave me when he lay
dying. A n d  here--------”  H e  fum bled
fo r  a m om ent at the case, then drew 
forth  som ething w hich  flashed and 
gleam ed in the sunlight and handed it 
to m y father. “ T h at,”  he said, “ is the 
co in  that he fo u n d .”

M y  father took  it, exam ined it with 
care, then turned it over and looked 
at the other side, while I peered eagerly 
over his shoulder. It was a large, hand
som e co in  o f  go ld , clearly a Spanish 
d o u b lo o n ; on  one side the date— 1667—  
and the head o f  Charles the Second, on 
the other side the arms o f  Spain. M y 
father handed it back to  M arling.



52 THE POPULAR MAGAZINE

“ A n d  you  say,’ ’ he queried, “ that you 
have the bearings, a lso ? ”

M arling tapped his head with his fin
ger. “ R ight here,”  he answered. 
“ T h e y ’re on  the paper, too , o f  course, 
though the ink is fad ing. B ut the fig 
ures are easy to  rem em ber; I cou ldn ’ t 
forget them  if  I tried. A n d  the m in
ute you  say you  will g o , I ’ll tell them 
to you , and to any one else you  say, in 
case som ething should happen both  to 
you  and to m e.”

“ W ill ,”  said m y father to  M arling, 
“ it’ s a long  ways to go . A n d  it w ould 
cost m oney— probably  m ore than I  cou ld  
afford. Y et there’s one thing that 
tempts m e to consider it, a fter  all. A n d  
that you  m ay not have thought o f .  Y o u  
say your father spoke o f  the seals and 
sea elephants?”

“ Y e s ,”  M arling assented, “ m ore than 
once. T h e island was alive w ith them, 
he said, and so were the outlying ree fs .”

M y  father nodded. “ A s  you  doubt
less k n ow ,”  he said, “ m any o f  our N ew  
England skippers have made large 
profits in sealing at the Falklands. T h ey  
have had the cream  o f  it there, but I 
dare say, even i f  we don ’ t find you r 
island, we cou ld  still take skins enough 
at the Falklands on  our w ay hom e to  
pay expenses and a profit. A n d  if  you r 
island really does exist, as I ’m  inclined 
to think it does, and there are seals there 
in the quantities you  say, then, regard 
less o f  galleons and treasure, we m ight 
make a very handsom e thing o f  the v o y 
age.”

“ T hen  you  doubt i f  the galleon is 
there?”  M arling asked.

“ N o , I d on ’t say that,”  m y father 
answered. “ But we have so little to  go  
by. O ne co in  picked up on  a beach. I 
admit it’ s not likely, but som e one m ight 
have dropped the co in  there a year be
fore , or  a m onth b e fore , or  a day be
fore . Still, the date is g ood  evidence o f  
your father’s theory. B ut again there 
is the fact that he saw on ly the masts 
o f  a vessel; i f  he cou ld  have seen the

vessel h erself, cou ld  have m ade sure 
that she was a galleon, that w ou ld  be 
one thing. B ut sim ply a vessel’ s m a sts ; 
she m ight have been a sealer, or  a 
whaler, with noth ing but dead m en 
aboard. I t ’s a long  chance, at best.”

M arlin g  sighed. “ T hen  you  w o n ’t 
go , capta in?”  he said sadly.

“ I d on ’t say that,”  m y  father an
sw ered. “ I  say it's not a m atter to  de
cide here and now , in five m in u tes; it 
takes thought. I ’ll g ive it m y serious 
consideration .”

C H A P T E R  X .
THE DUEL.

T T H E  next day m y father, w ith M ar- 
lin g ’s perm ission , sent fo r  D ick  

W heatland , and all that a ftern oon  and 
even ing we debated, from  every angle, 
the p fo je c t  o f  the voyage. D ick , al
though his entire library did not con 
tain m ore than a score o f  book s, pos
sessed a co p y  o f  E xquem alin , a neat, 
tw o-volu m e edition published in L o n d o n  
in 177 1 ; and this he brou ght w ith him  
and gave to us to  read. T hu s m y fa 
ther cou ld  see con firm ed, in black and 
white, all that M arlin g  had told  him 
about the g a lle o n ; and as to  the story 
o f  W il l ’ s father, to  con firm  that there 
was the co in  and the scrap o f  crum bling 
paper. A s  to W ill h im self, there was 
n o  doubt that he believed every w ord  o f  
his story. O n  the w hole, it seem ed to  
all o f  us that there was at least a rea
sonable chance that a treasure ship lay 
stranded on  an unknow n island in the 
southern seas.

B ut there w ere the questions o f  
danger and expense. T h e  latter was 
offset by the prospect o f  rich returns 
in sea ls ; and this com bined  with the 
probability  o f  -locating treasure decided 
m y father to chance the trip.

T w o  matters o f  prim e im portance 
now  rem ained to be co n s id e re d : first, 
the m ake-up o f  the c r e w ; second, the 
fitting out o f  the vessel. A s  fa r  as 
num bers went, we naturally desired to
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sail w ith  as fe w  men as possible. M y  
father, o f  cou rse, w ould  be in com 
m and ; D ick  was given  the billet o f  
m a te ; and I was to  be allow ed to bunk 
a ft  w ith them.

L o n g  J im  C olby  and Sam Bates, old 
cron ies and shipm ates o f  m y  father’s, 
w ere added n ext, as well as stolid S ol 
E ldridge , the best co o k  w ho ever sailed 
fr o m  B ayport. A n d  lastly, a fter m any 
protracted  con feren ces  and m uch dis
cussion  p ro  and con , it was decided to  
include P hilip  A v e r y  and Jim  Southard.

W h e n  m y  father first told m e o f  
this, I was surprised, but as fa r as 
A v e r y  was con cern ed , it w as easy* to 
See the log ic  o f  his choice. M y  father 
had the matter o f  the diam onds greatly 
on  his m ind, and it was on ly  through 
A v e r y  that w e cou ld  be guided straight 
to  the hom e o f  M argarita  and cou ld  de
liver the stones d irectly  in to  her hands.

A s fo r  Southard, though he was a 
first-class seaman, and though  his brav
e ry  o f f  G ull L ed g e  B ar had w iped  out 
w hatever black m arks m ight stand 
against him in B ayport, I d o  not think 
m y father w ould  have taken h im ; but 
d id  so purely  as a con cession  to W ill 
M arlin g. F o r  W ill  was filled w ith grat
itude tow ard  Southard and insisted that 
i f  it had not been fo r  J im  we w ould 
n ot be m aking the trip  at all.

A S  fo r  the o b je c t  o f  the trip, m y fa 
ther m ade no attempt at secrecy. 

A n d  indeed there was n o  need fo r  it, 
since ships w ithout num ber, sealers and 
w halers both , had been voyag in g  south 
o f  the H o rn  fo r  years, seeking to  locate 
those m ysterious islands w here pearls 
and diam onds took  the place o f  peb
bles on  the shore.

T here  fo llow ed  the hauling out o f  the 
Albicore at T o w e r ’s shipyard, the over
hauling o f  m asts and rigg ing  and the 
cop p er  sheathing o f  her hull. L ater 
fo llow ed  the brin gin g  aboard o f  our 
provisions and supplies. Then cam e the 
m orn in g  in late N ovem ber w hen w e

said ou r g ood -b ys  and w ent aboard, and 
with a brisk w esterly  w ind to put us on 
our w ay, set sail fo r  the unknow n.

F o r  seven weeks w e drove to the 
south, with winds fo r  the m ost part 
favorable, but none to o  s tron g ; and in 
due course passed the equator and real
ized that ou r  first stopping place was 
not fa r  aw ay. S o  far, w e had had an 
ideal voyage. A v e ry  and Southard had 
never m urm ured, never su lk ed : and 
A ve ry , w e soon  d iscovered , was the life  
o f  the forecastle, liked b y  every one. 
Y e t  it was at about this period  o f  our 
trip  that D ick  took  occasion  to rem ind 
m e to  keep an eye out fo r  squalls.

“ H a l,”  he began, “ what is g o in g  to 
happen w hen w e reach P ernam buco? 
H o w  are these diam onds go in g  to be 
handed over to  their righ tfu l o w n e r?”  

“ I  d on ’t k n ow ,”  I  adm itted. “ I  sup
pose it w ill all be easy enough. M y  
father will find the girl at her hom e, 
and will g ive her the d iam onds.”

D ick  smiled. “ T h at does sound sim
p le ,”  he re jo ined . “ B ut I don 't think 
it will w ork  ou t quite that way. T have 
had som e talk w ith  A very , and I  find 
that the you n g  lady lives a lon g  day’s 
ride from  the p ort w here w e land. D o  
you  im agine. H al, that you  and 1 are 
g o in g  to  let A v e ry  start o f f  with your 
father and with tw enty thousand dollars’ 
w orth  o f  d iam on ds? I ’m  not a betting 
m an, but I w ould w ager ail T have in 
the w orld  that w e should never *ee 
A verv  or the diam onds again .”

“ Y o u  still distrust A v e r y ? ”  1 asked. 
“ M y  op in ion  o f  A very  to-day  is just 

about what it has been from  the first—  
that h e ’s not what you  w ould call an 
ou t-an d-ou t villain, but that he plays 
fo r  his ow n  hand first, last and all the 
time. S o  let’ s con vin ce you r father that 
the captain 's place is on the schooner 
while w e ’re in port, and that i f  there's 
traveling to be done, you  and T are 
young, and the ones to  g o  with A very .”  

1 agreed readily to this.
“ N ow , how  w ould A very  ca lcu late?”
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D ick  continued. “ W o u ld  he figure that 
your father w ould  give the diam onds 
to  you , o r  to  m e ? "

“ T o  you , o f  cou rse ,”  I  answered 
prom ptly. “ Y o u ’ re mate o f  the vessel, 
and older and m ore experienced in every 
way. O f  course he w ould  g ive them 
to y ou .”

“ I think so ,”  D ick  agreed. “ S o  here 
is m y scheme. I ’m g o in g  to  let you  
carry the jew els. I ’m go in g  to carry  
a packet— and I ’m goin g  to  take care 
that A very  know s about it— but in it 
will be tw enty pieces o f  gravel, each 
the size o f  a d iam ond, that I have 
brought with me from  Pleasant Beach. 
I f  A v e rv  is honest and brings us 
straight to  the senorita, well and good . 
But i f  there’ s any underhand w ork , 
A v e ry ’ s attention will be on  me, and 
i f  the stones are in danger, you  m ay 
have a chance to get clear.”

W e  experienced no difficulty in con 
vin cin g  m y father that D ick  should be 
intrusted with the stones, and the v o y 
age continued w ithout incident until on 
a bright and beautiful m orn ing  in early 
F ebruary  we sighted the the coast o f  
Brazil. O u r first landm ark was the city  
o f  O linda, at a distance a m ere blur aris
ing from  the sea, but revealing, as we 
approached, a hill o f  considerable 
height, w ith w hite-w alled houses nestled 
amid the beautiful green o f  trees and 
gardens. T o  the south stretched a bar
ren waste o f  sand, and then ou r port, 
the tow n o f  Saint A n ton io  de R e c ife .

Presently a boat put o f f  from  the 
b e a ch ; a pilot boarded us, and steered 
the Albicore to an anchorage abreast 
o f  the tow n. T hen  we went ashore—  
A very  to hire horses fo r  ou r trip, the 
rest o f  us eager fo r  a look  about us.

A t noon  we went aboard again, and 
A very  reported to m y  father that he 
had hired three g ood  horses and that, 
since there happened to be a fu ll m oon , 
he advised starting in the a ftern oon , 
rid ing until m idnight, then snatching 
a few  hours’ sleep, and con tin u in g  at

dawn. B y  so doin g , he explained, w e  
w ould waste no time, and w ould  not 
suffer, on  ou r  outw ard  jou rn ey , from  
having to travel in the heat o f  the day. 
T o  this D ick  and I  w illingly  agreed. 
A b ou t fo u r  in the a ftern oon , w e m ou n t
ed ou r horses— thin, w iry  beasts, with 
the high-pom m eled P ortuguese saddles 
— and started on  ou r trip.

A T  night we halted, built a fire and 
m ade our m eal o f  dried b ee f and 

fru it, a fter  which A v e ry  lay d ow n  and 
to  all appearances was asleep in five 
minutes. W e  took  no chances, how ever, 
and D ick  and I stood  watch alternately 
until the first gray  light filtered through 
the branches o f  the trees. T hen  on 
again until we reached the R iv er  G oiana 
and caught a g lim pse o f  the tow n  be
yond . H ere  A very  sw ung sharp to  the 
le ft, and told us that the A ltara  planta
tion  was n ow  on ly  a fe w  m iles away.

A t the end o f  another h a lf hour we 
cam e in sight o f  an extensive plantation 
and caught a  g lim pse o f  num erous 
houses, blacks on  their way to  w ork , or 
driv ing  bullocks afield. E veryw h ere  we 
cou ld  feel the stir o f  aw akening life .

“ I thought you  told us,”  observed  
D ick , “ that the plantation was g o in g  to 
ruin. T h is look s prosperous en ough .”

“ Y e s ,”  A v e ry  answ ered readily, “ but 
this isn ’t the sen or ’s plantation. T his 
is M argarita ’s cou sin ’ s, R a fael A ltara. 
I thought we w ou ld  stop and see him 
first. M argarita ’s property  ad joins this 
on  the sou th ."

“ I see,”  D ick  re jo in ed , w ithout a 
trace o f  suspicion in his m an n er; but 
a m om ent later he threw  me a look  o f  
deep m eaning.

A s  we cam e presently to  a c ro ss 
road , I suddenly reined in m y  horse. 
“ I ’ve g ot a fr ig h tfu l cram p in m y  le g ,”  
I  said. “ I ’m  a fra id  I ’m  not m uch o f  a 
rider. I ’ve g ot to  get o f f  a m inute. I 
ca n ’ t stand the pain. Y o u  needn ’t wait 
fo r  m e ; I can catch up w ith y o u .”

D ick  played his part perfectly .
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“ N o n se n se !”  he cried . “ W e ’re alm ost 
there, H al. Y o u  can stand it a little 
longer. W e  d o n ’t want to  get sepa
rated n o w .”

B ut I  was already on  the ground, 
lim ping about and then sitting dow n  to 
rub my* leg  v igorou sly . I n  turn, I  
d id  a bit o f  acting. “ W h a t difference 
does being separate m ak e?”  I  asked ill- 
naturedly. “ I  d on ’t count on  this trip. 
Y o u ’ve g o t the stones, haven ’t y o u ? ”  

D ick  thrust one hand inside his shirt. 
“ Y es , I ’ve  g ot the stones.”

A t  the w ords I thought a look  o f  an
ticipation  passed fo r  an instant over 
A v e r y ’s face. H e  suggested, “ L e t ’s ride 
ahead. H al can ’ t m iss the w a y ; it’ s a 
quarter o f  a mile, straight ahead.”

“ A ll right,”  assented D ick .
T h e y  cantered o ff , leaving m e still 

nursing m y  in ju red  leg until they had 
disapppeared behind the first turn in 
the road. T hen  I  leaped into the sad
dle again and m ade o f f  to the le ft as 
fast as I cou ld  g o , keeping a sharp 
look ou t fo r  any signs o f  a house.

Q O O N  I met three stalwart blacks, 
hoes on  shoulder, w alking leisurely 

a long in the direction  o f  the R a fa e l 
plantation. I reined in  m y  horse, and 
in qu ired : “ Senorita  A lta ra ?  D om icilia ?  
R es id en cia ?”

T h e y  grinned, but evidently under
stood  what I  w anted, and pointed 
through  the trees to a w hite-w alled 
house, set back som e distance from  the 
road. T hanking  them heartily, I dis
m ounted, tied m y  nag to a tree, and 
w alked up the path. U p o n  the veranda 
I m et a dark, slender m aiden, lovely  to 
behold , and m y jo y  was great when she 
spoke to m e in E nglish .

F orth w ith  I ca m e straight to  the 
point, fo r  I did not k n ow  how  m uch 
tim e rem ained to  me. A n d  as gently 
as possible I  told her that her father 
was dead. T he tears sprang to her eyes, 
but it was not, a fter  all, the shock I 
had feared, fo r  she told me at once

what I never guessed— that he suffered 
fro m  an incurable ailment o f  the heart 
and that when he le ft P ernam buco 
on  his ill-fated  voyage, the doctors 
had given him  but a fe w  m onths to 
live. I  went on  w ith m y tale, telling 
her o f  the w reck, the rescue, o f  how  
her fa ther ’s last thought had been o f  
h e r ; and then o f  A very , and o f  the 
finding o f  the stones, and o f  our jo u r 
ney fro m  R e c ife . A t  A v e r y ’s name she 
had interrupted me to c r y :  “ Intolerable 
m a n !”

W h e n  I  had finished she told me o f  
the friendship  betw een A v e ry  and her 
cousin , both  o f  w hom  she detested, and 
o f  her suspicions that R afael w ould 
glad ly  have had the senor parted from  
his treasure in order that utter poverty  
m ight drive her to his arms.

“ B ut I  w ou ld  never m arry h im !”  she 
declared vehem ently, then, with an arch
glance, she a d d ed : “ R ather than that, 
I  w ou ld  even m arry som e one from  
A m erica .”

T hen  I  asked her to w hom  she could 
intrust the stones, and fou n d  that her 
guardian was with her, her father’s 
oldest friend , that he was a m agistrate, 
and that in his hands the diam onds 
w ou ld  be absolutely sa fe . O n ce  relieved 
o f  the precious packet, I rose to  go. 
W h en  she began to thank me and to 
press m e to  stay, I  was hard put to  it 
to  rem em ber that D ick  m ight yet find 
h im self in trouble, and that I should be 
leaving at once.

She gave me her hand at parting, and 
I took  it— and held it— and I , w ho had 
never been smitten b e fo re  in m y life , 
knew  that som e tim e, som ew here, in 
ages past, I had done what I was doing 
n ow . W ith o u t a w ord  and quite as a 
matter o f  course, I drew  M argarita to 
m e and kissed her on  the lips. H aving  
done so, nothing but the thought o f  m y 
duty cou ld  have torn  m e away. I had 
on ly  tim e to w hisper, “ I love you. M ay 
I  com e back som e d a y ?”  and to  hear 
her answ er that I m ight, and the next
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m om ent I was running dow n  the path 
and, m ounting m y horse, was hurrying 
as fast as 'I cou ld  to re jo in  D ick  and 
A very .

I fou n d  them seated together at a 
table in R a fa e l’ s g a rd en ; o f  the ow ner 
h im self there was n o  sign.

“ Late riser,”  A very  explained. “ Y o u  
know — sits up late w ith sick frien d s.”

I knew  enough o f  the w orld  to under
stand that this meant cards and wine. 
A s I took  m y seat, I m anaged to w his
per to D ick , “ A ll r ig h t ; her guardian ’s 
got them ,”  and I saw his face  brighten 
at the w ords.

T he next m om ent a dark, slim and 
supercilious you n g  co x co m b  cam e dow n 
the steps o f  the house and patron izingly  
bade us w elcom e.

A very  told the story, then suggested, 
“ I thought perhaps, Sen or R a fae l, it 
would be as well fo r  you  to take charge 
o f  the stones and g ive  them  to  M ar
garita y ou rse lf.”

“ A  g ood  id e a !”  assented M argarita ’s 
cousin  languidly. A n d  to D ick  he add
e d : “ H ave you  the stones with y o u ? ”  
and extended his hand.

D ick  looked  puzzled. “ B ut w h y  to  
you , sen or?”  he asked. “ W h y  not to  
the lady herself ?”

R afael raised his brow s. “ A  fam ily  
affa ir,”  he responded vaguely. “ It  is 
all the same. T o  me, please.”

D ick  hesitated, then appealed to  
A very . “ Y o u  think I had better?”  he 
asked.

A very  looked  at him  steadily. 
“ D ick ,”  he said, w ith a w orld  o f  m ean
ing in his tone, “ we are on Sen or R a 
fael’s property. W e  are in a strange 
country. Y o u  w ou ldn ’ t want anything 
to happen to y ou rse lf or  to  H al. I 
think, as a friend, you  had better hand 
over the stones.”

I drew  a long  breath. S o  D ick  had 
been right, all along. T h is was the 
gam e, and a clever one. I f  D ick  did 
not give up the diam onds, they meant 
him harm was as plain as day. H o w

thankful I felt that the real diam onds 
were sa fe ly  w here they belonged.

D ick  took  the packet from  his shirt. 
“ S en or R a fa e l, I say once m ore that I  
should m uch p re fe r  to g ive them to you r 
cou sin .”

T h e  you n g  B razilian  extended his 
h an d ; it was his m om ent o f  trium ph. 
“ A n d  I should m uch p re fe r ,”  he said, 
in a tone there cou ld  be no m istaking, 
“ that you  g ive  them to  m e.”

D ick  handed the packet across the 
table. T h ere  was a m om ent’s silence 
w hile R a fa e l undid the w rappings, then 
the innocent brow n  gravel lay revealed. 
F o r  an instant the shock rendered the 
you n g  m an speechless, then he glared at 
D ick .

“ W h a t does this m ean ?”  he cried  an
grily . “ Y o u  th ie f ! Y o u  have stolen 
the d iam onds.”

D ick  turned to  me. “ T e ll him , H a l,”  
he said.

In  the few est possible w ords I told 
m y tale.

R a fae l, realizing that he had been 
outw itted, leaned forw a rd , his face  livid  
w ith rage. “ Y o u  are a p ig  o f  an A m e r
ican, a clow n , a b u ffo o n !”  he said to 
D ick , and w ith the g love  that he held 
in his hand, he flicked him  across the 
face.

D ick  had his weak poin ts, and quick  
tem per was one o f  them. T h ere  was 
m ore than a flick to the straight right
hander that caught the B razilian under 
the chin and sent him  spraw ling on the 
grass.

“ Y o u ’re a lia r !”  D ick  exclaim ed.
T h e  you n g  senor picked h im self u p ; 

i f  ever a m an’s face  spelled m urder, his 
did at that m om ent. H e  m otioned 
A v e ry  to  one side and talked to  him in 
a torren t o f  Spanish, while D ick  and I 
stood  w atchfu lly , hands on  our pistol 
butts. T hen  A v e ry  cam e over to D ick . 
T h e matter o f  the diam onds settled, he 
was once m ore the diplom at, the friend  
to every one.

“ H e  wants a duel,”  A v e ry  said.
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“ B ack  to back, walk aw ay ten p aces ; I  
g ive  the w o r d ; you  both wheel and fire. 
W h a t  d o  you  say ?”

“ I  say y e s ,"  D ick  responded, “ but no 
delay. H ere  and n o w ; w e ’ve n o  tim e 
to  w aste.”

I heard him  w ith anguish, but though 
tw enty years later the senseless custom  
o f  dueling was to lose fa v or , at that 
tim e it was at its height and to  refuse 
a challenge was to  be branded as a  co w 
ard. T h e  tw o men exam ined their pis
tols, rem oved their coats and stood  back 
to  back with m urder in their hearts.

I heard A v e ry  g ive  the prelim inary 
w ord , saw them  strid ing aw ay, com e to  
a halt, then the qu ick  w ord , “ F ir e !”  and 
in a flash they had wheeled and the tw o 
reports rang out like one. T o  m y jo y , 
D ick  stood  e re ct; the n ext second he 
cam e w alking tow ard m e, evidently un
hurt. T h e  B razilian  also took  a step 
fo rw a rd , then reeled, clutched at the 
a ir and fe ll prostrate to  the ground.

A n d  n ow  A v e ry  was our man again. 
T ru e  politician  that he was, it was with 
the w inner that he loved  to stand. 
“ Q u ic k !”  he cried .

“ R un  b e fo re  a cro w d  co m e s ! T here  
are his servants n ow .”

M en were com in g  dow n  the steps o f  
the house. A s  fast as. we cou ld  travel, 
we were in ou r saddles and spurring o f f  
dow n  the- road. A t  the turn w e looked  
back. F igures knelt beside R a fael on 
the grou nd , but there was no sign o f  
pursuit.

“ W h a t w ill happen ?”  D ick  cried. 
“ W ill  they chase us ?”

A v e ry  shook  his head. “ N o ,”  he 
answ ered. “ N o  one there w ith any
initiative. T h ey  w ill kn ow  it was a 
duel, a n yw a y ; he’s had others. But 
this m ay be his last.”

It was like D ick  not to indulge in 
conventional sym pathy. “ H e ’s a bad 
lo t ,”  he said tersely. “ I guess he ’s bet
ter out o f  the w ay .”

W e  rode onw ard into the bright B ra 
zilian sunshine to regain the Albicore.

C H A P T E R  X I .
STRUCK DOWN.

/~ ) N  a m orn ing som e ten days later, 
under c lou d y  skies and with a stiff 

breeze from  the west, w e sighted the 
Falklands. A s  the m orning passed, the 
land rose clearer and clearer to our 
v ie w ; tw o large islands, with a broad 
strait betw een them. Stretching aw ay 
on  all sides w ere innum erable smaller 
rocks and islets, and huge stretches o f  
b row n  kelp, g iv in g  w arning o f  still 
other reefs  and ledges, w h olly  sub
m erged fro m  view , and m aking any 
approach  to  the islands, except by  day
light, a matter o f  alm ost certain disas
ter.'

E arly  in the a ftern oon , we m ade our 
way up the channel. P orpoises were 
playing about us on  every  h an d ; seals 
lined the rocks in hundreds, splashing 
in to the w ater at ou r approach, or  gaz
ing at us incuriously, with calm  and im 
passive eyes. E veryw h ere, in the water 
and in the air, w ere sea birds beyond 
counting , gulls, shags, gannets, alba<- 
trosses, ducks.

Im patient enough b e fore , I cou ld  now  
hardly wait to reach the land, and at 
on ce went a ft to lay out m y gun and 
a supply o f  pow der and shot. T hen, 
com in g  on deck again, I went forw ard  
to  find that W ill had gone below , doubt
less on  an errand sim ilar to m y ow n. 
A v e ry  and Southard were standing to 
gether near the rail, and I went over to 
them, open ly  enough, and without the 
slightest thought o f  eavesdropping.

A s  it chanced their backs were tow ard 
me. T h ey  w ere gazing  at the island with 
such intentness that they neither saw 
n or  heard m e until I was directly be
hind them and had heard A very  say, 
“ Just as he told us,”  and S outhard ’s 
a n sw e r : “ I t ’s perfect, P h i l ; w e ’ll have 
every chance in  the w orld .”

A s  the w ords le ft  his lips, I jo ined  
them , asking id ly : “ A  chance fo r  what, 
Jim  ? A n d  w h o told you  about it ?”
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Southard started -visibly, and A v e ry  
turned on  me abruptly, then, qu ickly re
coverin g  h im self, excla im ed :

“ Y o u  startled us, H al. W h y , a 
chance to  kill som e wild cattle, o f  
course. T h a t’s go in g  to be ou r jo b , and 
your father has been telling us h ow  to  
g o  about it.’ ’ A n d  again casting his 
eyes tow ard the island, he added quick
ly :  “ T here are som e o f  them now . 
L o o k  at them, on  that r id g e !”

D irectly  a fter  this, m y father called 
all hands a ft and outlined the division  
o f  labor during our stay. D ick , Jim  
C olby  and Sam  Bates w ere to attend to 
the jo b  o f  filling the w ater ca sk s ; A v e ry  
and Southard w ere to  shoot w ild ca tt le ; 
while M arlin g  and I were first to gather 
a supply o f  fresh  eggs and cou ld  then 
try our hands at the geese.

f A N C E  anchored, and with all snug 
on  board, we le ft in haste. A very  

and Southard, in the gig , w ere the first 
to start, then M arlin g  and m yself in 
the dory, and finally the others in the 
longboat. A t first we all made fo r  the 
same point, a sandy beach to  the east 
o f  the sch oon er’s anchorage. P resently 
A very  shouted som ething to  us that 
we cou ld  not catch  and, poin ting  first 
to  the island and then to the south, 
altered his course as i f  to skirt a long the 
shore.

“ W h a t did he say ?”  I asked.
“ C ouldn ’t hear, w ith this su rf run

n ing,”  M arling answ ered. “ P robab ly  
som ething about the cattle. N ever 
m ind them. I t ’s the geese I ’m  thinking 
o f .  Just lo o k  at that! T here com es 
another flock, and another behind th e m ! 
T h is  place is a P aradise .”

Indeed, the sight o f  these m agnificent 
wild fo w l had set both o f  us nearly 
crazy  with excitem ent. A very  and 
Southard m ight g o  to  the ends o f  the 
earth, fo r  all I ca re d ; the geese were 
the on ly  things in m y thoughts. S oon  
we drove the b ow  o f  the d ory  high 
in the y ield ing sand, and jum ped out.

B ut ju st as we w ere starting, D ick  
shouted to  m e to  wait, and when they 
landed, he called me to  on e side.

“ K eep  you r eyes open ,”  he said.
“ O f  cou rse, o f  c o u r s e !”  I answ ered, 

“ w e’ ll take care o f  ourselves. W h a t do 
you  think is g o in g  to happen to  us ?”

D ick  m ade a gesture w hich  m ight 
have meant anything. “ I ’m  on ly  ask
in g  you  to  be carefu l. W e ’ve had a 
g ood  voyage so fa r ;  let’s have no acci
dents to spoil it now . T h is  is new  
cou ntry  to all o f  us. K eep  y ou r  eyes 
open, and d on ’t get separated. T h a t ’s 
all.”

I on ly  h a lf heard him , fo r  m y m ind 
was filled with being in this new  cou n 
try, with a hundred new  sights on  every 
hand. T h e  next m om ent W ill and I 
were o f f  on ou r trip.

T o  the south o f  us stretched a shore 
line o f.-solid  rocks, with the sea fo a m 
in g  and boilin g  over them, but a short 
distance inland this rock  form ation  gave 
place to a high, sloping hill, edged  with 
bogs o f  coarse tussock  grass. T h e  side 
o f  this hill was the hom e o f  thousands 
o f  sea birds, one huge rook ery , covered , 
from  base to  sum m it, with innum erable 
nests and eggs. U p  the hill we toiled 
and soon  w ere in the m idst o f  the 
rookery . It was not an easy m atter to  
dislodge the huge albatrosses fro m  their 
nests. A cco rd in g ly  we filled ou r bas
kets alm ost entirely with penguin eggs, 
a trifle larger than a duck ’s egg  in size, 
and protected  b y  a strong white shell.

A ll this tim e, w henever we had 
spared a glance fro m  ou r task o f  gath
ering eggs, w e had seen that the flight 
o f  geese was continuing. N ow , having 
fa irly  loaded our baskets, we lost no 
tim e in setting them  dow n  and in has
tening to try  our luck with ou r guns. 
F irst o f  all, w e gained the upland to 
the east o f  the hill, and from  a height 
o f  rising grou n d  surveyed the cou n try  
about us and proceeded  to lay ou r plans.

C lose at hand was a large expanse 
o f  level pasturage, w here a con sider
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able num ber o f  birds w ere feeding. B e
yon d  that, from  the west a narrow  inlet 
m ade in from  the sea, fo rm in g  a deep 
chasm , and fro m  the acclivity on w hich 
we stood  we cou ld  see a sim ilar inlet 
cu tting in from  the east, alm ost d iv id 
in g  the island in tw o. B etw een these 
chasm s there stretched in a continuous 
line a natural w all o f  the h igh  tussock 
grass w hich  is a characteristic o f  the 
F a lk lan d s; and on  either side o f  this 
grass, to  north  and south, was a belt o f  
stony ground.

T o  the southw est o f  us, beyond the 
gorge , was another expanse o f  level 
pasture land, and this was evidently 
their m ain feed ing  grou nd , fo r  w e cou ld  
see the geese w alking about in hun
dreds. T here  w ere apparently tw o va
rieties, one pure white and the other 
grayish  in co lor , and I  yearned, not 
m erely  to obtain them fo r  fo o d , but to  
add the skins o f  tw o o r  three o f  the 
finest to  m y  collection .

“ I have an id e a !”  said M arling 
eagerly. “ I ’ll craw l through  that high 
grass and find a place som ew here near 
w here they are feed ing , w here I can 
hide. T h ere  are clum ps o f  gras9 
enough , and probab ly  the geese w ill be 
tam e. W h e n  I  shoot, they will cross 
the g org e  to  you , and when you  shoot, 
that w ill drive them  back to me. W e ’ ll 
keep them on  the w ing, and w e ’ll kill 
a  lot o f  them. Isn ’t that a g o o d  plan ?”

A s  this expedition  was prim arily  to  
furn ish  us w ith meat fo r  the voyage , I  
readily  assented. M arlin g  lost no time 
in  hastening aw ay. I saw him  reach 
the belt o f  grass, w hich  m ust have been 
eigh t o r  nine feet high, saw the tall 
stalks close  a fter  him , and then, turn
in g  m y attention to m y ow n  plans, I 
cautiously  m ade m y  w ay tow ard the 
birds w hich  w ere feed ing  on  the upland 
betw een me and the sea. T h e ground, 
h ow ever, was too  flat to a fford  me m uch 
cover . B e fo re  I g ot w ithin a hundred 
yards o f  them  they rose w ith a great 
honk ing in a  p erfect clou d , and made

slow ly  o ff , as M arling had predicted, 
fo r  the land across the gulch. Y et 
they seem ed to take flight unw illingly, 
as i f  loath to leave their feed ing  ground, 
and I fe lt m ore certain than ever that 
when M arlin g  opened fire they would 
return.

T he clum ps o f  tussock made ideal 
h iding places, and I lost no time in se
creting  m yself in one o f  these and 
stood  w aiting fo r  the next flock  to com e 
w in gin g  in from  sea, in the meantime 
w atching the new  arrivals as they joined  
their friends across the chasm.

T hen , turning m y gaze out to sea, I 
fe lt a thrill as I saw a flock  o f  a dozen 
birds headed straight fo r  me, and noted 
at the same tim e a curious phenom enon, 
fo r  while som e o f  the birds were white, 
and som e w ere gray , in the center o f  
the flock  was one bird, like the others 
in every particular, but w ith plum age 
o f  a jetty  blackness. I  saw it was a 
specim en o f  great rarity, and deter
m ined to  do m y utm ost to secure it. O n 
cam e the flock , w ithout sw erving a 
hand’s breadth from  their course until 
they w ere perhaps a hundred yards 
a w a y ; then, turning, they began to de
scend, passing m e too  fa r distant fo r  
a shot, and settled dow n  on  the level 
ground and began feed ing  on the berry 
bushes.

I  C A L C U L A T E D  that they were about 
eighty yards aw ay, too  far fo r  any

th ing but a stray pellet to  take effect. 
T hen , as the light began to fade, I 
suddenly realized that I  m ust not place 
m y ow n  wishes ahead o f  m y duty. W e  
had been sent out to  kill geese. W h at 
had becom e o f  M a rlin g?  N ot a sign 
o f  him  was to  be seen ; the birds be
yon d  the gu lly  were feed ing  as peace
fu lly  as ever. I w ondered  whether that 
belt o f  grass held any treacherous m o
rass, or  i f  the w ild cattle frequented it.

I f  M arling w ere in danger from  the 
latter, I should have heard a call or  the 
report o f  his g u n ; and surely, I rea-
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sorted, he was wise enough  not to g o  
blundering into a swam p. A ccord in g ly  
I transferred m y attention once m ore 
to  the flock  o f  geese, saw that they 
were no nearer, and determ ined to try 
a bold  stroke— to dash at fu ll speed 
from  m y hiding place, gain a fe w  yards 
in this way. W h en  they took  w ing, I 
would com e to a stand at once and let 
drive.

Stepping out from  behind m y cover, 
I ran as fast as I cou ld  in the d irection  
o f  the flock. Instantly they caught sight 
o f  me and rose into the air, fo rc in g  me 
to take such a hurried shot as they 
leaped that I doubt i f  I really gained 
m uch by  m y stratagem. A s  they made 
o ff , the black goose  was again in the 
m iddle o f  the flock, m aking a w on der
fu l target against the background o f  
white and gray, and I  held m y gun as 
straight as I was able.

A t  the report, the w hole flock  kept 
on their way, rising higher and higher 
and then m aking o ff  b e fo re  the w ind 
fo r  the easterly side o f  the island. I  
stood  watching them  longingly, and 
then all at once, the black goose  began 
to lag behind its com p an ion s; instead 
o f  holding its place in the m iddle o f  the 
flock it becam e the last b ir d ; then 
dropped still farther behind, started to  
scale low er and low er, and finally alight
ed on the upland, perhaps a quarter o f  
a m ile away. P ausing on ly  to  reload 
m y gun, I ran as I had never run be
fore , m y heart bent upon the capture 
o f  m y gam e.

S oon  I cou ld  perceive that it was 
headed fo r  the chasm  on  the easterly 
side o f  the island. I  did m y utm ost 
to increase m y speed. I cou ld  see that 
the crisis in the chase had arrived. T h e 
bird was little m ore than a hundred 
yards from  the chasm  and safety , and 
b e fore  I cou ld  catch up, it flopped over 
the rim  and dow n into the water.

Suddenly I realized that I was wast
ing time. I was supposed to be shoot
in g  geese fo r  our larder, and had p rom 

ised to do m y part in aiding M arlin g  to 
keep the birds in m otion . N o w  I had 
given all this time to m y  selfish pursuit 
o f  a single bird. Still breathing heav
ily  a fter  m y unaccustom ed exertions, I 
made haste to retrace m y steps.

A s  I hurried along, I listened fo r  the 
report o f  M a rlin g ’s gun. B ut all was 
silence, and I began to feel a trifle un
easy. D usk  was falling. A  fam iliar 
o d or  unexpectedly  cam e to m y nostrils 
— the smell o f  som ething burning—  
and as I topped the next rise I gasped 
to see that the w hole belt o f  tussock 
grass betw een the gullies was a mass 
o f  roaring flame.

H ad  M arlin g  fired his gun w hile still 
within the shelter o f  the g rass? It 
seem ed on ly  too  probable, and I thanked 
H eaven  fo r  the broad  expanse o f  stony 
ground on  either side o f  the grass, fo r  
i f  the fire had once spread, it w ould  be 
im possible to  say w here it m ight end.

A S  I regained m y original station, I 
saw D ick  racing tow ard  me.

“ W h e re ’ s M a r lin g ?”  w ere his first 
w ords.

I cou ld  on ly  poin t to  the p rom on tory  
beyon d  the wall o f  flame. “ H e  went 
that w ay ,”  I  said.

“ I  told you  to  keep to g e th e r !”  he 
cried . “ H ave you  seen A v e r y  and 
S ou th a rd?”

“ N o ,”  I answ ered. A n d  since the 
purport o f  his question  did not daw n 
upon me, I  pointed to the fire. “ H o w  
did it start ?”  I asked.

“ I d on ’ t like to think,”  he answ ered 
shortly. A n d  m ore to h im self than to  
m e he a d d e d : “ W h a t a m e ss ! A lm ost 
dark, too . W h a t a fo o l I  was not to  
c o m e !”

Suddenly the gravity  o f  his m anner 
seem ed to tell me what was in his m ind. 
“ D ic k !”  I cried , “ Y o u  d on ’ t think 
A v e ry  and Southard--------”

H e  cut m e short. “ I t ’ s no tim e n ow  
fo r  thinking, H al. W e ’ve g ot to  get 
across that grass as soon  as we can .”
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L u ck ily  the fo rce  o f  the w ind, sw eep
ing; straight fro m  w est to  east, made 
the blaze, though violent, o f  short dura
tion . Presently at the extrem e western 
lim it o f  the burning area we w ere able 
to  gain the farther side w ith eyes and 
throats sm arting w ith the acrid  sm oke.

In the interval I had fou n d  tim e to  
reflect w ith h orror  on  what was evi
dently in D ick ’s m ind— that A very  and 
Southard had turned traitors and had 
attacked and perhaps killed M arling. 
I f  they had le ft  his b od y  in that fu r 
nace it w ould be burned to a crisp.

D ick  like a hound on  the scent was 
running here and there bending close  to  
the grou nd  fo r  the daylight was alm ost 
spent and the huge colum n o f  flame, 
though still blazing fiercely to  the east
w ard, had passed too  fa r to light the 
spot w here w e stood. Suddenly he gave 
an exclam ation , and I saw that he held 
M arlin g ’s gun in his hand. Instantly 
he cock ed  it, threw  it to  his shoulder 
and pressed the trigger. A  bright 
stream o f  flame shot into the dark, and 
at the report th e  startled geese rose in 
hundreds against the dusky sky.

“ Y o u  s e e !”  D ick  cried . “ H e  never 
set fire to  the grass. I ’m  afra id  there’s 
been fou l play. W e  m ust w ork  fast, 
w hile w e have any light le ft at all. 
S trike to  the east, H a l ; I ’ll take the 
west. K eep  you r eyes open .”

I N  grow in g  h orror I obeyed , coverin g
the grou n d  ahead o f  me as qu ick ly as 

possible and keeping m y eyes strained 
fo r  any sign o f  the m issing man. A ll 
at once a piece o f  cloth  fluttered on  a 
thorny bush ahead o f  m e ; that and the 
abandoned gun gave me a possible line 
to  w ork  o n ; and d irectly  ahead o f  m e 
I beheld a tall circle  o f  tussock grass, 
dark and sinister in the last rem aining 
gleam s o f  light. I pushed tow ard  it, 
thrust aside the tough  stalks and came 
on  the b od y  o f  M arling, fa ce  dow n 
w ard and w ith  a gaping w ound in the 
back o f  his head.

A  cry  brought D ick  hastening to m y 
side. M arling was o f  course uncon
scious, but D ick , with a hat full o f  
water from  the marsh, took  time to 
bathe and exam ine the w ound and pro
nounced it bad enough, but not a frac
ture o f  the skull. W ith  the aid o f  the 
tw o guns and m y coat we im provised a 
stretcher and m anaged to transfer the 
in jured  m an to the schooner. In our 
anxiety  fo r  his life , we thought o f  noth
ing else, but when, a fter m any hours 
he opened his eyes and stared around 
him , both  hands leaped instantly to his 
throat and with a groan  he m uttered:

“ N o  use. T h e y ’ve got it. I knew  
they had.”

It was later still b e fo re  he cou ld  tell 
us what had happened. H e  had no 
sooner entered the belt o f  tussock than 
he had encountered Southard, w ho told 
him  that he was ly ing in wait fo r  a 
herd o f  w ild cattle. M arlin g  stood 
talking with him until, hearing a noise 
behind him, he started to turn, when 
som ething hit him  a terrific blow  on 
the head, and that was the last he re
m em bered until he returned to co n 
sciousness in the cabin, to find his pre
cious packet m issing from  his neck.

It was clear n ow  that som ehow  or  
other there had been com m unication  be
tw een Palliser and A very , and that I 
should have paid m ore heed to Johnny 
L itch fie ld ’s story  o f  what he had seen 
in P orter ’s w oods. S econdly , a great 
light was throw n on Jim  Southard ’s
rescue o f  M arling o ff  Gull L edge Bar.
fo r  i f  M arlin g  had a precious secret 
and Palliser, A very  and Southard all 
knew  o f  it. the last thing Southard 
wanted was to see M arling drow ned 
b e fore  his eyes. In the third place, 
where w ere A very  and Southard now , 
and w here was P a lliser?

E very  vessel, southw ard bound,
stopped as a matter o f  course at the 
Falklands. Palliser must have left
hom e ahead o f  us, and the Red Cloud 
m ust have been concealed in som e bay
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o r  harbor aw aiting ou r arrival. B y  this 
time, she must have picked up A very  
and Southard and n ow  was doubtless 
headed fo r  the H orn .

‘ “ T he Albicorc," said m y father, at 
last, “ is a faster vessel than the Red 
Cloud. W ater and fresh  meat w e must 
have. W e ’ll be up at d ay ligh t; w e ’ll 
g ive half a day to getting in s to re s ; and 
then we'll be a fter them, and w e ’ ll be 
up with them by the time we reach the 
H o rn .”

C H A P T E R  X I I .
FROM THE VOLCANO.

p R O M  the Falklands wre voyaged  to 
the southward and w estw ard ; then 

bade g ood -b y  to the last grim  outposts 
o f  Cape H orn , and entered the un
know n A ntarctic, that region  o f  g loom  
and deso la tion ; and here the vista o f  
endless gray sea disheartened all o f  us 
and made ou r quest appear futile.

A nd  yet, in spite o f  everyth ing—  
head winds, gales, ice and heavy seas—  
we went lurching steadily on  tow ard 
the southward and w estw ard, until at 
last there cam e a day when m y father, 
w ork ing  out our position  on the chart, 
sum m oned M arling a ft, and the fou r  o f  
us gathered in the cabin. M y  father 
pointed quietly to the map.

M arling studied it and turned pale. 
“ Y o u  m -m ean,”  he stam m ered, “ that 
w e ’re h ere?”

M y  father nodded. “ W e ’ ll never be 
any closer,”  he answered. “ I f  you r 
island is still above water and the 
weather is clear to -m orrow , we ought 
to  stand a chance o f  sighting it.”

That night we were all excited  and 
on ly  the setting in o f  thick fo g  dam p
ened our spirits any.

N ext m orning I fou n d  that the 
weather had not im proved , but pres
ently the vapor began to thin and lighten 
until all at once the sun burst through 
and a lively breeze from  the north swept 
the sea clear o f  fog . T hen , so plainly 
that all on deck saw it at once, beh o ld !

to  the north  o f  us lay the d rea m ed -o f 
island, fo r  the m ost part a wall o f  rocks 
set low  to  the sea, but on  its w esterly 
side a circu lar elevation, fro m  which 
sm oke was rising on  the m orn ing air. 
N ever did a m ore excited  grou p  o f  m en 
stand upon a vessel’s deck.

T o  cover the rem aining distance, 
h ow ever, was to  take us longer than we 
anticipated. T h e breeze soon  died away, 
and we w ere com pelled  to beat slow ly 
up against it, so that it was m idafter
noon  b e fo re  we w ere fa irly  in the lee 
o f  the rock y  shore. T h e  island was a 
small one, probably  n ot over three- 
quarters o f  a m ile in w idth, and e x 
cept fo r  the volcan ic elevation to the 
w estw ard, it was low  and rock y  and 
everyw here flanked by ou tly ing  reefs  
o f  varying size. O n  these and on the 
island itself, seals, sea leopards and sea 
elephants by the hundred played about 
in the w ater or  lay basking in the sun. 
A t  the sight o f  them L o n g  Jim  C o lb y ’s 
eves glistened.

“ G ive me the seals,”  he chuckled, 
“ and the rest o f  you  can have the g o ld ! 
T h ere ’s tw o g ood  dollars sw im m ing 
around here inside every one o f  those 
skins.”

A s  we cam e nearer, m y father poin t
ed to the shore and we saw that the 
rocks ahead o f  us, slightly overlapping, 
form ed  a narrow  entrance, and that the 
entire interior o f  the island was a land
locked  bay. A pparen tly , perhaps cen 
turies b e fore , the whole island had 
been a huge volcano, and the portion  
now  subm erged had been a crater. But 
how ever that m ight have been, there 
was no doubt o f  our g o o d  fortune n o w ; 
no finer chance fo r  a safe anchorage 
cou ld  be im agined.

A t once we took  in sail, and Jim  
C olby , Sam  Bates, D ick  and S ol F .l- 
dridge manned the longboat and tow ed 
the schooner straight fo r  the open ing. 
A s  we entered, I stood gazing  dovtm 
over the rail, and started as I saw 
through the clear water, perhaps thirty
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feet below  the su rface, a huge gray- 
shape sw im m ing slow ly about as i f  
gua'rding the channel— the largest shark 
I had ever seen o r  dream ed o f  seeing.

A  fe w  m inutes m ore  and we were 
fa irly  w ithin the bay. T o  find a haven 
like this, a fter  the constant m enace o f  
the storm -sw ept A ntarctic , seem ed lit
tle less than a m iracle. T h e  sun was 
by this tim e lo w  but still h igh enough 
to cast a go lden  light on  the waters o f  
the b a y ; sea birds in m yriads w heeled, 
scream ing, about ou r heads. A cro ss  
the bay to  the northeast, a natural cove  
seem ed to  invite us, and here we ar
rived ju st as dusk was fa llin g  and 
dropped  anchor in about six  fathom s 
o f  water.

A ll o f  us, by this tim e, excep t m y 
father and S ol E ldridge, w ere in a state 
o f  intense excitem ent, M arlin g  was like 
a man possessed, and cou ld  hardly wait 
fo r  perm ission  to land.

“ S ol and I w ill look  a fter  the 
sch oon er,”  said m y  father. “ A ll the 
rest o f  you  ashore. A n d  I ’ll be glad 
to  be rid  o f  you . I t ’ s too  dark to p ick  
up the g o ld ; I shall get mine in the 
m orn in g .”

W e  piled into the longboat and an 
instant later had landed on  a beach 
o f  broken stone and w ere actually upon 
the m ysterious island. W e  w ere sur
rounded by  rock  on  every  hand with 
on ly  the ' scantiest signs o f  vegetation 
and at intervals, a  narrow  beach o f  
stones.

M a rlin g ’s eyes w ere burning. “ L e t ’s 
g o  around to  the south ,”  he said. 
“ T h a t’s w here m y father landed. P er
haps from  there we can see the vessel’s 
m asts.”

A cco rd in g ly  we m ade our w ay amid 
the scream ing birds to  the south. P res
ently w e cam e to what m ust evidently 
have been the spot w here Jam es E d 
w ard M arlin g  had m ade his b r ie f but 
eventfu l visit so m any years ago.

“ H e re ’s w here he s tood ,”  cried  W ill, 
“ and looked  to the n orth ’ard, and over

a bit o f  rising ground he saw the masts 
o f  a v e sse l! A n d  they had started on 
their w ay w hen the squall b rok e .”

A s  he spoke, he shaded his eyes with 
his hand and peered tow ard the north. 
T h e  rest o f  us fo llow ed  suit. N o  masts 
m et ou r eye, noth ing but the higher 
c liffs  to  the northw est, m arking the 
slop ing descent fro m  the crater, and 
then the low  line o f  rocks extending in 
an unbroken sw eep to the northeast 
corn er o f  the island. M arling sighed.

“ O h , w ell,”  said D ick , “ what can you  
e x p e ct?  T hat was over thirty years 
ago. A  ship w ou ldn ’ t stay in the same 
position  all that time. L e t ’s g o  around 
there. W e  m ay find her hull, and what 
d o  we care fo r  her masts, i f  she’s got 
the g o ld  aboard ?”

In silence we fo llow ed  his suggestion, 
retracing ou r steps to  the point where 
we had landed, and then breaking into 
new  ground tow ard  the west. O u r 
hopes sank steadily low er and lo w e r ; 
I  did not dare to look at M arlin g ’s face. 
F inally , a fter passing one beach larger 
than the rest, covered  w ith boulders 
and sm aller stones, without a sign o f  
even so m uch as a timber, we cam e to 
the base o f  a hill which led upward to 
the crater.

/~ \ U R  thoughts had been so intent 
upon finding the w reck that I do 

not think we had had room  in our minds 
fo r  anything else. N o w  D ick ’s prac
tical m ind turned to  other things, fo r  
as I stood by  his side I saw that he was 
gazin g  intently up the rocky slope.

“ I ’ ll bet,”  he said to  me, “ that the 
vo lcan o kicks up every so often . A n d  
I ’ ll bet there are lively times while it 
lasts. L o o k  at the slopes o f  the r o c k s ; 
you  can see w here the lava has com e 
pou rin g  dow n  like a w aterfall. A n d  
h ere” — he indicated the ground on 
w hich  we stood— “ is w here it brings up. 
L ots  m ore o f  it, I suppose, has gone 
rushing on and has tumbled into the 
sea, but a huge bank o f  it has collected
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right here where we are standing. Isn ’ t 
that the way it looks to y o u ? ”

I studied the lay o f  the ground and 
then nodded assent. T h e  spot where 
we stood, whatever it m ight have been 
originally, was n ow  nothing m ore n or 
less than an im m ense field o f  solid  lava, 
extending fo r  a  lon g  distance to east 
and west and com pletely filling the 
space between the cliffs  and the sea. I 
agreed also with D ick ’s theory  that this 
cou ld  hardly have been the result o f  
one eruption, but was m ore in the na
ture o f  a gradual accretion.

A  sound, muffled and plaintive, broke 
in upon m y thoughts, and I turned to  
find that M arlin g  had seated h im self 
and buried his face  in his hands, while 
the convulsive shaking o f  his shoulders 
m ade me realize all that the voyage 
had meant to him  and that here, in one 
b rie f m om ent, the hopes o f  a lifetim e 
had vanished, leaving him  utterly p ro s 
trated and forlorn .

Jim  C olby  went up to him  and laid 
a hand on his shoulder. “ N ow , now , 
W il l ,”  he soothed him, “ cheer up, o ld  
lad ! Y o u  can ’t lose what you  never 
had. N ever m ind the treasure. W e ’ ll 
make a g ood  profit fro m  the seals. 
D o n ’t take it so to heart.”

D U T  W ill, though presently he rallied, 
remained a p icture o f  despair. I 

im agine that he was thinking not on ly 
o f  the failure o f  his dream s, but that 
through his representations he had prac
tically induced m y father to  take the 
trip. K n ow in g  his volatile nature, I had 
the feeling that he was probably  quite 
ready at that m om ent to  hurl h im self 
headlong into the sea. I decided to keep 
close to him when D ick , w ho had w an
dered o ff  by h im self, called su dden ly :

“ C om e here a m inute, W il l .”
M arling listlessly obeyed, the rest o f  

us fo llow in g  at his heels. A s  we ap
proached, D ick  pointed to his feet. 
T here, p ro jectin g  upw ard at an angle o f  
perhaps sixty degrees, was a round piece

o f  w ood , suggesting the tapering end 
o f  a spar.

“ T here, W il l ,”  said D ick  quietly, “ is 
you r  ga lleon .”

M arlin g  stared at him u ncom prehend- 
ingly. T h e strain he had undergone 
had been so terrific that by this tim e 
I d o  not believe his m ind was capable 
o f  connected thought, o r  o f  reasoning 
o f  any kind. B ut the rest o f  us instantly 
grasped D ick ’s m eaning.

H e  pointed up the hill. “ D o n ’t you  
see ?”  he asked. “ H ere , righ t w here we 
are standing n ow , was originally  low  
rock , w ith  a beach in the foregrou n d . 
H e re ’s w here the galleon landed, b roa d 
side o n ; that spar show s the angle at 
which she lay. H ere  is w here she was, 
W ill, on the day w hen y ou r father 
looked  across from  the southerly beach 
and saw her m asts against the sky. 
G radually through the years there have 
been eruptions w ithout num ber— floods 
o f  lava pou rin g  dow n  the cliffs  and 
building up a solid  heap here at their 
base. R igh t under w here we stand now , 
fathom s deep, are the beach and the 
galleon  and the go ld . B ut fo r  all that 
we can do, they m ight as well be a m il
lion miles aw ay.”

W ith  one accord  we gazed dow nw ard, 
as though we w ou ld  penetrate the solid 
mass that stood  betw een us and ou r de
sires. T h e  idea was tantalizing, and 
presently J im  C olby  expressed  the 
thought that was in the m inds o f  all o f  
us w hen he observed.

“ W ell, so near and yet so fa r .”
“ C ou ldn ’ t we— isn ’ t there som e 

w a y ? ”  W ill  appealed to  D ick .
D ick  shrugged his shoulders. “ I ’m 

not a geolog ist,”  he answ ered, “ n or an 
engineer. G u n pow der, perhaps— lots o f  
it. B ut not this trip, anyw ay. T his 
stu ff is as hard as flint.”

M arlin g  heaved a despairing sigh. 
“ T o  think o f  i t ! ”  he cried . “ A ll these 
m iles and all these dangers— to have' it 
alm ost w ithin reach o f  us— and then 
to find th is !”
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D arkness brooded  over us. W e  stood 
there in the shadow s, a dejected  group .

“ W e ll ,”  D ick  observed  cheerily, “ it’ s 
som ething to have a sa fe  anchorage, 
and to be sure o f  on e g o o d  night’s sleep. 
A n d  there are the seals. A n d  when 
you  start treasure hunting, you  can ’ t 
expect to  find you r treasure w aiting fo r  
you , all b ox ed  up w ith you r nam e and 
address on  the outside.

“ N o w  think o f  Palliser and his crow d . 
I f  the Red Cloud ever makes the island, 
their luck is as bad as ours. C om e on 
back to  the sch oon er, lads, and w e ’ ll 
tell the skipper that W il l ’ s story  was 
true, anyw ay. A n d  as fo r  the treas
ure, w hy w e ’ve sim ply got to  make the 
best o f  it.”

C H A P T E R  X I I I .
NOTHING VENTURE, NOTHING GAIN.

C A F E  in the shelter o f  the harbor, we 
slept that n ight lon g  and peacefu lly .

T h e  next day, in the a ftern oon , Jim 
C olby  and Sam  Bates decided to  take 
the d ory  and m ake a recon n oitering  e x 
pedition  to  the b ig  reefs  to the east
w ard. S ol E ldridge and m y father, as 
usual, decided to  stick by the vesse l; 
while D ick  and I  w ere eager to  m ake a 
further investigation o f  the island.

It was about three o ’c lock  when we 
g ot S ol to set us ashore in the g ig , I 
w ith m y gun, D ick  w ith  a pistol in his 
belt and a co il o f  rope w ound around 
his waist. F rom  the beach w e clim bed 
to  the top  o f  the rocks and stood lo o k 
in g  out tow ard  the east, w atching the 
d ory  g ro w  sm aller and smaller in the 
distance.

W e  had not the slightest fear fo r  
their safety , fo r  the day fo r  these lati
tudes was unusually m ild and not a 
gleam  o f  white flecked the som ber gray 
o f  the sea.

“ W e ll ,”  I presently inquired, “ where 
shall we g o ? ”

“ T o  th e  w est’ard ,”  D ick  prom ptly  
I0P answ ered. “ W e  went over this part o f  
53 the island pretty thoroughly  yesterday,

but over beyond the vo lcan o we haven ’t 
exp lored  at all. Y o u  can ’t tell what we 
m ight find .”

A cco rd in g ly  we fo llow ed  the route 
w e had taken on  the previous evening, 
again stopped fo r  a m om ent at the p ro 
truding  topm ast, then skirted the low er 
slope o f  the cliffs  until we had gained 
the w esterly side o f  the island, and 
seated ourselves in c o m fo r t  on  a p ro 
jectin g  ledge.

F ar in the west, I  cou ld  detect what 
looked  to  m e like gathering clouds, and 
I  was about to  call D ick ’s attention to 
them when m y attention was distracted 
by  a sound which I had heard b e fore  
since w e had taken o u r  seats upon the 
ledge— a fam iliar boom ing, as o f  break
ers crash ing on  a beach— but strangely 
muffled, as though com in g  fro m  a dis
tance. Instinctively I  fou n d  m yself 
gazin g  out over  the trackless sea as if  
to  find there a solution  o f  the m ystery. 
B ut noth ing met m y eye, and I  should 
have put it dow n  to  fan cy  i f  I  had not 
noticed  that D ick  was also listening.

“ H ea r th at?”  he asked, and when I 
assented he added, tapping with his foo t 
on  the r o c k : “ I t ’ s dow n  inside o f  here 
som ew here. T his is a queer old  island, 
H a l ; I hope the vo lcan o isn ’t getting 
ready to  exp lod e .”

“ N on sen se !”  I  answered. “ T his is 
a gentle sort o f  a sound. I f  there was 
go in g  to  be an eruption, w e ’d have m ore 
notice than that.”

W h ile  we had been talking, I had 
w atched a num ber o f  seals sw im m ing 
about beneath us, their sleek, doglike 
heads constantly appearing and disap
pearing.

D ick  excla im ed : “ I d on ’ t understand 
it, H a l! T h ere  are m ore seals gather
ing every  m om ent. W h e re  do they 
com e from , and w h y do we see them 
here, and now here else on  this side o f  
the is lan d?”

“ T h e y ’re a fter fish, probab ly .”
“ I f  it was fish, w e ’d see them break

ing w ater. A n yw ay , these seals aren ’t
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feed in g ; they are just p laying around 
and en joy in g  them selves.”

“ A ll right,”  I answered lazily, “ let 
them p la y ; I d on ’t m ind.”

D ick  refused  to  be satisfied and be
gan clam bering dow n  tow ard the edge 
o f  the water. A t  length, on ly  a short 
distance above the sea, I saw him  peer
ing over a ledge o f  rock . A lm ost at 
once he straightened up, shouting som e
thing that I cou ld  not catch and m ak
ing unm istakable gestures fo r  me to jo in  
him. I  descended.

“ A  c a v e !”  he cried . “ T h a t’s w here 
the seals com e from . P u t you r head 
over and when the sea flow s back you  
can see the opening, as plain as day.”

I obeyed him. T h ere  was a w ide, 
irregular orifice in the solid rock , 
through w hich the waves rushed turbu- 
lently in and then w ithdrew  again, leav
ing the entrance alm ost dry. A s  I 
looked, several m ore seals em erged, h a lf 
sw im m ing, half craw ling, through the 
m outh o f  the cave and jo in ed  their 
com panions in the water. A s  I  drew  
back, D ick  turned to  me w ith sparkling 
eyes. “ I ’m  g o in g  to investigate,”  he an
nounced. “ I ’ll bet it’ s a b ig  place. P er
haps there are hundreds o f  seals in 
there.”

“ T o o  dangerous,”  I  ob jected , as I 
surveyed the precipitous descent. “ Sup
pose you  slip. T h ose  waves w ould 
crush you  against the island and knock  
you r brains ou t in n o  tim e.”

D ick  laughed. “ Thanks fo r  the co m 
plim ent,”  he answ ered. H e  began to  
unw ind the line from  around his waist. 
“ Y o u  keep hold  o f  the end o f  this, H al, 
and I ’ll g o  dow n . I f  everyth ing is all 
right and I get inside the cave, I ’ ll g ive  
a jerk  fo r  a signal and then you  tie 
the end around y ou r waist and com e 
dow n , to o .”

I watched his lithe figure descend and 
then disappear from  view . A  few  m o
ments passed, then cam e a sharp, deci
sive tug at the rope. W ith ou t further 
delay I  began m y descent and soon

fou n d  that D ick  had been right in his 
calculations, fo r  though the rocks w ere 
slippery w ith seaw eeds, there w ere 
plenty o f  ja gged  pro jection s  w hich  a f 
fo rd ed  a grip  both  fo r  hands and feet. 
W a it in g  until an ou tgo in g  w ave left the 
entrance nearly dry, I hastened in.

T he place was literally alive with 
seals. W ith  a terrific be llow ing  they 
m ade m adly fo r  the entrance, fa irly  
jam m in g  the n arrow  orifice  in their e f 
forts  to escape these invaders o f  their 
dom ain. W e  were glad w hen the last 
o f  them  had disappeared and le ft  us 
in fu ll possession  o f  the cave.

N o w  we w ere at liberty to  look  around 
us. D ick , with flint and steel, lit a can 
dle end, and we saw that the rock  sloped 
rapidly upw ard at an angle o f  about 
thirty degrees. Im pelled  by  curiosity, 
we clam bered along, and presently D ick  
called m y attention to the fact that in
stead o f  being dam p and co ld , as one 
m ight have expected , the cave was the 
reverse.

“ Q u e e r !”  he com m ented. “ T h is  place 
is d ry  and warm , really fit to live in. 
I  suppose the vo lcan o has som ething to 
d o  with it ; probab ly  the heat com es 
through subterranean passages o f  som e 
k in d .”

A  M O M E N T  later we fou n d  that such 
passages did actually e x is t ; fo r  

fro m  a sort o f  ju n ction  in the cave tw o 
low -stu dded  tunnels led  to  the south 
and a third to the north. C hoosing  the 
southerly ones, we w ent dow n  each in 
turn fo r  a bit, until they branched in 
several d ifferent directions, and we 
feared  to  run the risk  o f  losing our 
path. T h e northerly  passage, how ever, 
ran straight and true fo r  som e distance, 
then abruptly n arrow ed to a space 
hardly  large enough to adm it a m an ’s 
body . A s  we stood  peering into its 
depths it seem ed to  m e that a faint 
current o f  air struck against m y face.

“ W e ll ,”  D ick  asked, “ what shall we 
d o ?  W a n t to  g o  o n ? ”
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I shook  m y head. “ N o ,”  I  an
sw ered. “ W e ’ve been in here a long  
time, anyw ay. L e t ’s g o  back .”

“ A ll right,”  D ick  agreed.
W e  retraced ou r steps to the entrance 

o f  the larger cave. B ut to our surprise 
the light did not seem to g ro w  brighter 
as we neared the corn er. W h en  we 
had regained the cave itself ou r ears 
w ere m et with a terrific roarin g  o f  wa
ter and a startling sight m et ou r  eyes. 
T h e  cave was a mass o f  seething, bub
b ling fo a m ; on ly  in fa in t occasional 
gleam s did a bar o f  light show  the loca 
tion o f  the entrance.

D ick  put his m outh close  to  m y  ear. 
“ I t ’ s com e on  to b low  like the devil,”  
he shouted. “ K ick ed  up an aw fu l sea. 
W h a t foo ls  we were. N o w  w e’re 
trapped .”

“ W h a t on  earth  shall we d o ? ”  I 
shouted back.

D ick  stood  irreso lu te ; then he clam 
bered  d ow n  into the cave to  m ake a. 
further investigation . B ut the im pos
sibility o f  escape was se lf-ev id en t; to  
try to depart as we had com e w ould 
be alm ost certain death. A n d  presently 
he re joined  m e, his fa ce  grave.

“ N o  use staying here,”  he shouted, 
above the uproar. “ W e  can ’ t get out 
till the sea goes dow n . S o  we m ight 
as well g o  back. T here  m ight be an
other entrance som ew here. I t ’ s w orth 
trying, an yw ay.”

WE turned and retraced our steps and 
soon  reached the tunnellike en

trance to the north where we had paused 
b e fore . T h is  tim e, h ow ever, we did 
not hesitate, but m anaged to squeeze 
through without mishap. I felt certain 
o f  the air current w hich  I had noticed  
b e fo re , g iv in g  me hope that it drew  
dow n  from  som e other entrance, p er
haps fa r above.

T h ere  was now  room  to walk again, 
and D ick  relighted the candle and we 
m ade ou r w ay a lon g  the passage, which 
sloped  constantly  upw ard until all at

on ce  it becam e level and broadened 
abruptly into a space so large that we 
instinctively cam e to a  halt. W e  were 
unable to  perceive, even  when D ick  
held the light above his head, where the 
actual boundaries o f  the cavern ended 
and where the b rood in g  shadows began.

W h en  ou r eyes, how ever, becam e a 
little accustom ed to our new' surround
ings, I  thought I cou ld  detect fa int light 
ahead and with greater caution than 
ever we again slow ly advanced. S oon  
the hall we were traversing cam e to an 
end, and we cou ld  see b e fore  us what 
look ed  precisely like a small room , lead
ing, through a  passagew ay, directly 
fro m  the main cavern.

W e  stepped across what served as a 
threshold, and the next instant stopped 
short in ou r  tracks, petrified with 
am azem ent. B y  the flickering gleam  o f  
the candle we saw that the room  was 
already occupied . In  the center o f  the 
floor, lying cheek by jowd, were tw o 
skeletons.

W e  stared at each other w ithout a 
w o r d ; then, from  som ew here beyond 
these white and placid men, a gleam 
caught m y  eye. D ick  m ust have seen 
it at the same instant, fo r  he raised the 
candle still h igher and we stepped fo r 
ward to behold a sight which I shall 
never forget. T here  against the wall, 
strangely preserving their original lus
ter in the d ry  air o f  the cave, were 
great heaps o f  golden  coin s, golden cups 
and flagons and plate o f  all descriptions, 
and a glittering mass o f  jew els which 
even in the faint light o f  the candle 
seemed to w elcom e its rays and flashed 
them back again in all the hues o f  the 
spectrum .

H ere  was a horde o f  which no treas
ure seeker cou ld  have dream ed. T he 
tale o f  the lost galleon was true. Som e
h ow  these tw o men must have survived 
the w reck and, finding this ghostly 
re fu ge  from  the co ld , had clung, with 
m an’s prim al instincts, both  to the treas
ure and to  the hope o f  sustaining life .
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D ick  had dropped on his knees, had 
placed the candle on  a p ro jectin g  shelf 
o f  rock  and had picked up a great dou 
ble handful o f  the gem s, gazing  at them  
as i f  spellbound by their beauty. B ut 
to me, fo r  the m om ent, all else was fo r 
gotten in this strange record  o f  fate.

As I watched D ick  handling the gem s, 
the thought cam e to me that I had bet
ter consider our ow n  mishap.

“ W h a t n e x t? ”  I asked.
H e  sprang to his feet. “ W h at 

chance, H a l,”  he queried, “ that these 
men entered as we did, through the 
cave from  the sea ?”

“ O ne in a thousand,”  I answ ered 
prom ptly. “ I can ’t im agine their find
ing it, or their entering, i f  they did  find 
it. T he odds arc all against it.”

D ick  nodded. “ P recise ly ,”  he agreed.
“ A n d  i f  they d idn 't enter that way--------”

“ T h ere ’s another entrance,”  I said. 
“ E xactly . I t ’ s very  m uch ou r busi

ness ty find it. F o r  i f  w e d on ’ t--------”
T here was no necessity o f  finishing 

the sentence. In  this region  o f  storm s 
and gales, the sea m ight roar in to the 
m outh o f  the cave fo r  days, m aking 
escape in that d irection  im possible.

B e fore  we started onw ard, I stooped 
and thrust a handful o f  the coins into 
m y pocket, noting, as I did so, that the 
im age and the superscription  w ere the 
same as those upon the co in  w hich  the 
elder M arling had fou n d  so m any years 
b e fore . I straightened up and was 
ready.

D ick  again raised the light above his 
head. A t  first, we cou ld  see no outlet 
from  the room  in which we stood , save 
the one through which we had en tered ; 
but when we began m ethodically  to  
make the circu it o f  the walls, w e fou n d  
an alcove in the rock , at the farther end 
o f  which the passage curved  and broad 
ened into another space. H ith er we 
made ou r way, to find it another room , 
som ew hat smaller than the one we had 
ju st quitted. T hen  w e gave an excla 
m ation o f  surprise, fo r  at its farther

end there filtered in to us through  a 
narrow  crev ice  what was undeniably the 
light o f  day.

W ith  the utm ost eagerness we has
tened across the uneven floor, and fou n d  
that through this narrow  fissure we 
w ere gazing  ou t to  the east and north  
and com m anded a v iew  o f  nearly h a lf 
the island and the sea beyond. T h ere  
lay the placid b a y ; there was the 
schooner snugly at her anchorage, w ith 
n o  sign o f  life  aboard. A s  I look ed  
beyond fo r  som e sign o f  Jim  C olby  and 
Sam  Bates, I cou ld  see neither the d ory  
nor the ou tly ing  ledges tow ard  w hich  
they had gon e, fo r  another o f  the fogs  
so com m on  in these latitudes had risen 
b y  now  and was closin g  in on  all sides.

T hen , as I looked  tow ard  the north, 
I gasped and actually rubbed m y eyes 
to  m ake sure I was n ot dream ing, fo r  
there, on the very  edge o f  the fo g  bank, 
was the m ost unw elcom e sight T cou ld  
possib ly  have beheld. It  was the Red 
Cloud, apparently anchored , but w ith 
sail still set. Just leaving her quarter 
and headed straight fo r  the island was 
her longboat w ith half a dozen  m en 
aboard. A t  that distance, o f  cou rse, 
there was n o  distinguishing them, but 
I felt that beyond all question  Jim  
Southard was there and P hilip  A v e ry  
and the hairy Palliser. A  great dread 
took  possession o f  m y soul.

N either o f  us spoke a w ord . T h e 
need o f  action  was too  im perative. W ith  
six  fu lly  arm ed m en, once landed on the 
island, the result w ou ld  be on ly  too  easy 
to  foresee. In  this w ild  reg ion  there 
w ere  no ju dges o r  m agistrates, alm ost 
n o  law s o f  any kind. T hat P alliser’s 
attitude w ou ld  be w ar to  the k n ife  there 
was no question. T o  find our w ay out 
— to warn our party on  the Aline ore—  
that m ust be done instantly.

I N  a  fren zy  o f  haste w e recon n oitered  
*  the room , trusting n ot m erely to  our 
eyes but fee lin g  o f  the walls as well, 
but found n o  outlet o f  any kind. T hen ,
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as D ick  desperately held the light low er, 
there cam e suddenly into v iew  a narrow  
orifice , little m ore than the m outh o f  
a tunnel and perhaps tw o feet from  the 
grou nd . I fell on  m y knees and looked  
— at first noth ing but blackness, then 
I  saw  light. I cast a glance at D ick ’s 
broad  shoulders, then at the opening. 
C learly  he cou ld  never make it. I , with 
m y slighter build, m ight do so. T h ere  
was no tim e fo r  w ords, nor fo r  plans 
o r  consultation  o f  any kind.

“ G ood  lu c k !”  said D ick .
I n odded  and an instant later was 

w orm in g  m y w ay a lon g  the passage. I  
m ade g ood  headw ay, but a fter I had 
proceeded  perhaps tw enty feet, to  m y 
h orror  the tunnel began to  narrow  until 
there was barely room  fo r  m e to  ad
vance.

Instantly I  turned on  m y side as a 
sw im m er m ight do in changing from  
the breast to  the side stroke. T h is  fo r  
a  m om ent relieved the pressure on  m y 
shoulders and enabled me to advance a 
fe w  feet m ore, until further contact, 
this tim e fro m  above, w arned me that 
not on ly  the w idth o f  the passage had 
dim inished, but the height as well. I 
m ust have been in a fren zy , fo r  I gave 
one m ore desperate e ffort, and then, to 
m y h orror, fou n d  that I had w edged 
m yself fast.

O n e thing on ly  saved m y re a so n ; fo r  
as I stretched forw ard  as fa r  as I cou ld , 
I realized that there was light ahead 
o f  m e, apparently close  at hand, and 
clearer than any I  had seen since we 
had first entered the cave. I realized 
that the m en w ho had fou n d  this pas
sage m ust have som ehow  con trived  to  
penetrate it safely . I f  its height was 
against me, I w ou ld  try  its w idth again. 
A fte r  a w ild struggle I finally regained 
m y fo rm er position , fou n d , that the 
passage had broadened again and, a 
fe w  seconds later, to  m y unspeakable 
relief, m y head em erged, not into an
other cavern , but into the open air. A n  
instant a fterw ard , still trem bling with

terror, I stood  upon the slope o f  the 
cliff.

Instantly I was aware that the situa
tion  was w ell-nigh as precarious as ever. 
In  the tim e w hich had intervened since 
I had first looked from  the crev ice  in 
the rock, the fo g  had thickened. T he 
w hole island was shrouded in an im 
penetrable blanket o f  gray, and I could 
not see ten feet in any direction. 
W h eth er this was a handicap or  a bless
in g  I cou ld  not determ ine, but I was 
inclined to think the latter. F or  I knew 
o f  the presence o f  Palliser and his crew , 
w hile I was confident they cou ld  have 
seen no signs o f  our party. I f  I could 
successfu lly  avoid  them, I  cou ld  regain 
the schooner and give the alarm. I felt 
m y spirits rise.

A n y  one, how ever, w ho has ever navi
gated in a fo g  know s the difficulties o f  
the enterprise. T h ou gh  I started with 
all the caution at m y com m and, I found 
the utm ost difficulty, not on ly  in steer
in g  a straight course, but even in keep
ing m y fo o tin g  on  the jagged  and slip
pery  cliffs.

I was m aking g ood  progress, with all 
m y senses on  the alert, and had co v 
ered perhaps half the distance between 
the cave and the schooner, when I sud
denly fou n d  m yself, where I expected a 
solid ledge, con fron ted  with nothing but 
yaw ning space. A s  I m ade an instinc
tive e ffort to avoid  the danger, m y foot 
caught in a crevice , the sudden and un
lo o k e d -fo r  check  was just enough to 
disturb m y equilibrium , and I tumbled 
headlong over the brink, to rebound 
once from  a sharp projection  which 
dam aged m y shoulder but broke m y 
fall. T hen  I fou n d  m yself lying am ong 
the rocks and boulders o f  the northerly 
beach. M y  first im pulse was to climb 
up the fa ce  o f  the c l i f f ;  but this I soon 
fou n d  to be an im possibility, fo r  it was 
slippery with m oisture and stretched 
above me, sm ooth and unscalable.

T h ere fore , I started to make m y way 
along the base o f  the rocks. But I had
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not stopped to consider the noise o f  m y 
fall. A ll at once, loom in g suddenly 
through the fo g , I fou n d  m yself face  to 
face with the man o f  all others I wished 
to  avoid— the burly, thickset fo rm  o f  
Captain Palliser.

B e fo re  I cou ld  m ove, one huge hand 
gripped m y arm . T hen , terrified into 
life , I turned, trying to w rench  m yself 
free— felt m y  sleeve rip, and thought 
that I had succeeded— and then the 
whole w orld  seemed to  drop  upon me 
and I knew no m ore.

C H A P T E R  X I V .
TOUCH AND GO.

^ ^ H E N  I cam e once m ore to  m y 
senses, I fou n d  m yself propped 

against a boulder, w ith arms and legs 
securely bound, and with an ache in m y 
head which alm ost enabled me to fo r 
get the pain in m y shoulder. T h e  fo g  
was even thicker than b e fo re , but m y 
captors had lighted a fire on the beach, 
close  against the easterly rocks, and 
were sitting around it in obvious e n jo y 
m ent o f  its warm th.

Palliser was qu ick  to notice that I had 
regained consciousness and began to 
question me.

“ N o w  then,”  he asked, “ when did you  
get h ere?”

“ Y esterday ,”  I answ ered.
“ H ave you  fou n d  the galleon ?”
“ Y es , and n o ,”  I re jo ined .
“ W h at d o  you  m ean by th at?”  cried  

Palliser. “ T h at’s n o  answ er— ‘Y es  and 
n o .’ T ell us the tru th !”

“ A ll right,”  I  answ ered. “ W e  found 
the topm ast o f  a vessel— w hether she’s 
a galleon or not I haven ’t an idea— and 
the rest o f  her is buried under tons o f  
lava. Y o u ’re w elcom e to  dig, i f  you 
want the jo b .”

T here was a m urm ur from  the group 
around the fire. P alliser reflected fo r  
a  m om en t; than abruptly changed his 
tactics.

“ W h ere  is you r sch o o n e r?”  he asked.

T h is was a question I had no w ish to 
answer. A ccord in g ly  I kept silence.

“ D id  you  hear m e ? ”  repeated P al
liser. “ W h ere  is y ou r  sch o o n e r?”

I  did not w ish to  tell a senseless lie, 
and I d id  n ot w ish  to tell the truth. S o  
I m u ttered : “ I w on ’t tell y o u .”

P alliser’s fa ce  was w ithin a fo o t  o f  
mine. H is  eyes had the look  o f  a w ild 
beast. H e  raised his hands until they 
w ere on  a level with m y throat. “ O n ce  
m ore, and fo r  the last t im e !”  he said 
thickly. “ W h e re  is you r sch o o n e r?”

I closed  m y m outh tightly. T h e  next 
instant I  fou n d  m yse lf dashed to  the 
beach, with P alliser ’s grim  fa ce  over 
m ine and his tw o huge hands around m y 
neck, squeezing the life  out o f  m e. T h e 
pain was excru ciating , but noth ing co m 
pared to  the agon y  o f  su ffocation . I 
gasped, gagged , ch oked , strove desper
ately fo r  a i r ; but all to  n o  avail. T h ose  
fingers pressed in to  m y  flesh like iron  
and, bound  fast as I  w as, I  was co m 
pletely at m y  assailant’s m ercy . I  cou ld  
feel a  throbbing in m y throat, a roaring 
in m y e a r s ; m y  eyeballs seem ed starting
fro m  their sockets--------

T h en  his grip  relaxed  and fo r  som e 
seconds I  inhaled air in great sobbing 
gasps b e fo re  I  really regained m y 
senses, fo r  he had nearly done fo r  me. 
W h en  he saw  fro m  the expression  in 
m y  eyes that I  had com e back to  life , 
he shook  his fist in m y  face.

“ I f  y o u  want to  die, y ou n g  fe llo w ,”  
he said grim ly, “ you  can  have you r 
wish. I ’ve n o  lik ing fo r  y ou , a n y w a y ; 
you  finished m y mate fo r  m e, though  I 
guess I  squared accounts that same 
night. B ut y o u ’ll answ er m e when I 
speak, and y o u ’ll tell m e the truth, o r  
I ’ll gag  you  and stake you  out here over 
this fire and roast you  to  death. I ’ve 
done it to blacks in the W e st  Indies, 
and I ’ll d o  it to  you . N o w  that’s 
enough. W h e re ’s y ou r  sch o o n e r?”

H e  was speaking in solem n earnest, 
and I knew  it. W ith  one hand I m o
tioned tow ard the south. “ T h e re ’s a
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bay inside the island,”  I  m uttered. 
"T h e  schooner is there.”

“ T h a t’s better,”  he said. “ I f  y o u ’d 
told  m e that the first time, you r  neck 
w ou ldn ’t be black and blue now . A n d  
the rest o f  y o u r  cro w d  is on  the 
sch oon er ?”

W h a tever happened, I  m ust make 
them  think that the sch oon er was well 
defen ded . “ Y e s ,”  I answ ered.

“ A n d  what w ere you  doin g  when you  
fe ll o f f  the r o c k s ? ”

“ E x p lo r in g .”
“ F in d  a n yth in g?"
“ A  cave .”
“ A nyth ing  in i t ? ”
“ T w o  dead m en .”
A ga in  I felt the eager stare o f  the 

faces around the fire. B ut P alliser evi
dently did not believe me.

“ I tell y o u ,”  I cried , “ it’ s the tru th ! 
T w o  dead m en— only their bones. T h ey  
m ust have been there fo r  years.”

I cou ld  see that he believed me. 
“ A n yth in g  e lse ?”  he asked.

N o w  I determ ined on  a bo ld  stroke, 
fo r  I felt that I m ust keep them from  
the v icin ity  o f  the schooner. L ik e  a boy  
gone suddenly hysterical w ith fear, I  
began to  sob. “ O h , I w on ’t tell y o u !”  
I cried  w ildly. “ I t ’ s not fa ir. W e  get 
here first and do all the w ork  and then 
you  com e  and expect to take everything 
aw ay fro m  us. I t ’ s not fa ir. I ’m  not 
g o in g  to  tell.”

T here  was an instant’s tense silence. 
I cou ld  see that I had m y audience 
w ound to the last pitch  o f  expectancy.

“ O u t w ith i t ! ”  cried  P alliser. “ G ive 
us the truth, or  it will be the w orse fo r  
y o u .”

I determ ined on  a dram atic display. 
“ U n tie  m y arm s, then,”  I  replied. “ U n 
tie m y  arm s, and I ’ ll tell you  every
th ing.”

Z '')  N E  b oy  against s ix  arm ed m en, and 
that b oy  w ith his legs bound, cou ld  

not have seemed a terrify in g  ob ject. 
W ith  a  stroke o f  his k n ife  Palliser cu t

the rope, and instantly I thrust m y right 
hand in m y  pocket, drew  out a handful 
o f  doubloons and tossed them at Pal- 
liser's feet. A ga in  I  heard the hoarse 
m urm ur from  the seamen.

P alliser picked up the coins, glanced 
at them with care, then thrust the lot 
into his pocket. “ I thought,”  he o b 
served, “ the galleon was buried deep.”  

“ She is ,”  I retorted, “ but the treas
ure isn ’t. T hese dead men must have 
taken the treasure out o f  her b e fore  
they d ied .”

“ W h ere  is i t ? ”  he cried.
“ In  a  cave in the rock s ."
“ L ots o f  it ? ”
“ L ots .”
“ E asy to  get in ? ”
“ N o , the entrance is narrow . I f  you r 

shoulders are broad, you  can ’ t get in. 
You cou ld n ’ t get in .”

H e  gave a qu ick  glance around the 
circle , as i f  appraising his men. T hen  
he q u eried : “ But Southard c o u ld ? ”

I  looked  at the traitor. “ Y e s .”  I ad
m itted, “ easily .”

“ A n y  on e e lse?”
A ga in  I looked  around the circle. “ I 

d on ’ t think so .”
H e  paused to consider. “ A n d  if  you  

and Southard g o  into the cave, y o u ’ll 
show  him the treasure and help him 
bring it o u t? ”

I pretended to hesitate; then sighed 
and answ ered with assumed despond
e n cy : “ I suppose so— yes.”

A ga in  he pondered. F inally  he a sk e d : 
“ W h en  you  show  us the entrance to 
the cave, w hy can ’ t Southard go  in 
alone and bring the treasure out to us? 
T hen  we can hold you  as a hostage, i f  
the treasure isn ’t there.”

“ Y es , that’s the very  idea. B y all 
means, let Southard g o  in alone.”  I 
cried .

Palliser glared at me with suspicion 
w ritten in every line o f  his sullen face. 
“ S o  he cou ld  find the treasure without 
trou b le?”  he asked. “ M in d  now , the 
tru th !”
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I m ade a show  o f  reluctance. “ Y es-es, 
I think he cou ld ,”  I re joined . “ T here 
are a  lpt o f  different turns and pas
sages, o f  co u rse ; and there’s one place 
where you  have to keep close  to the 
wall, o r  you 'll tum ble into a pit I d on ’t 
kn ow  how  deep. B ut,”  I went on  
eagerly, “ I don ’ t think he w ould  have 
m uch trouble. H e ’s a g ood  clim ber. I 
d on ’t think he w ould com e to any 
harm .”

T o  m y delight, m y  acting, h ow ever 
crude, was enough to decide the cap
tain. “ N o . you  d on ’t think he w o u ld !”  
he retorted. “ W ell, w e ’ll take no 
chances. Y o u 'll guide Southard into 
that cave and y o u ’ ll keep ahead o f  him. 
A n d  if  you  try any tricks he'll b low  
the top  o f  you r head o ff. D o  you  
understand ?”

I simulated extrem e dejection . “ A ll 
right,”  I m uttered. “ Y o u  have the up
per hand. It’ s just as you  say.”

D raw in g  his k n ife  from  his belt, he 
slashed the ropes which bound m y legs, 
and a fter a few  m om ents I was able 
to  lim p onw ard tow ard the cave, closely 
surrounded by Captain Palliser and his 
band.

A s we walked along, I was conscious 
o f  som ething that gave m e uneasiness 
on another score. F o r  som e little tim e 
I had been dim ly aware that som ething 
strange was taking place around us, but 
what with the rough  treatment I had 
received and the battle o f  wits I had 
been w aging, I had had no chance to  
realize what it was. N o w  I knew  that 
the volcano was acting as it had never 
done before .

A F T E R  struggling up the steep, slip
pery  rocks, w e arrived at the open

ing in the cliff. F rom  the outside and 
in this unearthly m urky glare, the black 
entrance was not an inviting prospect. 
Southard regarded it with d isfavor. 
H e  gazed at the g loom y  orifice and I  
cou ld  have sw orn  that he shuddered.

P alliser’s face was thoughtfu l as he

stroked the black stubble o f  his beard. 
“ Y o u ’ve got a ca n d le?”  he asked.

F or  answ er, I pulled it fro m  m y 
pocket.

H e  thought a g a in ; then addressed 
h im self to  Southard. “ M igh t have 
been a g o o d  thing fo r  y o u ,”  he o b 
served, “ i f  you  had been b orn  w ith 
broader shoulders.”

Southard did not brighten  at the re
m ark, but look ed  m ore solem n than be
fore . E ven  the sailors appeared 
strangely dow ncast, con siderin g  the fa ct 
that a huge treasure was alm ost in their 
hands.

I felt no surprise w hen one o f  the 
crew , w hom  I had heard P alliser ad
dress as K arlson , suddenly cried  out, 
as though the w ords w ere w renched 
fro m  him  in spite o f  h im s e lf : “ T h e 
place is cu r s e d !”

T hen , as i f  to bear out the truth o f  
his w ords, fro m  som ew here in the sur
rou nding  fo g  there fell on  o u r  startled 
ears a m ost ghastly and a w fu l shriek, as 
o f  a being in m ortal agony. A n d  while 
we listened, w ith  blanched faces, it be
gan and then abruptly ceased in a si
lence m ore terr ify in g  than sound. T o  
our overw rou gh t nerves, the cry  brought 
d ifferent m eanings.

“ A  d e m o n !”  shouted K arlson .
“ O n  the s ch o o n e r !”  cried  Palliser. 

“ Phil has m urdered the cook , o r  the 
cook  has done fo r  h im !”

T h ere  fe ll silence, and I  fe lt  surprise 
that the skipper, usually so resolute and 
determ ined, n ow  appeared m om entarily  
at a loss. Y e t  the situation was unde
niably puzzling. H is  desire was to  get 
the treasure as qu ick ly as possible, and 
avoid a fight w hich  m ight spell disaster 
to  them. Y e t , as fa r  as the treasure 
went, they had to  rely on  m y m ost im 
probable story  and on  this g lo o m y -lo o k - 
in g  open in g  in the fa ce  o f  the c liff.

A dded  to these perplexities was the 
presence o f  the volcano. F o r  a - fe w  
m om ents it had been on  its g o o d  be
h avior ; but n ow , as i f  to  m ake up fo r
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lost time, there fo llow ed  a series o f  
m ogt v iolent rep orts ; loose rocks cam e 
hurtling through the air, fa llin g  both  
into the sea and into the landlocked bay 
w ith  a trem endous hissing.

“ Dam n this p la ce !”  cried  Palliser.
T hen  he drew  forth  fr o m  his pocket 

a handful o f  the glittering doubloons. 
H is  eyes sparkled as he gazed, and be
yon d  him  I cou ld  note the sudden press
ing in o f  the circle  o f  brutal faces, alive 
w ith greed. A n d  in that second, fo r  
g ood  o r  ill, Captain John  P alliser was 
h im self again. H e  thrust the coins 
back into his pocket, w ithdrew  a little 
fro m  the grou p  and w ith a gesture bade 
Southard fo l lo w  him.

It  was not hard fo r  m e to  guess at 
what he was saying. I cou ld  guess that 
he was n ow  telling Southard that the 
instant I had revealed the secret, m y 
rew ard was to be a bullet through m y 
head o r  a k n ife  thrust in the heart.

W h ile  I pondered, the skipper and 
Southard re jo in ed  the group.

P alliser cam e directly  up to me. 
“ O n ce  again,”  he said, “ fa ir warning, 
N o  trick s ! In to  the cave you  g o , and 
Southard a fter  you . B ut try  on ce to 
harm  him  in any w ay and y o u ’re done 
fo r . I f  he doesn ’t com e ou t” — he pulled 
his watch fro m  his pocket— “ in tw enty 
minutes, in  g ood  health, m ind you , and 
w ith his pockets fu ll o f  go ld , then y o u ’ll 
wish vou  had never been born . D o  you  
h e a r? ”

I nodded. “ O f  course I  hear.”
T hen  I m ade fo r  the m outh o f  the 

cave, Southard reluctantly fo llow in g .
“ I f  you  stick a little,”  I said to Sou th 

ard, “ d on ’t be frightened . W rig g le  
around, and y o u ’ ll get through .”  I  e x 
tended m y arms in fron t o f  me and re
entered the opening. A s  I  crept along, 
m y brain was w hirling. W h a t to  e x 
pect I had n ot the faintest idea. I f  
D ick  had le ft  the treasure room  and had 
gon e back to  the seal cave, I fe lt that 
I was doom ed . B ut b e fo re  I cou ld  
decide upon a plan o f  action  w e had

reached the first o f  the caves and thence 
through the passage we gained the cave 
o f  the skeletons. H ere  I thought to 
g ive D ick  w arning by cry in g  out lo u d ly : 

“ H e re ’s you r treasure, Jim  Southard. 
A n d  I kn ow  what you  m ean to do— to 
shoot me dow n  like a dog. B ut you  
cou ld n ’t d o  it i f  D ick  W heatland were 
on ly  here. H e  beat you  in B ayport, and 
he cou ld  beat you  a g a in !”

H is  expression , in  the dim  light o f  
the candle, was not pleasant to look  
upon. T h ere  was nothing there but 
selfish trium ph— that and greed fo r  
go ld . “ W ell, D ick  isn ’t here,”  he 
sco ffed , “ and i f  I get a chance b e fore  
we leave, I ’ ll pay m y respects to  him, 
too .”

T hen  with a  cry  o f  delight he had 
fallen  on  his knees by  the heap o f  je w 
els. H e  p icked them up in both  hands 
as though h e  w ould  grasp them all at 
once. “ D ia m o n d s !”  I heard him  e x 
claim . “ R u b ie s ! S ap p h ires !”

T hen  suddenly a shadow  fell upon the 
floor o f  the cave.

C H A P T E R  X V .
THE SEA BEAST.

Q O U T H A R D  perceived the com ing  o f  
^ t h e  shadow , or  heard a sound, or  else 
som e strange sixth sense warned him 
o f  his danger. In  a flash he had 
w heeled about and sprung to his feet, 
his p istol once m ore in his hand. In  
m y  excitem ent, I fo rg o t  that D ick  was 
also arm ed. D eterm ined to save him 
at any cost, I hurled dow n  m y candle 
and leaped fo r  S outhard ’s arm.

E veryth ing  happened at o n ce ; as the 
light went out, tw o reports sounded al
m ost like o n e ; the cave was filled with 
sm oke. T h ou gh  I did reach Southard, 
it was to find him  flat on  the floor and 
the arm  I grasped inert under m y hold. 

“ D ic k !”  I cried . “ A re  you  s a fe ? ”
A  cautious w hisper cam e back to me 

through  the darkness. “ A ll right, H al. 
W h e re  is S ou th ard?”
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“ H e ’s here,”  I quavered, fo r  by this 
tim e I was in a desperate fright. “ H e ’s 
either dead or  sh am m ing; I can ’ t tell 
w hich.”

“ H old  on  to h im ,”  D ick  said.
T h e next instant the fa int light o f  

his candle again lit up the cave. I  
cou ld  behold m y prisoner now . H e  was 
not sham m ing. T h e hole in his fo r e 
head told the story.

D ick  advanced quite coo lly  through 
the thinning sm oke.

“ Y o u ’re not h u rt?”  I gasped.
“ N ot a bit,”  he answ ered, “ but tell 

me, H al, w hat’ s happened. I ’ve been in 
torm ent.”

I told him  as qu ick ly  as I cou ld . H e  
thought fo r  a m om ent.

“ S o  this entrance is closed  to y o u ,”  
he com m ented. “ Y o u r  father is the 
next problem . H al, w e ’ve got to  get 
w ord  to him, o r  they ’ll kill him , sure 
as fate.”

I shuddered at the thought. “ T h e 
other entrance?”  I  hazarded.

D ick  nodded. “ It ’ s a lon g  chance, 
but I think it w ou ld  com e to that, any
way. I believe w e ’d roast alive here. 
D o n ’t you  notice the ch a n g e ?”

I had been too  excited  to  think o f  
anything but the danger. N ow  I cou ld  
observe that the cave was intensely hot.

“ A ll right,”  said D ick . “ C om e o n ! ”
I took  one last look  at the scene we 

were leav in g ; the go ld , the plate, the 
gem s, the placid skeletons and their 
new ly arrived com panion . I dare say 
that m ore solem n thoughts should have 
filled m y m ind, but as it was, the gleam  
o f  the jew els had bew itched me as it 
had the others.

“ W e  m ay as well take a ch a n ce !”  I 
cried . “ W e  m ay never have it again .”

S tooping, I hastily thrust a great 
handful o f  the gem s into m y handker
ch ie f, knotted it  securely and replaced 
it in m y pocket. D ick , with a shrug o f  
his shoulders, did likewise.

W e  hastened dow n  the tunnel and 
had soon regained the outer cavern. It

m ay have been fan cy , but it did not 
seem to m e that the tumult o f  waters 
was- quite as terrific as b e fore . I should 
have said that the b low  had been a 
squall that had passed. B ut the heavy 
sea, once aroused, still rem ained.

F o r  a m om ent we stood  w atching. A  
great w ave w ould  com e p lunging in, 
com pletely filling the entrance and send 
a flood  o f  foam in g  w ater surging 
through the cave. T hen  w ould  fo llo w  
a lu ll; the water w ould  begin  to  recede 
and fo r  a m om ent we cou ld  see a strip 
o f  light betw een the w ave crest and the 
rock  at the entrance o f  our prison . 
T hen  another sea w ould  seek to  enter 
and the reced ing  w aves w ou ld  struggle 
until another torrent w ou ld  com e burst
in g  in.

D ick  m ade a splendid figure as he 
stood  there, his face  stern and resolute, 
calculating, like a soldier, ou r best plan 
o f  attack. T hen  he bent his head close 
to m y ear, to  m ake h im self heard above 
the turm oil. “ W e  m ust wade ou t as 
far as we can ,”  he shouted. “ A s  far 
as w e can, and still keep ou r feet. T hen , 
w hen the w ave sw eeps back, we m ust 
dive and sw im  fo r  i t ;  w e ’ll have the 
current w ith us at first. W e  m ust sw im  
as fast as w e c a n ; i f  w e can get through 
b e fo re  the next w ave drives us back,
w e ’ll make it. I f  we d on ’t--------”  A
gesture com pleted the sentence.

A  great w ave e n tered ; care fu lly , as it 
flooded  the cave, w e advanced, bodies 
bent forw ard  to withstand its rush. 
T here  was no m ore tim e to  think o f  
each o th er ; it was each fo r  h im self. 
T h e  instant the pressure relaxed , I 
threw  m yself fo rw a rd , fo llow ed  the 
wave until the w ater deepened ; then, 
draw ing a long, deep breath, I plunged 
under and struck out w ith all m y force .

N ever b e fo re  had I realized that the 
sw im m ing I  had done at B ayport w ould  
serve m e in such stead. F o r  h a lf a 
dozen  strokes I  m ade great p rogress 
and cou ld  feel the rush o f  the ou tgoin g  
w ave bearing m e along. I  even im 
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agined that the water above me was 
changing to a lighter hue, and I 
thought, w ith a thrill o f  hope, that I 
had passed the entrance. T hen  all at 
on ce  it seemed as though an im passable 
barrier opposed  m e, checked m e, even 
started to sw eep me back.

W ith  desperation  I put all that I had 
in to three m ighty s tro k e s ; and then, 
w in  o r  lose, I knew  that I had given  
m y  all. C om e what m ight, I m ust 
breathe o r  d row n , and poin ting  upw ard 
fo r  the su rface, I shot fo rw a rd . T h e  
next instant, with throbbing tem ples and 
bursting lungs, was breathing in great 
d ra fts  o f  the fresh  ocean air. I had 
w on  m y f ig h t ; I was outside the cave.

J ^ Y  next thought was fo r  D ick . T hat 
m om ent his head em erged, a dozen 

feet aw ay. T here  was no time now  to  
w aste in congratu lations, fo r  the situa-_ 
tion  was still precarious. T h e  sea was 
r o u g h ; the w ater c o ld ; and our strength, 
fo r  the tim e being, had been severely 
taxed. T o  add to ou r  d iscom fiture we 
fou n d  that the uproar in the crater had 
im m ensely increased and that stones, 
large and small, w ere d ropp in g  around 
us in a show er. A  short distance dow n  
the shore, we saw a cove  betw een p ro 
je ct in g  c liffs , and five m inutes later had 
dragged  ourselves ashore. O u r  ow n  
difficulties fo r  the m om ent solved, our 
thoughts turned sw iftly  to  ou r co m 
rades. T h e fo g  still persisted, but the 
constantly  increasing glare from  the 
crater n ow  rendered visible over half o f  
the island and the bay. although the 
w hole easterly shore, w here the Albicore 
lay anchored, was still shrouded in 
darkness. T h an k fu l that the volcano 
intervened betw een us and Palliser, we 
scram bled tow ard  the entrance to the 
bay  and reached it w ithout further m is
hap. C liffs  w ere on  either side and 
b e fo re  us the narrow  channel, not over 
s ix ty  feet wide.

“ N o w , then,”  said D ick  en courag
in gly , “ one m ore sw im , and w e ’re on

the right road aga in ! O n ce  across, and 
w e ’ll reach the Albicore in five minutes. 
C om e on, H a l ! O u r troubles a re . al
m ost o v e r !”

I T  seemed that he was right. Y e t  the
w ords had but heft his lips when they 

proved  themselves fa lse ; fo r  as I 
glanced dow n  into the clear waters o f  
the channel I saw, not tw enty feet be
neath the surface, the huge bulk o f  an 
enorm ous shark. Instantly I thought 
o f  the day we had landed and o f  the 
fish I had then seen.

“ W e  can ’ t make i t ! ”  I gasped.
F o r  an instant. D ick  hesitated. But 

like a flash he made up his mind. 
“ W e ’ve got to make i t ! ”  he cried des
perately. “ W e ’ve got to reach your 
father, H al. W h en  Palliser finds that 
Southard doesn ’t appear, he’s bound to 
have revenge on  the rest o f  us. H e  
m ay be creeping dow n on the Albicore 
this m inute. A n d  there’ s one thing, 
H a l ; the shark w on ’t get us both .”

I t  was true, but a dark enough p ros
p e c t ; the survivor w ould purchase his 
l i fe  b y  the death o f  his best friend. 
D ick  drew  his kn ife  from  its sheath 
and gripped it betw een his teeth. “ N a
tive d ivers.”  he said, “ can fight a shark 
and kill him . B ut I d on ’ t kn ow  how  it’ s 
done. W e  m ight fight him o ff, though, 
fo r  all his size.”

H is w ords gave me a sudden inspira
tion. “ I ’ve alw ays h eard ,”  I said, “ that 
they hate a com m otion  in the water. 
L e t ’s heave a b ig  rock  at him , and then 
sw im  fo r  it as fast as we can .”

“ G ood  idea,”  D ick  assented. A t once 
each o f  us picked up a rock  as large 
as we cou ld  throw  with accuracy, and 
m ade ou r way out to the very edge o f  
the c liff. T h ere  lay the guardian o f  the 
strait, as i f  w aiting fo r  his prey, a fo r 
bidding spectacle, sinister and menacing.

“ W e ’ ll throw  them just this side o f  
h im ," w hispered D ick , unconsciously 
low erin g  his voice  as though the great 
fish were actually listening, “ and we
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m ay scare him fo r  g ood  and all. O n ly  
— don 't waste a second. T h e m inute 
your stone hits the water, ju m p  and 
swim  fo r  all y o u ’re w orth. T here 
m ustn't be any holding back fo r  the 
other fellow . A n d  we m ust separate a 
little, H a l.”  H e  pointed to a p ro jectin g  
ledge o n 'th e  seaw ard side. “ Y o u  start 
from  there; I 'll start from  here.”

I obediently took  m y station at the 
point w hich  D ick  had indicated.

“ N ow , then,”  he shouted, “ one, tw o, 
th ree !”

A t the w ord  we hurled the stones, 
which struck the water with a splash, 
dashing up a fountain o f  spray. T hen  
I leaped. T h e vision  o f  being gripped 
in those rem orseless ja w s lent me the 
strength o f  desperate fear and I cut 
through the water at m y topm ost speed.

A t the start. I  had picked out a spot 
to aim for , a natural p la tform  extend
ing back into a gu lly  in the rocks and 
perhaps tw o feet above the level o f  the 
sea. O n  this spot I kept m y eyes and 
made for  it as straight as I cou ld . N ever 
shall I forget the agon izin g  m om ent 
when I reached it, the fear that I m ight 
slip, or that I should not be able to clim b 
quickly enough to escape the grip  o f  
those ruthless ja w s. W ith  one last 
m ighty scram ble I em erged, panting, 
heedless o f  cuts to knees and elbow s, m y 
heart beating as though  it w ould  burst 
— but safe.

L ike a flash I turned to look  fo r  D ick . 
H e  had purposely  lagged behind a lit
tle to protect me. T h ou gh  he was 
sw im m ing strongly, he was som e little 
distance fro m  the rocks. M y  lips had 
parted to  shout to him w ords o f  en
couragem ent, and then, all at once, I 
saw to m y h orror the sight w hich  has 
brought terror to so m any hearts since 
m en first voyaged  upon the seas— the 
black, triangular fin sheering through 
the water like a k n ife . In  desperation, 
I looked about me fo r  som ething to 
throw , but nothing was in sigh t; on ly 
the bare, bleak rock  on every hand. A t

the same m om ent I noticed  that D ick ’s 
course was leading him  aw ay from  the 
ledge w here I stood , and that he was 
headed fo r  an inaccessible c liff. A t 
once, th erefore , I scream ed at the top 
o f  m y  lu n g s ;

“ T h is way, D ick , and fa s te r !”
Instantly he sh ifted  his cou rse and 

cam e on  at increased speed. S toop in g , 
I stood  ready to seize his hand the in 
stant he cam e w ithin re a ch ; then 
glanced again  fo r  that terr ify in g  fin 
and cou ld  not see it. F rom  what I had 
read o f  the habits o f  sharks I suspected 
that the m onster had turned upon  its 
side to bite. I cannot put in to ' w ords 
the agon y  o f  those next few  se co n d s ; 
now  D ick ’s hand was w ithin m y g r a s p ; 
I seized it and pulled w ith all m y  
strength. W ith  his free  hand, he aided 
m y efforts , at the same time lashing 
about him  w ith his legs.

T h e next second he was on  the ledge 
beside me. L ik e  an evil n ightm are, the 
shark ’s huge b ody , w ith that fr ig h tfu l 
head and that w ide, grin n in g  m outh, 
shot half ou t o f  water in a last e ffort 
to  seize its prey, then, disappointed, fe ll 
back w ith a sullen plunge into the sea.

F o r  a m om ent we gazed at each other. 
T hen , w e hastened on  ou r  w ay tow ard  
the Albicore. S o  hard was the go in g  
and so necessary was it fo r  us to  m ain
tain ou r fo o t in g  that I cou ld  not look  
around m e ; but all the tim e I was con 
scious o f  a terrific roarin g  from  the v o l
cano. knew  that the fo g  was retreating 
out to  sea, and was aw are that the heat 
was fast b ecom in g  unbearable. R ut I 
kept m y  eyes on  the rocks b e fo re  me 
and toiled on  until presently I heard 
D ick  c r y :

“ T here  they a r e ! T h e y ’re still on the 
schooner. B ut w h o ’s that in the dory , 
o f f  the ro ck s? ”

T hen  I looked  about me. N ever shall 
I  fo rg e t the sight that m et m y  eyes. 
F rom  the crater, as from  som e giga'ntic 
furnace, a seething mass o f  flame shot 
tow ard the sky, so that the w hole island
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and the surrounding sea w ere bathed in 
this, intense, unearthly crim son  light. 
Just below  the cave P alliser and his 
crew  w ere still standing, huddled to 
gether, black splashes against the lighter 
backgrou nd  o f  the cliff. W h y  they lin
gered, I cannot sa y ; loyalty to  South
ard, greed  fo r  the treasure— perhaps a 
m ingling o f  both.

'T 'O  the north, her spars black against 
the red sky, P alliser ’s schooner lay 

at anchor, n o  sign o f  l i fe  upon  her 
decks. T o  the eastw ard, heading in fo r  
the island, was the Albicore’s dory . I  
knew  the tw o m en w ho row ed  her, 
cou ld  have told  their stroke am ong a 
thousand, and at once I realized the 
m eaning o f  the scream  in the fo g . from  
the decks o f  the Red Cloud, fo r  the tw o 
m en were L o n g  Jim  C olby  and Sam 
Bates.

In  the next m inute everyth ing seemed 
to  happen at once. S om eh ow , I scarcely 
rem em ber how , I fou n d  all o f  our party 
grouped  at the edge o f  the island around 
the dory.

“ Q u ic k !”  L o n g  Jim  w a s . urging. 
“ G et a b o a rd ! D o n ’t stop fo r  anything. 
T h is  heat w ill kill us. L eave the 
schooner. W e  m ust get to  the Red 
Cloud b e fo re  the others, o r  w e ’re dead 
m e n !’ ’

“ W h e re ’ s A v e r y ? ”  I  fou n d  tim e to 
gasp, as we piled aboard, and Jim  and 
Sam  lashed the oars through the water 
w ith every ounce o f  pow er in their m us
cu lar fram es.

“ Shark  m eat,”  was J im ’s lacon ic an
swer.

N o w  the m eaning o f  what was taking 
place seem ed to  con vey  itself to P al
liser and his crew . W e  cou ld  see them 
pointing, gesticulating, then start to  de
scend the c liff  tow ard  the beach.

“ T h e y ’re a fter  u s !”  shouted Sam  
Bates.

T h en  cam e the catastrophe. N o  one 
o f  us, a fterw ard , agreed as to  ju st what 
h appen ed ; I seem ed to  see the w hole

side o f  the volcan o split w ide open, and 
a flood  o f  liquid fire issue forth . S o  
intense, indeed, was the glare that I  was 
fo r  the m om ent blinded and instinc
tively  threw  niy hand b e fo re  m y eyes.

T h e  others m ust have done the same, 
and that is w hy I cannot set dow n lu
cid ly  and clearly all that took  place. B ut 
this m uch I can sa y : at one m om ent, 
the last scene etched on m y brain was 
this torrent o f  fire, with the tiny figures 
o f  P alliser and his men stum bling and 
fa llin g  dow n  the c liff  in a hopeless e f 
fo rt  to escape, w hile the w hole island 
seem ed to  reel and w hir! b e fo re  m y 
eyes.
. T hen , b e fo re  I cou ld  look  again, and 
while I still sat w ith m y hand b e fore  
m y  face, I  heard m y father shouting : 
“ H ead her up, boys. T idal w a v e !”  B e
fo re  I  cou ld  ad just m yself to this new  
peril, we w ere borne up and up and up 
and then plunged dow n again as i f  
headed fo r  the very  bottom  o f  the sea. 
B e fo re  us the Red Cloud pitched d iz
zily. L esser w aves succeeded, and then 
m y father, w ise in the lore o f  the sea, 
turned his gaze tow ard the island and 
c r ie d :

“ I thought so. Earthquake, boys. 
T h a t’s the end o f  h e r !”

I did not understand. Indeed, I had 
been through so m uch in the past day 
that m y  brain seemed incapable o f  
thought. I  cou ld  on ly  gaze to the south 
o f  us, and then I understood. T here 
was n o  Atbicore; there was no lon g 
boat on  the b ea ch ; there was no P al
lise r ; no c r e w ; there was no volcano. 
In  the faint gray light o f  the A ntarctic 
dawn there was noth ing but a waste o f  
water and o f  churning waves. Island 
and galleon and treasure— all had gone 
plunging together into the unfathom able 
depths o f  the sea.

I T  was a  sorry  ship’ s com pany that 
1 n ow  boarded  the Red Cloud, and got 
sail on her and pointed her b ow  tow ard 
the northeast and hom e. A n d  it was not
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till later that same day that all hands 
gathered in the cabin, and D ick  and I 
produced  the jew els that we had 
snatched from  the v ery  jaw s o f  de
struction. O utside the dim  g loom  o f  
the cave, we cou ld  see that they were 
far finer than we had im agined— dia
m onds, rubies, sapphires, em eralds, am e
thysts— jew els that at their low est value 
w ould make us rich  fo r  life . Y e t  w e 
were still under the influence o f  that 
trem endous cataclysm  we had w it
nessed ; in the face o f  that m ighty up
heaval o f  nature, and at the thought o f  
the fate w e had ju st evaded, m oney 
seemed o f  little value.

Late that night, w ith a southerly w ind 
hum m ing through the rigging, I stood 
m y trick at the wheel. T he skies w ere

c le a r ; above m e the stars burned like 
gold . I thought o f  a w hite-w alled house 
at P ernam buco, and the scent o f  ja s 
m ine seemed once again to perfu m e the 
air. T h ere  w e w ould  stop on our jo u r 
ney h o m e ; and I meant to w in fo r  m y
se lf the m ost precious jew el o f  all. Y et 
beyond all else it cam e to m y m ind that 
ou r voyage had been a m irror o f  life  
itself. F o r  it is through life  that we 
chart ou r w ay, with perils around us 
on  every hand. A n d  it is fo r  treasure 
that we seek— treasure w hich  goes by 
m any n a m es : W ea lth , Fam e, L ov e ,
Friendship , Sacrifice. W e  w ou ld  fain  
grasp it ;  but it is not to  be gained fo r  
the asking. F ortunate are w e, i f  it is 
not w ith  em pty hands that w e end the 
voyage.

You’ll enjoy “Gentlemen of Chance,” a mystery-adventure yarn that will be pub>- 
lished complete in the next issue of T h e  P o p u l a r . It is by IV. R. 

Hoefer, a writer of charm and skill, and this story is one 
of the most interesting we have ever printed.

<&>
W H A T  A  W O R L D !

FO R  years, astronom ers have been puzzled  by the antics o f  the m oon , that 
w ell-know n satellite o f  the earth w hich  adds to  the m agic o f  rom antic 
sum m er evenings. W ith  eyes glued to  the ends o f  lon g  telescopes, or  in 
later days by m eans o f  ph otographs o f  the m oon , these learned gentlem en 

have studied its m ovem ents and been baffled because th e  m oon  did not behave 
accord in g  to the schedule they had figured out fo r  it.

A ft e r  taking into consideration  every k n ow n  fo rce  that w ou ld  a ffect the 
satellite’s speed, they d iscovered  that it seem ed to  be retarded or accelerated in  
a  m ost m ysterious fash ion , ru nn ing  s low ly  fo r  a tim e, then leaping fo rw a rd  as 
i f  aw are that it had its obligations to  the m en o f  science and was try ing  to 
live up to their expectations.

D o cto r  E . W . B row n , p ro fe s s o r  o f  astron om y at Y a le , has hit upon  what 
he thinks is the explanation  o f  this strange b eh av ior. It is his theory  that the 
trouble is not with the m oon , but w ith the earth, that the earth swells and 
shrinks rhythm ically, thus causing the astronom er to m ake m istakes, and to  co n 
clude that the m oon  is behaving badly.

T h is  hypothesis was arrived  at a fter  a care fu l investigation  o f  records e x 
tending back over  tw o hundred years,, during  w hich  the m ovem ents o f  the m oon  
had been w ritten  dow n . H e  cou ld  find n o  possib le  disturbances o f  the cru st' o f  
the earth w hich  w ou ld  so u n ifo rm ly  affect astron om ers ’ figures. T h e re fo re , he 
assumes that the core  o f  the earth m ust swell and shrink, very  gen tly , o f  course.



That Little Sawed-off Cuss
By Frederick Niven

Author o f  “ Two D ogs,”  “ The Blackmailer,'' Etc.

Things are often won by a gesture. Armies are certainly commanded by one. For 
a gesture carries with it the ghostly prestige of established tradition, of authority. 
And Roy Matthews knew the full force a gestures carries, especially the gesture of a 
red-tunicked policeman of the Northwest Territories reading the law to forest toughs.

E E  what that little sa w ed -o ff cuss 
over there w ants.”

T hat was how  he g ot his sobri
quet— “ T h e  S aw ed -o ff C uss.”  

It was In spector R yerson  w ho m ade the 
rem ark. A n d  what the little saw ed-off 
cuss wanted is part o f  the h istory  o f  
the R . N . W . M . P ., n ow  superseded 
b y  the R . C. M . P ., which, how ever, 
contains m any o f  its o ld  m em bers.

W h a t T h e  S a w e d -o ff Cuss wanted 
was to jo in  the fo r c e ! H e  had wanted 
to do so fo r  years, but had know n that 
he cou ld  never d o  so, because o f  his 
lack o f  inches. A  certain outlaw  was 
scou rin g  the plains from  the footh ills  to 
M anitoba, north  o f  the line, and to  D a 
kota, south. O n  either side he was be
in g  hunted. A n d  so adroit was he in his

raids fo r  fo o d  and horses— also, as it 
happened, so m any friends had he as 
well as enemies— that the catching o f  
him was a hard matter. Thus it was 
that the proclam ation  was issued that 
a certain num ber o f  lightweight men, 
w ho cou ld  be all o f  tw o inches shorter 
than the o ld  m inim um , w ould be en
rolled.

R o y  M atthew s, seeing the placard an
nouncing that fact at a little cow  tow n 
o f  southern Saskatchewan— called A s - 
siniboia then— stared, unbelieving. H is 
chance had com e. T h e thing he had 
know n to be beyond hope m ight yet be 
realized. I f  he got into the force , he 
w ould  never despair o f  anything there
a fter, how ever im possible its attain
m ent m ight seem. A n d  he g ot in. T he
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rookie period  o f  these lightw eights was 
to  he as short as possible. W h a t they 
were wanted fo r  was to ride jock ey  like 
a fter that sw ift outlaw — and the sooner 
the better. S o  stubbiness, R egina  had 
declared, was not to be their only quali
fication. T h e stubs am ong the appli
cants w ho cou ld  already ride and shoot 
were what they wanted.

T hus did R o y  M atthew s, T h e S aw ed- 
o ff  Cuss, at last don the red tunic. T o  
his jo y . he realized, listening to a lit
tle official speech being m ade to the 
bantams, that there was no intention, 
when the main ob ject o f  the tem porary 
decrease o f  height standard was at
tained, to say to any o f  th em : “ T hank 
you , now  you  may g o .”  T h ey  were in 
fo r  keeps, i f  they behaved themselves.

M atthew s listened, and his eyes were 
full o f  jo y . B ut suddenly they clouded. 
H e  thought far ahead, aw ay beyond all 
the potential valorous deeds he was to 
d o  in his red c o a t ; he looked  into the 
days when he w ould be e x -R . N . W . 
M . P . H e w ould want to tell his 
stories to the kids. A n d  he thought 
m ost o f  them w ould  listen and look  him 
up and dow n  and then, g o in g  aw ay, re
mark one to another. “ It was a bully 
enough yarn, but he was never in the 
force. P ie’s too  sh o r t !”  and they w ould 
giggle at him.

H e w ould  alw ays have to  preface  the 
story o f  his deeds yet to be done with 
the account o f  how  he g ot in, tell them 
o f  that footnote  to  the history  o f  the 
force  when what the facetious called 
“ T he Jockey C lub”  was organized.

T h e hard-riding, elusive outlaw , as it 
happened, his final crow d ed  hour pall
ing upon hint, was captured by  neither 
policem an north nor trooper south o f  
the line. H e  grew  b ored  and blew  his 
brains out. T hose light riders w ho had 
sifted  the dust o f  the prairies a long the 
border o f  their linked patrols, with sta
tions o f  spare horses dotting the scene, 
w ere scattered, one here, another there, 

to g o  on  with the routine o f  the force

am ong other m en inches taller than 
they.

A n d  b e fore  lon g  the little b r ie f, buz
zin g  “ c ity ”  o f  G old  D ust, that m ush
room ed up w here the flat plains becom e 
rolling hills and one can see the R ock ies 
stam ped a long the selvage o f  the w est
ern sky, opened its eyes and stared at 
saw ed-off M atthew s. It d idn 't believe 
him. It thought he m ust be a cro o k  
pretending to  be a policem an, and a 
crazy  crook , till one o f  the citizens s a id :

“ O h , I guess he’ s one o f  these light
weight riders they enlisted to pursue 
that mad outlaw  o f  the borders. W e ll, 
I ’ve heard that what they lack in inches, 
they m ake up fo r  in ga ll.”

M atthew s certainly had gall. H e  
w asn ’t a p erfect little d isciplined police 
boy. H e  had been know n to  test upon 
his ow n person confiscated w hisky, to  
make entirely sure it was so. H e  was 
prone to the unw onted don n ing  o f  m ufti 
when the fan cy  took  him  fo r  a change. 
H is gall even took  the fo rm  o f  what 
m ight, by a court-m artial, be con sid 
ered truancies or  dereliction  o f  duty.

H e  fou n d  it difficult to  resist a dance, 
even when he should have been else
where. It was ju st a fter  he had been 
sent to keep the peace at G old  D ust, and 
patrol the ra ilw ay-construction  line, that 
he was dancing w hen he should have 
been on  duty.

'T 'H E R E  w ere new  “ excitem ents”  in 
that section then. T here  w ere m in

ing men and engineers, and lum ber
m en scattered broadcast, and railw ay- 
construction  m en. A n d  at G old  D ust 
they had rushed up houses as a cen ter; 
and there w ere their w om en folk . S o  
they had dances. B lue-serge lounge 
suits were the evening clothes o f  m ore 
than half o f  the m en certainly, but som e 
had the real articles and w ore  them, too. 
G old  D ust liked to see them  w orn . 
T h ey  were part o f  the evidence that 
they m ight be w ild, but w ere not w oolly  
and full o f  fleas.
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T here  was a lovely  lady at G old  Dust. 
H e r  hair was the co lo r  o f  corn  and 
her eyes w ere the m ost adorable blue. 
A n d  she had, in excelsis, the thing 
called charm , as well as grace. B ut she 
was tall. A n d  here was M atthew s look 
in g  com ic  as he circled  round the floor 
o f  the dance hall, stretching up to her 
— the beauty that they called the 
“ Q ueen  o f  Sheba.”

“ T h a t’s the lon g  and the short o f  it,”  
he heard som e on e  say, and frow n ed  
briefly.

A n d  the Q ueen  o f  Sheba heard, and 
smiled lightly. “ W e ll, you  m ay be 
short,”  she said, k n ow in g  he had 
caught the w ord s , “ but you  can surely 
dance.”

It was ju st then that R o y  heard a 
double k n ock  on  the outer d oor . It 
had a perem ptory  sound. It had som e
thing o f  the im port o f  the k n ock in g  on  
the d o o r  in “ M acbeth”  that Shake
speare sm ote into his play, and D e 
Q u in cey  g ot all w orked  up over. M at
thew’s did not get w orked  up over this 
one, but he th ou gh t:

“ T h a t’s fo r  m e !”
A n d  it was. H e  had ju st con voyed  

the Q ueen  o f  Sheba to a chair when 
the m aster o f  the cerem onies stepped 
up and drew  him  aside.

“ Say, there’s a fe llow  ju st com e in 
dowrn the grade ,”  he w hispered. “ H e  
says there’s all k inds o f  trouble on , up 
at that cam p they call M uskeg. Guess 
th ey ’ve g ot in som e w ood  a lcohol by  
the w ay they are behaving .”  T hese 
w ere the days o f  proh ib ition  in  the 
“ N o r ’w est T erritories ,”  as they called 
that land then. “ T h ey  are all m ad, 
and h a lf o f  them  dead drunk, i f  they 
a in ’t dead. H e  says he took  a sneak 
dow n  through the bush because he knew  
the boss there— W ain w righ t. A n d
W ain w righ t and the time clerk  are get
ting  ready fo r  a siege. G uess y o u ’ll 
have to  g o  u p .”

T h e  m aster o f  cerem onies frow n ed  as 
he said th at; R o y  looked such a hope

less trifle against this news from  the 
front. T h e  dress suit he w ore accen
tuated the im pression  that he w ould 
m eet his W a terloo . But R o y  just 
chanted “ R ig h t !”  and cheerily  he quick- 
stepped aw ay to  the m en’s dressing 
room , w here he had his u n iform , and 
other necessities fo r  a  surprise call, in 
a suit case.

T h e  m aster o f  cerem onies fo llow in g  
him  hither, watched R o y  put on  his dis
guise. T h at was how  the u n iform  
seem ed to  him, look in g  on  with pucker
ing lips— a disguise or  a bluff. T he 
new s brought in was bad. T h e cam p, 
M uskeg , where the fracas was in p ro g 
ress, was com posed  o f  a gang o f  s ix - 
footers  alm ost to a man, braw ny, fo r - 
eign  g ia n ts  from  som e obscure E u ro 
pean reg ion  o f  m uscle and stolidity—  
excep t when liquor flow ed. T hen  the 
stolidity went.

“ H o w  w ou ld  it b e ,”  suggested the 
m aster o f  cerem onies, “ i f  you  slipped 
over to the j .  p. and sw ore in som e as
sistants ?”

“ W h a t f o r ? ”
“ T o  make you r arrests at M uskeg. 

T o  quell the d isturbers.”
“ O h . tu t !”  said M atthew s. “ T his is 

not a jo b  fo r  civ ilians.”
C iv ilian s! T he w ay that saw ed-off 

cuss said it put up the back o f  this 
m aster o f  cerem onies.

“ A ll right,”  he said, “ i f  you  think 
you  can tackle them. T here  are about 
tw o  hundred in the cam p.”

“ T h a t’s m y  jo b ,”  replied M atthew s, 
and tucked a silk handkerchief into his 
sleeve.

I T  was a chill night he went out into, 
and full o f  stars. T h e m usic o f  v io 

lins died behind him  as he rode out 
o f  G old  D ust, and there were on ly  the 
sigh o f  night winds in the grass tufts 
and in the tops o f  the scattered pines, 
the plug o f  his horse ’s h oo fs , and the 
fr o u fro u  o f  saddle leather. N o— there 
was another sound, and he knew what
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it was though others m ight have w on 
dered i f  there had been any to hear.

It was metallic, an occasional jin g le ; 
and it did not com e from  his spurs. It 
cam e from  under his tunic. Click-click! 
it went now  and then, as i f  he w ore 
chain mail, and every tim e he heard it 
his lips pursed grim ly. W h a t that m e
tallic click  was, time m ight tell— or 
again m ight not. F o r  he was a small 
cuss.

H e  was handicapped because o f  that. 
T hese bantams had to make g ood . T h ey  
had to establish a reputation, seeing that 
the P ow ers T hat B e at R egin a  had 
been g ood  enough to let them  remain 
in the fo rce  a fter  the cause o f  their 
speedy enlistment was over.

T he grade led through closer w oods. 
In  the star g low , M atthew s cou ld  see 
the road ahead o f  h im ; he looked  up 
where it w ound, by  the serrated tips o f  
the black silhouette o f  w oods on either 
side, and a ribbon o f  star-flecked sky 
b e fore  him. T h e  effect was eventually 
as i f  he rode in a canon , the walls o f  
which were ghostly, unsubstantial, not 
o f  rock , just o f  darkness fu ll o f  sigh- 
ings and w hisperings.

F or  sm all w inds kept passing and 
ruffling, subdued, subdued in the tree- 
tops. It seemed queer to be here a fter 
that lighted hall, the violins, the danc
ing, a fter circlin g  in the radiance so 
recently with the charm ing Q ueen . In  
years to com e, he w ould rem em ber her, 
when he was a staid, elderly m em ber 
o f  Eastern society perhaps, i f  M u skeg  
was not to be the end o f  him , and sigh 
and think over her.

“ G o sh ! S h e ’s a stu n n er!’ ’ he m ur
m ured. “ She's a w om an and a h a l f !”

T hen  came a sound, difficult to place, 
that distracted his m ind fro m  the 
golden glam our o f  the Q u een  o f  Sheba. 
Strange noises one heard in the old  
nights o f  the N o r ’ west— from  pipe o f  
frog s  to the pulsing, the throbbing, o f  
Indian tom tom s. T h is was different. 
It rose and fell, its volum e apparently

decreed by the rising and falling o f  the 
light w ind gusts.

A s  he rode on , even in the lulls be
tween the w ind, he cou ld  hear it. It  
was, he thought once, like the roaring 
fro m  a zo o  as feed in g  tim e draw s near. 
A ll the w ild cats o f  the hills and c o y 
otes o f  the plains seem ed to have gon e 
m ad, and to  be g iv in g  voice. M atthew s 
realized that what he heard was not 
due to any trick  o f  the w ind in the trees, 
allied with the roarin g  o f  any creek. 
H e  was draw ing near his goal, near the 
jo b .

“ S om e j o b ! ”  he thought, as the 
clam or becam e constant, a c lam or as 
out o f  bedlam . H e  chucked his chest 
in the red tunic and, as he did so, there 
cam e that m etallic click  as i f  he w ore  
chain mail underneath.

“ P a n d em on iu m !”  he said to h im self.

rp H E  trees to  the le ft thinned out and 
he saw the cam p fires in a h o l

low  ahead and b elow  him . T h e  horse 
snorted and quickened its step. M a t
thews loosened the holster flap even 
though, at the same m om ent, he was 
con siderin g  how  the fo rce  treated its 
wards w ith great deferen ce . E very  
chance, he thought, was with the people 
to  be arrested. W a s  not the fo rce  full 
o f  stories o f  policem en w ho w ere sent 
out to capture toughs alive, not dead or 
alive?

T im e a fter  time a redcoat had had 
to  be potted at, then g o  back and report 
fu lly  and con v in cin g ly  b e fo re  the dead 
or alive, cou ld  be authorized. R ou n d  
the fires that danced their radiance in 
the h ollow  ahead, he cou ld  see leaping, 
dem ented figures. T hen  cam e the thud, 
thud o f  revolver shots.

“ S h u ck s !”  he broke out, and g lo o m 
ily he fell to com parison  betw een the 
duties o f  a police boy  on  on e side o f  
the line, and a sheriff south.

H e  w ou ld  quit this darned cou ntry , 
w here a man had to g o  and get ridd led , 
fu ll o f  shot as p r o o f  that it was neces
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sary to  pull his ow n  g u n ! B u n k ! A n d  
all this so that a policem an m ight not 
even  run the chance o f  being suspect 
o f  stealing up on  a wanted man, p lug
g in g  him  and then com in g  back with 
a story  o f  h ow  he had been forced  to  
shoot. B u n k !

T h ere  arose again the scream ing, 
m aniacal. T hen  cam e once m ore  the 
thud o f  a revolver, a heavy one, a C olt 
by  the slam o f  it.

“ O h , well, beezness— is— b eezn ess!”  
he jested , to his horse, and turned dow n  
fro m  the grade, sitting back in his sad
dle, heading directly  to  the cam p w here 
the tents w ere all visible in the g low  
o f  the fires.

T h e  acrim onious international co m 
parisons, the disparagem ent o f  the flag 
he served, m ust still have been in his 
m ind as he rode  nearer to  d u ty ’s field, 
fo r  he said to  his h orse :

“ W e ll, a fter  all they g ive  m e a red 
tunic. A  sheriff has on ly  a star to flash. 
T h ere ’s a lot in the red coat. I ’m alone, 
but they k n ow  there are others behind. 
T h e  thin red lin e !”

W ith  that thought, he cam e to  the 
bottom  o f  the em bankm ent and rode on 
straight into the cam p. T h e  light o f  
the leaping flames glittered on  his scar
let tunic. T h e  dancing m aniacs saw, 
b u t still yelled and danced and fought 
am ong them selves, and fell. M atthew s 
rode on  heedless and calm , to all ap
pearances, as w hen he had com e past 
that w ay, patrolling the con stru ction  
'ine.

L I E  should have been there that n oon , 
but had “ given  it a m iss”  in his 

haste to  get straight dow n  to G o ld  
D u st and be ready fo r  the dance. D er
eliction  o f  d u ty ! It had its punish
m ent. I f  he had arrived earlier, he 
m ight have nipped this jam boree in the 
bud— if one m ay use such a  flow ery  
sim ile about it.

G rou p  a fter  grou p  saw him , but paid 
no attention. H e  m ust have seemed as

a wraith to  them in their cups— o f  di
luted w ood  alcohol. H e  cam e to the 
row s o f  construction -cam p tents, steered 
his horse past prone bodies suggestive 
o f  a battlefield, and arrived at the big 
dining tent, a great cook in g  stove to the 
rear o f  it under an open shed. In a 
sm aller tent, beside the b ig  one, a loo f 
from  the others, he thought the forem an 
and tim ekeeper were to be found, if  
they w ere still alive. T h ey  w e r e ! A s 
he drew  near, a revolver crashed.

“ Q u it !”  he grow led . “ W h o  are you 
try ing  to sh o o t?”

“ N o b o d y ,”  a vo ice  replied, the boss ’ 
voice , W a in w rig h t ’s. “ I ’m shooting up 
in the air. I thought it was them com e 
to rush us again. Say, I ’m glad to see 
y o u !”

M atthew s slipped from  his horse, 
dropped  the lines and stepped into the 
tent, betw een barricades o f  boxes that 
had been stacked around inside. T he 
lam p was turned low , but the g low  o f  
the bonfires outside illum ined the in
terior.

“ W e ll,”  said he, and looked at the 
tw o men— W ain w righ t standing there 
on  the qui v ive with blazing, angry 
e y e s ; the other, the tim ekeeper, sitting 
on a packing case, sm oking his pipe as 
one resigned, “ I suppose I have to wait 
till sunup to m ake som e arrests. T h ey ’re 
pretty  well crazy just n ow  and w ou ldn ’t 
even understand.”

“ T h e y ’ ll be w orse by sunup. T h e y ’ve 
a lot m ore stu ff to consum e.”

“ T hat s o ? ”  said M atthew s thought
fu lly , and there cam e to  him  a flam boy
ant hope regarding som ething beyond 
the quieting o f  this disturbance. T he 
S aw ed -o ff Cuss had a turn fo r  drama. 
H e  liked to  d o  things w ith a gesture, 
a final nonchalant flaunt, a kiss o f  the 
finger tips, so  to  speak.

“ O h, well, then,”  he said, “ we may 
as well tackle them half crazy as whole 
crazy. W o u ld  you  com e and point out 
the rin g leaders?”

“ Y o u  bet you r li fe ,”  replied the boss.
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S o out they went, M atthew s speedily 
sw inging into the saddle.

“ I look  m ore im portant up here,”  said 
he. “ T here was a fe llow  once said I 
looked like tw o small squares, the low er 
one cut in the m iddle fo r  le g s ; but 
the top square is b igger than the low er 
one. Y e p ! I  look m ore in authority, 
elevated in a saddle.”

“ Sure,”  agreed the boss, and walked 
along beside him tow ard the hullabaloo, 
am ong the flicker o f  the bonfires.

T he top part o f  M atthew s was cer
tainly one v igorou s square. V e ry  erect 
he sat in his saddle, as he rode straight 
tow ard one o f  the groups o f  giants.

“ N ow , then,”  he said. “ W h a t ’s all 
th is?”

T h ey  cam e g ibbering round him . T h e  
scene m ight have been out o f  nightm are, 
instead o f  life.

“ A n y  o f  the ringleaders h e re ?”  asked 
M atthew s.

“ Y e p ,”  replied W ain w righ t. “ T hese 
tw o big fellow s together there have led 
three rushes on ou r tent. I on ly drove 
them o ff  by firing up in the air.”

T hen  the m etallic little noise under 
M atthew s’ tunic explained itself. H e  
thrust in a hand, brought out a pair o f  
handcuffs, and tossed them  into the 
crow d .

“ Put those on that m a n !”  M atthew s 
snapped.

N o one acted.
“ P ut them on that m a n !”  he repeated. 

“ H ere— y o u !”  H e  indicated one o f  
them with a pointed finger. “ Y o u  put 
them on him. H ands behind his back, 
I  w a n t!”

T he man stood irresolute.
“ I ’ll put ’em  o n ,”  volunteered the 

boss.
“ N o, n o ,”  replied M atthew s quietly. 

“ T his is the better w ay .”  T h en  he 
rasp ed : “ Com e o n ! D o  you  want to 
have m e tell you  again ? P ut them on 
h im !”

T h e  man lifted  them, stepped to  the 
giant— and the boss ’ eyes gogg led . F o r

the giant stood staring as one stupefied, 
w hile the handcuffs w ere snapped in 
place.

“ G e e !”  sighed W ain w righ t.
M atthew s tossed another pair into the 

crow d . “ A n d  put these on him!” he 
said, pointing to the second ringleader. 
“ C om e on. Y o u  put ’em  on .”  H e  se
lected another assistant this tim e, in a 
design to  spread the im pression  o f  his 
authority. “ I ’m g o in g  to share out this 
jo b , and i f  anybody doesn ’ t like it, 
he can com e along, too. G ot that ?”

“ G o s h !”  m uttered the boss, standing 
pat beside R o y . “ Y o u  ain ’t a p o lice 
man. Y o u ’re a m esm erist!”

“ I ’ ll tell you  the secret,”  m uttered 
R o y , but he did not tell it then, fo r  
W ain w righ t w a rn e d :

“ H ere  com es another one. T h is is 
the toughest o f  the fe llow s that have 
been eggin g  them on  to rush us.”

“ W h ich  o n e ? ”
“ T hat. R igh t here. H ere  he com es.”
S aw ed -o ff M atthew s saw w hich  man 

was meant. T h ere  cou ld  be no doubt. 
H e  cam e with a shovel, carry in g  it in 
the m anner o f  a rifle w ith a fixed  bayo 
net. T h e  redcoat had not m esm erized 
him . It had a ffected him  as i f  he were 
a bull.

“ N ow , n o w ,”  said M atthew s. “ D rop  
that, or  y o u ’ll m ake it w orse fo r  y ou r
se lf.”

E ven  as he spoke, he surm ised that 
the m an was so greatly dem ented with 
his potations as to  be unaw are o f  what 
he was doing. Better m ight it have 
been to w ait till the w ood -a lcoh o l con 
coction  had either operated to  the full 
and stretched them all out, or  evapo
rated from  their system s. A n d  yet— he 
had his dram atic notion , a little flaunt
ing plan at the back o f  his m ind that 
m ight yet be realized.

“ G rab him , y o u !”  he ordered . “ G o  
on . I d on ’ t want to  have to shoot 
h im .”

B ut this h e fty  new com er w as evi
dently feared by his ow n  fellow s. T h e y



THAT LITTLE SAWED-OFF CUSS 85

fell b a ck ; and he rushed on tow ard 
the policem an. R o y  did not shoot. 
T h ere  w ere alw ays those appalling in
quiries i f  one had to  shoot. T h e  man 
sw un g the shovel and R o y  m ade a quick 
m ovem ent, out and dow n w ard , with his 
rid ing  crop .

In  the handle o f  it there had been 
poured , against such em ergencies, a lit
tle ladle full o f  lead. Tap! it cam e on  
the m aniac’s head. H e  crashed, while 
R o y , with his knees and a tightening 
o f  the rein hand, steadied the horse that 
had sidled aw ay from  the descending 
shovel.

“ P ut these on  him!” said M atthew s.
A t  once tw o m en stepped to the fallen 

one, and with a yank g ot his arm s be
hind his back. T h ere  cam e the click 
as the handcuffs R o y  tossed dow n were 
affixed.

“ G o s h !”  exclaim ed W ain w righ t. 
“ T h ey  seem to  be acquainted with the 
‘ com e-a lon gs ,’ som e o f  these fe llow s.”

“ W ell, I brou ght five pairs. W e  may 
as well donate them all while w e ’re 
about it,”  said R o v . “ A n y  other par
ticular bad o n e s? ”

“ N o . T hese w ere the three w ho w ere 
do in g  the leading.”

“ W e ’ll take the tw o biggest w e can 
pick , then, ju st to sh ow ,”  said M at
thews. “ H ere , you — you  put them on  
him,” he told a m an, and the thing was 
done with n o  m ore than a  sort o f  lon g  
sigh fro m  the boss.

Sudden ly  on e o f  the on look ers went 
berserk and rushed upon the policem an.

“ M v  b ro th e r !”  he yelled. “ Y o u  not 
take h im !”

H e  m ade a leap and grabbed M at
thew s about the waist, then clapped a 
hand on  the butt o f  the redcoat’s s ix - 
gun. T h e  man never knew  what hap
pened to him , but T h e  S a w ed -o ff Cuss 
flicked him  also w ith the w eighted end 
o f  his rid ing  crop . D ow n  he went.

“ T h a t ’s the last pair,”  said R o y . “ Put 
them on  him. W h e n  he com es round, 
he can accom pany his brother. I ’d hate

to  part them , anyhow , seeing he felt that 
way about it.”

H e  was beginning to be perky. T his 
m ight yet be “ a little bit o f  fun I had 
the other night here”  to  write home 
about. H e  turned to W ainw right.

“ H o w  about you  and the time
k eep er?”  he asked. “ W o u ld  you  want 
to  com e to  G old  D ust with me, or  stay 
here ?”

“ O h . i f  you  can handle the bunch 
y o u ’ve taken, w e ’ll stay, I guess. T he 
fe llow s here have had a lesson.”

“ A ll right. Y o u ’d better get tire 
last o f  their h ooch , or  whatever it is 
that you  told me you  thought they had, 
and em pty it ou t.”

J T  was easy to find and. that done, 
with no revolt, with on ly  low  com 

plainings and disconnected grum blings 
round them, M atthew s ordered his pris
oners to fall in line. T h e first man 
to  he stunned had by  then com e round 
and was able to step, or at least lurch, 
into the line.

R o y  rode a lon g  behind them, bend
ing from  his saddle and running his 
rope through the handcuffs. P.y the 
time he reached the end, the one w ho 
had been m oved to  assault him . actu
ated by brotherly devotion , was sitting 
up, gulping.

“ Fall in, you  th e re !"  said M atthews. 
“ Y o u r  brother wants to be stepping.”  

Cackles o f  id iotic laughter from  the 
least dem ented and befuddled  o f  the 
crow d  answ ered that sally, as evidence 
that they understood.

“ W ell, by g o s h !”  said the boss, stand
in g  at the horse ’s head, a fter  that man 
also was in the string and the ends o f  
the rope, passed through the handcuffs, 
were securely twisted round the police
m an's saddle horn. “ W ell, by  gosh, 
y o u ’re sure a m esm erist.”

“ T he m esm erism  is the redcoat.”  re
turned M atthew s quietly. “ T hat’s the 
secret o f  this trick .”

“ M aybe,”  agreed W ain w righ t, “ but
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y o u ’ve g ot to be ready i f  they call the 
b lu ff.”

‘ 'N o w , y o u !”  T h e  S a w ed -o ff Cuss 
raised his voice fo r  all to  hear. “ I ’m  
goin g  o ff  fo r  a while. B ut I ’ ll be back. 
I f  I hear o f  any m ore trouble when I 
get back, y o u ’ ll kn ow  what to expect.”  
T hen  he told his queue to m ove. 
“ Shake a le g !”  he said. “ M ov e  up 
onto the grade,”  and he flicked out his 
revolver.

A t once they m oved  on  as ordered, 
clim bing ahead o f  him, a sullen and 
lurching row . O n  the grade they 
paused and looked round, and what 
they saw, by the light from  the fires 
below , was the police b o y ’s eyes upon 
them, and in the police b o y ’s right hand, 
his service revolver.

“ All right,”  said he. “ W a lk !”
A w ay they walked, lurch ing in the 

star sheen, their eyes not yet accus
tom ed to the shadow s and their brains 
fog g y  besides. B ut soon , perhaps be
cause o f  the surrounding quiet and the 
darkness, the string o f  staggering giants 
failed to see cause w h y they should 
continue. T hey  halted, “ talking a lan
gu age,”  as M atthew s phrased it.

“ Get a m ove on .”  he said, and put 
his horse, as m uch trained as he in m ili
tary drill, broadside to them.

Oaths, by  the sound, and angry 
shouts were their answers to that, but 
still he sidled his m ount upon them. 
T hen , realizing that he m ust be much 
m ore clear to them, a lo ft on  his saddle 
against the sweep o f  the starry sky, 
than they were to him , he raised his re
volver with a sw eeping gesture.

“ Get— a— m ove— o n !”  he co m 
m anded, in a w arning tone.

T hey  had seen that m ovem ent o f  his 
silhouette, it seemed, fo r  at once they 
went p lunging on. A n d  so they con 
tinued, trailing fum es o f  alcohol to 
R o y ’s nostrils, till there cam e into the 
sigh  o f  the little night winds another 
sound. It was o f  v iolins, and a drum  
beating rhythms.

T h ey  were still dancing at G old  Dust. 
T h ith er R o y  brought his prisoners in 
tact. right to the d o o r  o f  the lockup, a 
m ere tem porary cell, too  small to allow  
o f  any o f  them lying dow n.

“ T h e y ’ll be g ood  and w eary by the 
time I get the patrol w agon  fo r  them ,”  
he thought.

D ism ounting, he opened the d oor  and 
ushered them in with his s ix -g u n ; then 
he locked  the d oor  and shouted till he 
attracted the attention o f  som e one over 
at the dance hall. A  lean, lined, bony, 
knuckly old man— o f  a type that som e 
highbrow s w ould m ake out did never 
exist, but that surely did, and does still 
— quick on  the draw , and a sure shot, 
was w illing to guard the prisoners. H e  
had been sitting on the sidew alk by  the 
dance hall, listening to the m usic, too  
rheum aticky to dance, dream ing his 
dream s, to this m usic, o f  his ow n old 
days.

“ Y o u  w ait till I get m y r if le !”  said 
he.

H e  hobbled sm artly o ff  fo r  his trusty 
rifle, returning w ith it and a stool, and 
sat him  dow n  on  guard.

“ Sure, sure you  can leave them to me. 
I f  they break the d oor dow n  and try  to  
get out I ’ ll shell them as they co m e ,”  
quoth he as though he talked o f  peas.

S o  M atthew s dashed o f f  to phone to 
his headquarters fo r  a patrol w agon  to 
rem ove his captives. T hen  he sat dow n  
and filled in the report that was to g o  
w ith them.

A N D  then— then he m ade his gesture, 
that kiss o f  the hand he had looked  

forw ard  to m aking. A  sleep w ould  
have been w elcom e, but it pleased him  
to  step into the hall, find his grip , and 
quick  change again from  his m esm eric 
u n ifo rm  into his evening suit. A n d  
there he was on  the f lo o r ; there he was, 
and all the room  w h isp erin g : “ T h ere ’s 
the police boy  b a c k !”  F o r  the news 
o f  the jo b  he had set o f f  upon had gone 
the rounds.
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H e was dancing w ith the Q ueen  o f  
Sheba.

A s  they w ent round he told h e r : five 
m en— five giants— and all in the lockup, 
and the patrol w agon  phoned fo r  and 
already on  the w ay from  the post, to 
arrive, surely, by  break fast time.

“ M y ! Y o u ’re small, but y o u ’re
surely a m a rv e l!”  exclaim ed the Q ueen  
o f  Sheba.

“ S a y !”  said M atthew s. H e  was fu ll 
o f  elation at what he had done. It was 
as i f  he had stepped outside, im agined 
it all, and stepped in again. B ut he 
knew  it was true. “ Say-”

“ S ay  on ,. W h a t is it ? ”
“ W ill you --------”  he began.
T h e m usic ended. T h ey  m oved  to

the chairs that stood  round the edge 
o f  the hall.

“ W ill  you  m ar--------”  he began again.
She stopped him by raising a hand 

and patting him , gently but firm ly, on 
the m outh.

“ N o ,”  she said, “ I will not mar you . 
W h a t you  want is a sleep. It w ould  
be a shame to  take advantage o f  you, 
k id , while y o u ’re all fo o z y  with this 
D avid  and G oliath stu ff you  pulled. 
Y o u  d on ’t want to  g o  and get m arried 
ju st because you  arrested five men all 
on  you r little lon e so m e !”

H e  opened his eyes w ide, and stared 
at her. A n d , it m ay not have been very 
flattering, but on  his innocent face  was 
evident h is . realization that she spoke 
fo r  his g ood , and that she gave him 
wise advice.

“ M y  dance, I think,”  said som e one, 
advancing.

She rose.
“ Y o u  g o  and have a sleep,”  she said 

to  R o y , and gave him a little clap on 
the shoulder, a consolatory  little clap. 
In  fact it seemed alm ost maternal. 
“ Y o u ’re a m arvel,”  she added, with one 
o f  those sidelong glints fro m  her tur
quoise-blue eyes.

“ A n d  y o u ’re a w om an and a h a lf !”  
he m uttered.

She fluttered aw ay with her partner, 
f o r  w hat m ust have been the hom e 
dance. F o r  when T h e S aw ed -o ff Cuss, 
fo llow in g  her advice, hied him away 
out, it was into the faint beginning o f  
the dawn on  the ro o fs , the walls and 
the pretentious, aspiring, eastward 
gables o f  G old  Dust. Suit case in hand, 
he crossed  the w ay to  ask old A be, w ho 
sat by  the lockup d oor , rifle on  knee, 
i f  he’d m ind staying on  guard till he 
had fo r ty  winks.

“ T h a t’s fine,”  said the old man. “ I ’ ll 
ride herd fo r  y o u .”

T h is yarn is all true, with a change 
o f  a  name or  tw o, out o f  those old  days 
in the N o r ’west. T h ey  are all from  the 
l i f e ;  and the dress suit, too, o f  the 
qu ick-change act, is factual. T here 
m ust still be others o f  these saw ed-off 
cusses around, retired fo r  sure, but 
surely not all gone from  these glimpses 
o f  the m oon , w ho got into the force  by 
the same fluke as S a w ed -o ff M atthews 
and, once in, m ostly m ade their mark.

Look for more of Mr. Niven’s stories in subsequent issues of T h e  P o p u l a r .

It takes all sorts o f  people to m ake the w orld— even the sort o f  the w om an 
w h o pulled a N ew  Y o r k  theater fire-alarm  b o x  under the slightly m istaken im 
pression  that it was a m achine fo r  distributing paper drinking cups.
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TRUMPETS AND DRUMS.

SI T T I N G  at a small desk near one 
o f  the b ig  w in dow s o f  the as
sessing departm ent in the city 
hall o f  B enton, C hristopher 

Graham  finished adding a very  long 
colum n o f  figures in the ledger o f  valu
ations, laid dow n  his pen, then looked 
casually out o f  the w indow . H e  gazed 
across the public square tow ard  the 
office o f  the B enton  Tribune, about the 
entrance o f  w hich a m ultitude o f  small 
boys were surging. A t  that instant it 
happened that a num ber o f  boys fou gh t 
their w ay out o f  the m ob eagerly try
ing to secure bundles o f  papers wet 
from  the press, and these w ere already 
lifting shrill, penetrating voices.

T heir cries w ere at first in com pre
hensible as they cam e faintly through 
the closed  w indow , but in a m om ent 
Graham  grasped the m eaning o f  what 
they w ere shouting. P ushing back his 
chair, he jum ped to his feet, faced  the 
long row s o f  w orkers and sh ou ted :

“ I t ’ s w a r ! W a r  has been d e c la re d !”
“ W a r ! ”  bellow ed b ig  H arrison  O tis.
“ W a r !”  repeated M ike Sullivan.
“ W a r ! ”  echoed Jim m y Curley. 

“ W a r . T hen  to hell w ith th is ! M e  fo r  
the arm y.”

A n d  n ow  the new sboys w ere scat
tered all over the square, w aving n ew s
papers with great red blotches on the 
fron t page, and the red blotches sp e lled : 
“ W a r  D eclared .”

In the assessor’s office w ork  was 
over. Som e thirty clerks w ere m illing 
a ro u n d ; som e had lifted  w in dow s and 
were im ploring  the boys to throw  up 
p a p ers ; others shouted ex c ite d ly ; hum 
drum  yielded to hysteria.

Jim m y C urley, M ike Sullivan and 
T o m  H ennessy proclaim ed loudly  that 
they w ere through  at this city  hall. I f  
there was war, they wanted to be in it. 
W e re  they not Irish , and w ere not the 
Irish  always first at the fr o n t?  T w o  o r  
three others w ere carried  aw ay by  their 
enthusiasm ; they, too , w ould  jo in  the 
arm y. O n e  o f  the girl stenographers 
hurled herself at C urley, threw  her



Over the deep somnolence of an 
America drenched in the languors 
of peace sounded the clarion-shrill 
notes of the bugle of war. And 
out of the factories and offices of 
the city, in from the farms and 
lumber camps of the W est, poured 
a host of white men, brown men, 
black men; came a swarm of strong 
men, fat men, weak men—but all 
men whose souls were ablaze with 
a single, indelible purpose— to pro
tect the security of their hearth- 
sides. And none were more valiant 
than the railroad engineers who 
were first to respond with their 
mighty efforts to knit together 
with bands of steel rail a country
side made desolate by a deluge 

of shells.

In Four Parts—
Part I. :: ::
arm s around his neck, kissed him 
soundly and called  fo r  three cheers fo r  
the hero. In  the past she had referred  
to  him as “ a b ig  roughneck .”

M ost o f  the clerks were out o f  the 
office and in the street in five minutes. 
A  fe w  o f  the older m en. sighing a bit 
heavily, sat dow n again at their hooks. 
C hristopher G raham  had gone back to 
his seat and was look ing  out through 
the w indow , but he saw nothing. H e  
was lost in rather bitter reflections.

T h at w ar w ould  be declared was a 
fo re g o n e  conclusion . E veryb od y  had 
been expectin g  it fo r  som e tim e. N ev
ertheless, the accom plishm ent o f  the 
fact on  the sixth  o f  A p ril, 1917, was 
the m ost excitin g  event these U nited 
States had experienced  since the days 
o f  1898.

C hristopher Graham  had clone a lot 
o f  thinking during  the past fe w  weeks 
about this w ar w hich  was com ing, and 
about what he should do i f  it cam e; 
and he was no nearer a decision  now  
than he had been b e fore . H e  did  not 
kn ow  what he was g o in g  to do, except

that he was not go in g  to  rush out and 
enlist joy ou s ly  like Curley and H en - 
nessy and Sullivan. T here  were too 
m any things to be weighed. T here 
were his father and m other and sister, 
and there was M arion  to be con sid 
ered, and he did  not yearn to be a sol
dier anyway.

H e  sat there stolidly, while patriotic 
fe rv o r  charged the room  with electric
ity. H e  was you n g , not m ore than 
tw en ty -s ix ; he was slight, rather pale, 
and not in the least athletic. U pon  his 
long, clean-cut, narrow  face there was 
an expression  o f  discontent, • which 
m arred what was ordinarily  a pleasant, 
w inning countenance.

It was a scholarly face, the face o f  
a thinker rather than an actor, the im 
pression o f  the student being increased 
by  the rim less glasses upon his long, 
but well-shaped, nose. H e  was neat in 
appearance ; his clothes were skillfu lly  
cu t and fitted p e r fe c t ly ; his collar was 
rather h ig h ; his necktie effective and 
in the best o f  taste. A s  a  matter o f  
fact, such a youth  was out o f  place in
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this city-hall office, where m ost o f  the 
clerks were political henchm en, a 
rough, good-natured , boisterous, rol
licking lot, w ho did no m ore w ork  than 
was necessary and w ho relied upon pull 
to keep them in their jobs.

H is  desk was as neat as its occu 
pant : his papers were well a rra n g ed : 
his blotter was spotless; there was no 
dust on  it. H is was the on ly clean desk 
in the office. R esting on the blotter 
were a pair o f  cellu loid  overcu ffs  to 
keep his linen cu ffs clean, and he was 
sitting on a felt pad warranted to  pre
vent the seat o f  his trousers from  be
com ing shiny.

I N  those days they still em ployed the
w ord “ dude,”  and the boys in the 

office used it in re feren ce  to Graham , 
both in his hearing and out o f  it. N ot 
on ly that, but they picked on  him , put 
w ork on his desk that he was not sup
posed  to do , took  advantage o f  his 
courtesy and g ood  nature and presum ed 
on his meekness. F ights were not un
know n in that office, but C hris Graham  
had never been m ixed  up in one. It 
takes tw o to make a quarrel and he was 
never the other one.

H e  carefu lly  com pleted his day ’s 
w ork  and, at five o ’clock  exactly , he 
laid aw ay his ledgers, locked up his ce l
luloid cu ffs in a draw er, cleaned o ff  the 
top o f  his desk, then went to his locker. 
F rom  it he drew  a blue overcoat, 
slightly threadbare, and a derby hat, 
not new, donned them  and started fo r  
his hom e.

H e  squared his shoulders when he 
left the building. H o w  he hated that 
city  hall and everything connected  with 
it ! O nce in the fresh , co ld  air, he felt 
m ore o f  a man and less o f  an autom a
ton. A  short walk took  him to  the sub
w ay entrance, w here he descended and 
stood on the p la tform  to await his 
train. T h ere  was a rough  crow d  here, 
which shouldered and elbow ed its w ay 
a lon g ; men disregarded w om en, and

w om en did not hesitate to push in fron t 
o f  men.

T hey  fou gh t their w ay into the cars 
like a m ob o f  football players, and w oe 
to the person w ho did not m ingle with 
them  enthusiastically. G raham  was un
able to get into tw o trains, because he 
did  not forget to be co u rte o u s ; but he 
was accustom ed to m issing trains, and 
in the end entered a car. O n ce  inside, 
a pert y ou n g  girl turned upon him and 
snarled :

“ Q u it you r shoving, y o u !”
“ I b eg  you r  pardon ! I was not sh ov 

in g .”
“ Scuse me, ‘ C larence.’ It m ust ’a ’ 

been som e other fe ller ,”  she said, with 
a grin , as she noticed his m ild, a p o lo 
getic manner.

A fte r  half an hour o f  clin gin g  to a 
strap, being stepped upon and having 
sharp elbow s stab him, he reached his 
destination and walked briskly to the 
little gray house w here he lived with 
his fam ily. H e  kissed his m other, a 
frail, w eary little w om an, shook  hands 
w ith his father, a drab, life -scarred  
man, old  b e fo re  his time, and said 
“ H e l lo !”  to  his sister, a pretty little 
b londe w ho sm iled ch eerfu lly  at him.

“ W a r ’s d ec la red !”  he announced, as 
they seated them selves at the dinner 
table.

“ Isn ’ t it w o n d e r fu l!”  exclaim ed the 
girl. “ I ’d love to be  a m an and be 
able to  fig h t !”

“ M ary , be still,”  said the m other, 
with an uneasy glance at her son.

“ P o o h ! Chris w on ’t enlist, not 
h im !”  she retorted.

“ I hope he w on ’ t d o  anything so 
silly ,”  said the m other.

“ T h is  is noth ing but a gesture,”  re 
m arked the father. “ W e  have no arm y, 
and i f  we had w e cou ld  not transport 
it to  E urope. O u r part w ill be to 
supply the A llies  w ith funds and 
fo o d .”

“ N ot so h ero ic ,”  com m ented Chris. 
“ P ersonally , it is m y  op in ion  that we
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w ill send an arm y over. T h ey  are 
talking about con scrip tion .”

Silence fell as they ate. It was not 
a  talkative fam ily , and this night nei
ther Chris n or his parents w ere in the 
m ood  to  chatter. M ary  prattled on, 
w ithout m uch attention being paid to 
her.

T h e  you n g  m an was thinking, even 
i f  he was not talking, and his thoughts 
w ere not very  pleasant. H e  loved  this 
fam ily  o f  his. T h ey  w ere fine and de
cent, but they had ruined his life  and 
they d id  not understand. E veryth ing  
he had hoped to  be, all his am bitions, 
his expectations, his dream s, had gone 
so they should continue to  eat.

\ \ 7 H E N  he was you n g  they had been 
well to do, and he had graduated 

fr o m  a g ood  high school and entered 
co llege  w ith h onors and high intentions.

H e  wanted to  be an engineer, to 
build  bridges or  great buildings, to  d o  
b ig  things. A n d  at the end o f  his sec
ond  year his father h ad  fa iled  in busi
ness. N oth in g  w as le f t ;  debts were 
sm othering them. S o  C hristopher 
G raham  w ithdrew  from  co llege  and 
looked  fo r  a jo b , any job .

T h e  jo b  cam e through  the g o o d  will 
o f  the alderm an o f  the district, a clerk 
ship in the assessor’s office at tw enty- 
five dollars a w eek. C hristopher had 
grasped it glad ly , and he was still 
there, a fter  s ix  years, at tw enty-five 
dollars a week. A  hundred applicants 
w ere ready to take his place, i f  he did 
not like it. T h e  fam ily  hung like a 
dead w eight on  his shoulders, absorb
in g  his slender incom e. F o r  years his 
father was unable to secure em ploy
m ent that w ou ld  pay him  anything, and 
his sister was to o  you n g  to g o  to  w ork. 
A n d  it was on ly  w ithin the year that 
things had im proved , that M ary  had 
g o t  a jo b  and John Graham  had bucked 
up and began to  brin g  in a substantial 
incom e.

A n d  Chris, was beaten ; his youth

was g o in g ; he was in a ru t; and he 
was the k ind  o f  fe llow  w ho would 
probably  remain in it unless an earth
quake rem oved  the rut, which was e x 
actly w hat was about to happen. H e  
was too  o ld  to  g o  back to school. A ll 
he knew  was plain bookkeeping, there
fo re  he clung to  his jo b  as a man clings 
to  an overcoat in  zero  weather. I f  
the earthquake had not happened, 
probably  he would, have grow n  old and 
gray, adding up colum ns o f  figures at 
tw enty-five dollars per week.

H is  inertia and hum ility in furiated 
M arion . H e  had  fou n d  time to  fall in 
love, and the girl was im patient fo r  
him  to  am ount to  som ething.

Chris had first encountered M arion 
S tacy  upon the occasion  o f  her class 
day at W ellesley . I f  yott have never 
seen class day at W ellesley  you  have 
m issed one o f  the m ost charm ing 
events im aginable. T h e cerem onies are 
not in a stu ffy  hall, in balm y June, but 
are in the open , in a fa irylike dell, with 
green  trees and  lovely  lawns, and many 
delightfu l you n g  w om en, the seniors in 
caps and gow n s, perhaps the m ost in
con gruou s costum e in the w orld  fo r  
fa ir m aidens— yet on e  which they wear 
w ith pride.

M arion  Stacy was extrem ely im por
tant in that particular class. She led 
in  sch olarsh ip ; she had delivered an 
oration  and taken the leading role in 
the class play. She was tall, as tall 
as Chris, a slender, golden girl w ho 
held her head high, despite about ten 
pounds o f  lovely  yellow  h a ir; w hose 
eyes were w ide and a deep b lu e ; whose 
sm ile was radiant; w ho was a living 
refu tation  o f  the charge that only 
hom ely  girls are intelligent.

L ik e  a m oth around a flame, Chris 
buzzed about M arion  Stacy. H er  p op 
ularity was so  great that she had no 
need o f  the w onder-struck , light-haired 
youth  w ith spectacles. She was dom i
nating, dazzling and brim m ing with as
surance. H e  lacked all these qualities.
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Just the same, she stopped her chariot 
lon g  enough to tie him  fast to the 
wheel.

She was a pacifist, with p ro fou n d  
convictions, had w ritten a thesis upon 
the w ickedness o f  the w ar w hich  w on  
her a prize. She becam e an ardent su f
fragist as soon as she le ft college. 
U p on  the occasion  o f  a b ig  suffrage 
parade in B enton, she fo rced  six  
m en adm irers, including C hristopher 
Graham , to m arch in the m en ’s d iv i
sion. T h ey  m arched, m uch to their 
sorrow  and hum iliation, fo r  the crow ds 
on  the sidewalks, w h o  w ere respectful 
enough to  the serried ranks o f  w om en, 
jeered  and gibed and gibbered and 
hooted at the dow ntrodden  males w ho 
trailed them.

r ^ U R L N G  the three years since her 
graduation. M arion  had gradually 

eliminated her other suitors and co n 
centrated upon the m anagem ent o f  
Chris Graham . A lth ou gh  he had 
never spoken a w ord  o f  love to  her, he 
thought she loved him , and he was 
deep, deep in her toils. O n  this eve
ning, a fter supper, he le ft  the house 
as quickly as he cou ld  and hastened to  
the apartment o f  M arion  Stacy.

M arion  was w aiting fo r  him. O n  
the table were cop ies o f  all the evening 
new spapers, top -heavy w ith the head
lines which flaunted the declaration o f  
war.

She was sitting in a b ig  chair, her 
cheeks flam ing, her eyes blazing, and 
her pretty m outh set in a straight line. 
F o r  a girl o f  such fo rce , she looked 
deliciously fem inine, as her chin  was 
small and rounded and her smile was 
childlike and bland. A lso , she had a 
dim ple in the m iddle o f  her ch in  and 
another in her le ft cheek. T hese, with 
her b ig  blue eyes and her flu ffy  yellow  
hair, made her look  like a lovely  doll, 
rather than a militant fem inist.

‘T ’ve been w aiting fo r  y o u ,”  she be
gan. “ Isn ’ t this the m ost abom inable

outrage that was ever perpetrated by a 
pack o f  dem agogues ?”

“ I d on ’ t k n ow ,”  he returned hesitat
ingly. “ W e  cou ldn ’ t take that last in 
sult ly ing d ow n .”

“ I f  they are m ad dogs, shall w e also 
becom e m ad d o g s ? ”  she dem anded. “ I f  
E urope is insane enough to destroy it
se lf, shall this cou ntry , w hose every 
interest dem ands neutrality, rush into 
the m elee and add  to  the slaughter?”  

“ I  suppose you  are righ t.”  H e
sighed. “ M arion , what d o  you  think I 
ought to d o ? ”

“ D o ?  Y o u ?  N oth in g ! W h at should 
you  d o ? ”

“ I d on ’ t k n ow .”
“ D o  you  want to g o  to w a r?”
“ I certainly do n o t ! I ’ve read 

enough  about the w ay they kill each 
other O v er  T h ere  not to  stick m y nose 
into it, i f  I  can help it.”

“ I forb id  you  even to think about i t !”  
“ O h , com e now , M a r io n ! I ’ve got 

to  think about it. I ’m  a man o f  m ili
tary age.”

“ Y o u  are a fo o l ,”  she retorted. “ I 
am  go in g  to  jo in  a society w hich  is be
ing form ed  to oppose  the w ar. I heard 
about it to -da y . Y o u  m ust jo in  it 
w ith m e.”

“ I ’ ll be hanged i f  I  d o ! ”  he p ro 
tested. “ I m ay get out o f  fighting, fo r  
w hich I ’m  not p rou d  o f  m yse lf, but 
com in g  out in opposition  to  the g o v 
ernm ent when it has declared w ar—  
noth ing d o in g !”

M a rion ’s indignation  w hich had 
been im personal up to  now , centered 
upon her adm irer. H e  squirm ed in d ig 
nantly in his chair.

“ D o  you  believe in this w ar, b y  any 
ch an ce?”  she dem anded.

“ W ell, I think it has to  be w o n ! T h e 
A llies can ’t d o  it alone, and it ’ s up to 
us to  help them .”

“ Christopher G raham , I ’ve a g o o d  
m ind never to  speak t o  you  a g a in !”  

“ W h y  should w e  quarrel about a 
national p o licy ? ”



TIN HATS 93

“ B ecause it is  dupes like you  w ho 
are responsible fo r  this policy. I f  the 
intelligent m en in  A m erica  rose in their 
m ight, they cou ld  fo rce  C ongress to  
rescind  this m ad act.”

“ A n y w a y ,”  he said d ogged ly , “ m aybe 
I w o n ’t have a chance to decide. Sup
pose  they have con scrip tion  ? I am  o f  
m ilitary age. I  have n obod y  depend
in g  upon  m e now . T h e y ’ ll grab  m e 
first shot o f f  the bat.”

“ I  suppose they w ou ld ,”  she said. 
C uriously  enough , that angle had not 
presented itself to  her, and it required 
a m easure o f  reflection . She knit her 
brow s.

“ I ’ll tell you  w hat,”  she suggested. 
“ W e ’ ll get m arried. I kn ow  you  love 
me— you  needn ’t bother about a decla
ration o f  a ffe c t io n ; there have been too 
m any o f  those to-day . T h a t’s i t !  I ’ll 
m arry you  right aw ay, and then let 
them dare to  take m y h u sban d !”

“ M arion , do you  mean it ? ”  he asked 
incredu lously , unable to understand his 
g o o d  fortune.

“ I intended to do it som e time. W h y  
not n o w ? ”  she asked in a m atter-o f- 
fact tone.

“ B ut I can 't support you . W e ’ll have 
to  w ait until I  m ake m ore m on ey .”  

“ O h , I ’ll g o  on  teaching. Y o u  g o  
on  w ork in g , though  w hy y o u  stick to  
that m iserable position  has always 
been a m ystery to  m e.”

“ B ecause I have never been able to 
get another. N o , it w on ’t d o .”

“ O f  cou rse  it w i l l !”
“ N o ,”  he declared. “ I m ay be a sort 

o f  cow ard , fo r  I  am a fra id  to g o  into 
the trenches, but I w on ’t m arry a  girl 
to get o u t o f  be in g  dra fted . I cou ld  
never look  you  or  m yse lf in the eye 
again .”

“ N on sen se ! Y o u  are a silly senti
m entalist.”

“ I w o n ’t d o  i t !  But— I ’ll be en
gaged. Y o u  have to be engaged to  me, 
because you  have agreed to m arry me. 
M ay— m ay I kiss y ou , M a r io n ?”

She considered. “  ’Urn, yes, I sup
pose so. H ere , on the cheek .”

B ut Chris had his arm s around her, 
and' he pressed  his lips to hers with 
zest. She fe lt herself being inexpres
sibly th rilled ; her eyes softened ; finally 
she pulled herself aw ay with a laugh o f  
girlish  con fu sion .

“ G oodness, C hris, I  d idn ’t say that 
you  m ight eat m e !”

“ I ’ve alw ays wanted to .”
“ A n d  you  prom ise not to en list?”  
“ N ot now . Y o u  bet I w on ’t g o  

aw ay fr o m  you  until they drag me 
aw ay.”

International affairs w ere n o  longer 
discussed. T he haughty you n g  w om an 
had  ceased bein g  so a lo o f. A t  m id
night C hris floated hom e on air. .He 
was engaged and happy, and the war 
was a lon g  way o ff.

T * H O S E  were brave days that fo l
low ed. P atriotism  was in the a ir ; 

the recruiting officers were on every 
c o r n e r ; m eetings w ere being held ; vari
ous causes were scream ing fo r  contri
b u tion s ; bands were p la y in g ; drums 
were bea tin g ; the w ar delirium  was at 
its peak. In  the assessor!.s offices there 
were already vacant desks. A  dozen 
m en rushed o ff  to  the marines and the 
navy and the regular arm y, and the na
tional guard was filling up its ranks.

T h e  ex -assessor ’s clerks w ho had 
u n iform s cam e in to be adm ired.

C ongress passed the conscription  act 
and authorized  the d ra ftin g  o f  men be
tween the ages o f  tw enty-one and 
th irty-one. W e  were to have an army 
o f  several m illions o f  men.

In  the m eantim e. Christopher 
Graham  had com e to a decision. That 
he w ould be drafted  was o b v io u s ; he 
was unm arried and his age was well 
w ithin the d ra ft limits. S ince he must 
g o  to  w ar, and because he had a good  
education and som e scientific training, 
he m ight as well becom e an officer. In 
that way he would be o f  m ore use to
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his country, and he w ould  earn m ore 
m oney.

C hristopher Graham  was so con sti
tuted. it so happened, that he hated the 
idea o f  soldiering. H e was delicately 
nurtured; lie was fastidious in his 
tastes; he loved g ood  fo o d  well cooked . 
W orse  than the enem y’s bullets, he 
dreaded the life  o f  the cam p and the 
fare o f  the doughboy. P robably  the 
officers would live under better con d i
tions than the men, w ould get better 
food  and have m ore opportunities to  
take a bath. W ith ou t consulting 
M arion, he applied fo r  the P lattsburg 
officers’ training camp.

Even a pacifist like M arion  Stacy 
cou ld  not but be affected by the gen 
eral “ h ip -h ip -hu rrah !”  E veryb od y  in 
the w orld  cannot go  mad with patriot
ism and not shake the con victions o f  a 
young girl not lost to im pressions. B e
sides, Chris had convinced  her that his 
fate was certain. W om an lik e, she pre
ferred  shoulder straps to the costum e 
o f  a private.

C O ,  when the appointm ent to P latts
burg came, she did  not make his 

last mom ents with her m iserable. In 
stead, she busied herself about his com 
fort in cam p and began to knit. A n d  
the day cam e when Chris G raham  said 
g o o d -b y  to his fam ily  and his sw eet
heart and the crow d  at the office and 
took  his train. A s  he was one o f  the 
last to depart from  the assessor’s o f 
fice, they did not make a fuss over 
him, but his fam ily and M arion  m ade 
up fo r  that.

I f  C hristopher was not a hero, at 
least he d id  not g ive h im self cred it fo r  
false m otives, as he made the first m ove 
which w ould eventually land him  in 
the trenches to be a target o f  bullets 
and shells, o f  air bom bs and poison  
gas. In  his secret heart he knew  he 
was go in g  to officers’ training cam p be
cause it would be less unpleasant to be 
an officer than a private soldier, be

cause he w ould draw  m ore pay, wear 
better clothes and perhaps eat better 
fo o d .

S o  far as go in g  to w ar was co n 
cerned, lie d idn 't want to go . I f  it had 
been a question  o f  volunteering, he did 
not think he w ould have becom e a so l
dier. In  that, how ever, he did not g ive  
him self sufficient c re d it ; he had a fa ir 
share o f  self-respect, and he cou ld  not 
have endured the looks o f  m others and 
wives and sisters w hose men had a l
ready gone. In  time, the cheers fo r  
departing soldiers, the bands playing, 
the flying flags and the patriotic speeches 
w ould have m ade him enlist. Graham  
w ould  have gon e as a soldier, all right, 
though he m ight not have been am ong 
the first to be recruited.

B ut he did not look  fo rw a rd  to  his 
com in g  experience in the training 
cam p, with its ceaseless drilling, its 
long  m arches, its hard, grin d in g  labor, 
its drive, drive, drive. H e  knew  he 
was so ft . H e  shrank from  manual 
w ork . H e  was not social. H e  dreaded 
association  with the other you n g  sol
diers. N ow h ere, perhaps, in the cou n 
try  was there any one m ore unsuited, 
apparently, to  be an officer in the arm y 
and lead soldiers against the m uzzles 
o f  enem y guns, not to m ention tw o 
o r  three row s o f  enem y trenches. Y e t  
he had som ething the governm ent 
needed very  badly, a brain developed 
so  that it cou ld  think clearly, a suffi
cient technical training to  read a m ap 
o r  a blue print, a latent, unsuspected 
cou rage w hich  w ou ld  com pel him  to  ac- 
com plish  things that a less sensitive in 
dividual w ould  have been unable to 
p erform .

H e  was not in tox icated  with the w ar 
spirit, like several other youths in the 
same car, yet he was on  his w ay, and 
this was rather in  his fa v o r  than 
against it. A  cou p le  o f  m onths at 
P lattsburg w ould  have turned him  in to 
a pretty g o o d  you n g  officer, but he was 
not destined to rem ain there. A  m uch-
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m ore-variegated  experien ce was being 
arranged fo r  him. I f  anybody had told 
him , that day on  the train, that he 
w ou ld  be one o f  the first A m erican  
officers to  g o  over the top  in  F rance—  
he m ight have ju m ped  o f f  the train.

C H A P T E R  II.
THE GIRL WHO INTERFERED.

1 M A R I O N  S T A C Y  occu p ied  a small
apartm ent in an attractive resi

dential quarter o f  B enton, sharing it 
w ith a fe llow  teacher at M iss F in ley ’s 
F in ish ing  and P reparatory  S ch o o l fo r  
Y o u n g  L adies. I t  was alw ays re
ferred  to  as M a rion ’s apartm ent, and 
it w ou ld  never have occu rred  to  H elena 
W  arren, w ho was a small, m eek, 
m ouselike little w om an, ten years o lder 
than M arion  but com pletely  dom inated 
b y  her, to  assert equal im portance in 
the establishm ent.

I f  noth ing happened to halt M a rion ’s 
progress, it was possible that she w ould  
g ro w  in to a com m anding  personality, 
perhaps she m ight even be a con gress- 
w om an or a govern or, fo r  she brook ed  
no opposition , settled all affairs relat
ing to those around her w ith assurance 
and did not dream  that her authority 
m ight ever he questioned. T h is  was 
rather a pity, because she was so de
lightfu lly  fem inine to  look  at, and she 
had a bew itch ing  im pulsiveness and an 
enthusiasm  that was alm ost irresistible. 
She possessed her share o f  w iles and 
graces and did  not hesitate to  use them  
to  assist her ends.

It took  a b ig  w ar to  th row  in her. 
w ay an obstacle w hich  she cou ld  not 
overcom e. E ven  the pliant C hristo
pher had revolted  against becom ing a 
slacker and d ra ft dod ger at her behest. 
A ctually , M arion  d id  n ot realize ju st 
h ow  od iou s a creature she wanted her 
fiance to  becom e. B ein g  entirely con 
vinced that w ar was a crim e, that kill
in g  was unthinkable, and a governm ent 
which w ou ld  ord er its citizens to  learn

the trade o f  slaughter a nefarious tyr
anny w hich deserved overthrow , she 
sim ply d id  not see what sort o f  man 
was m ost apt to resort to subterfuge or 
evasion rather than be a soldier.

Y et, so inconsistent the m ost intel
ligent and: m asculine-m inded w om an is 
apt to be, M arion  adm ired Chris m ore 
w hen he risked her displeasure than 
she had ever b e fore  in her life . H e  had 
asserted h im se lf ; he was evidently 
brave and determ ined and doubly dear 
to  her.

B ein g  M arion , she shifted her point 
o f  v iew  slightly. E vidently he was g o 
in g  to  the w a r ; undoubtedly he would 
be slain— fo r  she believed that the best 
m en are always shot dow n  and the use
less ones survive— unless she found a 
w ay to  prevent it.

F o r  a w eek she discussed the m at
ter w ith H elena W a rren , w ho had no 
other hom e and was com pelled to hear 
her. I t  was a one-sidedi discussion. 
M iss W a rren  knitted sweaters placidly 
w hile M arion  raved.

A b o u t the second day a fter the de
parture o f  Chris G raham  fo r  the train
in g  cam p, M arion  was reading the eve
n ing paper, and reading the w ar news, 
som ething she hitherto had sedulously 
refra ined  fro m  doing.

T h ere  was a long  article by an al
leged expert. In  those days every 
new spaper which d id  not have one m ili
tary strategist had tw o or  three. This 
particular genius, in describing the hor
rors o f  the trenches, made the state
m ent that the life  o f  a second lieuten
ant was on ly  tw en ty -fou r hours.

A  shriek fro m  M arion  drew  H elena 
to  her side.

“ L o o k ! L o o k !”  she m oaned. “ R ead 
that line.”

H elena read it with w ide eyes. “ It 
m ust be an exaggeration ,”  she p ro 
tested.

“ W h a t i f  it is ?  W h a t i f  it happens 
to be th irty -six  or  forty -e igh t h ou rs? 
D o  y o u  realize that m y  Chris is goin g
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to be a lieutenant, and that w hen he 
gets to the fro n t he w on ’t live a  week, 
at the m o st? ”

‘ ‘ I am sure it is all a m istake,”  as
serted H elena stoutly. “ T here  w ou ldn ’t 
be any officers at all, i f  that w ere true.”

“ I w on ’t have i t ! ”  M arion  scream ed. 
“ I w on ’t perm it it ! D o  you  h ear? I 
w on ’t ! ”  T hen  she stam ped her fo o t  
like a naughty little girl. She rose and 
ran about the room , occasionally  stop
ping to  beat her fists against the wall. 
T hen  she aim ed a v icious k ick  at a 
chair and missed, it w ith her slipper, 
but hit it with her ankle. She began 
to howl with pain.

“ C ontrol you rse lf, m y  dear,”  said 
H elena, w ho had seen M arion  in a rage 
before . “ T here  isn ’ t anything you  
can d o .”

“ Is that s o ?  I ’ ll sh ow  you . I ’ ll 
show  this governm ent. I ’ll m ake Chris 
resign from  P lattsburg.”

“ But he cou ld n ’t d o  that. T h ey  
w ou ldn ’t let h im .”

“ H e will, i f  I tell him  t o !  H e  will 
do  anything fo r  m e! A n d  the g overn 
ment can ’t keep him  against his w ill.”

“ D o  you  want him  poin ted  out as a 
co w a rd ?”  .Helena sniffed . “ Chris is 
a fine boy  and a brave one, and you  are 
a silly girl. I ’m  surprised at you  fo r  
behaving so, on . accou nt o f  a foo lish , 
lying statement.”

“ H u m !”  snorted M arion , recoverin g  
m ost o f  her com posure. “ E vidently  
officers get killed because o f  their uni
form s. It was a m istake fo r  C hris to 
want to  be an officer. H e  should be a 
private soldier. It doesn ’t say anything 
about all the privates being killed in 
tw en ty -fou r h ours.”

“ It ’s too  late n ow ,”  said H elena. “ I 
advise you  to g o  to bed. It is nearly 
m idnight.”

M arion  took  her advice, but H elena 
heard her w eeping in her room  fo r  a 
long tim e. She said n o  m ore about 
m aking Chris resign from  P lattsburg, 
but her determ ination was none the less

p ow erfu l. A n d  as F ate fights fo r  de
term ined people, she fou n d  the way.

Jh R O M  abroad cam e a  c r y  fo r  w ork 
ers. O v e r  T h ere  m en w ere in the 

tren ch es ; they needed m en to  run 
m achinery, particularly to operate rail
roads. T hera  w ere w om en  con ductors 
on  the trains already, but on ly men 
cou ld  run the engines and m ost o f  the 
engine drivers w ere at the fron t. C ould 
A m erica  h elp?

T h e  w ar departm ent determ ined to 
organize several regim ents o f  railroad 
m en, an d  send them  over at once, since 
they needed little m ilitary training.

T h e  v ice  president o f  B enton ’s ch ie f 
railroad was appointed co lon el o f  one 
o f  these regim ents. H e  issued a call 
fo r  a thousand practical railroad men—  
engineers, firem en, brakem en, m echan
ics and trouble men. T h e  papers ca r
ried the call, and im m ediately the hus
kies began to  respond. T h e  night the 
appeal went out, M arion  cam e hom e 
with a glad light in her eye.

“ D id  you  see th is?”  she dem anded. 
“ Isn ’t it w o n d e r fu l?  T hese  m en will 
operate the railroads O v e r  T h e r e ; they 
will be fa r behind the firing lin e ; they 
w ill be sa fe , d o  you  h ear? S a fe ! 
Chris is a scientific-college m a n ; he 
understands a lot about e n g in eerin g ; he 
can qu a lify  w ithout any difficulty. T his 
is w hat I want him  to do, and this is 
what he is go in g  to d o ! ”

“ B ut you  can ’ t, m y  d e a r !”
“ C an ’t I ?  Y o u  watch m e.”
She seated herself at the telephone 

an d  called fo r  lon g  distance.
“ G ive m e headquarters o f  the Platts

bu rg  O fficers ’ T ra in in g  C am p,”  she de
m anded when she got the operator.

“ O h !”  breathed H elena  W arren . 
“ O h . how  can you  d a re?”

“ I dare anyth ing.”
M arion  sat at the phone fo r  h a lf an 

hour until the call cam e in, and then 
she dem anded that C hristopher G raham  
be sum m oned to  the line.
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“ S o rry ,”  said the cam p operator. 
“ Y o u  ca n ’t get any o f  the men in cam p, 
unless it is a matter o f  life  o r  death.”  

“ T h is is a m atter o f  life  or  death,”  
she asserted. A side  she declared : “ It 
certainly is. H is  life  or  d ea th !”

“ W a it and I ’ll g ive you  his com pany 
headquarters,”  said the cam p operator.

T here  was another argum ent with 
that operator, but eventually persever
ance w on, and G raham  cam e on  the 
line.

“ W h at is i t ? ”  he dem anded in w on 
der. “ T hat you , M a r io n ?  H a s  any
thing happened to  m y m oth er?”

“ N o . C hris, d o  you  love m e ? ”
“ O f  course, darling. D id  you  call me 

fo r  th a t?”
“ W ill  you  d o  som ething fo r  me that 

is the m ost im portant thing in the 
w orld  ?”

“ Y -y e s , i f  I can .”
“ I want you  to  jo in  the railroad 

regim ent w hich  is fo rm in g  here. E n 
list as a private. It w ill make m e very  
happy. I shall be reconciled  to  your 
go in g  to war, i f  you  w ill d o  it.”

“ B ut I am here, in P lattsbu rg ! I 
can ’ t get aw ay.”

“ Y o u  are not drafted . T h ey  will re
lease you  w hen you  tell them what you  
want to  do. T h ey  need technical men 

J o r  this railroad regim ent m ore than 
they do o fficers.”

“ T h a t’s true,”  he adm itted. “ But 
w hy do you  want me to jo in  that reg i
m en t?”

“ B ecause I love you . B ecause it is 
the thing I w ish  m ost in the w orld .”  

“ W e ll, I ’ ll talk to  the authorities 
here. I f  they are w illing to let m e go, 
i f  there is no ob jection , i f  they d on ’ t 
think I am shirking, I ’ll do it fo r  you , 
dear.”

“ W ire  m e to -m orrow  as soon  as you  
know . I  shall be here all day. I w on ’t 
g o  to  sch oo l.”

“ A ll right, M arion . It is g o o d  to  
hear you r v o ice .”

“ G ood  night, dear.”

She hung up, trium phant. H elena
was regarding her with a white, set 
face.

“ Y ou  are a w icked g ir l ! ”  she e x 
claim ed. “ Y ou  are in terferin g  in the 
affairs o f  P rovidence. S om e evil will 
com e o f  it.”

M arion  rose and began to dance 
around the room . Pier long  hair 
w orked  loose and fell in a golden 
show er over her shoulders as she 
tw irled.

“ Pie w on ’t be a  lieutenant! H e  
w on ’t be k illed ! H e ’ll be s a fe !”  she 
was chanting.

“ H e  m ight be killed in a railroad 
w reck, and survive in the trenches,”  as
serted H elena. “ Y o u  are w icked. N o 
w om an ought to in terfere  like this.”

M arion  ran to  her, grasped  her by 
the shoulders, and shook  her violently. 
“ D o n ’t you  dare talk like that! It ’ s 
you  w ho are w icked !”  she exclaim ed. 
“ I tell you  he will be sa fe .”

A N D  so Chris Graham  cam e hom e 
from  P lattsburg, a  bit ashamed, a 

bit defiant, but eager to em brace his 
fiancee. Chris a lso had read o f  the 
supposed functions o f  the engineer 
regim ent. In  his secret heart he was 
not sorry  to get into an outfit which 
w ould be behind the lines. Y et he did 
not understand the attitude o f  the com 
mandant o f  P lattsburg, w.ho had sent 
fo r  him  personally, granted him his 
request, shaken him by  the hand and con 
gratulated him  upon  his splendid spirit.

“ Y o u ’ll be in it, m y  boy , a year be
fo re  the rest o f  u s,”  he said. “ I wish 
there w ere m ore men like y o u .”

M arion  met Chris at the train, a 
shy M arion , a lov ing  girl w ho laid her 
head on  his shoulder. H e  still w ore 
his u n iform . She w ept a trifle, to the 
edification o f  all observers. It  was a 
time when beautiful g irls were em brac
ing and cry in g  over soldiers in public, 
and the sentimental public loved  it.

“ C hris,”  she said, when they were in
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a taxi, “ w e shall be m arried to -m or
ro w .”

“ W h a t !”  he exclaim ed in amazement.
“ I have thought it all out. It is the 

on ly  w ay.”
“ M arion ,”  he dem anded sternly, “ is 

this a schem e to m arry m e and fo rce  
m e to  cla im  exem p tion ? It  w o n ’t 
w ork. T h e y  w on ’t a llow  it. Y o u  
k n ow  h ow  I lov e  you , but I  cou ldn 't 
do that.”

“ N o ,”  she said in a still, small voice. 
“ Y o u  can enlist and go , but I shall be 
you r w ife .”

“ B ut as an officer I m ight m arry and 
have som ething to  support you . A  pri
vate on ly  gets thirty dollars a m onth .”

“ I shall keep on  with m y teaching. 
I  want to. I have engaged the m inis
ter and w e ’ ll have a quiet w edding in 
m y  apartm ent.”

“ Y o u  seem  to  have thought o f  ev
eryth ing,”  he m urm ured in adm iration, 
look ing  tenderly at the flow erlike face  
now  gazing so trustfu lly  at him.

[^ O V E  is blind, w ithout question. It 
had never entered his m ind that this 

sweet you n g  girl had a will o f  iron  and 
proposed  to govern  him  as a m other 
w ould  a child. A ll that he cou ld  think 
o f  was the sublim e a ffection  she had 
fo r  him, and h ow  happy he w ould be 
when she was his w ife .

M arion  chattered on about her plans 
fo r  the w edding. She had engaged the 
m inister, invited a few  friends, planned 
a few  days’ h oneym oon  and had left 
no looph ole  fo r  escape, i f  he had been 
reluctant.

Y et, b e fo re  they reached her apart
ment, Chris had made a decision. H e  
hesitated to  put it into w ords. P er
haps he w ould  not be able to  stand 
firm, fo r  w ith M arion  he w as always 
weak as water.

In a pause in her flow  o f  excited 
talk he delivered the blow .

“ I w on ’t m arry you  to -m orrow , 
M arion .”

H e r  expression  o f  happiness sud
denly hardened, and her little chin  
thrust itself forw ard . In to  her blue 
eyes cam e a  glitter.

“ A n d  w hy, p ra y ?”  she asked with 
sinister softness.

“ Because it is u n fa ir  to  you . I m ay 
lose an arm  or a leg, o r  m y  sight. I 
m ay be a hopeless cripple, and I w on ’t 
condem n you  to  existence w ith me un
der such con d itions.”

“ Y o u  are absu rd ! I t ’s arranged fo r  
you  to jo in  the engineers. Y o u  will 
never be under fire.”

“ W e  can ’t be sure about it. I am 
not go in g  to m arry you  to -m o r r o w !”

T h e ring  o f  determ ination in his 
voice  m ade her change her tactics. H e r  
lip q u iv e re d ; ready tears filled her eyes. 
“ Y o u  d -d on ’ t love m e !”  she said in a 
h a lf-chok ed  voice.

F o r  answ er he em braced her, but she 
avoided  his lips.

“ I t ’s all arranged,”  she declared. 
“ T h e invitations are ou t.”

“ T h is  time you  m ust change you r 
arrangem ents, dear. It w ou ld  be a rot
ten thing fo r  me to do. I love you  fo r  
w anting to  m arry m e ; I ’d be w ild ly  
happy to d o  s o ;  but it ju st isn ’t pos
sible.”

“ Y o u  have g ot t o ! ”  she told him.
“ N o , no, n o ! ”
“ T h en  g o  hom e to  you r  fam ily. 

D rop  me at the apartm ent. I d o n ’t 
want to  see you  any m ore .”

“ M arion , you  d o n ’t m ean i t ! ”
“ W ill you  com ply  with m y arrange

ments ?”
“ I can ’t ! ”  he protested, alm ost w eep

in g  h im self.
T h e cab drew  up at the apartm ent. 

M arion  sprang out, slam m ed the d oor 
b e fo re  he cou ld  fo llo w , then gave the 
driver G raham ’s address. In  a con d i
tion borderin g  on  fren zy , he returned 
to his ow n  house and was fallen uppn 
by his father, m other and sister. In  
five m inutes the telephone rang. M a r
ion  was on  the wire.
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“ W ill  you  com e over  a fter  su pper?”  
she asked m eekly.

“ W ill you  fo rg iv e  m e, and  call o f f  
the w ed d in g ?”  he inquired.

H e  heard a little sniffle, then she 
s a id :

“ I ca n ’t fo rce  you  to  m arry m e, but 
I  d on ’ t k n ow  i f  I can really fo rg iv e  
y o u .”

“ I ’ll be ov e r .”  H e  hung up, but he 
was not trium phant over his v ictory . 
C hris understood  M arion  so slightly he 
did  n ot realize what a v ictory  he had 
w on .

M a rion  was very  sweet to him that 
evening, and spent part o f  it explain 
in g  over  the telephone, to  her little 
g rou p  o f  frien ds, w hy the cerem ony 
had been canceled. She gave the in
form ation  in a m anner w hich  did cred it 
to  her tact and ingenuity. T h en , in  a 
burst o f  con fidence, she show ed Chris 
the paragraph w hich  had so alarm ed 
her that she had dragged him  fro m  the 
o fficers ’ training cam p. W h e n  he 
burst into loud and im polite laughter, 
she was furious.

“ M y  dear ch ild ,”  he told  her. “ you  
d o n ’ t suppose we w ould enter the 
trenches with sw ords and epaulets and 
cock ed  hats? O u r officers w ill be 
dressed exactly  like the m en, save that 
they w ill not carry  rifles. T h ey  will 
have n o  distinguishing m arks o f  rank, 
and they w ill g o  ov er  the top  behind 
their com panies, not in fron t o f  them, 
as was done during the first year o f  
the war. It is true that the enem y 
p icked  o f f  officers at a terrible rate un
til they learned not to swank, but at 
present an officer has as g o o d  a chance 
as a private— perhaps, in m any cases, 
better.”

“ M aybe. I d on ’t p ropose  to  have 
y o u  in the trenches at all,”  she as
serted.

“ I f  I can. h on ora b ly  keep out o f  
them , I  w on ’t com plain . R eally , I think 
I am m ore a fra id  o f  the dirt than the 
bullets. It gives m e the creeps to  think

o f  w allow ing in  the m ud and getting 
cooties .”

“ T hen  you  are glad I am m aking 
you  jo in  the en gin eers?”

“ I ’m rather sorry  not to have a co m 
m ission, but perhaps it's fo r  the b e s t !"

C H A P T E R  III .
A FINE BODY OF MEN.

f l O O D  h eavens!”  exclaim ed a farm - 
er’s w ife  in E ppington , when she 

saw what was com ing dow n  the road 
fro m  the railroad station, bound fo r  
the race track beyond. She slammed 
her door, hastened to  pull dow n  all the 
curtains and. being alone in the house, 
probably  went to hide in the cellar, fo r  
the engineers were com ing.

S traggling  dow n  the road was a m ob 
o f  men, as raw  and rough  a throng as 
ever responded  to the call o f  patriot
ism  and the battle c ry  o f  freedom . In 
all the war stories you  read how  the 
clerk  and the rich m an ’s son. the g ro 
cer and' the carpenter, the law yer and 
the p ro fessor , the fisherman and the li
brarian, were lined up together in a 
heterogeneous mass, w earing the co s 
tumes o f  their classes and an expres
sion  o f  high determ ination to do or  die 
fo r  dear old dem ocracy.

It happened that the engineers were 
selected. T h e y  seemed to be all one 
kind, and it was not the kind which in
spires confidence in lone w om en in the 
country.

T hese men were boilerm akers, iron 
w orkers, m achinists, blacksm iths, fire
men, track walkers, freight brakcm cn, 
oilers, w ipers, donkey-engine operators, 
lum pers around railroad yards, stok
ers, riveters, team sters, truck ch a u f
feurs, and there was a certain percent
age o f  persons w ho had experience in 
som e o f  these p rofessions but fo r  a 
period  o f  years had been what are usu
ally classified as “ bum s.”

T h e  call w hich had brought them to 
the co lors  was not the ringing trum pet
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that makes soldiers. T hey w ere asked 
to drop  their well-paid em ploym ents and 
accept thirty dollars a m onth to do the 
same kind o f  w ork  they had always 
done, fo r  the sake o f  a lot o f  “ fro g s .”  
It w asn’t so m uch the spirit o f  patriot
ism which appealed to  m any o f  them 
as the spirit o f  adventure, and the great 
m ajority  o f  railroad w orkers had not 
been able to respond to it. O f  course, 
there were patriots aplenty in this m ul
titude, but there were m any w ho d idn ’t 
know  why they were there— perhaps 
cou ld  charge it up to em otion  induced 
by too  many drinks.

A nyw ay, they slouched along the 
country road in their w ork ing  clothes—  
big men, strong m en, tough men, dirty 
men, rough men, savage men, battered 
men, pugnacious men and p rofan e men. 
T heir hands were large and h a rd ; their 
feet were en orm ou s ; they chew ed to 
bacco, and m ostly they grum bled and 
grow led .

A M D  in this unruly m ob was C hris
topher Graham , the victim  o f  a 

species o f  stage fright, a prey to  em o
tions in w hich disgust predom inated. 
I f  you  have im agined a p icture o f  
Graham  from  what has already been 
told  about him, you  d o n ’t know  the 
half o f  it. H e  was a Christian you n g  
m a n ; he had taught Sunday s c h o o l; the 
sound o f  an oath revolted h im ; he de
tested dirt as he hated the d e v il ; he 
had never had a fight in his l i f e ;  he 
suffered from  an in fer ior ity  co m p le x ; 
and he was scared to  death o f  his new 
buddies.

In Plattsburg it had not been so bad. 
T hou gh  he had not cottoned  to a great 
many o f  the aspirants to be officers, 
they were nearly all m en o f  som e edu
cation, with a penchant fo r  cleanliness 
and from  the same sort o f  occupations 
as those to  w hich he was accustom ed.

But he walked in this throng in a 
condition  o f  funk. H e  dreaded to 
bum p against a neighbor lest a b ig fist

knock  him  unconscious. H e  did not 
think there was a single m an in the 
crow d  w ho cou ld  not m urder him  as 
easily as one m ight choke a m ilk -fed  
chicken.

T o  tell the truth, he was not m uch 
m ore alarm ed than the com m issioned 
officers o f  the regim ent. T hese w ere 
m ostly from  the clerical end o f  the rail
road  business— train dispatchers, as
sistants to high officials, a vice presi
dent or tw o. the forem en  o f  various 
departm ents— m en w ho cou ld  manage 
the rank and file o f  a railroad through 
the highly specialized organizations, 
but w ho had not com e into contact with 
such m en in bulk.

A n d  the tw o or  three regular-arm y 
lieutenants the governm ent had as
signed to  w h ipping this outfit in to line 
regarded the various contingents as 
they arrived  with dism ay. T h e ir  sol
ace was that there was no need o f  
m aking these m en into trained and dis
cip lined soldiers, but on ly cause to teach 
them enough o f  such few  fundam entals 
as w ou ld  enable the regim ent to  m arch 
and know  som ething o f  m ilitary m at
ters.

Several hundred tents had been 
p itched in the paddock  o f  the race 
track. T h e space under the grand 
stand had been turned into arm y k itch 
ens. T h e small clubhouse was reserved 
fo r  the com m anding  officers. A  sup
p ly  o f  arm y u n iform s was on hand. 
Q uarterm asters w ere already at w ork  
fitting out the first arrivals in clothes 
that cam e som ew here near their re
quirem ents. A t  the close  o f  the day 
the engineer regim ent was in existence, 
at least it was in u n iform .

F ortunately, the new soldiers were 
taking the a ffa ir as a lark. T h ey  
sported their brow n  u n iform s proudly . 
T h ey  pulled and  hauled and frequently  
fou gh t over a shirt o r  a pair o f  pants 
o r  boots and settled m any m oot Ques
tions by  the dice.

Chris G raham  reported to the cap 
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tain o f  his com pan y, w h o authorized 
him to  secure sergeant’s chevrons and 
in form ed  him that he had been ap
pointed second sergeant o f  the co m 
pany, on  the strength o f  his ten days 
at P lattsburg.

O n e  o f  the regular-arm y lieutenants 
strolled ov er  to  Captain Spayde, o f  
G raham ’s com pany, w hile the new  ser
geant was still within hearing. W ith  
his W e s t  P oin t carriage, his p erfectly  
fitting u n ifo rm  and his soldierly  bear
ing. the regu lar-arm y man was a strik
in g  contrast to the civilian  captain, 
w hose shoulders w ere stooped, w ho 
w ore  spectacles and w hose m anner was 
vague and uncertain.

“ B iggest mistake the governm ent 
ever m ade, sending these fe llow s to run 
railroads,’ ’ sa id  the regu lar-arm y man, 
“ G ive m e s ix  m onths to  m ake soldiers 
out o f  them  and I cou ld  take them over 
and w in this w ar m yself. It is, w ith
out exception , the toughest, hardest, 
nerviest, m ost devil-m ay-care aggrega 
tion  that I ever saw assem bled in one 
place, and they w ou ld  g o  through the 
enem y like a hot k n ife  through cheese. 
W h y , bullets w ould  bounce o f f  o f  them, 
and shrapnel w ou ldn ’t even tickle 
th e m !”

“ M en  are needed to  run the rail
roads,”  said the captain, “ and that’s 
w hat m y men are g o in g  to  d o .”

“ R a ts ! T h ese  fe llow s are fighters, 
and all hell cou ld n ’ t frighten  them. 
A n d  I ’ll bet y o u  a dollar to  a dough
nut that they are heard fro m  O ver 
T h e re .”

Chris G raham  didn ’ t hear any m ore 
because he was on  his w ay to  secure 
his chevrons. P rivately  he w ou ld  have 
preferredi not to  have it. H e  was 
a fra id  his tongue w ou ld  stick to the 
r o o f  o f  his m outh  w hen he tried to 
g ive orders. H e  felt like a green  ani
mal trainer w h o is asked to enter a cage 
andj beat up a dozen  fu r io u s  lions. 
Suppose they re fu sed  to  d o  what he 
told  them — what then?

M A R I O N  had escorted her fiance to
1 the railroad station in B enton, but 

they had agreed that the parting should 
be b r ie f. She m ight visit cam p on  
Sundays. T h e  you n g  w om an, how ever, 
less than tw o hours a fter he had de
parted, exercisin g  the reasoning pow er 
o f  w hich  she was proud , decided that 
there was no reason w h y she should 
not g o  at once to E ppington  to find a 
place to board. E ven  in such a small 
tow n there m ust be houses w here a 
so ld ier ’s fiancee w ou ld  be taken in as a 
paying guest. A s  she usually acted as 
soon  as she had a thought, o ften  in 
advance o f  it, late that a ftern oon  she 
piled into a train with tw o suit cases 
and descended upon E ppington  in the 
tw ilight.

She was determ ined to board  as near 
the race track as possible. Chance di
rected her to  the farm house whose 
m istress had fled to the cellar when 
she caught her first sight o f  the ga l
lant engineer-rookies. M rs. M artin, 
being patriotic and believing that she 
m ight be sa fer fro m  patriots with an
other w om an in the house, showed 
M arion  the best room , even offered  to 
take her in w ithout paym ent, since she 
was the affianced bride o f  a soldier.

M arion  was bubbling w ith glee to 
think that she had accom plished her 
purpose. A fte r  a delicious supper, she 
started fo r  cam p to find Chris.

In  the gathering dark she walked 
brisk ly  dow n  the road, passing, here 
and there, a soldier or  tw o and ob 
serving that there were several girls 
w ho had already m ade friends with re
cruits. In  time she cam e to  a place 
w here tw o soldiers sat id ly on  a stone 
wall.

/~ ) N E  o f  these soldiers was a brake- 
^  man named L uke M anning, w ho 
boasted that he had throw n m ore bums 
o f f  m ov in g  freight trains than any tw o 
brakem en on  the N ew  Y ork , N ew  
H aven  & H a rtford . H e  was about six
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feet tall, a burly, bushy-haired, snub
nosed, bull-headed you n g  man, w ith a 
body  like a barrel and the gentle dis
position  o f  a w ild boar.

H e  had struck up a friendship  that 
a fternoon  with his com panion  o f  the 
evening, because he stood n ext to  him 
in line and because they w ere the same 
kind o f  folks. Jack C un n iff was a pud- 
dler in a steel mill, w ho cou ld  w ork  
tw elve hours a  day pou rin g  m olten 
iron into a fiery  furnace and drink 
steadily fo r  six  hours a fter that, pou r
ing fiery liquid into his ow n  furnace. 
T h ey  had been sitting on  this stone wall 
fo r  half an hour, and nothing in the 
least interesting had occurred  up to 
this time. N o w  Jack jabbed L uke with 
his elbow.

“ H ey, b o ! ”  he said. “ D o  you  see 
w ot I see?”

L uke took  a look. “ D o  m y eyes de
ceive m e ? ”  he said, with a w ide smile 
which show ed a lot o f  crook ed  fangs 
and m uch gum  above and b elow  them. 
“ Can it be a g irl that a in ’ t got no 
friend ?”

“ A n d  she's out look in g  fo r  a  so l
d ier.”

“ Y a h .”
“ W ell, ain’ t w e so ld iers?”
“ Y ah. Sure w e are. W e  g o t  uni

form s.”
“ H o w  about us being her gen ’m en 

friends.”
“ M aybe she’s got a  fr ien d .”
“ Y ah. A nyw ay , on e ’s better than 

nothing.”
T hus it happened that M arion , as 

she passed under an arc lam p in the 
road, was suddenly co n fro n te d  by  tw o 
o f  the roughest-look ing specim ens w ho 
ever w ore the u n iform  o f  U n cle  Sam.

She looked up brightly. T h e y  were 
soldiers and com rades o f  her sw eet
heart.

“ G ood  evening, gentlem en,”  she said. 
“ A m  I on  the right road to the ca m p ?”

“ O h , sure,”  said L uke, bobb in g  his 
head politely. “ W h at you  want to  go

to  the cam p f o r ?  L ook in g  fo r  a sol
d ie r? ”

“ Y es , I am .”
“ Y o u  d on ’ t have to  g o  no farther, 

k id ,”  declared Jack. “ W e ’re a cou p le  
o f  h onest-to-G aw d soldiers. G ot our 
u n iform s this a ftern oon .”

“ I happen to  be look in g  fo r  a par
ticular soldier— Sergeant G raham ,”  she 
said w ith a rather glassy smile.

“ D o n ’t k n ow  him , but what say take 
a walk with u s?  W e ’re g ood  guys and 
w e ’ll treat you  right, hey, J a ck ?”

“ Sure. W e  kn ow  h ow  to treat a 
lady.”

“ W ill you  m en k indly  let me p a ss?”  
dem anded M arion .

“ W o t ’s yer h u rry ?”  protested Luke. 
“ W e  ain ’t g ot a th ing to  do, and m aybe 
this gu y  y o u ’re look in g  f o r ’s g ot an
other dam e on  his hands. F act, I think 
that’s the sergeant we saw  w alking 
along w ith the fat blonde. H ey , 
J a ck ?”

“ Sure, that m ust ’a ’ been h im .”
“ I f  you d on ’t step aside out o f  the 

road, I ’ll scream .”  said M arion , now  
thoroughly  alarmedi.

L u k e laughed, as though he heard 
som ething en joyab le . “ D id  ye hear 
that. J a ck ?  S h e ’s go in g  to scream .”

“  ’Sail right w ith me. G o  ahead, 
kid. W o t  d o  I ca re ? ”

“ G ive  her som ething to  scream  
about,”  p roposed  L uke. “ W e  ain ’t 
done noth ing ’cept be polite. H o w  
about a kiss, h e y ? ”  H e  leaned his 
head tow ard  M arion  with what he 
hoped was a fascinating smile.

M arion  had enough. She uttered a 
p iercing  shriek, fo llo w e d  b y  a second 
and a third. A n d  it happened that 
around a bend  in the road was S er
geant C hristopher G raham , w ho had 
started fo r  a stroll to  m editate upon 
his hard fate. T h at M arion  was in the 
v icin ity  was farthest fro m  his thoughts, 
but there was som ething about the cry  
w hich  jo lted  him  into activity. H e 
broke in to a run and: cam e into v iew



TIN HATS 103

o f  the trio  under the arc light, ju st as 
L uke was reaching out a  huge paw  to  
lay it upon  M a rion ’s arm , w ith no fell 
intent, ju st a pleasant caress. A n d  the 
sergeant recogn ized  his sweetheart.

H P H E N  and there Sergeant C hris
topher Graham , the pensive, the 

considerate, the m eek and the tim id, 
w ent w ild. W ith  a roar he flew  over 
the grou nd  and hurled h im self upon the 
unexpectant L uke M an nin g  as a tiger 
leaps upon an elephant.

“ Y o u  beast, get aw ay fro m  h e r !”  
G raham  bellow ed, as he slam m ed a 
hard right into the chilled-steel chest 
o f  the brakem an.

L uk e regarded him with the surprise 
that a  tom cat w ou ld  feel fo r  a  m ouse 
that becam e belligerent. “ W h a t ’s ch ew 
in g  you , kid ?”  he grow led . “ T h is  a in ’ t 
none o f  you r business.”

“ Y o u  get aw ay fr o m  m y fiancee! 
I ’m g o in g  to  kill y o u ,”  . sputtered 
Graham , delivering a second ineffective 
blow .

L uke raised one o f  his eyebrow s and 
cock ed  his head tow ard Jack C unniff 
as he considered  this. M eanw hile he 
caught C hris by  the throat and held 
him at arm ’ s length.

“ H is  financier,”  he rem arked in his 
bull bass.

“ H is  girl. T h a t ’ s d ifferen t,”  said 
Jack C unniff.

“ L et g o  o ’ m e ! P ut up you r hands, 
you  b ig  s t i f f !”  shouted Chris G raham .

“ Y o u  d o n ’t want to  fight m e, k id ,”  
protested L uke. “ Y o u ’re g o in g  out o f  
yer class.”

“ Chris, 'I forb id  you  to  fight this 
b ru te !”  exclaim ed M arion .

“ Y o u  be still,”  he snarled at her. 
“ W h a t are you  do in g  h ere?”

“ T ak e yer  spectacles o ff. I t ’s a g ’inst 
the law  to  hit a m an w ith g ogg les ,”  
said Luke.

“ W a it  a m inute, L u k e ,”  cu t in Jack. 
“ T h is  gu y  is a sergeant.”

“ W h a t the hell is a sergeant? H e

passes me a cou p le  o f  wallops and 
wants m ore. I d on ’ t care  if  lie ’ s a 
general. I got to hit him on ce .”

Chris, w hose rage was unabated, took 
o f f  his glasses and squared o ff. “ C om e 
o n ,”  he requested. “ C om e on. I'll 
show  you— insulting a you n g  g irl.”  

L u k e regarded him rather kindly, 
now  that he saw that the sergeant was 
fifty  pounds lighter and three inches 
shorter than him self.

“ L ittle boy , where wuz you  brought 
u p ? ”  he dem anded. “ D on 't you  know  
that gents don ’ t fight in the presence o f  
lad ies? A s  a matter o f  fact, me and 
m y friend  d idn ’ t mean no harm . W e  
seen a g o o d  look er  and tried to  get 
acquainted, and w e d idn 't lay a finger 
on  her. She ju st g ot scared. D id  I 
touch you , la d y ?  W a sn ’t I perlite?”  

M arion  bit her lip to keep from  
laughing. “ I d on ’t like you r manners, 
but perhaps they w ere the best you 
have,”  she said. “ Chris, please d on ’t 
fight. I d on ’t think these boys meant 
any real harm .”

“ H e ’s a regular bantam ,”  adm ired 
Jack. “ L ook  at h im ! T h a t ain 't the 
w ay to hold yer fists, feller. Put yer 
thum bs outside or, y o u ’ll break ’em .”  

“ Please, C h r is !”  pleaded M arion . 
“ A ll right,”  said Chris, com in g  to his 

senses. “ A ttention , you  'two. I ’m your 
superior officer. H eels together, toes 
apart, head back, eyes fron t. R ight 
fa c e ! N ow  m arch to the cam p and go  
to  you r quarters. Y o u  w on ’t scare any 
m ore g irls to-n ight.”

T h e  rookies wavered, then obeyed 
his com m and. A fte r  all, he was a ser
geant, and som ething vague and terri
ble m ight happen if  they refused  to 
obey  m ilitary com m ands.

T h ey  began to walk cam pw ard, but 
as they passed, L uke turned, w ith an
other o f  his horrible grins, and one big 
hand slapped the sergeant on  the back.

“ Y o u ’re all right, sarge,”  he declared. 
“ A n d  that jane o f  you rs is a straw 
berry  sundte.”
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A lon e  in the path, the you n g  co u 
ple ’s hands met. T h e  man w ho gazed 
at the earnest fem inist, how ever, was 
not the man w ho had been sauntering 
dow n the road  a fe w  m inutes be fore . 
In  his soul had  entered a strange peace. 
H is heart w as a  stout h eart; his tim 
idity had vanished. It was Sergeant 
Graham  o f  the U nited States arm y w ho 
then k issed a  half-hysterical you ng 
bride-to-be.

H e  had given  his first com m ands 
and they had been obeyed. E ven these 
hulking half savages knew  better than 
to  d e fy  the ch evron  on  his arm . H e  
was fu lly  aware that he w ould  have 
been beaten half to  death b y  the burly 
brakem an, i f  the dim  shadow  o f  author
ity had not halted L u k e M anning.

W h en  Chris had' given  the m ilitary 
com m ands, he had little hope they 
w ould  be obeyed. T hese men w ere 
one-day soldiers, ignorant o f  discipline, 
by  nature rebellious, accustom ed to 
strike first and think a fterw ard— per
haps. Y e t  they had straightened up in
stinctively. T h ey  had com e to a 
slouchy attention, and they had m arched 
forw ard  tow ard  cam p w ith  som e appre
ciation o f  their situation. P erhaps they 
m ight even g o  to  their quarters, though 
that was too  m uch to  expect.

But the im portant thing fo r  Chris 
G raham  was that the apparent peril o f  
the w om an he adored had given  him 
pow er to com m and. A n d  he now  knew 
that he cou ld  com m and the unruly sol
diers w ith w h om  h e had placed him 
self. I f  he was under a hundred and 
fifty  pounds in  weight, with a clerical 
stoop  and nearsighted eyes, i f  he did 
not know  h ow  to  use his fists and i f  
he still feared he w ould cut and run at 
the first whine o f  a bullet, he was a 
sergeant, and behind him  was the whole 
arm y and the governm ent o f  the U nited 
States and the president and all organ 
ized authority, and it w ould  enable him 
to knock  the spots out o f  m utinous 
m orons w ho had put on  the u niform .

S o  Sergeant G raham  kissed M arion . 
T hen  he ch ided her gently fo r  her b o ld 
ness in approaching  cam p a fter  dark, 
andi he blessed her fo r  the a ffection  
which had brou ght her to  E pp ington  
andi sa it  her in search o f  him . Pie 
w alked hom e w ith her and sat on  the 
stoop  until he heard in the distance the 
first notes o f  a trum pet b low in g  “ T a t
to o .”  T h en  he ran all the w ay back to 
cam p.

T h e  next m orn in g  early, w hen F  
C om pany was assem bled, the captain 
turned the com pan y over to the second 
sergeant fo r  instruction . T h e  asses
sor ’s clerk  began to  kn ock  that h ope
less outfit into shape with a speed and 
precision  that aw akened the adm iration 
o f  the com m issioned  officers and the 
other sergeants, none o f  w hom  had 
ever done a dlay’s drill.

C H A P T E R  IV .
" hay foot, straw foot.”

I N  the m eantim e, things were happen- 
1 in g  in regim ent headquarters. T h e 
co lon el and his sta ff had taken count 
o f  stock  with the regu lar-arm y inspec
tors and, w ith unusual self-abnegation , 
the com m anding  officer p roposed  that 
he be dropped  to lieutenant colon el and 
a regu lar-arm y co lon el be g iven  co m 
m and o f  an outfit that needed iron  dis
cipline. H is  suggestion  was accepted, 
and a W e st P oin t captain, prom oted  to 
wear the eagles, was sent hastily to take 
over the jo b .

Chris G raham  look ed  over his non- 
com s and fou n d  them  to  be bright rail
road boys, one o f  them  the nephew  o f  
the president o f  a b ig  road, enthusias
tic, anxious and entirely u nuniform ed. 
A lth ou gh  Chris had been lessi than a 
fortn ight under the intensive training 
at P lattsburg. he fou n d  h im self a res
erv o ir  o f  m ilitary kn ow ledge fo r  the 
w hole outfit.

A s  drillm aster o f  the com pan y, he 
told the officers and men w here to  stand
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and what to  do, and they obeyed  his 
orders m eekly. E ven  the enlisted m en 
wanted t o 'k n o w  som ething about the 
business o f  sold iering, and he fou n d  
h im self bark ing out orders and watch
in g  them  being fo llow ed  in sad but 
earnest fash ion . H e  was fortunate in 
ow n in g  a penetrating baritone v o ic e ; 
until this tim e he had never heard him 
se lf shout. A fte r  three solid  hours o f  
hard w ork , he had taught the com pany 
h ow  to  stand and h ow  to accom plish  
sim ple m arching m ovem ents.

^ ^ H E N  w ork  with the com pan y was 
halted fo r  a fe w  hours, G raham  

held school fo r  officers, the captain and 
lieutenants p orin g  over their drill regu 
lations, asking strange questions and 
endeavoring to m em orize the w ords o f  
com m and.

“ G osh  darn i t ! ”  burst out Captain 
Spayde, a fter  an hour with the I. D . R . 
“ I cam e into this m an ’s arm y to run 
railroad trains, not to  be a tin soldier. 
I d on ’t see w h y w e have to  get this 
stu ff up, just like the in fan try  o r  the 
cavalry. W h y  can ’ t I say, ‘ C om e on, 
fe l le r s ! ’ and let it g o  at th at?”

“ W e ’ve got to  train these m en to  
ob ey  orders, and w e have to  get them  
fro m  place to  p lace in  m ilitary fo rm a 
tions, because those are the quickest 
and m ost efficient w ays to m ove a large 
b o d y  o f .  m en ,”  explained Sergeant 
Graham .

“ O h , sure, I  suppose s o ! ”  retorted 
the queer captain. “ B ut it sounds like 
a lot o f  nonsense to  m e.”

Chris was sitting on the steps o f  the 
grand stand, m unching a  corn ed -b ee f 
sandw ich and drinking fro m  a tin cup 
o f  very  hot and d read fu l co ffe e , when 
tw o shadow s on  the ground in fron t 
o f  him  m ade him  glance up. T h ere  
stood  the villains o f  the n ight b e fore , 
L u k e M an nin g  and Jack C unniff, tw o 
sheepish-looking m onsters, w ith  placat
ing grins on  their rough-hew n faces.

“ Say, sarge,”  began  L uk e alm ost

shyly, “ me and Jack, w e was watching 
you  to-day , and we want to tell you  
yer all right, see? D arned  i f  y o u  ain ’ t 
th ere ! T h e  captain is a fathead and 
those lieutenants are all wet, but y o u ’re 
reg ’lar. A in ’t that so , b o y s ? ”

“ W h y ,”  said C hris, flushing with 
pleasure, “ thank you , boys .”

“ S u r e !”  continued L u k e, paw ing  the 
ground w ith one b ig  fo o t  in the m an
ner o f  an arm y m ule. “ A n d  we 
thought w e ought ter tell you  that w e ’re 
darn sorry  ’bout last night, getting 
fresh  with y o u r  girl. W e  d idn ’t mean 
no harm . She was aw fu l pretty, and 
we was lonesom e and we thought 
m aybe she wanted to  m eet som e sol
diers. S ee  ?”

Chris g o t  up and put out his hand. 
“ F org et it. fe llow s. She told  m e you  
hadn ’t done anything very  raw. But 
you  m ust adm it you  d on ’t look  like a 
cou p le  o f  Romeos.”

“ I t ’ s this w ay, cu l,”  declared Jack. 
“ W e  want to learn h ow  to  be soldiers, 
see?  W e  on ly  jo in ed  this gang be
cause w e heard it was go in g  right over. 
W h e n  we get there, w e ’re go in g  to  de
sert and jo in  up with the fro g s  or 
som ebody that is in the fighting. W e  
ain ’t g o in g  to  run n o  railroads. T o  
hell with th a t!”

Chris regarded  them  with new  inter
est. T hese tw o  b ig  roughnecks were 
patriotic. T h e y  wanted to do som e
thing that he had not wanted to  do, 
get into the fray , and they w ere in the 
outfit sim ply because it w ould land 
them overseas sooner than any other. 
A n d  they had a lot o f  decency dow n 
under their thick hides.

“ Y o u  m ustn ’t tell m e you r plans,”  
he said, w ith a smile. “ I t ’ s m y  duty to 
report you , and see that you  get no 
chance to desert. B ut you  have the 
right spirit and I ’m glad to  kn ow  you. 
W h e n  m y fiancee com es to  cam p, I ’ll 
b rin g  you  up and introduce you  prop 
erly.”

“ A w .”  protested L uke, “ she don ’t
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want to  see us any m o r e ! B ut w e ’re 
fo r  you , kid, because you  kn ow  som e
thing, and so ’s all the guys in the com 
pany. A n d  i f  anybody picks on  you, 
just tip us o ff , see? W e ’ll fix  h im ! 
Guess you  cou ld  manage an ybody yer 
size all right, but there’re  a lot o f  
huskies in this outfit.”

T h e y  slouched o ff, leaving the you ng  
sergeant beam ing with pleasure. T h e  
men o f  w hom  he had been a fra id  were 
his friends. A n d  the com pany w asn ’t 
g o in g  to  be  m u tin ou s; they wanted to 
learn, darn it ! T h ey  were all good  
A m ericans and fine fe llow s and he 
w ould have to  hum p h im self to be as 
g o o d  as they were.

As, he m ingled with the regim ent, he 
fou n d  a num ber o f  you n g  m en in 

the ranks w h o seemed as out o f  place as 
he had supposed h im self to  be. T here  
w ere h a lf a dozen college undergradu
ates w ho had lied them selves in to  the 
regim ent. T here was one you n g  South 
A m erican  w ho had been educated at O x 
fo rd  and w ho d idn ’ t k n ow  there was 
anything but first class in E uropean  
trains.

Perhaps the queerest m em ber o f  the 
regim ent was a physician w h o had been 
a society doctor in B enton, w ho had 
earned a b ig  incom e by  cu rin g  im agi
nary ailments o f  rich  w om en and w h o  
had been appointed a m edical captain. 
W h ile  the regim ent rem ained at E p - 
pington, these patients continued to  call 
on  him, com ing dow n  to the track in 
their lim ousines and m aking pained 
grim aces as they encountered the vari
ou s w rought-iron  countenances o f  the 
enlisted men.

Chris gradually acquired a little 
group  o f  friends from  different co m 
panies. W h ile  he en joyed  his g ood  
standing with the roughneck  elem ent, 
he cou ld  not yet fraternize w ith them 
or  get any fu n  out o f  what he con sid 
ered their rather terrible sports.

T h e  thing which irked him m ost was

their indifference to dirt. In  civ il life , 
m any o f  the m en had considered  a bath 
as som ething to be postponed  as lon g  
as possible, and a pair o f  socks was 
not d irty  so lon g  as it d idn ’ t have too  
m any holes in it.

T h e  new  co lon e l qu ick ly established a 
system  o f  show er baths and en forced  
w ashing, but he cou ld n ’t keep m any 
m en fro m  sleeping w ith their clothes 
and boots on.

A s  drillm aster o f  the com pany, C hris 
had no difficulty in securing special 
privileges fr o m  his cap ta in ; thus he 
was able to spend nearly every  eve
ning in the com pan y  o f  M arion  on  the 
porch  o f  the farm house. A t  the end 
o f  a fortn ight, he g ot perm ission  to 
accom pany her to  B enton  fo r  tw enty- 
fo u r  hours. T h e y  heard a sym phony 
con cert in the a ftern oon , went to  the 
theater in the even ing and sat up talk
in g  until a fter  tw o  in the m orn in g  in 
the pretty liv in g  ro o m  o f  her apart
ment.

M arion  had been affected  b y  the 
regim ent as it had affected  m any o f  
the officers w hen they first look ed  it 
o v e r ; she d idn ’t think its m em bers fit 
associates fo r  her future husband, and 
she was fu ll o f  the su bject o f  trans
fe r r in g ; b y  this tim e, h ow ever, Chris 
fe lt that he had transferred  enough.

“ I  jo in ed  this outfit because you  
pleaded w ith me to d o  it ,”  he told  her. 
“ I can ’t sh ift n ow , and i f  I  cou ld , I 
w ou ldn ’ t. I d on ’t con sider m y  con du ct 
so  fa r  as h igh ly  creditable, and i f  I ’ve 
m ade a  m istake, I ’ll m ake the best 
o f  it.”

“ B ut y o u ’re g o in g  to  be sent to  
F rance s o o n ! I f  you  had stayed in 
P lattsburg, you  w ou ld  have been there 
tw o  m onths and then g o  to  a training 
cam p and stay there s ix  m onths— and 
— and the w ar m ay be  ov er  b y  that 
t im e !”  she wailed.

“ I t ’ s too  late now , darling. Y o u  put 
you r  oar in , and this is the result. 
M u ch  as I hate to leave you , I want
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to g o  to F rance now . A fte r  all, it ’ s 
the first adventure o f  m y  li fe .”

“ Y o u  d o n ’t love m e !”  she protested.
“ Y o u  becam e engaged to  a sold ier,”  

he returned, sm iling. “ N o w  y o u ’ve got 
to  m ake the best o f  it.”

“ W h e n  d o  you  think y o u ’ll have to 
g o ? ”  she asked, w ip in g  her eyes.

“ Search  m e.”
A s  she escorted him to the train— it 

h aving been decided that she w as not 
to g o  back to E pp ington  to  live— a 
gaw ky youth w ho was selling souvenirs 
approached them.

“ Y o u  in the en g in eers?”  he de
m anded.

“ Y e s ,”  replied Chris.
“ W o t  you  doin g  up here? Y o u  guys 

pull out to -n ight.”
“ H o w  d o  you  k n o w ? "
“ I k n ow .”
“ Just one o f  those u n foun ded  ru

m ors,”  Chris assured M arion , w hose 
blue eyes had w idened with alarm  at 
the thought o f  em barkation.

B ut it turned out not to be the ord i
nary rum or. W h en  Chris got back to 
cam p, n obody  had heard that the regi
ment w as m oving , yet in the m orn ing 
the ord ers cam e. T h ey  w ere to  take 
special trains fo r  an unknow n destina
tion , and that meant that they were g o 
ing to  sail.

M ean w h ile , M arion  had rushed 
hom e, borrow ed  m oney from  the ja n 
itor  and other occupants o f  the apart
m ent house, succeeded in getting the 
loan o f  an autom obile from  a friend , 
and started at top  speed fo r  the camp. 
She arrived to find no orders, but in 
the m orn in g  they cam e, and she saw 
her Chris with his regim ent g o  on board  
the train.

T here  was nothing to d o  but? return 
to  B enton  by  autom obile. A s  she 
passed the railroad yards at B enton, she 
saw  the troop  trains stalled in the yard. 
E vidently  the regim ent w ould  sail de- 
rect fr o m  B enton, instead o f  N ew  
Y o rk , as they had supposed.

' 'T H A T  night they sailed. A t tw o a. in.
they m arched quietly to  the steam

ship pier, g o in g  through the streets o f  
the sleeping city and being conducted 
to  the dock  with as m uch secrecy as 
possible. T h ey  fou n d  a b ig  trans
atlantic liner ly ing alongside, with all 
lights out. B y the aid o f  lanterns, the 
lines o f  soldiers went up the various 
gangplanks. In  the midst o f  this se
crecy. suddenly a burst o f  martial m u
sic rang out. A  brass band was play
ing “ C olum bia, the G em  o f  the O cean .”

O fficers cursed and steam ship offi
cials w rung their hands. T h e  colonel, 
in person, tore the baton from  the band 
leader and brou ght the m usic to an 
abrupt stop.

“ W h o  the hell told you  to p la y ?”  he 
dem anded.

“ T h e com m andant o f  the p ort,”  was 
the reply fro m  the leader o f  the band, 
which belonged to a regim ent en
cam ped in the city.

T here was a hurried search fo r  the 
com m andant o f  the port.

“ D id  you order that m u sic?”  de
m anded the. colonel.

T h e  officer smiled benignly. “ I 
thought it w ould  cheer the boys up a 
b it,”  he replied.

T h is official was an ex-rcgu lar-arm v 
captain w ho had been prom oted to be 
a m a jor  and given  com m and o f  the 
port. A n  exam ination  next day proved 
that he was crazy. A n d  that was that!

O ne o f  the com m andant’s last offi
cial acts had been to g ive M arion  a 
pass to the pier. A rm ed  with it, she 
m anaged to  get on  b oard  the boat. 
T he astonished colon el allow ed her to 
find her fiance, and there was time fo r  
a  last em brace b e fo re  the low ering  o f  
one gangplank a fter another warned 
her to g o  ashore.

“ Y o u ’ll take care o f  y o u r s e lf !”  she 
pleaded.

T hat m om ent the tow ering L uke 
M anning touched her on  the shoulder. 
“ W e ’ll take care  o f  him , m iss,”  he as-
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stired her. “ W e ’re fo r  him, Jack and 
me. Y o u  ’m em ber Jack— he was with 
ns the night I got fresh ?  W e ’ ll take 
c „r e  o f  the sarge.”

T hen  M arion  was standing on  the 
pier while the b ig  black ship m oved 
slow ly, alm ost im perceptibly  at first, 
then m ore rapidly until she seemed' to 
be slipping b y  at express-train  speed. 
A n d  M arion  saw the vacant slip where 
the boat had been, while ou t in the 
stream  the vessel was sw inging around 
and pointing her nose to  sea.

' j p i I I S  was the m iddle o f  July, 1917 ;
these w ere the first Y ankees to 

start, excep t the regular-arm y first di
vision. T w o  m illion m ore men w ere to 
g o  during the n ext year, but the slim, 
b lond, w eeping w om an on  the pier, 
pacifist, antim ilitarist, suffragist, man
ager. by her ow n  con triv in g  had sent 
her pliant you n g  sweetheart in the first 
handful overseas.

E ven n ow  she d id  not know  what 
she had done. She supposed  it was 
fo r  the best, that w ar-jaded  foreigners 
w ere g o in g  to interpose their ow n  men 
in front o f  these strong, fresh  you ng 
A m ericans and put them in a place o f  
safety.

Som ehow  M arion  got hom e, entered 
her little apartm ent, w oke up the sleep
ing H elena W arren , and sobbed fo r  an 
hour in her arms.

M arion  had alw ays considered Chris 
a weak man. H is  futileness, his help
lessness. his honesty and his sweetness 
had awakened in her an a ffection  that 
was three quarters m otherly. She had 
accepted him  in preferen ce  to  m ore 
stalwart individuals w ho had pursued 
her. because she thought he needed her 
m ore than the others. She had the di
recting instinct, and she believed  that 
he had g ood  stu ff in him and that she 
w ould  make som ething o f  him .

M arion  had alw ays m anaged people. 
In  her ow n  hom e, at an early age, she 
had dictated to her parents. A t  school,

she had ruled an adoring throng o f  
classm ates. In  the teaching p ro fe s 
sion, she conducted  her classes with 
adm irable discipline. She was con fi
dent, assured o f  her superior k n ow l
edge, and she plunged ahead at what
ever she thought she should accom plish  
with a m arvelous lack o f  the uncer
tainty and doubts w hich beset ord inary 
people.

H er m ind was o f  the single-track va
rie ty ; her v ision  had blinders on  it, like 
those on  a horse, so that she saw on ly  
in one direction . A t  present all that 
she cou ld  see was that a senseless g o v 
ernm ent had intruded into her life  and 
stolen her man. U nless she did som e
thing about it, she was in danger o f  
losin g  him  forever. A n d , fo r  the first 
time in her life , she d idn ’t k n ow  what 
to  do. T h e  A tlantic O cean  was rush
in g  betw een them , and the gap was 
w idening every m inute.

A s  the days w ent on , her energetic 
nature fou n d  an outlet in the activity 
against able citizens w ho had decided 
to  stay at hom e. She w rote letters to  
the papers railing against you n g  men. 
w h o took  com m ission s in the quarter
m aster’ s departm ent, you n g  m arried 
m en o f  means w h o sought exem ption  
fro m  the d ra ft, you n g  m en w ho went 
into the Y . M . C . A . and the other 
helpful organizations, w hen they were 
o f  an age to  volunteer in arm y o r  naval 
units.

B y  this tim e she had forgotten  the 
reasons which h ad  induced her to  p itch- 
fo rk  Chris into the engineers. A ll that 
she appreciated was that her sweetheart 
had gone to F rance ahead o f  alm ost 
everybody  else, and there w ere m illions 
o f  m en around w ho ought to  h urry  up 
and g o  over to  help him .

M arion  was so pretty and so  earnest 
that she g ot attention w here iron -ja w ed  
w om en o f  uncertain age w ere d isre
garded. She succeeded  in creating 
quite a d isturbance in B enton  until 
som ebody organized a w om en ’s m otor
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co rp s  fo r  service in the city . She 
jo in e d  it am ong the first, and received 
a  'very attractive blue u n iform , w hich 
set o f f  her fa ir  hair and b ig  blue eyes 
m ost effectively . T hen  her energy was 
u tilized  to  the fu ll.

T h ere  was a co lon el o f  the regular 
arm y, in charge o f  a departm ent with 
headquarters in the city , w h o approved 
o f  her very  m uch. W h e n  he needed an 
autom obile, he w ou ld  telephone to  the 
w om en ’s m otor corp s , and w hen a dash
in g  ch au ffeu r w ou ld  drive up to  the 
fr o n t  o f  the bu ilding, he w ou ld  look  
out the w in d ow  to see w h o she was. I f  
it happened to  be an ord in ary  m em ber 
o f  the corp s , he sent an aid on  som e 
errand and phoned fo r  another car. 
S om etim es he had to d o  this five o r  
s ix  tim es b e fo re  M arion  rolled up to 
his d oor . T h en  he w ou ld  descend, sm il
ing, and take a lon g  ride. Several gen
erals and  colonel's acquired the same 
habit, and M arion  becam e so influential 
that she co u ld  have arranged fo r  Chris 
to  be assigned to hom e service fo r  the 
entire length o f  the w ar, i f  she cou ld  
have laid her hands on  him. B u t he 
w as som ew here overseas. H ow ever, 
she was ,so ph ysica lly  tired fro m  dash
in g  m adly  through the streets regard
less o f  traffic that she fe ll into bed  ev
ery  night and dropped  o f f  to sleep be
fo r e  she had a chance to  start w orry in g  
about Chris, w hich  w as a blessing 
a fter  all.

C H A P T E R  V .
DODGING THE SUBS.

I N  the m eantim e, Chris G raham  was 
1 on  the ocean. T h e  steam er upon  
w hich  the engineers had sailed carried, 
in her first and second cabins, several 
hundred staff officers g o in g  to  P ersh
in g ’ s headquarters in Paris. T h e en
listed m en o f  the regim ent had been as
signed to  the steerage. N o t on ly  the 
steerage, but the ca rg o  space had been 
turned over to  troops, and a large num
ber o f  tem porary bunks had been placed

aw ay dow n  in the depths o f  the ship, 
w here there was little air and no venti
lation, because bales o t cotton  and grain 
in bulk had not needed such trifles.

I t  happened that F  C om pany had 
been quartered right dow n  on the flat 
bottom , with its bunks against the slop
in g  steel sides o f  the refrigerating 
plant, alw ays dripping with dew . T he 
dam pness, the heat, the o d or  o f  hu
man beings and other things, co m 
bined with the rollin g  o f  a  ship w hich 
happened to have little ca rg o  in her 
holds and too  m uch upon the various 
decks, m ade the entire com pan y  sick 
the first night. Chris g o t  no sleep and 
went on  deck fo r  setting-up exercises, 
determ ined that no hum an pow er w ould 
fo rce  him  b e low  during the rem ainder 
o f  the voyage.

T here happened to  be a deck cargo 
a ft  o f  autom obile trucks, and in the 
chassis o f  one he and a you n g  sergeant 
fro m  another com pany, w ho happened 
to  be a co llege  man, fixed up m attresses 
and blankets and m ade use o f  their 
rank to  shoo enlisted m en away. D u r
in g  the entire voyage they slept on 
deck. E ven  when it rained and they 
g ot soaking w et, they w ere happier and 
m ore  com fortab le  than if  they had been 
buried in the depths o f  the liner.

A s  the days passed, m ore  and m ore 
men shrank from  go in g  into the depths 
o f  the ship to  sleep. T h e y  w ere ap
proach in g  the part o f  the ocean be
lieved to  be in fested  b y  submarines. 
F rom  the bottom  o f  the vessel, where 
F  C om pany was berthed, to the top 
deck was about the height o f  a ten- 
story  bu ild ing on  shore. T h e  ascent 
fro m  the low er decks was m ade by  a 
series o f  steep ladders. E ven  the m ost 
unim aginative o f  the engineers cou ld  
appreciate that i f  a torpedo  did hit the 
ship below  the water line, they stood a 
better chance o f  rescue i f  they were on 
the top  deck than if  they had to  make 
the clim b from  the hold, with the pros
pect o f  a N iagara o f  sea water pouring
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in through  the sid e  o f  the ship and 
tearing them o f f  the ladders.

T o  the landsm an, even m ore  than to  
the m ariner, the subm arine peril was 
too  dreadfu l to  contem plate. T h ey  
tried not to think about it, and during 
the daytim e th ey  banished) it pretty 
well fro m  their m inds, A t  night, h ow 
ever, when it w as forb idden  even to 
light a cigarette on  deck  o r  to talk 
above a whisper, w hen there was noth
ing to d o  but watch the stars and wait 
until sleep cam e, they thought about it 
a-plenty. It  w as the aw fu l u nexpect
edness o f  the shot fro m  the unseen 
that terrified them.

M ore  than these green soldiers were 
terrified. V eteran  captains o f  liners 
grew  old in a fe w  m on th s; fro m  hale, 
hearty sailors they becam e shivering 
bundles o f  nerves, their faces heavily 
lined and  their hair prem aturely gray.

O n e  night the lieutenant in charge 
o f  one o f  the destroyers w hich  was es
cortin g  the flotilla o f  liners o f  w hich 
the Ardenia, carry in g  the engineers, 
was one, saw a w hale spout, an d  he 
im m ediately opened upon  the beast. 
W h ereupon  all the other destroyers be
gan to  fire, and the naval-reserve crew s 
in charge o f  light batteries on  the lin 
ers cut loose.

Chris was sleeping sou n dly , but the 
first shot w oke him , as it d id  every
b od y  else in the fleet. T h e  terrific 
crashes o f  the guns on the silent sea 
must have alarm ed old  D avy  Jones, far 
below  in his locker, and its effect upon 
the A m ericans and the equally untried 
Canadian troops on the other vessels 
was indescribable. E very  m om ent they 
expected to feel the quiver o f  their ow n  
ship as the torp ed o  struck her.

B ut m ost o f  the daring subm arine 
captains o f  1915 and 1916 had fou n d  
w atery graves T h ose  w h o  n ow  co m 
m anded the subs had a healthy regard 
fo r  their ow n  w elfare . T h ey  avoided 
con voys and sought v ictim s in solitary 
m erchant ships. N o  subm arine at

tem pted to  attack this fleet, though 
there w ere tw o  o r  three scares b e fo re  
they reached L iverp oo l.

• p H E  fo o d  served to  the A . E . F . sol
diers was so bad that Chris, with 

his delicate stom ach, cou ld  not eat it at 
all. H e  and several others lived during 
the voyage upon crackers and chocolate, 
purchased fro m  steam ship stew ards at 
high prices. T h e  tim e was com in g  
when he w ou ld  be able to  relish the 
crude dinners that the incom petent 
arm y cook s m anufactured  out o f  g ood  
supplies, but he was still fa r  fr o m  being 
a real soldier.

F  C om pany con ta in ed  a num ber o f  
expert crap  shooters and large quan
tities o f  am ateurs at that fascinating 
sport. L u k e M an nin g  told  Chris that 
tw o out o f  every  three m en had a set 
o f  dice and h a lf o f  all the d ice  were 
loaded.

T h ose  w h o d idn ’t roll the bones 
played card's. T h ey  staked their ready 
cash, their com in g  pay  envelopes, their 
presents, their baskets fro m  hom e and 
even parts o f  their u n iform s. T h e  d in 
in g  room  w hich  was used as a lounge 
fo r  the m en during  the early  evening 
resem bled one o f  B ret H a rte ’s m ining- 
cam p saloons, the resem blance being 
heightened b y  the stew ards rushing 
about w ith  foa m in g  tum blers o f  beer 
and glasses o f  stronger drinks.

T h e  officers o f  the regim ent sus
pected what was g o in g  on , but they 
d idn ’t want to  k n ow , so they kept a lo ft  
in the a iry  salons o f  the first cabin. 
Chris m anaged to  avoid  the saturnalia 
w ithout getting in bad w ith  his men. 
A s  a m atter o f  fact, the air o f  the 
steerage din ing room  was so thick with 
tob a cco  sm oke, the floor  so  slippery 
w ith overturned  beer, and the oaths 
w ere so appalling and hair raising that 
he m uch p re ferred  the clean, salt-air- 
sw ept deck, even  w hen it was a trifle 
cold .

A  Y . M . C  A . official w h o was trav
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eling first class on  the steam er ven 
tured dow n  one night and received such 
an afiusive w elcom e that he fled to  the 
co lon el o f  the regim ent with a threat 
to  n o t ify  the A m erican  authorities 
ashore o f  what was g o in g  on.

C olonel G rant sm iled  and asked him 
what he suggested.

“ I understand the rules o f  the U nited 
States arm y require abstinence from  
in tox icatin g  liq u o r !”

‘ ‘ D o  you  mean to in fo rm  me that m y 
m en are d rin k in g ?”  asked the colonel 
in m ock  surprise.

‘ ‘ N o  question  about it, s ir.”
“ D o n ’t you  think it w ron g  fo r  this 

steam er to  serve them  w ith a lco h o l? ”  
“ I t  m ost certainly  is .”
“ V e ry  w e ll; please m ake a com plaint 

to the ow ners o f  the line. W h e n  I  get 
m y  regim ent ashore I ’ll speak to  them 
about it .”

S o  that was the end o f  com plaints. 
T h e  regu lar-arm y co lon el, w ho knew  
his men and understood their fram e o f  
m ind, had no intention o f  starting 
som ething he was dou btfu l he cou ld  
finish.

A n d  in time the regim ent arrived o ff  
the M ersey , to  m eet w ith a new  sub
m arine scare. A n  enem y sub was re
ported to have entered the river. T h e 
entire fleet turned and steam ed out to 
sea, until a squadron  o f  sub chasers had 
time to  sw eep  the river and assure 
them b y  w ireless that all was well.

N o w  this cu riou s organ ization  o f  
A m erica n s m ade an aston ishing and 
gra tify in g  d isco v e ry : In  the eyes o f  the 
people o f  L iv erp oo l they w ere som e
thing extraord in ary . T h e  c ity  was 
en fete. T h ou gh  there w ere ten thou
sand Canadians in the fleet, it thought 
on ly  o f  the A m erican s. W h e n  the 
outfit was put ashore, they fou n d  a 
m ultitude assem bled to see them . A s  
the Canadians had been sending ov er  
troops fo r  three years, they  were an 
old  story . T h e  A m erican s had com e 
in ; they w ere actually landing troops,

an d  the war w ou ld  soon be o v e r ! A n d  
w ar-w eary E ngland was thrilled.

^ ^ H I L E  the regim ent had drilled on 
the boat, there had been no op p or 

tunity to  m arch. It was m ore  like a 
m ob than a m ilitary organization  as it 
passed through the streets, headed by 
a  m agnificent, kilted band sent dow n  
by  a  Scottish  regim ent. T heir passage 
to the trains was a trium phal progress. 
L u k e M anning was hit in the face by 
a huge bouquet o f  roses, the thorns o f  
w hich cu t his chin, and the pretty, red 
cheeked E nglish  girls patted Jack C un- 
n iff, w h o was N o . 1 private in the 
fron t rank o f  F  C om pany, as he 
stepped it a long the gutters.

T h e y  cam ped  at O x n e y , at H agest 
on  the M ount, a fam ous training cam p 
w here they were introduced to  tents. 
In  E pp ington  they had slept in  and 
under the grand stand and in huts.

Chris had lost five pounds during the 
voyage as a result o f  his diet. That 
night they ate fo o d 1 from  British k itch 
ens, and he did not get half enough. 
H e  sat on  a  bucket outside the tent to  
which he load been assigned. H is  mind 
was busy, not w ith thoughts o f  M a r
ion, but w ith  a ju icy  porterhouse steak 
with m ushroom s. H e  noticed  tw o 
shadow s slipping by  him.

“ W h o ’s th at?”  he dem anded sharply. 
“ A ttention , you  m e n !”

T h e  shadow s resolved into a couple 
o f  soldiers. A s  he peered into their 
faces, he recogn ized  L uke M anning and 
Jack C unniff.

“ W h at are you  fe llow s up to d o ? ”  
he dem anded.

“ Sav, sarge, y o u  h u n g ry ?”  w his
pered Luke.

“ I ’ll say I  a m !”
“ Jack and me spotted a British chuck 

w agon, see?  T h ere ’s on ly  one Tommy- 
on  sentry betw een hare and it, see? 
W e ’re  g o in g  to  try  to  get b y  him  and 
raid it. Y o u  ain ’ t g o in g  to  stop us 
are y e r ? ”
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H u n ger conquered  the sergeant’s 
scruples. “ I ’ll g o  w ith y o u ,”  he said.

C raw ling on  their stom achs, the 
three men w iggled  past the sentry, w ho 
thought n o  evil, not being aware o f  the 
lack o f  principles am ong hungry A m er
icans. W h en  they sought the chuck 
w agon , they w ere dism ayed to  find- it 
gone, but by this tim e hunger had made 
them  desperate. T h ey  passed another 
B ritish  sentry and reached a small hut 
k n ow n  as a “ m ess shack,”  the d oor o f  
which was unlocked.

AH through the w ar the E nglish  fed  
their soldiers well. Inside the shack 
they fo u n d  a  side o f  b e e f and large 
quantities, o f  m ilk, sugar, jam s and 
fresh  bread.

W ith  their jackknives they hacked 
huge chunks from  the b ee f and, laden 
with spoil, began a cautious return to  
their ow n  cam p. I t  was achieved in 
safety. S om e distance behind their 
tents, they built a cam p fire an d  p r o 
ceeded  to  co o k  their meat.

T h e y  set their delicious steaks upon 
pieces o f  board  and w ere beginning the 
joy ou s  labor o f  eating w hen C olonel 
G rant suddenly strode in to  the light o f  
the fire.

“ W h a t are you  m en a b ou t?”  he de
m anded. “ W h a t have you  got th ere?”

T h e  three culprits stood  at attention. 
C hris fe lt  the chevrons already being 
stripped from  his arm.

T h e  co lon el sniffed delightedly.
“ S tea k !”  he exclaim ed. “ Sugar, m ilk, 
jam , b re a d ! F o r  H eaven ’s sake, where 
d id  you  get it ?  N o , d on ’ t tell me. I 
hereby declare m yself in .”

S o  the co lon el o f  the regim ent sat 
dow n  on  the thick E nglish  grass and 
ate the stolen feast with his sergeant 
and tw o privates.

W h e n  the last m orsel was gon e he 
sa id : “ M en , I  suppose you  stole this 
gru b  fro m  the E nglish . D o n ’t d o  it 
again, but, i f  y o u  do , rem em ber that 
the old co lon e l likes g o o d  things, t o o ! ”

"S a y , colon el, I ’ ll g o  over and swipe

som e m ore right now , i f  you  ain ’t had 
en ough ,”  said L uk e delightedly.

“ N o . Y o u  m ight get caught. Im 
agine them  g iv in g  these T om m ies ja m ,”  
C olonel G rant rem arked thoughtfu lly . 
“ A n d  ou r  m en get little sugar, butter 
or  canned m ilk. H o ly  M o s e s !”

W ith  this he faded  out o f  the light 
o f  the cam p fire, and the m en content
ed ly  sought their tents. It had been a 
b ig  night.

C H A P T E R  V I .
BEFORE THE KING.

" T H E  regim ent had expected  to  spend 
1 several weeks at cam p, getting into 

con d ition  to g o  to F rance, but things 
w ere happening in  old E ngland which 
changed the plans.

T h e  B ritish  people w ere fed  up on  
the w ar. T h e y  had com e to the c o n 
clusion  that it was g o in g  to  last fo r 
ever o r  end in defeat. C onfidence was 
at a  low  ebb. F ew  thought that A m e r
ica w ou ld  be  able to  send ov er  an arm y. 
T h e  news sent out b y  the cen sor that 
A m ericans w ere already in E ngland, 
on ly  a fe w  m onths a fte r  the LTnited 
States entered the w ar, was generally 
disbelieved.

It happenedr that the B ritish  public 
had been lied to  b e fore . T h e  previ
ous year the w ar departm ent had al
low ed a report to g o  fo rth  that a b ig  
R ussian arm y had been landed in E n g 
land to  help defen d  the island. T h e 
nation had gon e w ild w ith enthusiasm  
until it d iscovered  that it was a phan
tom  arm y.

T h is tim e the authorities had the 
g ood s , and they wanted to  sh ow  it. 
T h ey  asked that the regim ent g o  to  
L on d on  and parade, to  p rov e  to  the 
dou btfu l that Am ericans- w ere actually 
in E ngland.

T h e  co lon el refused . “ T hese m en 
are ju st ra ilroad  w orkers. T h ey  are 
not trained soldiers. T h ey  w ill m ake a 
holy  show  o f  them selves in a parade, 
and I w on ’t perm it i t ! ”  he declared.
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B ut the British war office had in
fluence. It cabled to A m erica . It 
called on  the A m erican  am bassador and 
the general w ho had been sent to  E n g 
land to  establish relations with the B rit
ish arm y, and the w ord  cam e back to 
brin g  up the regim ent.

T h e  K in g  o f  E ngland in person 
w ou ld  review  the troops. Q ueen A l
exan dra  w ould  also be present to re
view  them, and so w ou ld  the lord  
m ayor and the B ritish  com m ander in 
ch ie f and everybody  else. D ow n  cam e 
a  squad o f  British d r ;ll sergeants, and 
the engineers w ere given  three days in 
w hich  to  learn h ow  to  m arch.

T h e  captain o f  F  C om pany was in  a 
state o f  terror. H e  never cou ld  re
m em ber com m ands. O n ce  he had 
m arched his com pan y into the rear wall 
o f  the grand stand at E ppington , the 
on ly  w ord  to  stop them that he could 
think o f  being “ W h o a !”  H e  im m edi
ately p rom oted  Chris Graham  to  be  his 
right gu ide, so that the sergeant cou ld  
p rom p t him  w hen he needed it.

U naccustom ed to rifles, they had to  
ca rry  heavy K rags. T h ey  w orried  over 
the length  o f  the regulation  step. T h ey  
had  to  think o f  sold ierly bearing and a 
score o f  other things which they had 
seldom  considered.

T h e  psychological e ffect upon the 
E nglish  o f  the A m erican  u n iform  had 
outw eighed  all the argum ents against 
the review . W ith  a heavy heart, C o lo 
nel G rant took  his regim ent to  the 
trains and descended in L on d on  at 
W a te r lo o  Station.

f '> I I R I S  had feared  the effect upon the 
m en o f  the great, strange city. H e  

was alarm ed lest their lack o f  discipline 
w ou ld  cause them to break ranks to 
beat up any spectators w ho m ight make 
d isparaging rem arks. N ational pride 
was called upon  to  persuade the men 
that fo r  once they m ust behave.

It happened that these troops had 
plenty o f  national pride. T h ey  m ight

be what they were, but the reputation 
o f  A m erica  hung heavy upon their 
souls. E ven  the irrepressible Luke 
M anning  threatened to  lick anybody in 
the squad that cut loose. T h e pseudo
soldiers drew  up in L on d on  with the 
determ ination  o f  the corps o f  W est 
P oin t cadets to  astonish the natives 
with their sold ierly  qualities.

T h at parade! Chris g ot a con fu sed  
idea o f  B uckingham  Palace. T ra fa lgar 
Square, the A m erican  em bassy and- 
W a te r lo o  Station. H e  saw  multitudes 
o f  people lin ing the sidewalks, but they 
w ere all blurred. H e  watched his cap 
tain with anxiety , and the captain clung 
close  to him  with even m ore anxiety.

A  m agnificent British arm y band 
sw ung into the head o f  the line, play
ing “ P ack U p  Y o u r  T roub les in Y o u r  
O ld  K it B a g ,”  and the regim ent 
was o ff.

T here  were plenty o f  gibes to  be 
overheard. O ne urchin shrilled from  
a side street:

“ C om e on, Jem , and see the sol
d ie rs !”

“ T hese o in ’t so ld iers ; they ’re A m u r- 
ica n s !”  retorted another, which con 
vulsed a m ultitude, but the engineers 
w ere too  w orried  to  smile.

A s  the parade approached W a terloo  
Station, what seemed a thousand little 
form s in black sm ocks w ere perched on 
poles and trees and other points o f  
vantage, like huge flocks o f  English 
sparrow s, and they raised piercing lit
tle voices in the son g  the hand was 
playing. T h ey  w ere w ar orphans from  
a near-by asylum.

A t that m om ent the tragedy o f  war 
struck hom e to C hris, perhaps fo r  the 
first time. T h e pathos in those voices 
penetrated the g ru ff exterior o f  C o lo 
nel Grant, w ho, straight as a ram rod, 
with the stride o f  the old soldier, 
m arched ahead, tears cou rsin g  dow n his 
bronzed cheeks. Seeing this, in a m o
m ent the crow d s on  the sidewalk un
derstood . E veryb od y  wept, including
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the roughest o f  the A m erican  engineers, 
and fo r  a block  or  tw o all that was 
heard were sniffles and choked  sobs.

T h e A m ericans had arrived ! T h ey  
were go in g  to  hurl themselves against 
the foe. It was hands across the sea 
at that m om ent.

T hen  they passed out o f  the zone o f  
sorrow , walked amid cheering crow ds.

T he men, intent upon their step and 
alignm ent, never turned an eye to  see 
what was happening on the sidewalks, 
never cracked a smile. A n d  this caused 
an Englishm an in the crow d  to rem ark 
in a loud to n e :

“ T h e y ’re so lem n -look in g  blokes, 
w o t? ’ ’

Farther on . a wom an cried  sh rilly :
“ S m ile ! W h y  d on ’ t you  sm ile? 

D o n ’t A m ericans ever sm ile?”
R ut these standard bearers o f  the 

A m erican  nation cou ld  not smile-: they 
were w atching their step. M ost o f  
them did not even dare to look  at the 
king when they passed the royal re
view ing stand. A t the con clu sion  o f  
the short parade, the entire outfit was 
nervously exhausted.

U naw are o f  the character o f  the 
troops, som e o f  the T.ondon newspapers 
next day com m ented upon the slouchy 
appearance and p oor  m arching o f  sev
eral o f  the com panies, but others e x 
tolled the m agnificent physique and o b 
vious determ ination o f  the men. A s  a 
matter o f  fact, not even the G uards 
regim ents possessed so m any tall and 
p ow erfu lly  built fe llow s as these rail
road w orkers.

A N D  thus ended the g lorious side o f  
war, the applause o f  m ultitudes, the 

music and the parades. T w o  days later 
they were slipped across the Channel 
and landed in F rance through the port 
o f  B oulogne. T h e  grim , gray , stupid, 
weary, deadly, m on oton ou s grind  had 
begun.

Back in P lattsburg, the classm ates o f  
Chris G raham  were still p lu ggin g  away

at the “ S ch ool o f  the S o ld ier .”  H e  
was in France, within hearing o f  the 
b ig  guns.

T hat m arch through L o n d o n  had put 
unusual em otions in the m ind o f  Chris 
Graham . A t first he had been thrilled 
beyond im agination. A fte r  all, it was 
a m arvelous privilege to be a m em ber 
o f  the first A m erican  regim ent that 
ever m arched through the great capital 
in  wartim e. It  was a jo y  to  see that 
the A m erican  flag was everyw here, fly
ing on flagstaffs w ith the U n ion  Jack, 
entwined with it upon  m onum ents and 
public buildings, thrust out o f  the w in
dow s o f  hom es and offices. It was 
w on d erfu l to  see vast m ultitudes o f  
eager L ondon ers w ith tears o f  h ope and 
a ffection  in  their e y e s ; to be the bearer 
o f  g ood  tid ing to  a  brave and kindred 
race fighting a  great fight, alm ost 
beaten to  its knees b y  a  rem orseless 
foe , yet struggling s t i ll ; to be the v is
ual assurance that m ighty aid was 
com ing.

T o  the cred it o f  Chris Graham , it 
m ust be adm itted that the con d ition s 
preceding A m erica ’s entrance into the 
contest were not such as to  attract in
telligent youths. F o r  three years we 
had been regaled with details o f  the 
conditions o f  m odern  w arfare , its h o r 
rors and atrocities. R om an ce  and ch iv 
alry w ere dead. M en  did not fight 
hand to h a n d ; they lurked  in holes in 
the grou nd  and were occasionally  
b low n  to bits by  shells fired by  unseen 
gunners sh ootin g  at unseen ob jects, 
the cannon  three o r  fo u r  m iles from  
the places w here the shells exploded . 
A n d  we knew  all about p o ison  gas in 
A m erica . P robab ly  large num bers o f  
you n g  A m erican  soldiers w ere th or
ou gh ly  scared at the thought o f  what 
was in store fo r  them , ju st as terrified 
as Chris G raham  had been.

N o w  these things cou nted  fo r  noth
ing. W a r  enthusiasm  had him  in its 
grasp and. like a race horse at the post, 
he was im patient to  start a sprint.
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H e talked it over  with Bert Leslie, 
another co llege  m an, w h o was a ser
geant in C om pany B , and fou n d  Bert 
was also fired by  the experience o f  the 
review . T h e y  decided  to  get out o f  
the outfit, i f  they cou ld  m anage it, into 
the first fighting regim ent that cam e to 
France. T h e  bland satisfaction  o f  the 
rank and file was incom prehensible to 
them , fo r  the m a jority  o f  the m en took  
the reception  as a personal and w ell- 
deserved tribute. L uke M anning  did 
say that he hoped som e o f  the enem y 
w ou ld  get on  the railroad track, so he 
cou ld  run over them with his lo co 
m otive, but that was about the extent 
o f  the im pression  the sights o f  L o n 
don  seemed to have m ade on  the a v 
erage enlisted man.

Chris G raham ’s first feeling  o f  e x 
ultation faded quick ly , h ow ever, and 
was succeeded b y  a sort o f  shame and 
hum iliation. W h a t right had he to  the 
applause o f  m ultitudes? H e  was ac
cepting  it under false pretenses. H e  
was n o  valiant A m erican , dashing, at 
the first toot o f  the trum pet, to defend  
his flag and theirs. T h e  valiant A m eri- 
cans> w h o  had volunteered  and jo in ed  
the regulars and the national guard 
upon  the declaration  o f  w ar w ere still 
in cam p in A m erica , cham ping and 
frettin g  at their inactivity. T h rou gh  
no will o f  his was he leading a co m 
pany— or practically  leading it, because 
the captain was so stupid'— through the 
streets o f  L on d on . Chris had been 
pushed into these ranks because his 
sw eetheart wanted to keep him  out o f  
the trenches. H e  was a fraud , a sham.

A s  he look ed  back , he marveled, now  
at the tranquillity w ith w hich  he had 
learned o f  the declaration  o f  w ar, and 
he blushed at the cow ard ice  w hich  had 
caused him  to h ope that he need not 
enter it. S o  fa r as he cou ld  see, he 
had exhibited  n o  m erit w hatever in g o 
in g  to  P la ttsbu rg ; it was m erely b o w 
ing to  the inevitable and seeking the 
least unpleasant path.

A n d  he was burning with shame, be
cause he had been that kind o f  a young 
man. F o r  som e tim e the militant spirit 
had been creep in g  into his s o u l; per
haps it had begun the night he had 
overaw ed L uke an d  Jack and learned 
that he cou ld  com m and men. N o w  it 
was crystallized, and he recognized  that 
he wanted to be a  soldier. H e  was a n x 
ious to  exchange buffets with the en
em y. H e  d idn ’ t want to  operate rail
roads in the south o f  F ra n ce : he 
yearned to  get in to the front-line 
trenches and lay dow n  his life  fo r  his 
country and those p itifu l w ar orphans 
w ho had sung, “ P ack  U p  Y o u r  T ro u 
b les.”  A n d  som ehow  he was go in g  to 
d o  it.

C H A P T E R  V I I .
“ you’re in  the army n o w !”

C O  this is F ra n ce !”  said Jack C un- 
nifF, as they m arched through the 

streets o f  B ou logn e Sur M er on  the 
w ay to  the cam p outside the city. “ It 
ain ’ t so m uch .”

“ T hese fro g s  ain ’ t so m uch ,”  agreed 
L uke M anning, as his eyes swept along 
the throng on  the sidewalks. “ A n d  yer 
can ’t understand anything they say.”

“ M igh t be a lot o f  w op s,”  agreed 
Jack. “ T h e  little kids is just as bad. 
T h e y  jabber the fu n ny  lin go, too .”

“ Y e h ,”  com m ented Luke. “ H o w  the 
hell w e g o in g  to  get a lon g ?  H o w  
d ’yer say, ‘ G im m e a drin k ?” ’

“ I dunno. M aybe  som e o f  them talk 
U n ited  States.”

“ T h e y  d on ’t look  as though they 
kn ew  enough. T h is  is  a  hell o f  a 
n o te !”

T h e  pair w ere silent as they trudged 
along. W ith  fifty -s ix  pounds on  the 
back and a heavy rifle on  the shoul
der, even the tw o you n g  H ercu les were 
not in a m erry m ood , and the horrible 
tragedy o f  being in a  cou n try  where 
they w ere ju st the same as deaf and 
dum b had burst upon them suddenly.

“ I s ’pose som ebody can talk our
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lin go ,"  Jack observed, a fter a little. 
"T h e y  have fr o g  officers to tell us what 
to d o .”

“ T o  hell with them ! H o w  we goin g  
to talk to  the g ir ls ? ”  groaned  Luke.

“ A in ’ t seen any w orth  talking to yet. 
I thought F rench  girls was peach es; 
these are all prunes.”

“ Y eh . W ish  I was back in E pp in g - 
ton. ’M em ber that red-haired one that 
we met on the road near the cam p, and 
her friend , the M u rphy g ir l? ”

“ Y eh . T hese F rench  janes are the 
bunk.”

So tw o disillusioned doughboys p lod 
ded on  their way. In  truth, the bou r
geoises and ouvrieres o f  B ou logne w ho 
crow ded  the sidewalks and shrilled w el
com e to the stalwart Y ankees were not 
w ell-selected samples o f  the w om en o f  
France. T h ey  were p o o r ; their clothes 
were old  an d  w o r n ;.th e y  w ere not in 
the least like the dashing F rench  
dem oiselles o f  the burlesque show s in 
A m erica , w ho spoke a fascinating 
broken E nglish  andi w h o threw  w icked 
eyes at the patrons o f  the fron t row s.

L ike the English, these people w ere 
urg in g  the soldiers to sm ile, but the 
engineers were w eary, and they d idn ’t 
see anything at w hich  to  smile. T h ey  
were as solem n as a lot o f  w ork  horses 
and m uch m ore fatigued, and the drab 
inhabitants o f  the tow n  did not perk 
them up a bit.

T 'H E  ord inary A m erican  is a serious- 
minded person. H e  will smile when 

he is pleased and laugh loud ly  when he 
is amused, but the continuous ch eerfu l
ness, the irrepressible gayety, the quick 
laughter o f  the F rench , even the cu ri
ous waggishness o f  the cockney, is not 
a g ift  that has crossed  the A tlantic.

D id  you  ever see a plum ber smile, 
or  a carpenter, o r  was there ever a 
m erry bricklayer except an Irishm an 
recently a rrived ? Y e t  the A m erican  
w orkm an is the best paid, best fed , best 
treated and ought to  be the m ost c o n 

tented individual in the w orld . H is 
sense o f  hum or is unsurpassed, but he 
just isn ’t given  to  foo lish  m irth. W h a t 
laughing the b oys indulged in was not 
com plim entary to  the F rench . T he 
A m ericans saw a squad o f  little F rench  
poilus in their ill-fitting u n ifo rm s o f  
light blue, and they jeered  am ong them 
selves. T h ey  noticed  an elderly w om an 
w ho kept a delicatessen shop and w ho 
had black hairs on  her upper lip and 
chin.

“ P ipe the bearded la d y !”  said Jack 
C unniff out o f  the side o f  his m outh.

“ T h ro w  us a  kiss, sw eeth eart!”  
called L uke, w ith a leer, w hereupon  the 
w hole colu m n  relaxed in to grim  grins, 
but they w ere not smiles.

W h a t cou ld  the F rench  ex p e ct?  
H ere  w as a regim ent prepared to be 
received by  row s o f  g irls as beautiful 
as Iren e  B ordon i, in com ic-op era  cos*- 
tum es, and they saw what look ed  like 
the fore ign  co lo n y  o f  B enton. D ou r 
and disappointed, the regim ent m arched 
on  to  its cam p.

“ W h a t an oil can  B ou logn y  turned 
out to b e !”  g row led  L uk e M anning, as 
the colu m n  em erged fro m  the city  and 
h it a dusty dirt road.

In  his secret heart, every  m an in  the 
regim ent had expected  to pass his spare 
time in the com pan y  o f  several d izzy 
F rench  blondes, and they had m et d is
illusion. A ft e r  that, noth ing m attered 
very  m uch.

A  F rench  m ilitary band had a ccom 
panied them  th rou gh  the c it y ; n ow  it 
fell out, and the regim ent m arched 
without m usic. T h e  dust vlas white 
and penetrating. Jt got into their 
m ouths, noses and eyes. T h e y  fe lt it 
creeping dow n  their throats. T h e  c o m 
panies ahead raised a c lou d  o f  it, and 
those behind plunged into the c lou d . 
S oon  their u n iform s w ere covered  w ith 
a fine pow der. It created an o v erp ow 
ering thirst w hich  they cou ld  not slake. 
T h e roa d  led upw ard , alw ays upw ard, 
and the packs grew  heavier and heavier.
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S om ebody  started to sing “ T h e Last 
L o n g  M ile .”
' T h is, how ever, was not a singing 
aggregation . A m erican  soldiers do not, 
as a general thing, sing as they m a rch ; 
they d on ’t feel that way. and m usic 
d oesn ’ t fascinate them , anyw ay. A  
score o f  vo ices snarled, “ A w . shut u p !”  
“ C lose yer t r a p !"  “ L isten  to the blith
ering n igh tin ga le !”  and the song bird 
was qu ick ly  silenced.

IM PO ST o f  the m en had sore feet.
T h ey  had raised blisters in their 

tram ping over L on d on  pavem ents, and 
they hadn 't learned yet how  to coddle  
blisters. O aths began  to be heard. I f  
the men w ere not songsters, i f  they 
w ere not g ifted  w ith  Gallic gayety , 
they possessed a variety, elasticity, and 
m ost astounding proficien cy  in p ro fa n 
ity. In  innum erable and brilliantly 
picturesque w ays they cursed. T h ey  
cursed the w ar, the officers o f  the regi
ment. the com m issary  departm ent, the 
cam ping arrangem ents, their packs and 
everyth ing else they cou ld  think o f . in 
cluding the leading com panies which 
ra ised  the dust.

L ater, w hen tfhey w ere  better a c
quainted w ith arm y ways, they learned 
to  throw  aw ay their packs, assured that 
they w ould  soon  acquire others without 
too  m any questions being asked, but 
they d id  not dare ease them selves in 
this m anner at present. In the end they 
arrived  at the cam p, exhausted, fo o t 
sore, w eary and disgusted, already fo r 
getfu l o f  the g lory  that had been theirs 
in L on d on  tow n.

Chris G raham  was as tired as any
body  else. H e  had not learned h ow  to 
m arch tw enty m iles in a day and think 
he was getting o f f  easily. P ro fa n ity  
sickened him. H e  hated, the m e n ; he 
hated the a rm y ; he hated the w a r ; his 
high resolves o f  the day b e fo re  cou ld  
not stand the strain. H e  thought o f  
M arion , co o l and sweet and smiling. 
H e  thought o f  a hotel bathroom , gleam 

in g  white, o f  hot w ater and  soap and 
so ft , fresh  T urkish  towels. H e  even 
regretted the com parative ease and 
co m fo r t  o f  the assessor’s office, whose 
inhabitants w ere m odels o f  elegance 
and refinem ent beside his present co m 
rades.

W h a t a colossal jok e  the arm y w a s ! 
Y ou  w ere led into it by flags and music 
and pretty  g irls and flow ers, and you 
thought on ly  o f  the heroism  o f  it, and 
all it turned  out to  be was dull, stupid, 
d irty  m onotony. W h at a fo o l he had 
b e e n !

M ore  than anything else the barbarity 
o f  equipping a noncom batant regim ent 
w ith K ra g  rifles exasperated him. 
F ro m  the tim e they had been issued, 
n ot a single lesson in their use had 
been given , which, perhaps, was fortu 
nate, since the blam ed things had been 
reposing  in arsenals since the Battle o f  
San Juan H ill, in 1898, and they m ight 
have exploded . T h ey  weighed eleven 
pounds, tw o pounds m ore than the 
Springfield  rifles which w ere being 
used at A m erican  training cam ps. T o  
all intents and purposes they were 
dum m y guns, and there w asn ’t a car
tridge in the regim ent to g o  with them.

T h e  regim ent lay that night in tents 
and slept like exhausted .dogs, to dis
cov er  in the m orn in g  that they were to 
be trained in  the use o f  gas masks by 
fore ign  officers.

Gas m a sk s ! O v e r  the regim ent 
sw ept a queer sm ell; it was a rat they 
sm elled. Gas masks fo r  railroad en
gineers— w here in hell were the rail
roa d s?  In  no-m an ’s land?

W h atever had been the original in
tention o f  the F rench  in asking fo r  
railroad operatives, this regim ent would 
never be o f  any use to  them. T h e B rit
ish had transported it to England, had 
landed it in their ow n  zone o f  F rance 
and had co o lly  appropriated it fo r  their 
ow n  use. A n d  as the men thrust over 
their faces, pulled o f f  and put on again 
the instrum ents o f  torture, they heard
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a low , fa int rum bling, like H en drick  
H udson  playing at bow ls in the Cats
kills. It was not th u n d er ; it was dis
tant artillery. T h e  w ar w asn ’t very 
far away.

In  the a fternoon , w ord  cam e that a 
British general was com in g  to inspect 
the regim ent, and consternation  
reigned. It does not seem possible that 
the outfit cou ld  have reached F rance 
still shy im portant items o f  apparel, but 
that was exactly the situation. In  L o n 
don, they had saved them selves by  ex 
cusing a num ber o f  m en fro m  the pa
rade. But b e fore  this argus-eyed m ar
tinet, what chance did they have?

T here was “ F a t”  C lark, w ho from  
the waist up looked  like a soldier, but 
still w ore blue serge trousers because 
there w asn ’t a pair o f  pants to fit him. 
“ Skinny”  Saw yer had lost the entire 
seat o f  the trousers and had been trav
eling fo r  days with his p on ch o draped 
over him from  his belt dow n. A n d  
there was “ B ig  B ill”  O ’B rien , w ho still 
w ore a gray suede suit and pearl-but
toned shoes. T h ey  had not been able 
to find arm y shoes that w ould  g o  on  his 
N o. 14 feet. “ S w ed e”  Johnson  w ore 
a blue shirt instead o f  regulation khaki, 
and T o m  Blanchard had putties that 
w ou ldn ’ t meet around his giant calves.

T h e regimental quarterm aster ap
pealed to the British near by, and they 
kindly cam e to his assistance. In  the 
end they repaired the m ost g laring de
fects, but the result was bad enough. 
C olonel G rant lined up his men with a 
pale, hum iliated face. T h e  British gen 
eral cam e and inspected— his ex p res
sion was quizzical, then astonished, in 
the end he was laughing.

“ K in dly  understand these m en are 
not supposed to  be sold iers,”  said the 
colonel.

“ T h ey  d o  not travel under false pre
tenses,”  the general returned, sm ijing. 
“ In  m y tim e I have seen m any queer 
and fantastic aggregations, but this is 
the dam nedest-look ing regim ent I ever

sa w ! B ut they are a w on d erfu l lot o f  
men, ju st the same, and I am sure they 
will deliver the g ood s , as you  A m e r i
cans say.”

“ Thanks fo r  so m uch ,”  grum bled the 
colon el. “ D o  you  kn ow  what we are 
supposed to d o ? ”

“ D o n ’t y o u ? ”
“ H a ven ’t the slightest idea ."
“ W e ll, you  g o  to  the A rras sector. 

W e  are con nectin g  all the cam ps and 
tow ns in that district w ith n arrow - 
gauge railroads, running as close  to  the 
fro n t as we dare. Y o u r  m en are to 
operate these roads.”

T h e co lon e l’ s fa ce  grew  bright. 
“ W h y , we are to see se rv ice !”  he e x 
claim ed. “ W e ’ ll be under f ir e !”

“ I f  you  have h a lf you r men in six 
m onths, I shall congratulate y o u ,”  said 
the British general.

C H A P T E R  V I I I .
FORTY MEN, OR EIGHT HORSES.

I N  half an hour the w ord  percolated 
through  the regim ent, and the effect 

was m arvelous. I f  there was a man in 
the outfit w ho was not delighted that 
he was g o in g  to  lie exposed  to danger, 
he m anaged to conceal it.

“ W e ’re not such a lot o f  false alarms 
a fter a l l !”  Chris exclaim ed: “ A ll the
time I supposed  w e w ere fo o lin g  the 
people o f  L on d on , but we w ere being 
fo o le d .”

“ Y e h .”  grum bled B ert L eslie. “ W e  
are to be targets all right, but w h ere ’s 
the fun fo r  u s?  W e  ca n ’t shoot back .”  

“ O u r  self-respect, m an ! W e  can g o  
hom e and face the fo lk s .”

“ I f  we ever get hom e. I suppose the 
enem y is g o in g  to  love to  see railroad 
trains running ju st back o f  the third- 
line trenches. I  suppose their artillery 
isn ’ t g o in g  to  get the range o f  our 
tracks.”

A ll over the regim ent they w ere talk
ing excited ly . T h e y  even fo rg o t  to  
grum ble at the usual bad grub.
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T h e  fo llow in g  day, orders cam e to 
entrain fo r  their w ork  sector, and the 
regim ent m arched dow n  the hill to B ou 
logne, through the city  to the railroad 
yards.

W h en  they left E pp ington , they had 
traveled in Pullm ans and day coaches, 
in E n glan d  in com forta b le  third-class 
carriages. N o w  they got their in tro
duction  to troop  trains in France. 
A w aitin g  them was a lon g  train o f  
qu eer-look in g  b o x  cars on high wheels, 
and on  the side o f  each car was in
scr ib ed : “ F o rty  m en, E ight H o rse s .”  

T h e  w ord  passed dow n  the lin e : 
“ Get you r  m en in to the cars, fo r ty  to  
a ca r .”

F o r  a m om ent it looked  like m utiny. 
T h e  men regarded the freight cars w ith 
indignation  and disgust.

“ T ravel in them  th in gs? W h a t d o  
they think w e a re? P ig s ? ”  dem anded 
Jack C unniff. “ T o  hell w ith this w a r !”  

“ In to  the cars, b o y s ,”  shouted Chris, 
w hose astonishm ent was as great as the 
privates, but w ho rem em bered that he 
was a sergeant. “ Step lively n o w ; 
fo r ty  m en in this car. H ip , hip, h ip ! 
H elp  each other up .”

G ru m blin gly  they obeyed , grunting 
and sw earing, but clim bing obediently 
through- the side door.

^  O W  it happened that the legend 
1 '  “ fo rty  m en”  applied to F ren ch m en ; 
fo r ty  o f  these particular Y anks re
quired at least thirty per cent m ore 
room . Besides, their kits were the o ld - 
fash ioned  arm y knapsacks o f  1898, not 
the m ore  scientific kits o f  later exped i
tionary  troops, and they took  up a  lot 
o f  room . C hris was the last o f  the 
fo r ty  m en to  scram ble in, and he cou ld  
hardly  w edge h im self through  the door. 
T h en  a F rench  trainm an slam m ed the 
d oor  shut and locked  it on  the outside, 
w ith  a small brass padlock.

T h e  roar fro m  the m ob inside was 
like the bellow ing  o f  a herd o f  indig
nant bulls. T h ey  kicked at the sides

o f  the car, pounded  on  the d oor  and re
ceived no attention whatever. T he same 
thing was happening all along the line, 
and presently a sou n d  like the whistle 
o f  a peanut stand was heard and the 
train began to m ove slow ly.

It was hot inside the car. T here 
was little air. T h e  m en were packed 
together like sardines, and they found 
it im possible fo r  m ore than half o f  
them to  be seated on the floor at one 
time. Chris invented a gam e o f  choose- 
up sides, and they threw  dice to  see 
w hich  side w ould  sit dow n first. W h en  
the standees dem anded their turn, the 
squatees re fu sed  to budge. In  the 
heated interior began a rough-and-tum 
ble battle royal w hich  had no serious 
results, because there w asn ’ t really 
room  to sw ing fists.

H ou rs  went b y  as the train m oved 
like a snail. T h e  su ffering becam e al
m ost unbearable. T hen  the car slow ly 
bum ped to  a halt and' the side d oor 
opened. T h ose  nearest attempted to 
leap ou t, but several F rench  soldiers 
with bayonets deterred them. T w o  
F rench  crippled soldiers then ap
proach ed  with tw o baskets. In  one 
w ere fo r ty  a p p les ; in the other were 
fo r ty  on ions. A n  apple and an onion 
fo r  each man— lunch !

iSuddenly the peanut whistle blew  
and the train started, w ith the side door 
still open , an oversight w hich  saved 
m any fro m  being asphyxiated from  the 
fum es o f  fo r ty  onions.

H a lf  an hour later the train stopped 
again. W o r d  was passed along that 
the men m ight get out and stretch fo r  
a  short time. Chris, w ho was at the 
d oor , was hurled headlong to the 
grou nd  in the m ad push fo r  fresh air 
and elbow  room . A n d  once on  terra 
firm a, the regim ent cursed long  and 
loudly.

O n ly  a few  rods aw ay was a w ire-in 
closed  stockade, and L uke M anning 
was the first to  observe som ething un
usual.



120 THE POPULAR MAGAZINE

“ W h at are them things ?”  he de
manded.

Chris looked  and saw tall black and 
brow n  men. with huge white turbans 
and gleam ing white teeth, grinn ing at 
them through the wires.

“ T h ey  m ust be S ik h s !”  he exclaim ed. 
“ Lets have a look  at them .”

A  flock  o f  doughboys sauntered to  
the wire, and a m ob  o f  Sikhs cam e out 
o f  huts and returned the scrutiny with 
equal amusement.

T h ey  were a regim ent o f  Indian 
lancers, Sikhs, w ho w ore  lon g  knives 
in their belts and w ho had m anaged to 
brighten up their khaki costum es with 
bits o f  co lor . A n d  they w ere covered  
with barbaric ornam ents. T h ey  had 
earrings, bracelets b y  the dozen  and 
even nose rings.

O ne very  b ig  man w ith a square, 
black beard appealed to L uke M anning. 
Luke tried to converse with him  and 
was answered in a curious jargon .

“ O h !”  exclaim ed L uke, in deep co m 
m iseration. “ T h e p oor  g u y ! D o  you  
know  what he said to m e ?  H e  said 
he d idn ’t have any nose ring. H e ’s 
got the holes and  noth ing to put in 
’em .”

“ P oor  fe l lo w ! A in ’ t that a sham e? 
O h , oh, o h !”  groaned  half a dozen, in 
m ock  sorrow .

“ A in ’t g ot a nose  r in g ? ”  asked Jack 
C unniff, hustling up. “ W e ll, now , ain’ t 
that too  bad ? I ’ ll g ive you  a nose ring. 
Jocko. H ere  you  are, o ld  boy . P ut it 
on, like this, see.”

A n d  he passed through the bar a 
shining little brass padlock  which the 
delighted' Sikh im m ediately p laced  in 
his nose. Jack thrust in his hand and 
snapped the pad lock  shut.

A  bellow  o f  wuld laughter arose as 
they recognized that Jack h ad  kindly 
contributed the padlock o f  their b o x  
car. T h e  trainm an cou ld  not lock  the 
d oor on  them any m ore.

T h e  rest o f  the trip was less terrible, 
because they kept the d oor  open. T he

train m oved  so slow ly that m en jum ped 
o ff  every n ow  and then and ran a lon g
side.

I T  was nearly dusk w hen their desti
nation was reached. A rras was a 

tow n w hich  had been fou gh t o v e r  a 
dozen  tim es, and so dam aged b y  shell 
fire that fe w  houses w ere standing. 
Just n ow  it was in B ritish  hands. W h o  
w ould possess it on  the m orrow , n o 
b od y  knew.

T here  were v e ry  fe w  inhabitants v is
ible, and the m en had n o  chance to  in
spect their first ruined tow n. T h e y  
w ere form ed  in to line and m arched 
som e distance to  the rear o f  the tow n, 
w here they fou n d  a rest cam p already 
occupied  b y  a cou p le  o f  B ritish  reg i
m ents, recuperating fr o m  a tour o f  
duty at the fron t. T h e  b r ie f glim pse 
o f  A rras had sharpened the cu riosity  
o f  the A m ericans and m ade unbearable 
the standing order which defined the 
m uch-restricted lim its o f  cam p, p roh ib 
ited an ybody from  g o in g  beyond the 
limits and established a chain guard to 
see that n ob od y  disobeyed.

U p  fron t, as L uk e M anning  put it, 
on ly a fe w  m iles aw ay was being given 
a perform an ce  o f  the greatest show  on 
earth. T h e  lon g  rolls o f  thunder, the 
occasional bursts o f  sp itefu l crack ling  
and the kettledrum  pandem onium  a f 
fected  them  as the blatting o f  a circus 
band inside the tent excites the small, 
penniless ch ildren outside. T h ey  
wanted to see. It w as penance to  be 
within five m iles o f  the theater o f  a c
tion and not get a peep at it.

T h e ir  anxiety  was aggravated b y  the 
behavior o f  the veterans, w h o sw ag
gered around and patron ized the Y a n 
kees, told  them tall tales o f  adventures 
in the trenches, and jeered  at them  fo r  
a lot o f  laborers instead o f  first-class 
fighting m en.

T h e  attitude o f  the T om m ies  and 
the Y ank s already being dubbed  dou gh 
boys, a lthough the w ord  technically
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m eans in fan try  as opposed  to cavalry, 
resem bled that o f  strange dogs w ho re
garded  one another w ith m utual inter
est and contem pt. T hese  A m ericans 
w ere ready to  resent a sneer with a 
qu ick  fist. T h e re fo re , a fe w  tw o-p er
son battles began. S o  lon g  as individ
ual fights did not g ro w  into riots, little 
attention was paid to  them.

T h e engineers were supersensitive 
about their o ld -fash ion ed , useless rifles 
and their fu n n y  cam paign hats, un
changed  in style from  the Spanish- 
A m erican  W a r . T h e others, with their 
steel helm ets and their com fortab le  
u n iform s, had a lot o f  fu n  about these 
trifles.

O n  the other hand, the Y ankees 
fou n d  a subject o f  m irth in the British 
trousers, w hich  cam e h a lfw ay  up the 
stom ach  and w ere held in p lace b y  sus
penders. T h e T om m ies, th erefore , had 
to  w ear coats. T h e  A m ericans, though, 
w ith their neat belts, w ere able to wan
der around coatless. T h e  argum ent o f  
suspenders versus belt was never set
tled. T h e w ar did not last lon g  enough.

C H A P T E R  I X .
A FRONT-I.INE TRENCH.

O  H R IS  struck up an acquaintance 
with three British noncom s, which 

grew  into ardent friendship  over a bot
tle o f  Scotch . Chris had never taken a 
drink o f  strong liquor in his life , until 
he jo in ed  the arm y, but the drinking 
water in F rance was so  heavily im preg
nated w ith ch lorine that it m ade him 
sick. T h e re fo re , he had been forced  to 
wet his whistle w ith F ren ch  wine, beer, 
and even stronger beverages, like m any 
another ex -w h ite -ribbon  youth.

U p on  one particular a ftern oon , the 
T om m ies  volunteered to  take him  and 
B ert L eslie  on  a tour o f  the fron e-lin e 
trenches, provided  they cou ld  run the 
guard.

S ince the day that hunger drove him 
to  raid the British mess hut in E ngland,

Chris had lost any scruples he might 
have had about slipping by sentries. H e 
yearned to  be able to say he had actu
ally been at the fron t. H e  and Bert 
accepted the kind invitation, which 
meant the guardhouse fo r  hosts and 
guests i f  d iscovered . T h ey  slipped out 
o f  their quarters shortly  a fter fou r 
o ’c lo ck  and edged over to the spot 
w here they w ere to m eet the three 
T om m ies.

T h ey  discussed w ays and means fo r  
a fe w  m om ents b e fo re  beginning the 
enterprise, then were alarm ed by the 
appearance o f  tw o figures from  behind 
a splintered oak tree beneath which 
they had assem bled. Chris laughed as 
he recognized  the p a ir ; they were L uke 
and Jack, w ho had becom e his shadows.

“ G oin g  up to the fron t, sarge?”  
asked L uke ingratiatingly. “ W e ’re g o 
ing w ith y o u .”

“ W h o  are these b ligh ters?”  de
m anded on e  o f  the E nglish  sergeants 
indignantly.

“ A  cou p le  o f  fe llow s in m y  com 
pany.”

“ W ell, we can 't take the whole blith
ering Y ankee outfit up, you  k n o w !”  he 
protested.

“ Y o u  can ’t go , boys ,”  said Chris se
verely.

“ O h , sure, we can g o ! ”  declared 
Jack. “ Y o u  can ’ t stop us.”

“ I  b loom in g  well c a n !”  declared the 
Englishm an.

“ W e  g o  o r  we tip the guard o ff , you 
fa th e a d !”  Jack assured him.

“ O h . let them c o m e !”  laughed Chris. 
“ T h e y ’ll behave and w e can sneak by 
all right.”

“ N o  m ore. I f  another blasted Y a n 
kee show s up, it’ s all o f f .”

“ U s fo u r  and no m ore ,”  prom ised 
B ert L eslie. “ N ow , you  b ig  stiffs, 
w e ’re all under orders to these chaps 
and d on ’t you  g o  calling them names 
o r  starting any fight.”

“ W h y  d o  you  think we can make the 
fron t lin e?”  ( hris inquired.
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T he E nglish  sergeant grinned. “ It 
will be tea time. A ll  the officers will be 
in their dugouts fo r  an hour and the 
men w on ’t say anything when they see 
us.”

"T h e  sentries?”
“ G ive them som e o f  your Y ankee 

cigarettes."

S it fell out, it was very  easy. T h e 
cam p guard was bribed w ith ciga

rettes, and they walked briskly tow ard  
the fron t. Presently they descended 
into a m uddy ditch w hich  was a co m 
m unicating trench, and in which they 
didn ’t m eet a soul.

T h ey  passed a ditch at right angles, 
where they saw som e soldiers squatting 
who paid no attention to them. P res
ently they em erged into a deep trench 
where all was calm  and serene. A  sen
try there accepted a handful o f  c iga 
rettes and asked them i f  they w ere a 
parcel o f  blasted tourists. A nother 
asked w here they g ot their hats.

“ D o  you  mean to  say this is the 
front-line trench,”  asked Chris incredu
lously.

“ Y o u ’ re right it i s ! ”  said the ch ie f 
guide. “ A n d  i f  you  stick yer ugly 
Y ankee m ug above that parapet y o u ’ ll 
soon get a peep hole through yer brains, 
i f  you g ot any.”

Chris had been in a state o f  intense 
excitem ent at the prospect o f  being 
actually at the fron t, and the placidity 
and serenity o f  this resting place let 
him dow n. T h e  potent liqu or inside o f  
him was doin g  its w ork , too , and1 he 
had a sense o f  unfairness that he had 
com e to see the w ar and there was no 
war.

“ A w , there ain ’ t n ob od y  over there 
at a ll! Y e r  stringing us,”  declared 
L uke M anning. “ W a tch  me call this 
b lu ff.”  .He stepped upon the firing 
step and pushed his hat above the para
pet.

T h ey  waited breathlessly— nothing 
happened.

“ W h a t the h e ll !”  exclaim ed Jack 
C unniff. W h ereu p on  he thrust his 
headpiece into plain sight.

C h ris  and B ert L eslie  cau ght the 
fever and there w ere fo u r  A m erican  
cam paign hats in full view . T hen  cam e 
a crack  and a spat. A  bullet hole ap
peared in C hris ’ hat. A  handfu l o f  dirt 
fell into the trench on  the other side, 
where the lead im bedded itself, and, 
laughing or  sw earing, half a dozen 
T om m ies pulled the quartet o f f  the fir
in g  step.

“ Y o u  blasted ja ck a sses !”  exclaim ed 
the sergeant w ho had gu ided  them. “ D o  
you  want to start a new  w a r?  G et out 
o f  here as fast as yer legs w ill carry  
y o u .”

“ A w , w hat’s the h a rm ?”  protested 
Luke. “ H e  d idn ’ t hit us.”

“ T o  hell with y o u ! T h e  w hole damn 
arm y will be over here to  find out what 
kind o f  troops are hold in g  this trench. 
T h ey  never saw any hats like that be
fore . Beat it quick, b e fo re  we get ar
rested.”

T h ey  legged it in to a com m un icat
ing trench ju st in tim e, fo r  men w ere 
tum bling out o f  the dugouts, and be
hind them they heard a rattle and 
crackle and zip  and snap as a whole 
section opened' fire on  that particular 
fron t-lin e  trench.

It took  them an hour to get back to 
cam p and then they realized that they 
had to run the guard to get in, as well 
as out. B ut these sentries w ere ready 
to  be bribed , and they escaped punish
ment.

C hris was already a very  different 
man from  the shy, tim id youth  w ho had 
gon e to P lattsburg. H e  w eighed six  or 
seven pounds m o r e ; his cheeks w ere 
tanned and h is eyes c le a r ; he had lost 
his clerk ly s to o p ; and he had learned 
to  eat about everyth ing that was set be
fo re  him, fo r  there is a lim it to  the 
length o f  tim e a fastid ious man can* 
fast.

M o re  im portant than these things
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there was a striking change in his m en
tal attitude. M arion  m ight have said 
that he had coarsened. H e  had cer
tainly toughened. H e  cou ld  sleep in a 
closed  tent w ith nine roughnecks and 
sleep hard and long. H e  had no fear 
w hatever o f  the huskies around him. 
A lthough  they w ere physically  superior 
to  him , they rather adm ired him, and it 
was not entirely the sergeant’s chevrons 
which had w on  their respect. T h e  feat 
o f  getting under fire that day awak
ened envy. L uk e and Jack gave Chris 
fu ll credit o f  responsibility  fo r  the a f 
fa ir  and elevated him  to  the position  o f  
a new  hero.

A n d  n ow  the regim ent was split up 
and  assigned to  d ifferent sections o f  
the n etw ork  o f  railroads. C hris ’ bat
talion was m arched to a long  line o f  
freight cars o f  the gon dola  type, not 
unlike our railroad coa l cars. T h e m en 
packed them selves in as they had done 
b e fo re , w ith the advantage that they 
w ere in the open  air and cou ld  observe 
the landscape, and the disadvantage 
that they were covered  with soot and 
half b linded by  coal dust fr o m  the en
gine.

J -J O W E V E R , it was not so had a ride 
com pared  to their first one. O n  

the other hand, the narrow -gau ge road 
ran parallel to the fron t, over grou nd  
which the B ritish  had recently  w on  
from  the enem y. It was a ghastly 
landscape, not a blade o f  grass or  a 
tree, the earth shell torn  and death 
ridden, dotted w ith bodies yet unburied, 
and others w hich  had a m ere sprinking 
o f  dirt over them , so that a gnarled 
hand or  a tu ft o f  hair, a boot or a coat 
tail spoke m utely o f  the end o f  a T o m 
m y, a Canadian, an A ussie  or  an enemy. 
It was a stark, chaotic cou ntry , with, 
here and there, splintered, shattered 
tree trunks.

E ven  the m ost exuberant o f  the men 
grew  som ber at the terrible p icture 
w hich rem inded Chris o f  som e o f  the

draw ings o f  hell in D o re ’s illustrations 
o f  D ante ’ s “ In fe rn o .”

A s  a fitting clim ax  to  the m ood  en
gendered b y  the day ’s desolation, they 
rolled , at dusk, through the ruined city 
o f  Bapaum e, as bleak and desolate as 
the ruins o f  P om peii. A  couple o f  
m iles farther on , they descended from  
the train to cam p fo r  the night upon a 
dust heap which had been the pretty v il- 
lige o f  P ozieres. N oth in g  had remained 
standing in this village. E very  house 
had been com pletely  leveled. O n ly  a 
bit o f  bare flagging here and there told 
that the main street had been paved.

T en ts  hadi been erected and fires 
w ere lit, w hich  were carefu lly  screened 
fro m  enem y airplanes, w hich w ere al
ways flying and spying. Chris sat with 
a little grou p  which included Fat 
Clarke, L uk e M anning  and Jack Cun- 
n iff, and they ate the ch ow  from  the 
co o k  w agon  without com plaint because, 
a fter what they had seen, they were 
glad to be  alive.

L uke was extrem ely  serious, his long 
grotesque countenance tw isted with 
thought. H e  had' taken o f f  his shoes 
and was toasting his stockinged feet at 
the fire.

“ L isten , fe llers,”  the brakem an said 
solem nly. “ I been thinking, and it sud
denly com e to  me that this outfit is the 
biggest collection  o f  suckers in the 
arm y.”

“ Y o u  said it,”  agreed several.
“ Y ah , but w h y ? W e  com e over to 

run trains, but w e d idn ’ t have brains 
enough to ask what was go in g  to be in 
the trains. I kind o f  thought it would 
be pretty g irls .”

“ T here  ain ’ t none ov er  here,”  de
clared Jack. “  ’ M em ber the crow s we 
saw in B o u lo g n y ?”

“ Stead o f  that, what are w e goin g  to 
ca rry ?  Shells, that’s w hat’s goin g  to 
be in the trains, b ig  shells fo r  the guns. 
A n d  suppose one o f  these enemy planes 
drops a bom b on a train ? H ey  ? W hat 
becom es o f  u s?  H e y ?  T h ey  can mail
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w hat’s le ft o f  us hom e to the fo lk s  in 
an envelope.”

C hris laughed. “ H as that on ly  just 
dawned on y o u ?  W h y , I suspected it 
when w e landed at B oulogne, as soon 
as I heard about these light railroads.”

“ Y a h ,”  continued L uke, “ this is the 
w orst jo b  in the arm y. T h ey  can hit 
these trains with heavy artillery. I f  
the train is half a m ile long, ju st one 
hit and there’ ll be a hole w here it was, 
h a lfw ay dow n to China. T h a t ’s why 
they give us the hullaballoo in L on don . 
T h ey  wanted to m ake us feel g ood  be
fo re  we blew  up .”

“ T he boy  is right,”  Jack C unniff 
nodded'. “ W h y , these T om m ies  are 
safe enough in the trenches! W e  was 
there, and it w asn ’t nothing. B ut rid 
ing on  a train load o f  am m unition—  
m other o f  M oses, I w ish I was h o m e !”

“  ‘ I want to  g o  hom e, now , aw ay 
from  here,’  ”  som ebody began to  chant 
m ockingly.

“ W e ’re a  gang o f  h e ro e s ; that’s what 
w e are,”  continued  L uke, “ a lot o f  b oob  
heroes. N o  w on der they sent to  A m e r
ica fo r  guys to  run these tra in s ! 
E veryb od y  else was scared o f  ’ em .”

“ I ’m  glad o f  it ,”  declared Chris. 
“ I ’ve been ashamed o f  m yself fo r  ever 
enlisting in an outfit that w asn ’ t go in g  
to  see any real service.”

“ O h , su re !”  agreed  Luke. “ I ain ’t 
com plaining— m uch. O n ly  they had
ought to  to ld  us. T h e y  should have 
given us a chance to get into som e nice 
sa fe  outfits like the navy or  the in
fantry .”

“ T he cavalry, they’ re the b oys that 
have the snap.”

“ D o n ’t you  believe it,”  Chris grinned. 
“ T h e y  take the cavalry o ff  the horses 
and m ake fo o t  soldiers out o f  them, 
and they eat the horses. I t ’s the horses 
that com e over here under fa lse p re
tenses.”

“ S ssh !”  cautioned som ebody. “ A  
plane.”

“ K ick  those fires out, dam n y o u !”

shouted a lieutenant, as he ran along 
the line. “ T h e y ’re against regulations. 
Y o u ’ll get us bom bed .”

“ I f  they d rop  a bom b, I bet you  I 
d on ’ t get hit. T w o  to  one, I d o n ’ t get 
hit,”  o ffered  Jack C unniff.

“ I ’ll take y o u ,”  said L uke. “ T w o  
dollars to one. H o ld  the m oney  fo r  us, 
sarge.”

Chris took  the m oney, then they lis
tened to  the rum ble o f  an airplane p ro 
peller o f  a low -fly in g  plane. Suddenly 
there cam e a heavy thum p on the 
grou n d  not far away. T h e  men threw 
them selves on  their faces'— after a m o
m ent, cautiously raised their heads.

“ I t ’ s a du d ,”  exclaim ed Jack. “ G ive 
m e the m oney, G raham .”

A  sw inging fist caught him  on  the 
side o f  the face, as he was clim bing to  
his feet, and kn ocked  him  over.

“ G im m e m e the m oney, sa rg e !”  de
m anded L uke. “ I bet him  he w ou ld  get 
hit i f  they dropped  a bom b, and he did. 
I  hit h im .”

“ I t ’ s y ou rs ,”  said  Chris. “ L e t ’s find 
that b om b .”

T h e y  approached it cautiously, then 
d iscovered  it was a square b lock  o f  
w ood  and to  it was attached a note. 
Chris tore it fro m  the string that fas
tened it, opened it and read it in w on 
der. It re a d :

Welcome to the American engineers.

“ W e  on ly  just g o t h e re !”  exclaim ed 
Luke. “ H o w  did  they k n o w ? ”

“ I ’ve g ot to  take this to  the captain. 
W e ’ll probab ly  have to  change our 
cam p,”  declared Chris, and  hastened o f f  
w ith the m issive.

“ T hat gu y  in the plane cou ld  have 
m urdered us just as well as n ot,”  re
m arked Jack C unniff. “ Say, those 
birds ain ’ t such bad scouts.”

“ W a it  a m inute,”  said L uke. “ T h e  
bet is o f f ;  that w asn ’ t a bom b. I ’ll 
throw  you  w hether I ow e you  tw o d o l
lars or  fo u r .”

T en  m inutes later the ord er cam e
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to sh ift cam p. T h e  outfit settled fo r  
the night in  an open space about a 
quarter o f  a m ile away, being carefu l 
this tim e not to  display a light o f  any 
sort. A  healthy respect fo r  enem y 
aviators w h o cou ld  d rop  a m issile so 
truly had arisen in the hearts o f  the 
battalion.

I N  the m orn in g  they g ot dow n  to  w ork .
T h ey  fou n d  that the A llies had built 

a  n etw ork  o f  light, n arrow -gauge rail
w ays w hich  radiated from  A lbert, 
the hub, to A rras, B apaum e and P e- 
ronne— not far fro m  the fron t, w hich 
at that time ran a long the line o f  those 
tow ns, on ly  a fe w  m iles to the east
w ard. M ilitary  organization  was aban
doned  during w ork ing  h o u rs ; a brake- 
m an becam e a brakem an a ga in ; a co n 
ductor took  up his old  j o b ;  an engi
neer went into the cab, and so on dow n 
the line o f  occupations. Captain 
Spayde im m ediately becam e im portant.

“ W h e n  running a rattler, the con d u c
tor  is the boss, fellers, w hether h e ’s a 
sergeant or an enlisted man. T h is ain ’t 
the arm y n o w ; it’ s ra ilroa d in g !”  he 
declared .”

Chris had! been a clerk , so  he be
cam e a clerk  again. H is  headquarters 
w ere in a hut near A lbert, and  he took  
his orders from  a lieutenant w ho had 
been a train dispatcher. A ll train crew s 
had to turn in reports and this office 
becam e the statistical departm ent o f  the 
w hole outfit.

T h e  little trains chugged about, per
fo rm in g  all sorts o f  service. S om e
times they carried  British soldiers, 
som etim es neatly packed shells which 
they ran as close  to  the lines as the 
rails perm itted and then waited while 
m otor lorries carried  aw ay th eir freight. 
O fte n  they w ent by w ith groan in g  
T om m ies, w ou n ded  at the fron t.

T h e  battalion knew  there w ere other 
A m erican  troops in France. T h e  whole 
first division  o f  regulars were som e
w here in the line. T h ere  were five or 
s ix  other regim ents o f  engineers, like 
them selves, operating trains fo r  the 
E nglish  and F rench , but fo r  weeks they 
did not see an A m erican , and they 
learned to greet Canadians like long- 
lost brothers.

L uke M anning, as brakem an. had a 
very  pleasant duty to  perform . H e 
closed  the doors  o f  the b o x  cars on the 
B ritish  and Canadians im partially, 
snapped the padlocks and then reviled 
them  to his heart’s content, secure in 
his know ledge that they cou ldn 't get 
out. O n  the other hand, he looked  up 
one day and saw  an enem y plane just 
in the act o f  d ropp in g  a bom b on  twenty 
gondolas laden with high explosives. 
L uke w as sitting on a b ig  shell at the 
tim e and was so paralyzed with fright 
that he w asn ’ t able to m ove. But he 
began  the first prayer that he had said 
since he was a child at his m other’s 
knee.

“Now I lay me down to sleep.
I pray the----- ”

A t that m om ent the. bom b landed in 
a b ig  shell hole a hundred  feet from  
the track and exploded . A s  the force  
o f  the exp losion  went dow nw ard, noth
in g  happened, except an eruption o f  
dirt and gravel.

“ Y ah , you  b ig  stiff, you  cou ldn ’t hit 
a barn d oor with a cannon ten feet 
a w a y !”  he bellow ed, shaking his fist at 
the unhearing aviator, w ho was m aking 
fo r  his ow n  lines, pursued by  tw o A l
lied planes.

O n e fine day, a train stopped because 
the engine had broken  dow n  just in 
fron t o f  headquarters shack. F rom  it 
descended a variegated lot o f  T om m ies 
— and a g i r l !

T o be continued in the next issue o f T h e  P o p u l a r , on the news stands July 7th.

mu



Down Widow Hill
By James Parker Long

Author o f  “ Barking Dogs Never B ite ? "  and other Stories.

It takes a hot fire to temper a sword that has been dulled by disuse. It took 
a wild ride through hedges of death to resurrect the courage and skill 
that had once been the inviolable possessions of the jockey. Jack Malone.

DO N ’T  !)-l>et on  h im ,”  sputtered 
Jack M alone, as he was hoisted 
on to the leggy  black horse with 
the rolling  eye and the rogu e ’s 

hood. “ I ’m a fo o l  to be taking the 
mount. I t  a in ’t as i f  this was an ord i
nary race. A  horse is lucky i f  he even 
finishes, and when he’s in the tem per
this beast is in-------- A ll right, ju dge ,
I ’m com in g .”

W hen  the barrier snapped up, the 
twenty steeplechasers bounded forw ard  
on  the five m iles o f  tu rf, ditch and 
wicked fences which are know n to race
goers as T he E llington  Cup and to the 
jock eys as “ T he U ndertakers’ D eligh t.”  
L ast horse aw ay was Jack ’ s m ount, a 
com pany horse ridden as a fa v or  to  
the ow ners by  the top  jock ey  o f  the 
m eeting. F o r  a dozen jum ps he ate

quirt b e fo re  he began to reach out, but 
by  the tim e the field had crossed  the 
first three brush fences and a L iverp oo l 
he was in the pack, ears back, teeth 
bared, but racing.

I f  ever a race should have been aban
doned fo r  the g o o d  o f  the sport, it was 
this same E llington  Cup. Its five miles 
o f  heavy tu rf and tricky jum ps are a 
test even fo r  a  cross-cou n try  hunter 
w ho can take his tim e on  the jum ps. 
W h en  speeding thoroughbreds are 
hurled over the barriers by jock eys  rac
ing fo r  the m oney, jostlin g , cutting c o r 
ners, taking chances, small w onder that 
it is an  exceptional running when a 
third o f  the starters finish. N o r  was 
this to  be an exceptional year.

T h ree  m iles from  the start, clear 
across the broad center paddock, is a



DOWN WIDOW HILL 127

natural w ater. H ere  the course is nar
row ed  by white w ings to  the one pass
able spot. R o o m  fo r  s ix  horses there 
is and ten w ere com in g  alm ost abreast, 
gallantly using the energy w hich should 
have been saved fo r  the final heart
breaking tw o m iles, but was called fo r  
in hopes o f  being first at the bank and 
over b e fo re  the crush cam e tum bling 
dow n , pell-m ell.

F irst cam e the black, with Jack hand
rid ing  him , as he had b e fo re  each jum p, 
in ord er to keep the sulky beast to his 
w ork . A  m om entary check, an unw ill
in g  e ffort and the b lack ’s fron t feet 
landed on the tu rf while the hind quar
ters splashed into the water.

A  con vulsive e ffort and W e b ste r ’s 
bay landed, overreached , carom ed into 
the half-balanced black and both horses 
and riders were dow n , w hile the rest 
o f  the pack strove to sw erve already 
leaping horses or  to  stop in a stride ani
mals traveling with the speed o f  an e x 
press train. O n e m om ent there was 
green  tu r f stretching dow n to placid, 
unrippled water. T h e next there was 
an in fe rn o  o f  struggling, k ick ing horses 
and stricken men. S om ew here in that 
tangle was Jack.

’’ T H A T  was in A ugust. In  A pril, Jack 
M alon e left the hospital a well man. 

Th'at is to say, the breaks had been 
p rop erly  set and the necessary opera 
tions had restored^to serviceable con d i
tion the in jured  internal w orkings. A ll 
had been done fo r  the physical man 
that cou ld  be done, and h ow  were even 
the m ost skillfu l d octors to k n ow  that 
a part o f  Jack was in jured  which k n ife  
or  splint cou ld  not reach ? Pale, un
certain  o f  step, but w ith an eager eye 
on  new ly returned birds and the flash 
o f  tulip and hyacinth in the parks. Jack 
reported at H en d erson ’s, to thank him 
fo r  the expense the com pany had been 
to and the sym pathy they had expressed 
in their e ffort to m ake things right with 
the man w ho had been in jured  rid ing

their horse. T hen  he bought a ticket 
to  Chicago.

M ollie— M ollie  with the pert, uptilted 
nose and the provocative eyes— had 
gon e  to  visit her m other, pending the 
tim e when her husband cou ld  again be 
with her. H e  cou ld  not ride fo r  several 
m onths, and M ollie  and he cou ld  take 
that vacation and see som e o f  the w orld  
w hile he was getting fit. T h e T w en 
tieth C entury is highly spoken o f  by  
m any as a speedy m ethod o f  travel, but 
Jack w ould  not have been a g ood  per
son from  w hom  to  solicit a testimonial. 
T h e  miles seemed to craw l past.

M ollie  was gone. H is cold -eyed  old 
m other-in -law  shrugged, w aved her 
hands and denied all know ledge.

“ H o w  should I k n o w ?”  she expostu 
lated heatedly. “ W o rk in g , I suppose. 
W h a t w ou ld  she d o  when you  d on ’t 
send her enough to g o  w ith the other 
g ir ls ?  Serves her right fo r  m arrying 
a jo ck ey , says I . ”

A  k n ow in g  smile and a too-casual 
question from  the proprietor o f  the co r 
ner c igar store started a train o f  
thought. A  little inquiry am ong form er 
friends and that evening Jack found 
h im self pressing the bell in an entry 
w ay under a  card which re a d : “ M r. 
and M rs. Ben D orn an .”  W h en  the 
latch clicked, he w ent in and up to the 
door, in a daze at the confirm ation  o f  
his suspicion that his w ife  had divorced 
him and rem arried.

H e  knocked and, when it opened, 
there was M ollie . A t her scream  a 
chair overturned in the other room  and 
a you n g  fe llow  dressed in the too-m od - 
ern clothes that M ollie  had never per
suaded Jack to adopt shouldered her 
back and stuck his face  dow n tow ard 
Jack ’s,

“ W ell, and what do you w an t?”  he 
dem anded.

“ I want a w ord  with m y w ife . But 
first I want you  to g o  back in there.”

“ S o  you  are M alone, are y o u ?  I  
had an idea that you  w ould be pok in g
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in here pretty soon. N o , you  shut up,
M o llie ! I ’m  running this-------- Y o u
get out o f  here now , you  little squirt. 
N o  one is entitled to a pretty little girl 
like M ollie  here unless he can hold her, 
and I ’m the boy  that can do that little 
thing. O n  you r w ay n o w !”

T h e sentence was punctuated b y  the 
im pact o f  Jack ’s fist on  the fe llo w ’s 
chin, but hospital training does not lead 
to a knock-out punch. Ben D ornan  
was n o  m oose, but it does not take one 
to  be b igger than a hundred-pound 
jock ey , nor does it take a  D em psey to  
knock dow n a m an w ho three m onths 
b e fore  did not k n ow  w hether he was 
go in g  to  live through any specified day. 
Jack lit in the corn er o f  the h a ll; the 
d oor s lam m ed ; and the episode was 
closed.

W h en  Jack had got h im self in to  the 
street, nursing his ja w  and fee lin g  as i f  
all the old  breaks had com e undone, he 
started fo r  a  sportin g -goods store to  
buy one o f  M r. C o lt ’ s n ew -fangled  
equalizers, so that he m ight g o  back and 
argue on a m ore  even footin g . H e  
never finished the errand. W h eth er it 
was the half-heard chuckle from  M o l
lie o r  whether he had ju st d iscovered  
that oth er things than bones can be 
broken, at an y  rate he walked past the 
store, stopped a  taxi and started fo r  
the station, m uttering som ething to  
h im self about getting stron g  and co m 
in g  back. A ll the w hile he knew  that 
he was on ly  try ing  to deceive h im self, 
knew  that he w ould  not com e back.

It was a new  Jack w ho faced  the bar
rier at Sheepshead fo r  his first race 
that fall. T h e Jack w ho had flung the 
surly, stubborn black into the turm oil 
o f  T he E llington  Cup the year b e fo re  
was gone. E xpensive m edical attention 
had failed to  repair som ething intan
gible, but som ething that m ade life  
w orth living fo r  him  w ho had it and 
hopeless fo r  him w ho, having had it, 
had it no longer.

T he race was a sim ple little handicap.

T h e  half dozen  horses had been over 
the route so m any tim es that they 
needed a rider as little as they needed 
ear m uffs. In  spite o f  that and the 
k indly  greetings o f  the boys on  the 
other horses, Jack ’s hands w ere sweaty 
b e fo re  the barrier went up. A t  the be
g inn ing o f  the race he had an op p or 
tunity to  take a chance and preem pt a 
spot next the rail that the careless pole 
rider had neglected to close. In  the 
very  act o f  bootin g  his rangy hound 
in to it, the thought o f  possible accident 
leaped up and choked him.

A fte r  he had taken back, the race 
was hopelessly lost, but not so h ope
lessly that the old Jack w ould  not have 
treated his m ount to  a thrilling hand 
ride and tried every step o f  the w ay 
till he flashed under the w ire. T h is 
Jack m ade the prelim inary m otions.

H e  laid his horse up against the pole, 
hit him  a bat or  tw o with the w hip and 
felt his heart ch eck  and alm ost stop as 
he passed one o f  the other trailers, w ho 
had ob jected  to the gad and was trying 
to shed his rider. T h e  thought he cou ld  
not lose w a s : “ W h a t i f  he sw erved this 
w ay and pinned m e against the ra il? ”

H is next race was to be over hurdles. 
Jack had not thought anything about it 
b e fore , but w hile the horse was being 
saddled he was th in k in g :

“ W h at i f  I get bum ped while taking 
o f f ?  W h a t i f  he stum bles? W h a t i f  
-------- W h a t i f -------- ”  D ozen s o f  th in gs!

H e  was sw eating all over n ow  and 
his m outh tasted as d ry  as a  p ow der 
pu ff. H is knees fe lt w eak when he 
tried to  m ount, and he called  the ow n er 
over and pleaded sickness.

T hat night he got drunk as a fo o l, 
and the next day he was hundreds o f  
miles aw ay and g o in g  farther.

I  O O K  lively , b ig  b o y ! ”  baw led " R e d ”  
Jen n ifer, forem an  o f  E llis & Sm ith

son ’s Cam p 2, on  the headw aters o f  
the N orw a y  R iver. “ H o p  to  it !  
H eaven  on ly  know s w hy they sent us
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a half portion , w hen there is a  m an- 
size jo b  w aiting fo r  you , cleaning out 
those horse stab les!”

T h e  biw eekly  stage that snailed in 
o v e r  the w earisom e road— it was mud 
or  co rd u ro y  in the tam arack swam ps, 
spruce roots over the knolls and unm en
tionable over the rock y  ridges, but was 
the on ly  con nectin g  link betw een the 
partners’ cam ps excep t the river, w hich 
was used on ly  in the spring, w hen the 
year ’s cut went out— had ju st d isgorged  
the lo n g -lo o k e d -fo r  stableboy w h o m ust 
do the d irty  w ork  around the horses, 
w hich  those aristocrats o f  the w oods, 
the team sters, disdained. T h e  little 
fe llow , staggering under the load o f  
the turkey on  his back, started fo r  the 
barn. A t  the d oor , h e  stopped. R ed  
had hailed him.

“ H ey , y o u ! W h a t nam e’ ll I  put on 
the b o o k ? ”

“ Jack M a lon e .”
“ A ll right, Jack. D o n ’t let Jonah eat 

y o u .”
A s  the d oor  slid open, there cam e a 

squeal and thud. In  the last stall stood 
a cream  h orse w ith a white m ane and 
tail. A t  the w hine o f  the d oor rollers, 
he had announced that he was ready 
fo r  all com ers and n ow  stood  scow ling 
over the partitions, his lean, b on y  head 
turned to the light, low er lip hanging, 
ears flat on  snaky neck, hate shining 
fro m  his eyes. H e  was the on ly  horse 
in  the barn. A ll  the dra fters w ere  at 
w ork .

“ S o  y o u ’re J on a h ?  A ll right, o ld  
snake, I ’ ll not let you  eat m e .”

Jack dum ped his turkey on  a  feed  
b o x  and eased his tired b ody , m uscle- 
w racked by the pain fu l ride in, over  
tow ard  the horse. Jonah w eaved from  
side to side and, as Jack approached, 
sw ung his head pendulum like and took  
tiny dancing steps, tapping the side o f  
the stall w ith shod h oo fs .

Jack stopped and looked  at him . H e  
knew  he should be exu lting in the sight 

aw* o f  such perfection  o f  horseflesh. S ix 

teen and a half hands o f  lean, hard 
flesh, flat, straight legs, deep, w ell- 
sprung ribs and p o w e rfu l loins. Speed 
incarnate from  lean, bon y  withers to  
small, deeply cupped h o o fs  and from  
gleam ing teeth to fou lly  matted tail.

“ T here is you r  first jo b .”  R ed  had 
fo llow ed  Jack into the barn and grinned 
m aliciously at the picture. “ T ake Jonah 
out and give him a drink. H e  hasn’ t 
been w atered since yesterday.”

Jack stepped forw ard . T h e  cream  
kicked and squealed and again Jack 
fe lt that som ething catch at his throat 
and in terfere  with his breathing which 
had so o ften  com e  to  him  since those 
tim es in the hallw ay o f  the C hicago 
apartm ent house and the race at 
Sheepshead. H e  turned to  plead with 
the heavy-shouldered forem an  behind 
him  and cau ght the tag-end  o f  the 
m alice in the grin.

“ H o w ’d it be i f  I  toted it in a pa il?”
“ Just as well, maybe. I ’d kind o f  

hate to  lose  a new  stableboy so  soon .”

'y 'H A T  was all right fo r  that day. B ut 
other days cam e— days when Jack, 

his m ind dw elling in the past, went to  
the end stall to  g room  the beautiful 
h orse with the crim son-lined  nostrils 
and broad, A rabian  head and turned 
aw ay at the last m om ent w ith thum ping 
heart and trem bling hands, days when 
he despised h im self as he cautiously slid 
the w ater pail over the head board, 
days when he w ondered  w h y it was 
w orth  w hile to  g o  on  liv ing without 
self-respect.

B ut he held dow n  his jo b . N ot foi; 
years had Jack p erform ed  any o f  the 
m ore  unpleasant rites o f  a horse ’s toilet. 
T h at had been the task o f  the colored  
sw ipes. H e  fou n d  speedily that the 
m an w ho can  direct a  jo b  properly  
know s h ow  to  d o  it properly . T he 
barn, rough, slab-sided shell that it was, 
speedily took  on  an air o f  neat and 
hom y com fort.

T h e  bulky shire and P ercheron  b u f
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faloes w h o did the w ork  fou n d  that 
clean dry beds and intelligent care fo r  
their needs agreed with them and 
prom ptly becam e even larger and m ore 
efficient. T he w ell-tended barn, filled 
with its contented, m unching tenants, 
becam e a favorite  lou n gin g  place fo r  
the men, and every evening fou n d  a 
com pany o f  them sprawled on  bales o f  
hay, telling w indy tales o f  what they 
or  som e favorite h ero had done or 
w ould do.

Jack was silent. H o w  cou ld  he ta lk? 
H o w  cou ld  he tell the story  o f  the 
dow nw ard steps o f  the jo ck e y  w ho had 
once draw n dow n  five thousand dollars 
fo r  w inning a single race and w ho now  
p erform ed  the low liest task in the w hole 
ca m p ? W h en  his turn cam e to  speak, 
a turn w hich  did not com e o fte n  be
cause he was ranked w ith the low ly  
cook ee  and had the last w ord  on any
thing, he asked questions instead.

“ W h ere  did the cream  com e fr o m ?  
H o w  was he b re d ?  W e re  there any 
m ore like h im  in the co u n try ?”

In answer to  his questions, he was 
told the ep ic history o f  the ju n ior  part
ner, Sm ithson ’s, struggle to make a 
saddle horse out o f  the obv iou sly  thor
oughbred stallion, w hich  he had bought 
from  a band o f  w andering gypsies, o f  
the w ild runaw ay through  the tw isting, 
uneven w ood  road, w hich had resulted 
not tw o weeks b e fo re  Jack ’s arrival in 
a smashed b od y  fo r  the m an and en
forced  inactivity fo r  the horse.

I T  w asn’ t such a bad life , one way.
T h e partners set a g ood  table. T h e ir  

system  o f  separate cam ps had built up 
a  cam p spirit and loyalty w hich  was 
bred o f  rivalry and resulted in an hon 
est striving fo r  results that welded the 
m en into a shouting, jok in g , roystering 
unit. O f  that unit the forem an  was 
king. R ed  Jennifer had fought his w ay 
to the top  because he cou ld  outbaw l, 
outpunch, outchop and outsaw  any 
other man in the outfit.

F orce  was R e d ’s fetish, not brains. 
I f  a man was not w ork in g  his best, the 
first thing to  try  was a knockdow n . I f  
a  log  truck stuck in the w oods, hitch on  
another team and the'n another and then 
another b e fore  look ing  to see i f  the 
logs w eren ’t hooked on  a stub. W h a t 
w onder that the day cam e when he de
cided  to try  fo rce  on  the crea m ?

O n e o f  the dra fters had blundered in 
attem pting to cro w d  into the cream ’s 
stall with him. T he team sters, the fo r e 
man and the scaler w ere gathered in a 
knot, while Jack was snipping o ff  the 
torn flaps o f  skin and dusting antiseptic 
p ow der on  the various abrasions.

“ T h at horse needs a  b ea tin g !”  said 
R ed  suddenly. “ Sm ithy will be mad if 
I  m ark him up, but he will be m adder 
i f  w e get all these other horses cut to  
pieces. A  g o o d  lick in g  never did a 
horse any harm  and it m ay d o  this one 
som e g o o d .”

H e  strode over to  the corn er  where 
lay a heavy, raw hide mule skinner and 
cam e back dow n  the alleyw ay. B e fo re  
he reached the horse, Jack con fron ted  
him.

“ D o n ’t you  d o  i t ! ”  Jack shrilled. 
“ T hat horse has desert b lood  in him . 
A  w hipping will m ake him  w orse. Y o u  
cou ld  kill him  w ithout breaking his 
spirit. H e ’s not like one o f  you r  co ld 
b looded  d ra fters .”

“ O u t o f  m y w a y !”  roared R ed.
Jack ducked and crin ged  like a 

w hipped cur and slunk into a stall, while 
the forem an  strode past, sw ung the 
whip and struck. T h e  sw ish and crack 
o f  the whip was answ ered by the thud 
and squeal o f  the fighting stallion tied 
helplessly in his stall.

O n ce  Jack started dow n  the alley, but 
b e fo re  he cou ld  speak that som ething 
w hich was broken  within him  gripped 
him  on ce m ore, and he hurried out into 
the open, w hile behind him  rose the tu
mult o f  oaths and thuds which told ' o f  
the one-sided  battle w hich was g o in g  
on. Straight dow n  the road Jack went,
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in the d irection  o f  the railroad, f ifty  
m iles aw ay. A fte r  lie had gone tw o or 
three miles, he stopped and sw ore at 
h im self. H e  w asn ’t even man enough  
to  run aw ay. T h e  thought o f  facin g  
the w orld  w ithout m oney or luggage 
brought him back, m entally groveling , 
and the agon y o f  it was that he knew  
ju st what he was.

E ven  the k now ledge that the cream  
had broken  loose and cracked R e d ’s 
w rist w ith a lucky flail o f  his h o o f did 
not cheer Jack up. H e  crow d ed  the 
w ild -eyed  animal over in to  the side o f  
the stall w ith a pole  and put a throw ing 
harness on  him, so that he m ight touch 
up the w ounds with salve. A ll the 
while, Jack took  the precautions he 
sneered at h im self fo r  a cow ard  and his 
-heart ju m ped  at every m otion  o f  the 
beast.

\ X /O R D  was sent fo r  the cam p doctor 
to com e in and fix  R e d ’s wrist and 

take a look  at one o f  the men, w ho 
had a fever. T h e next day the doctor 
arrived, sw inging through  the trail with 
his m edicine case on  his back— wise 
m en walked on  that road, on ly  new 
com ers used the stage and on ly  the p ro 
prietors cou ld  a fford  the renewals nec
essary fo r  horseback riding.

W h en  the w rist was pulled into shape 
and tied in its splint, the doctor w ent 
into the bunk house and took  a look  
at the sick man. W h en  he cam e out, 
his face  was grave and he beckoned 
the forem an  and scaler and led the w ay 
into the barn.

“ S m a llp ox ,”  he announced, “ and well 
into the contagious stage! I kn ow  fo r  
a fact that there aren ’ t five vaccinated 
m en in the cam p. I checked it up last 
spring. A n d  you  are to b lam e! Y o u  
kept me from  vaccinating the gang and 
then insisted on  hiring that ha lf-breed , 
when you  knew  he w ou ld  sneak o f f  
hom e every week o r  tw o and pick  up 
every disease that was going. E very  
death w e get here will be chargeable

to  you  and I ’ ll see that you  get the 
c re d it !”  H e  shook his fist accusingly 
under R ed 's  nose and then broke o ff  to 
dem an d : “ W h a t ’s the matter with y o u ?  
Y o u  feeling  s ick ?"

“ Y eh . Guess I better g o  over to  the 
shanty.”

“ Just like one o f  those b ig  vege
tab les!”  the doctor snorted. “ L ets me 
set and bandage his fractured  w rist and 
never even catches his breath, and then 
gets all white and nearly faints when 
I tell him there’s sm allpox in the cam p. 
Y o u  had better keep an eye on  him, 
Stanley, or  h e ’ll be sneaking ou t and 
w alking to  tow n. F irst, though, we 
m ust lay out ou r program .”

“ B ut what can we. d o ? ”
“ G et that b ig  red-headed hound back 

here first. H e  m ay have calm ed dow n 
enough to talk business. A nd bring in 
what m en you  can depend on. W e  
m ust post som e trustw orthy guards to 
make sure the gang doesn ’ t split and 
carry  this in fection  everyw here through 
these h ills.”

W h en  the scaler cam e back, he had 
three o f  the team sters with him and 
w ord  that R ed  had disappeared.

“ Let him  g o ,”  said the doctor. “ This 
other business is m ore im portant. A fte r  
we have picked the guards, the next 
th ing ’ll be to send fo r  som e vaccine. 
T h ere  is none this side o f  the city. T he 
nearest telephone is dow n  in the co m 
pany barn at the railroad. T h a t’s fifty  
m iles! O n e train a day dow n  and that 
leaves at three o ’clock . I f  we could 
get w ord  to the hospital so that they 
cou ld  get it on  that train, the letter’d 
get in to -n ight and they cou ld  send it 
out here b y  to -m orrow  m orning. I 
cou ld  vaccinate ever}' one and i f  it 
d idn ’ t keep you  from  catching it, y o u ’d 
have it easy.

“ A s  it is a man cou ld n ’t walk in or 
ride on e o f  these dra fters short o f  
fifteen  hours, and we have five. That 
means that the stu ff can ’ t get here till 
m idnight to -m orrow  at the earliest, and
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b y  that time half the cam p will be clown. 
T here are seven in the bunk house n ow  
with fevers. T he w ay the Indians have 
been having it over beyond the lakes, 
I ’d say it was a m ighty bad fo rm  o f  
it, too. W e  are facing  a nasty p ros
pect.”

T alk  sw ung over to the selection o f  
the men w ho should serve as guards, 
w ho should g o  to the railroad, and the 
m ethods o f  care fo r  the stricken. B e
fo re  m ore than a dozen sentences had 
been spoken. Jack cam e up the alleyway 
behind the horses. H e  was white, 
whiter even than R ed  had tu rn ed ; his 
hands w ere clench ing and squirm ing 
and drops o f  sweat stood on his fo re 
head.

" I  overheard what you  said,”  he an
nounced. “ I ’ll m ake the trip. I f  I can 
stay on  the cream , he can get there in 
time fo r  to -da y ’s train.”

“ N onsense, m an ! Y o u ’re scared out 
o f  your w its.”

“ D on ’t I know  i t ! B ut not o f  the 
sm allpox. I had that dow n  to  T ia  
Juana. I t ’ s the horse. D o  you  think I 
want to ride that m urdering beast ? B ut 
I 'm  n o  use to m yself as it is, and i f  I 
g o  out, at least it ’ s a decent w ay. D o n ’t 
stand there fussing. Tell me where to  
telephone fo r  the dope and let me get 
going . I t ’ll be close  enough anyw ay.”

F ive minutes later the b ig  cream  was 
in the open, draggin g  the three team
sters around the yard, but w ith Sm ith
son ’ s M cC lelland strapped to his back. 
Jack was stripped to  shirt, pants and 
boots, ready to m ount. T he m om ent 
had com e. H is  A d a m ’s apple flickered 
up and clown as he attempted to  swal
low  that lum p that was trying to  choke 
him.

T he doctor was sa y in g : “ A n d  when 
you  get about a m ile past Cam p 1, get 
your horse in hand, fo r  H eaven ’s sake. 
T hat hill dow n  there is a bad one. 
T h ere  have been three stage accidents 
there and five people killed. I f  you  
start dow n that on the run it ’s ‘g ood

night, n u rse !’ Y o u ’ ll kn ow  the place. 
T h ere ’s a hoard nailed there that says 
‘W id o w  H ill— D o n ’t C ro w d .’ ”

“ B oost m e !”  said Jack. H e  knew  he 
cou ld  never clim b on  alone. H is  m us
cles w ou ld  refuse.

H e  was boosted. T h e  lines were 
thrust in his h a n d s ; the crea m ’s head 
was re lea sed ; and w ith a yell the tw o 
tore  dow n  the road. Jack a m ost ungal
lant figure as he pulled leather w ith one 
hand and tugged helplessly at the reins 
like som e hysterical w om an.

p O R  a m ile the cream  ju st ran, ran 
as he had wanted to  d o  in  all 

the weeks o f  his im prison ing— ran with 
all the crazy w ildness that had cr ip 
pled his ow n er. A t  the first bend the 
road dipped, cu rv in g  into the creek  bot
tom  and w rithed up again, a fter  danc
ing over the rocks in the channel. Jack 
was clin gin g  instinctively w ith his 
knees, as they leaned in and swept 
around the corn er, and it was fortunate.

R ed  was b e fo re  them , and as they 
sw ept past him . the cream  sw erved  till 
Jack ’s knee brushed a  tall, straight tree 
bole, and his heart a lm ost stopped heat
ing. H is  w rench on  the lines checked 
the horse an instant. H e  bucked three 
tim es. A ga in  Jack ’ s seat saved him  
and again the stallion was running, 
dow n  around the w inding road, clatter
in g  across the stones in the creek bed, 
sw oop in g  to  the level like a bird.

H ere  the grou nd  was m oist and inter
laced w ith the su rface roots o f  the 
spruce. T h e dainty h o o fs  o f  the stal
lion  punched fetlock  deep in the s o ft  
ground or stopped w ith a ja r  on  roots 
as he tore over the treacherous grou n d  
with unslackened speed. A n d  then 
Cam p 1 ! S ix  m iles and Jack was still 
clin gin g  b y  instinct, but his m ind had 
begun to w ork .

“ A  m ile beyond C am p I— W id o w  H ill 
— G ood  night, n u rs e !”  >

H e sawed on the lines, but w ith no 
m ore effect than to make the stallion ’s
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bounds g ro w  uneven and unbalance him , 
so that he stum bled on  a root and fo r  
tw enty yards his struggles to  keep his 
feet shook  the rider till som ething bet
ter than instinct was all that kept him  in 
the saddle. O n ce  leveled, Jack looked  
ahead. T here  was a roar o f  water in 
his ears.

H e  m ust he near the upper falls and 
beside them was W id o w  H ill, w here 
the road, du g  into the side o f  a c liff, 
w ound dow n , dowm, with death on  the 
side and a tam arack m arsh with knee- 
deep ooze  at the bottom  to  trip  the 
cream ’s flying feet, I f  he cou ld  live 
to  the b o tto m ! Y e s , there was the sign. 
“ W id o w  H ill— D o n ’t C row d .”  B e fo re  
Jack cou ld  breathe again the thudding 
h o o fs  w ere over the top  and cru n ching  
in loose, slide shale. T h e  cut bank tow 
ered above him  on  one side and on  the 
other, deep dow n , was the white w ater 
o f  the falls, punctuated with black 
rocks.

O n e  c u r v e ! T h ey  m ade it. A n o th e r ! 
B ut what i f  they m et the stage? It 
was due any tim e now . A n oth er c u r v e ! 
T h ey  sw ung out to the very  edge. 
G ravity  was pulling on  the horse now . 
H is speed seem ed to have doubled and 
there was a hitch, a slight uncertainty, 
on  each recovery , as though the e ffort 
to  get his fron t feet up in tim e to  care 
fo r  the rapidly rushing b od y  w ere al
m ost too  m uch. A n oth er curve, and be
fo re  them  was a mass o f  earth, trees 
and stone that had slid fro m  the bank 
above— one o f  those frequent landslips 
that m ade the hill what it was. T h irty  
yards, a  couple o f  s e co n d s !

B ut in that breathless instant the man 
on  the horse was changed. Im aginary 
terrors w ere forgotten  in the face o f  
certain death, and the man w ho stood  in 
his stirrups and sw ept the barrier w ith 
his eyes fo r  a weak spot was the old 
Jack, the m an w hose instincts w orked 
ju st enough  faster than the other m an ’s 
to enable him to  see the chance first, to 
act on  it and so ride in the w inner. B ut

this tim e m ore  than v ictory  was at 
stake. A s  fear fell from  him , se lf-re 
spect swept back and life  seemed very 
dear, but nothing to  w orry  about.

A t the very  edge o f  the cliff, a single 
tree trunk obstructed the way. A  three- 
fo o t  ju m p ! N oth in g ! B ut in the c ir 
cum stances, clearing it w ould be a m ir
acle. It w ould  be a m iracle i f  the m adly 
racing h orse cou ld  rise at all. I t  w ould 
be a greater on e i f  he cou ld  land on the 
edge and recover w ithout sliding dow n 
over the cliff. W ith  aiding knee and 
wrists and voice , Jack helped his horse, 
and he was over with a sw ishing o f  
branches. U n der m adly struggling 
h o o fs , the bank caved and slid, but the 
cream  and his rider w ere aw a y !

^ G A I N  it was a struggle to  retain 
foo tin g , but n ow  a born  rider was 

helping. A rou n d  the next turn the horse 
was leveled , and his head was higher 
than since he had started. M oreover, 
the hands that held that struggling head 
under som e sem blance o f  control were 
not the hands that had tugged so un- 
availingly. N o w  they w ere firm , yield 
ing on ly  what was needed, and the mes
sage that was telegraphed over them 
was that o f  the absolute confidence o f  
the rider.

T here w ere occasional benches now , 
w here the steepness o f  the grade slack
ened and on each the fiercely thrusting 
head and rigid neck met m ore and m ore 
pressure, the neck bent m ore and m ore, 
and the ch in  cam e nearer and nearer 
the chest.

O n e m ore bend and the final drop. 
A rou n d  it they raced and faced the 
stage, craw lin g  slow ly  up its slippery 
surface. Jack settled h im self and really 
pulled. T he chin cam e back and the 
far-reach ing  strides becam e a high, 
prancing lunge. A  sw erve to  the r ig h t! 
B ack  into the roa d ! T h e w agon  with 
its w h ite-faced  driver was passed.

S lipping, bounding, throw ing  in an 
occasional buck fo r  g ood  measure, the
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cream  reached the bottom , splashed into 
the mud, was given his head and wal
low ed out through the untidy, straggly 
tamaracks. F o r  the first tim e, Jack 
pulled his watch. T en  m iles in thirty 
m inutes! N ot fast fo r  fiat go in g  and 
trained horses, but it spelled success, 
considering what had been and what 
was to com e.

F orty  m iles to  go . but fo rty  miles 
ridden by a born and trained rider w ho 
cou ld  ease the horse w here easing was 
possible and feared not to  urge where 
urging w ould pay. Still, the ride was 
not over. A t the first fo rd , the cream  
refused  and refused  so suddenly that 
Jack w ent onto his neck and the ensuing 
bucking exhibition  alm ost shook him to  
the ground. O n ce  solidly in the sad
dle again, a sw ift sh ift o f  his weight 
and a jerk  o f  the reins threw  the horse 
into the water and a k ick  on the ribs 
sent him  splashing on  his w ay across 
the stream.

A T  the h a lfw ay  house a too  helpfu l 
hand pointed out a short cut which 

proved to  be fu ll o f  w ind blow s that 
needed all the spring o f  the horse and 
the skill o f  the man to  clear. H ow ever, 
by the time the first o f  the farm s was 
reached, the cream  had lost his edge 
and was sim ply a gallant horse that had 
had a lon g  gallop  w ithout training. 
T hou gh  his m uscles were tiring, he was 
g iv ing  his best at the urging o f  the rider 
on w hom  he had com e to depend fo r  
guidance in each o f  the em ergencies o f  
the road.

T w o  o ’clock , and the little tow n by 
the railroad was in sight fro m  the top 
o f  the last range o f  hills. T w o  thirty, 
and it was just across a valley, but the 
sturdy stride o f  the cream  was labored, 
and there was perceptible dw elling a fter 
each recovery. F ive  minutes o f  three, 
and a tired horse stood, head dow n , on  
the cinder walk as a staggering man 
pounded on the telegrapher’s w indow  
and h ow led :

“ H ave them hold the southbound 
three o ’c lo c k !”

A  m inute o f  arguing, then the m es
sage was sent with the explanation. 
A nother m inute, and the O . K . cam e 
back. A n oth er m essage to  the hospital, 
and then w ord  that a fast am bulance 
was taking the vaccine to the train.

Jack led the tired horse across the 
road to  the com pan y ’s stable and de
m anded care, and g ood  care, fo r  him. 
T hen , and not till then, he ordered  re
lay horses to be sent out a lon g  the road. 
T h e  train was due at s e v e n ; i f  five re
lay horses cou ld  do w hat the cream  had 
done alone, the vaccine w ould  be at the 
cam p by m idnight.

T h e  cream  was perk ing u p ; a sw ear
in g  groom  cam e out to  have a  kicked 
spot tended to. T h at cheered Jack. H e  
got on the telephone and had a lon g  
talk with his distant friend  H enderson . 
T hen  he w ent out and bou gh t som e 
clothes, then to the harness store and 
paid seven dollars and a half fo r  a six - 
foot, w ire-centered, braided whip that 
suited his fancy. T hen  he went back 
to the com pany office and to sleep on 
the bunk.

H e  was still sleeping when the train 
cam e in and the first horse o f  the relay 
pounded across the station yard and 
flashed across the valley. H e  was still 
sleeping when daylight cam e. H e  was 
still sleeping w hen R ed , tired and fo o t 
sore, ach ing with the pain o f  carry in g  a 
hurt w rist on  an all-night walk, cam e 
to  the office. T h e  first w ord  he spoke, 
and Jack was on  his feet, rubbing sleep 
out o f  his eyes and sw inging the lon g  
whip.

“ W h y , look  w h o ’s h e r e !”  said R ed .
“Whisk! Crack!” said the whip.
“ D am n y o u ! Y o u  licked that horse 

— (c r a c k ! )  w hen he cou ld n ’t help him 
s e lf !  N o w  I 'll  lick you , when you  can ’ t 
help you rse lf— (c r a c k ! )  and any man 
that— (c r a c k ! )  is in charge o f  a cam p 
and sneaks o f f  when trouble com es—  
(c r a c k ! )  is nothing m ore than a dog
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—  (c r a c k ! )  and ought to be flogged—  
( c r a c k ! )  to w ithin an inch o f  his l i f e ! ”  

R ed  fled, arm  over his head, a fter a 
vain attem pt to c lose  w ith the nim ble, 
dancing figure w ho was alw ays beyond 
his reach, but alw ays so near that the 
flailing lash cou ld  reach and tear.

Jack turned back tow ard  his cou ch  
and faced  a gray-h aired  giant w hose 
heavy arm s and w eathered face co n 
trasted with his m etropolitan  attire.

“ M 'n a m e ’s E llis ,”  he said. “ G lad 
you  trim m ed him . Saved m e th ’ jo b . 
N eed  m en  th at’ ll m ake good . H o w
about i t ?  W a n ’a train fo r  a  g o o d  jo b  

•» “«>»Wl us ?

“ N o, sir. I ’m not a lum berm an; I ’m 
a jock ey . Thanks just the same. I ’m 
g o in g  back. B ut first there is a man in 
C hicago I want to see the w orst w ay.”  
T h e  whip quivered in his hand. “ T here 
is one thing I wish y o u ’d do. G et a 
price on  that cream  stallion from  you r 
partner. I have arranged fo r  m oney to  
buy him . I ’ll be back here as soon  as 
I can .”

“ H e ’s you r horse now . I ’ ll fix  it 
w ith Sm ithy .”

“ G ood  en ou gh ! T hen  I ’ll g ive you 
a tip. Y o u  plan to get to T he E llington  
C up race n ext year and you 'll see a real 
horse ra ce !”

Others of Mr. Long’s fascinating stories will be published in T h e  P o p u l a r .

A TEAR-COMPELLING CONTEST

S
O M E  people get their thrills out o f  w atching desperately straining thorough
breds, respon d in g  gam ely to the urgings o f  jo ck ey s , com e thundering in to  
the hom e stretch, w hile the race-track grand stand becom es a  mass o f  
roarin g , shrieking m an iacs; others raise on ion s and ship them to the N ew  

Y o rk  m arket. S trangely enough , the on ion  raisers have a  trem endously excitin g  
race each year, one w ith sufficient interest and a b ig  enough  prize to com m and the 
attention  o f  the m ost blase race-track  hanger-on.

T ex a s  raises enough  o f  the tear-com pelling  vegetable to satisfy  the on ion  
appetite o f  the m etropolis , and m ore. A n d  over  in E gypt, in the V a lley  o f  the 
N ile, a sufficient quantity is p rod u ced  to soothe the cravings o f  an equal num ber 
o f  on ion  consum ers. T h e  cro p  in E gypt m atures a little earlier than the on e in 
T ex a s , due to the clim ate there, but on account o f  the distance from  the m arket, 
this handicap is about evened b y  the com parative nearness o f  T ex a s  to N ew  Y o rk .

E ach year, thousands o f  bushels o f  the E gyptian  crop  are loaded on  sw ift 
vessels and are upon the ocean , en route to  the m arket, b e fore  the T exas shipping 
begins. W h en  the news o f  the fo re ig n  shipm ent is received  in the R io  Grande 
V a lley , there is excitem ent, haste, hurry, fo r  if the E gyptian  on ions arrive first, 
the m arket will react im m ediately.

S o  freight cars are loaded and sent o f f ;  the probable location  o f  the ships 
is estim ated ; the w eather reports and  forecasts  are w atched— the race is o n !  
A n d  the m ovem ent o f  the T ex a s  cro p  is w atched as keenly as ever a  better on  a  
th orou gh bred  peers at the fly ing horses as they speed a lon g  the back stretch. 
A n d  the shipper w hose cro p  arrives in the b ig  city  b e fo re  his rivals’ gets a 
thrill equal, in its w ay, to  that o f  Hie m an w ho sees a h orse he has backed becom e 
the w inner b y  a nose



The Sweeny Motor Car
By Charles R. Barnes

Author of "Mr. Sweeny: Financier, ”  “ Einstein, Fine GentlemanEtc.

The lights of Broadway, the gay chatter of a fashionable restaurant at 
the dinner hour, the presence upon the white napery of the table of a 
guinea hen cooked brown in the best manner of a French chef, arouse 
within Mrs. Sweeny memories of a day in her life when wildly squawk
ing guinea hens had a sinister relation to a none-too-efficient motor car.

TH E  B oarder had taken M rs. 
S w eeny out to  dinner. O cca 
sionally he did this, fo r  con tin u - 
ued absence from  her old B road 

w ay haunts produ ced  periods o f  g loom  
from  w hich the ord inary  routine o f  life  
rould not rescue her. A  glim pse o f  the 
Great W h ite  W a y , how ever, was a tonic 
that usually w o rk e d ; and the B oarder 
prescribed and adm inistered it w hen
ever he considered  it necessary. T h e 
sight o f  those m erry ones, with w hom  
her defu n ct gam bler husband had once 
associated, and sniffs o f  the roistering 
atm osphere o f  N ew  Y o r k ’s p layground, 
w ere m ore than m edicine to M rs. 
Sw eeny. T h e y  w ere life , and they re
freshed her like a w eek  in the country. 
A n d  the B oarder, even as all Sam ari

tan-hearted persons, keenly en joyed  the 
e ffect his excursions into the night life  
produced.

E ven  b e fo re  they had seated them 
selves in the internationally fam ous res
taurant, M rs. S w een y ’s eyes took  unto 
them selves a glitter that boded  g ood  
fo r  the cure. H e r  glance sw ept over 
the room , and she n odded  cheerily  to 
ward several tables at w hich  the o ld - 
tim ers had forgathered .

“ T h ey  d o n ’t die o f f  very  fa st,”  she 
com m ented, as she seated h erself. “ I 
guess it ’ s because they all com e from  
the cou n try  and have g o t  ch ore-m ade 
constitutions. T h is h ere ’s a ’ a w fu l fast 
life , m ister.”  >

T h e B oarder opined that there m ight 
be som ething in  that. M rs. Sw eeny,
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tem porarily  satisfied w ith her survey o f  
the place and its people, turned her at
tention  to the m enu card. She read it 
attentively fo r  a m om ent, then suddenly 
she cried , so loud ly  that people at near
b y  tables glanced u p :

“ B roiled  guinea h e n ! O h , you 
guinea h e n !”

T h e B oarder looked  his surprise.
“ M ister,”  she went on, w ith an elec

tric sparkle in her eyes, “ I k n ow  what 
I want, this here night— I k n ow  what 
I w a n t !”

“ G uinea h en ?”  he asked.
“ O h ,”  she affirm ed, “ ain ’ t them the 

true w ords, th o u g h ! I t ’ s guinea hen 
fo r  m ine, i f  it busts you . I w on ’t take 
no dessert i f  I can have guinea hen. 
Y e s ? ”

H e  laughed.
“ I ’m  glad that you  are w illing to e x 

press a p re feren ce ,”  he said, “ fo r  o f  
cou rse y o u ’re to have w hatever you  
w ish .”

She suddenly becam e serious.
“ It ain ’ t that guinea hen makes such 

a hit w ith me as ju st som ethin ’ to spoil 
a ’ appetite w ith ,”  she told him. “ I t ’ s 
what they ’re associated with. O h , g e e ! 
A in ’t they the b ig  n o is e !”  She 
chuckled as i f  the nam e o f  the fow l 
con ju red  up pleasant m em ories. T he 
lingering waiter, im patient fo r  the 
order, quieted her, though, and she 
m aintained a m ore o r  less serious de
m eanor while the B oarder chose the 
dinner. A t  length, a fter the flunky had 
disappeared, she grew  v ivacious o f  
countenance again, and delved into the 
past.

“ D anny and m e know ed a party 
named C urran oncet— ‘ B u ll’ C urran and 
his w ife ,”  she b eg a n ; “ Bull run a book  
at the races, same as D anny, and they 
was so f r ’en ’ ly that they w ou ldn ’t b o r 
row  n o  m oney  fro m  each other, fearin ’ 
to  bust up the situation. I tell you , m is
ter, them tw o  thought a lo t  o f  each 
o th e r ; and me and M rs. C urran was 
throw ed together so m uch that we g ot

to be reg ’lar playm ates— w e sure d id ! 
It was me to her flat every day or  her 
to m ine. A n d  her husban’ and m y 
D anny cou ld  m ost alwus be found 
hangin ’ out, real affectionate in some 
swell jo in t , dow ntow n . A in ’ t it lovely 
when folk s gets a long so g ood  to 
gether ?”

T h e B oarder fou n d  him self agree
ing. and bade her continue.

^ ^ E L L , ”  she went on, “ that was the 
tim e I learned that f r ’en ’s that 

stick closer than a brother is apt to 
stick you , w ith the rest o f  it le ft  out. 
Y o u  see, them Currans had a ’ auto—  
this happened quite a while ago, when 
them little G reenw old  machines was 
touted as the best bets— and it was that 
there auto that spoilt all that lovely 
f r ’en ’ship. G e e ! W h en ever I think o f  
it and all them harsh w ords it made 
m y D anny say, I  hate to spec’late on 
w here he is now . N o , I ’ll take that 
back. D anny cou ld  talk hisself past 
theater doorkeepers, and I  guess that 
g if t  was along when he needed it—  
but he did take aw fu l chances with his 
future, utterin ’ all them turrible w ords.

“ T h e  auto-m o-beel com e into it this 
way. W h en  they first got it, them C ur
rans was in it all the time, driv in ’ out 
to the tracks in it, and now  and then 
shootin ’ m e or  D anny som ew heres, just 
fo r  a ride. T hen  they d idn ’ t seem to 
care noth in ’ about it no m ore, and 
hiked round in taxis and on the ele
vated. It  d idn ’ t interest ’em  as much 
as prayer-m eetin ’ night, and o f  course 
m e and D anny thought it was funny. 
S o  we asked ’em about it one night 
when there was a party to their flat.

“  ‘W e ll , ’ says Curran, ‘ to tell the 
truth, that car ’s too  small fo r  to go  
tou rin ’ in. A n d  you  kn ow  that when 
a real auto-m o-beelist graduates from  
the city  streets, he gets bugs fo r  fair 
about tou rin ’ out in the green country. 
W e ’re gettin ’ a tourin ’ car.’

“ I seen him  look  hard at his w ife
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when he said th is ; but I d idn ’ t k n ow  
till afterw ard that he was g iv in ’ her a 
cue to fo llow  them lines o f  hisn w ith 
m ore. D anny kicks in here w ith :

“  ‘Y o u  mean one o f  them fore ign  
ca rs? ’ he says.

“  ‘Y o u ’re on, M ister S w een y ,’ says 
M rs. Curran. ‘ M e  and Bull has g ot 
the idee that there ain ’ t no class to  
them small oil cans,’ she says, ‘ though 
they’re just the cars fo r  beginners at 
the gam e to learn w ith ,’ she says.

“  ‘ Y o u  ain ’ t g o in ’ to keep tw o  o f  
them there w a g on s? ’ I says.

“  ‘ W e  sure ain ’t,’ Bull says. ‘W e ’re 
g o in ’ to sell the little feller. A  guy 
offered  us six  fifty  fo r  it day b e fore  
yestiddy, but he went and dropped  his 
bank roll on  O scar Secon d  yestiddy, so 
the deal’s o f f , ’ he says. ‘ B ut I w o n ’t 
have no trouble sellin ’ it,’  he says, ‘ fo r  
it ’ s a g ood  car.’

“ D anny glanced at m e ju st then, and 
I  seen bv the w ay his m outh was open 
that he had a ’ idee.

“  ‘ B ull,’  he says, ‘but, ’ tween f r ’en ’s, 
what w ould you  take fo r  that there 
ca r t? ’ he says.

“ W ell, M ister Curran looked  dow n 
at the floor and tapped it with his foo t , 
kinda m editatin ’ like.

“  ‘ S w eeny,’ says he, a fter the deep- 
think thing had been lon g  enough  at 
bat. ‘ S w eeny,’  says he, ‘ that gu y  o f 
fered  me s ix  fifty , but, seein ’ y o u ’re a 
f r ’en ’ o ’ m ine, and n ob od y  wants to  
make no profit ofFen his f r ’en ’s, you  can 
take her along fo r  five hundred, and 
I ’ll learn you  to run her to  b oo t,’ he 
says.

“ D anny turned to me.
“  ‘ Belle,’ he says, ‘ do  we h ave a ’ 

auto-m o-beel, or  d on ’t we have a ’ auto- 
m o-b ee l? ’ he says. ‘ I g o t  the m oney 
with m e,’ he says.

“ G ee ! M ister, I was pleaseder than 
a plum ber durin ’ a hard winter, I was. 
W h en  m y D anny spoke them  happy 
w ords, I wanted to ju m p  right up and 
smash som ethin ’ , I was that happy. In

a ji f fy  I seen m yself ro llin ’ through the 
park, dressed in m y circu s-w agon  
clothes, gu id in ’ that red ch ugger along 
and listenin ’ to fo lk s  sa y : ‘ P ipe her 
sw ell nibs. She sure com es fro m  one 
o f  the first Standard O il fa m ’lies.’ I 
tell you, m y ’m agination was w ork in ’ 
harder than a d og  d igg in ’ a hole.

“  ‘D an n y ,’ I says, ‘ five hundred ain ’t 
noth in ’ to  us. L eave M ister Curran 
have you r bank ro ll,’  I says, ‘and w e ’ ll 
take the b u g g y ,’ I says.

“  ‘Y o u ’re on ,’ says D anny. T hen  him 
and Bull Curran fixed  up the deal, and 
in about tw o m inutes we was au to-m o- 
beelists.

“  ‘Y o u  brin g  it around to-m orruh , 
B u ll,’ says D anny, ‘ and learn m e how  
to  run it. and then B elle and me will 
take a trip ,’ he says. ‘ M ebby  w e ’ ll run 
out in the country and see “ P ik er”  
Sm ith and them  guinea chickens he ’s 
took  to raisin ’ since he M ow ed his wad 
at the track ,’ he says. A n d  so we lets 
things g o  at that and leaves them  prem 
ises, me and D anny, all kinda fussed up 
about the swell times that was in store 
fo r  the tw o o f  us.”

A T  this point in the narrative, the 
waiter arrived w ith the dinner, and 

M rs. Sw eeny waited until it had been 
served b e fo re  go in g  on . W h e n  the 
m ore-or-less-attentive menial had fin 
ished his duties, she p ro ce e d e d :

“ It d idn ’ t take D an n y m ore than a 
hour to  learn all about that car. A ll 
you  done to  it was to  step on  a pedal 
till it begun to grin d  and g row l and 
sputter. T hen  you  g o t  in and shoved 
a little lever fo rw a rd  and pressed dow n  
on another pedal. W h e n  the m achine 
g o t  to  g o in ’ , you  pressed a button with 
you r fo o t  w hen you  wanted to  speed 
up.

“ A fte r  D anny had g o t  w ised up to  
everything, he rented a garage fo r  our 
new  au to-m o-beel round the corn er, and 
there w e was, real m otorists. A n d  I 
tell you , m ister, w e d idn ’ t d o  noth in ’ at



THE SWEENY MOTOR CAR 139

all but feel h ow  um portant we was. I 
catched m yself sniffin ’ at m y upstairs 
neighbor when I passed her in the hall, 
and, though I know ed it was bum  com 
edy , I ju st went and done it, anyhow , 
to  see what it felt like to be uppish.

“ W e ll, the first day we had it, me 
and D anny run three blocks along 
Central P ark  W e st , in that car, and 
back again. T hen  D anny g ot nervous, 
and we put it aw ay and went hom e and 
thought about it. D anny says w e w ould 
take a lon g  trip next day— m ebby to 
w here M rs. ‘ G old  D olla r ’ Cohen was 
spendin ’ the sum m er in the m ountings, 
or  out to P ik er Sm ith ’s farm , or  som e- 
w heres like that. B ut, take it fro m  me, 
m ister, w e d idn ’ t do them long-distance 
stunts right aw av, like we planned.

“ T he next day we started ou t and 
run to  F ifty -n in th  Street— F ifty -n in th  
Street, that’s all. S om eth in ’ went 
w ron g. W e  le ft a wet streak from  our 
house to  F ifty -n in th  Street, and the 
men that com e to tow  us hom e said our 
radiator leaked and the m otor had got 
alm ost red-hot, there bein ’ n o  w ater to  
co o l it.

“ W h en  w e told M ister Curran about 
it, he sa id :

“  ‘ O h , them little things w ill happen, 
Sw eeny. T h e y ’ re part o f  the au to-m o- 
beel gam e,’ he says. ‘ D o n ’ t w orry  
n one,’ he says.

“ A n d  D anny, bein ’ a sport, says all 
right, he w ou ldn ’ t w o r r y ; and he paid 
fo r  bein ’ tow ed in and fo r  stickin ’ up 
the leak in the radiator and got ready 
to  try all over again. D id  you  ever 
have a secondhand auto-m o-beel, m is
te r ? ”

“ N o ,”  replied the B oarder.
“ W e ll ,”  said M rs. S w eeny, “ we never 

had but the one. W e  was o f f  all them 
m achines. W h en ever I m entioned ’em, 
a fter  what w e w ent through, D anny 
usta craw l under the table and whine 
like a sick dog. T ake it from  m e, we 
had m ore g r ie f over ourn than you  
cou ld  find in the cases o f  ptom aine

poisin in ’ you  get in the N ew  Y o rk  res
taurants in a whole winter.

“ That m achine was the lim it! E very  
time we went out in it, we broke dow n. 
O nce we got halfw ay to C oney Island 
b e fore  a tire blew  up. D anny was so 
proud o f  it then that he jum ped up on 
the seat and hollered ‘ H o o r a y ! ’ three 
times, and called me to  witness that 
Bull Curran was honest at heart and a 
g ood  feller. H e  even went so fa r as to 
call Curran his f r ’en ’ again. But the 
next day he was all over that nonsense. 
F rom  then on, he d idn ’t think o f  nothin ’ 
m uch but schemes to .sell the auto back 
to  them Curran folks— or som ethin ’ else 
that was as gold  a brick.

/'"'VNE a ft ’n oon , mister, D anny says 
w e ’ ll g o  out to the P ik er ’s chicken 

raiserv, which was som ew heres on 
L o n g  Is la n d : and w e ’d get there or 
kn ow  why. H e  says i f  the m achine be
gun to cut up he’d get out and kick it 
in the face.

“ R eally , he was kinda mean disposi- 
tioned when we started— so much that 
w ay that I fell to w ishin ’ the races 
w ould start up again and fill in his idle 
time. M en ain ’ t g ood  co m p ’nv when 
they're lavin ’ o f f  and have got nothin ’ 
on their m inds hut trouble, like D anny 
had with ou r auto-m o-beel. T h e y ’re apt 
to m ake such v i ’lent love  to a grouch  
that it gets stuck on ’em and w on ’t 
leave.

“ D anny had been fussin ’ hisself into 
such a state o f  m in d : and that a ft ’noon 
w e ’d g o t clear over to P rospect Park 
in B rooklyn  b e fore  he begun to say 
pleasant w ords. T h e  m achine was be
havin ’ good , though, and I seen that 
m y husban’s m ind was gettin ’ gentle 
and sweet oncet m o re ; and you  can bet 
I was glad o f  the change.

“ W e  skim m ed along pretty good  fo r  
quite a w ays, our little engine talkin ’ 
aw ay to itself as industrious as a m ad
house guest countin ’ his fingers; and 
a fter  while we com e to where the
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houses wasn't so thick, and it begun 
to look  lonesom e.

“  ‘ I guess we must be gettin ' close to 
the P ik er ’s p lace,’ says D anny. A n d  so 
the next time we com e to one o f  them 
outlander B rooklynites leanin ’ over his 
front fence, we asks him does he know  
where it is that P iker Sm ith lives.

“  ‘ I heard som ethin ’ about a man o f  
that nam e,’ says the feller, look in ’ at 
us queerlike. ‘ H e  lives about a mile 
and a half farther on, but he d on ’ t stand 
well hereabouts.’

“  ‘ P ik er ’s all right,’ says D anny, get
tin ’ mad. ‘ Y ou , yaps probably  d on ’t 
like him h ’eause he wears a clean collar 
now  and then.’ A n d  wdth that we ups 
and leaves the feller to his ow n 
thoughts.

“ D anny never cou ld  bear to hear his 
f r ’en ’s gettin ’ knocked. A n d  what the 
man said put him in a tem per again, 
so ’s he speeded up harder than he ought 
and the clutch g ot to slippin ’ and we 
had to stop till m y husbau’ cou ld  get it 
tight and catchin ’ .

“ W ell, we went on  and on . tow ard 
P ik er ’s place, askin ’ people w here he 
lived and gettin ’ the m ost unsocial an
swers. T he nearer we got to where he 
lived, the scowdier was them people we 
talked to. A n d  a fter a while, when we 
was about a quarter o f  a m ile away, 
we began hearin ’ fu n ny noises in the 
air— sounds like som ebody with a high 
voice  was in trouble and was a -look in ’ 
fo r  help.

“ W h en  we brought our car to a stop 
in fron t o f  the P ik er ’s ten-acre patch o f  
farm , we see that all the racket com e 
from  som ew heres on the prem ises. O h , 
you  guinea h e n !”  M rs. Sw eeny laughed 
and prodded  the broiled dainty on her 
plate w ith her fork .

T h e B oarder looked up, expectant.
“ M rs. P iker com e runnin ’ ou t.”  re

sumed M rs. Sw eeny, “ and there was 
that in her face  I ’ll never forget. She 
had a w ild look, like as i f  it was the 
installment m an ’s day to com e and only

m oney enough  in the house fo r  a couple 
o f  matinee tickets. S h e ’d recogn ized  
us from  the upstairs w in dow , and we 
m ust ’a ’ looked  g o o d  to her, ju d g in ’ 
by the w ay she talked.

“  ‘ M rs. S w een y ,’ she says, in a holler 
voice , ‘ take m e aw ay from  h e re !’

“ ‘W h y , dearie? ’ I says, not gettin ’ 
out o f  the machine.

“ She looked to me like m e and D anny 
was stoppin ’ at the overflow  annex o f  
a asylum  fo r  the nutty fo lks. Just as 
she begun to explain, som ethin ’ set up 
a tu m b le  scream in ’ in the back yard.

“ ‘ M e r c y ! ’ says I. ‘ Plas you r child 
fell dow n the well, dearie? M ebbe you 
better g o  lo o k ,’ I says.

“  ‘No.’ she says, ‘ it ain ’ t n oth in ’ like 
that. In  the first place T ain ’t got no 
child, and in the second place, i f  I had 
one, and it made a racket like that, I 'd  
chuck it in the well m yself. Tt’s them 
dog -gon e  guinea hens, M rs. S w een y ,’ 
she says, ‘ that’s what it is. A n d  be- 
leeve m e, M rs. Sw eeny, them  guinea 
hens is puttin ’ me and the P iker on the 
bum ,’ she says. ‘W e ’re w recks,’ she 
says. ‘ T h e  P iker is already beginn in ’ 
to  talk to  h isse lf.’ she says.

A N D  then she went on  to  tell us that 
since they ’d com e to  the island to 

raise them foo l chickens, the business 
had alm ost drove ’em crazy and had 
g ot ’em  in w ron g  with all the neighbors. 
T hem  hens screeched cruel loud  all the 
tim e, and there w asn ’t no rest fo r  n o 
body . A n d  to make it w orse, the neigh
bors was so mad that they throw ed 
stones at the coop s  at night, w akin ’ up 
the birds so ’s they ’d sing and keep M r. 
and M rs. P iker from  their r igh tfu l 
sleep.

“  ‘ B e-leeve m e,’ M rs. P ik er says, 
‘ w e ’re so distracted that w e ’d kill all 
them chickens. W e  m ake up ou r m inds 
to  do it, but our m inds is so affected  
that w e ’re all the time forgettin ’ . ' A n d  
so we ju st live on and on, from  day to 
day, the P iker a -cu rsin ’ and me pu llin ’
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out m y  hair and both  o f  us a-h op in ’ 
that som e one will com e a lon g  and buy 
the place. G e e ! I f  w e ever get aw ay 
from  here, w e ’ ll buy a couple o f  sound
p r o o f  telephone booths and lock  ou r
selves in ’em ,’ she says.

“ Just then the P ik er com e out, all 
haggard and w ore  and trem blin ’ with 
nervousness, and asks us to  com e in 
and watch the happy children playin ’ . 
Y o u  can see fro m  what he said, m ister, 
that he was pretty  fa r  gone.

“ M e  and D anny d idn ’t stop long. W e  
thought it was to o  pathetic to  linger 
and watch. A n d  so w e started back to 
w ard tow n, w ith the shrillin ’ o f  them 
birds and a  strange h ow lin ’ from  the 
P iker in ou r ears. I t ’ s a w fu l the ends 
som e o f  them  race-track  fo llow ers  
com es to. W e  skim m ed along in that 
m achine pretty  well fo r  quite a distance, 
and was ju st congratu latin ’ ou rse lfs  on  
the probabilities o f  gettin ’ clear hom e, 
w hen the engine kinda cou gh ed  ‘Ugh- 
ug-h-ugh-h-hhh!’ and quit.

“ D anny g o t  out and fou n d  that a 
gasket in the cy linder head was lettin’ 
the coo lin ’ w ater leak in. T h ere  wasn ’ t 
no m ore ride that day. M e  and D anny 
walked to  the nearest trolley  and got 
hom e. A n d  D anny was so mad with 
thinkin ’ about the bill fo r  tow in ’ the 
m achine in that he insisted on g o in ’ to 
the C urrans’ a fter  dinner and tellin ’ 
Bull what he thought o f  him. H e  was 
ready fo r  a fight, too , D an n y was.

^ ^ H E N  they let us in, w e seen that 
they had been real taken b y  som e

thin’ . T h e ir  settin ’ room  was littered 
up w ith catalogues, and there was a pa
per covered  w ith figures there, too. 
M rs. C urran told  us w here to  set at, 
then she sa ys :

“  ‘ M e  and Bull is g o in ’ to m ove into 
the cou n try ,’ she says, ‘ and raise ch ick 
ens,’ ' she says. ‘B ull, he’s tired out with 
all this hurry and hubbub in the city ,’ 
she says, ‘ and w e ’re g o in ’ in fo r  the 
sim ple li fe ,’ she says.

“  ‘ Y o u  can m ake tw o thousand six 
hundred and eighteen dollars a year and 
all the hens you  can eat,’ Bull cuts in.

“  ‘ T hem  P iker Sm iths is do in ’ it,’ 
says M rs. Curran, as i f  to p rove  that 
the stunt’s a g ood  one. A n d  the next 
m inute I seen D an n y ’s m outh go  open 
with a ’ idee. S om eth in ’ ju st told  m e 
to  lean fo rw a rd  and listen— som ehow  
I fe lt that this here idee was a peach.

“  ‘ C urran ,’ says D anny, kinda slow  
and deliberate, ‘ what kind o f  chickens 
you  go in g  to ra ise? ’ he says.

“  ‘Just ch ickens,’ says Bull Curran. 
‘ T hem  that scratches and squaw ks.’

“  ‘W e ll , ’ says D anny, ‘ that’s just 
about what to  expect fro m  a tow n -fed  
gu y  like you . W h y , every farm er in 
the w orld  has g o t  a thousand o f  them 
kind o f  ch ickens,’  he says. ‘ It ’ s the w ise 
gu y  that studies the situation, like P iker 
Sm ith ,’ he says, ‘ that wins out. T he 
P ik er ’s g o t  a m oney-m akin ’ farm , be
cause he had sense enough to raise the 
kind o f  hens that is scarce and brings 
fan cy  prices. I ask you , Bull C urran,’ 
he says, ‘ what fetches the m ost on  a 
hotel-m enu card ,’ he says, ‘plain chicken 
or  guinea ch ick en ? ’ he says.

“ B ull C urran seen what D anny was 
drivin ’ at.

“  ‘Y o u ’re right,’ he says, ‘ guinea 
chickens is the dearest,’ he says. ‘ A nd 
the P iker was wise to raise ’em. H o w ’s 
he d o in ’ , did you  sa y ? ’

“  ‘ H e ’s m akin ’ a barrel o f  m oney,’  
says D anny, ‘and he tells me he hasn't 
on ly  ju st started. H e ’s g o in ’ to sell the 
place he has, now  that he’s learned how  
to raise them guinea chickens, and get 
a b igger place. I  wisht I had the 
m oney— I ’d buy it .’

“  ‘ H ’m ! ’ coughs Bull, sorta reflectin ’ .
“ H is  w ife ’s eyes was grow in ’ bright.
“  ‘ M rs. S w een y ,’ she says to me, ‘ they 

sure do soak you  som ethin ’ fierce fo r  
them guinea chickens in a restaurant,’ 
she says.

“ ‘ D o n ’t they, th ou g h !’ I says. ‘ But 
they d o  say them there birds is get-
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tin’ real stylish, bein ’ et. as they is, by 
our very best peop le ,’ I says.

“ O f  course Bull had heard what we 
was sayin ’ , and he turns to  Danny.

“  ‘ S w een y,’ he says, ‘ what is the P iker 
askin ’ fo r  his fa r m ? ’ he says.

“  ‘ I a in ’t so  su re ,’ says D anny, ‘but 
I guess you  cou ld  get it cheap. H e  
wants to  m ove real b a d ; and as I re
m em ber the deal when he m ade it, 
there was on ly  about fifteen  hundred 
cash and the rest was a m og g ige ,’ he 
says. ‘ I ’ll tell you  this, though, B u l l ; 
i f  y o u ’re thinkin ’ o f  buyin ’ , you  better 
hurry. T he P iker was a -tellin ’ m e that 
som e feller was dickerin ’ with him  
about it.’

“  ‘W e ll, ’  says Bull, ‘ that th ing looks 
pretty g ood  to  m e,’ he says. ‘ W e ’re 
sure g o in ’ to  get som e sort o f  a hen 
farm ,’ he says, ‘ fo r  the tow n  and the 
race track is in bad with me. I ’m  one 
o f  them back-to-nature guys n ow ,’ he 
says, ‘and the books here tells me that 
there’s a barrel o f  m oney  in chickens. 
I f  you  g ot a m illion chickens, you  m ake 
a m illion dollars.’  H e  takes up his pen
cil and gets busy figgerin ’ on  his sheet 
o f  paper. ‘ O n  fifty  ch ickens,’ he says, 
in a little bit. ‘you  m ake in a year-------- ’

“ But his w ife  interrupts.
“  ‘ T ie  a can on  that dope. B u ll,’  she 

says, ‘ and let’ s get dow n  to  business,’ 
she says. T hen , to D a n n y : ‘W h e re ’d 
you say the P iker liv es? ’

“  ‘ O ut on L o n g  Island,’ says D anny, 
‘and I 'll tell you  what I ’ll d o ;  m e and 
the missus was go in ’ out there again 
to -m orru h ,’ he says, ‘ in our au to-m o- 
beel,’  he says. ‘ B ut s ’posin ’ I hire a 
b ig  m achine and w e ’ll all g o ?  I ’d kinda 
like to  see you  get that place, Bull, fo r  
I know  y o u ’ll like it and m ake a  lot o f  
m on ey ,’ he says.

“ W ell, mister, that arrangem ent 
made a big hit with them  tw o. M e 
and D anny went hom e later on , him  
chucklin ’ all the w a y ; and he sits up 
till alm ost tw o o ’clock  a. m ., w ritin ’ 
the Piker a night letter. H e  says in

it that h e ’s fetch in ’ out a buyer the next 
a ftern oon  and fo r  the P iker to  have 
the yard raked up and them hens 
ch loro form ed  o r  a muffler put on ’em, 
so ’s they w ou ldn ’ t make so m uch n o is e ; 
and fo r  the P ik er ’s w ife  to  make up like 
the bom m y cou ntry  air agreed w ith h e r ; 
and fo r  the P ik er to  quit talkin’ nutty 
while w e was there. T hen  he goes out 
to a district telegraph office and’ pays 
about eighteen dollars fo r  a prom ise to 
get that letter ou t to  the fa rm  b y  ten 
in the m orn in ’ . A ft e r  that he went to 
bed and slept like a ’ innocent babe fo r  
the first time since w e bou ght that 
dread fu l auto-m o-beel.

had a lovely  ride out to  that farm  
the n ext a ft e r n o o n ; and the m in

ute we com e in sight o f  it I  know ed 
that D an n y ’s letter had g o t  there in 
time. T h e  P ik er was all dressed up in 
white duck, spick  and span as cou ld  be, 
a -rakin ’ the law n w ith  a nice new  
w ooden  rake. H is  w ife  was there with 
a yachtin ’ suit and a M aud M u ller b on 
net, gatherin ’ roseys o f f  o f  som e 
bu sh es; and there was a  red cow , tied 
to a tree, and eatin ’ a  late lunch as 
peaceful as cou ld  be. T h ere  w asn ’ t no 
noise at all.

“ T h e  P iker com e to  m eet us, sm ilin ’ 
like he d idn ’t have a care in the w orld . 
H im  and his w ife  took  us in the house, 
and began to  pou r refreshm ents in us, 
paying puttic ’lar attention to  B ull C ur
ran, and, I tell you , we had the nice 
time. T hem  people d id n ’ t seem like 
the same ones w e had saw the day be
fo re . M rs. P ik er ’s face  was decorated 
like a g low in ’ sunset, and the w orry  
lines was puttied up so ’s you  cou ld n ’ t 
notice ’em  at all.

“ A fte r  while, the P ik er took  us over 
the place. I was all curious to  kn ow  
h ow  he’d m uzzled them hen and kept 
look in ’ at him  fo r  signs o f  w orry  lest 
som e o f  ’em  m ight break loose and s?ng. 
But he was ju st as ch eerfu l and u ncon 
cerned as you  please. B y  and by he
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took  us to  them little sheds w here the 
stalls, o r  w hatever you  call ’em , fo r  the 
hens was. H e  opened a d oor a little, 
and w e seen about a dozen  o f  them 
birds hangin ’ . head dow n , from  roosts. 
It was so dark you  cou ld n ’ t see farther 
back a lon g  the line.

“  ‘ T h e y ’re sleepin ’ , he says, in a 
hushed voice , c losin ’ the d oor  real so ft . 
‘ T h ey  alw us sleep in the daytim e, d in g 
in ’ to  the poles in that there way-------- ’

“  ‘ A in ’t they the cute things 1’ puts in 
M rs . P iker.

“  ‘T h e  little dears 1’ says M rs. C ur
ran.

“ T h e P ik er goes on  to  say that he ’s 
g o t  five hundred o f  ’em  and h e ’ll throw  
’em  in with the farm . H e  m akes a tur- 
rible lot o f  m oney o f f  o f  ’ em, he says, 
and he ’s all ready to buy a fifty -acre  
p lace when this one is sold. F ifty  
acres, he says, will m ake him independ
ent in tw o years, and then him  and his 
w ife  is go in g  to E u rope  to live and 
never com e back n o  m ore.

“ M ister, be-leeve me, that there Bull 
C urran was com pletely  ravished with 
the idee, and right there and then he 
gets in a d icker fo r  that farm  and paid 
five hundred dow n .

“ T h e  P iker and his w ife  locks up the 
house and goes into tow n  w ith  us, to  
stay all night and get the rest o f  the 
deal fixed  up the next day. T hat eve
n in ’ w e all had dinner dow ntow n .

“ T h e P ik er was sittin ’ next to m e, 
and w hen he got a chance he sa y s :

“  ‘ B elle  S w een y ,’ he says, ‘ G aw d fo r 
g ive  m e i f  I ’ve did any man a w ron g ,’ 
he says, ‘ but I had to  lose that farm  in 
se lf-d e fe n se ,’ he says. ‘W h e n  I g ot 
D a n ’ s letter,’ he says, ‘ I m urdered 
tw elve o f  them  hens,’ he says, ‘ and I 
w ired  ’em to  the roosts. T h ey  w ou ldn ’ t 
stand up, so I took  a  chance on B u ll’ s 
not k n ow in ’ anything about ’em and 
let ’em  hang. T hen  I and m y w ife  and 
the neighbor on  the right, that’s deef 
and likes me, we packed the rest o f  
them birds in w agons and hauled ’em

to his barn. T h e y ’re there yet,’ he 
says, ‘and Bull will get ’em  when- he 
m oves out. Y o u  see, they m ake the 
m ost noise tow ard  sunset, and I w asn’ t 
sure how  late y o u ’d be,’ he says.”

M rs. Sw eeny picked up the card to 
decide on  dessert. F in ally  she sug
gested :

“ L et ’ s be real com m on , m ister, and 
have apple pie. W h a t? ”

T h e  B oarder laughingly assented, and 
M rs. Sw eeny went on  with her story.

A B O U T  three weeks later,”  she said, 
“ me and D anny g o t  our auto-m o- 

beel and took  a run, by  installments, out 
to Bull C urran ’s guinea hennery. W e  
had all the kinds o f  m otor trouble that 
there was g o in ’ , and it took  us a long  
tim e to  get there. B ut we done it at 
last, and stood  out in fron t o f  the place 
and honked ou r h orn  till Bull heard us. 
H e  and his w ife  com e runnin ’ out—  
and m y ! how  them  p oor  fo lk s was 
ch an ged ! T h ey  looked  fretted to  death 
and hollow -eyed  and shaky. W h en  Bull 
seen w ho it was, he scow led.

“  ‘ O h ,’ he says, ‘ it’ s  you , is it ? ’
“  ‘Y e p ,’ says D anny, grinn in ’ , ‘ we 

com e to see how  is the hens.’
“ M rs. Curran begins to  cry.
“  ‘ M rs. S w een y ,’ she sobbed, ‘ me and 

Bull thought you  and Dan was f r ’en ’s 
o f  ou rn .’

“ D anny kinda looked  her over.
“  ‘ M rs. C urran ,’ he says, ‘m e and 

Belle thought you  and Bull was f r ’en ’s 
o f  ou rn ,’  he says. T hen  he pushes 
dow n  on  his throttle pedal and turns 
round. ‘ G iddap, Old Bust-up,’ he says 
to the auto-m o-beel, ‘ I ’d ruther listen 
to you  g o in ’ to  pieces and pay youi 
repair b ills,’ he says, ‘ than to  stick 
around here w here all this horrid  no;si 
is ,’ he says.

“ A n d  with them m eanin ’ w ords we 
rolled aw ay, a w hole lot chirked up by 
the thought that w e ’d show ed certain 
parties that they cou ld n ’ t put noth in ’ 
acrost on  us and get aw ay with it.”



The Tunnel
By Arthur H. Little

Author of “Steam,” and other stories.

Thirty feet below the wave-riopled surface of the water two divers met. 
Clad in rubber, snod in lead, they grappled—and the outcome of their 
octopuslike struggle determined the validity of a marine contract.

MA R I N E  contracting, like p o li
tics and w ater-fron t lodging  
houses, makes strange b ed fe l
low s.

“ In business,’ ’ I overheard our 
bearded little ch ie f, “ O ld  M an ”  Strang, 
say to  our general forem an, John Bart
lett, “ a man m ust be scrupulous. But 
m ostly he can ’t a fford  to be squeamish. 
I  think I ’ ll bid on  that con tract.”  

Bartlett shook his head and fum bled 
thoughtfu lly  at his scraggly, gray m us
tache. “ D oesn ’t it strike you , c h ie f ,”  
he asked, “ that there m ight be som e
thing o ff -co lo r  about that jo b ?  W h y  
should F ilm ore  & B riggs pass up that 
anchorage w o rk ?  I t ’ s subm arine, o f  
co u rse ; but then, subm arine stuff is as 
m uch in their line as it is in ours. W h y  
should they pass it up and sublet it to  
som ebody e lse?”

“ B ecause,”  the O ld  M an  explained, 
“ as I understand it, som e o f  their 
equipm ent— what they ’d need, anyw ay, 
fo r  pile pulling— is tied up on  other 
job s . O n  that anchorage w ork , pile 
pu lling w ill be the first operation . T h e 
river bottom  in that slip is fa irly  floored  
with the tops o f  oak piling, driven  there 
years ago as the su b fou n dation  fo r  a 
bridge that never was built. T h e piling 
will have to com e out b e fo re  the an
ch orage can g o  in .”

T hat sounded plausible enough. B ut 
Bartlett shook  his head, and even I be
gan to  w onder.

But bid on that subcontract the O ld  
M an d id ; and, because ou r outfit was 
the on ly one w ithin fo u r  hundred m iles 
that cou ld  undertake the jo b — it ,was 
right in our hom e port on  Lake E rie—  
he was low  man. A n d  that was h ow  it
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cam e about that vve locked horns, fo r  
the first time at close  range, with our 
ancient enem ies, the firm  o f  F ilm ore & 
B riggs, o f  D etroit. T hat was how  it 
cam e about, also, that our ow n  “ B u d ”  
M o o d y , s ix -fo o te r , redhead and diver, 
cam e to  grips, under tw enty feet o r  so 
o f  w ater in S ou th port harbor, with his 
ow n ancient enem y, F red  Stanton.

I T  was this way. T h e  S ou th port Steel
C om pany, under the influence o f  a 

new  ch ie f engineer, was about to build 
a con v ey or  fo r  slag— a vast, lon g-legged, 
steel-tow ered contraption  that, so this 
ch ie f engineer figured, would sling slag 
around in ten-ton chunks. O f  the tw o 
w hopping  tow ers, one was to rise at 
the w ater’s edge at the inner end o f  an 
abandoned slip, the other an eighth o f  
a mile or so aw ay, back across the bleak 
expanse o f  industrial lava that was the 
slag dum p. It was with the outer 
tow er, the one at the w ater’s edge, that 
ou r outfit was to  be concerned.

F ilm ore  & B riggs were to build the 
tow ers, excavate inside a co fferdam  fo r  
the outer one. then, with the co fferdam  
still in place, pou r in a solid, b lock  o f  
con crete  o f  about the bulk o f  s ix  b ox  
cars and then, when the concrete had 
set, shoot up the steel.

F rom  the top  o f  the w aterside tow er, 
a sheaf o f  steel cables was to leap across 
the slag dum p to the top  o f  the inland 
tow er— these to carry  clam shell buckets. 
F o r  security ’s sake the outer ends o f  
the cables were, to be carried  across the 
top o f  the outer tow er, as the strings o f  
a violin  are carried  across the violin  
bridge, and led dow n into the slip and 
locked in an anchorage o f  concrete and 
steel. T h e  anchorage was to be im 
bedded in the bottom , thirty feet or  so 
below  the w ater's surface. T hat an chor
age— that was to be our jo b .

W ell, we waded in. O n  the day that 
F ilm ore  & B riggs pulled into South- 
port from  D etroit, w ith their big, blue 
tug Conqueror con v oy in g  a floating pile

driver and a clam shell dredge and a 
whole flotilla o f  smaller cra ft , we m oved 
into the steel com pan y ’s slip behind 
them  with an A -fra m e , set up on the 
head end o f  a derrick  scow . F rom  the 
apex  o f  the A -fra m e , which’ Ieaned out
board  a fe w  feet, hung a three-sheave 
tackle, strung with cable. T he cable ran 
back to  the drum  o f  a b ig  M undy en
gine.

It was with this sim ple rig. so O ld 
M an Strang had reckoned when he fig
ured his bid. that w e ’d pull the sub
m erged piling. H e ’d com piled his fig
ure, you  see. from  daily costs— so m uch 
a day fo r  the pile pulling with the 
A -fra m e  rig  fo r  so m any days, then so 
m uch dredgin g  with the dredge Conti
nental fo r  so m any days and finally so 
m uch a day fo r  the concrete-and-steel 
w ork  fo r  so m any days. A ll these items 
added together gave the total estimated 
cost, then a m argin tacked on fo r  con 
tingencies and another margin for  
profit, and the resulting total was his 
bid— a lum p-sum  figure fo r  the whole 
jo b . That was his s to ry ; and he'd stick 
to  rt.

“ A n d  n o w .”  the O ld  M an said to 
B ud M ood y , "o u t  com es the piling.”

O n  his ever-present, stout little three- 
legged stool and harnessed in his d iv
ing arm or with his helmet on the deck 
beside him. B ud sat w aiting at the edge 
o f  the derrick  sco w ’s deck while we 
m aneuvered the scow  into place. H e 
nodded.

“ Y o u ’ll g o  d ow n ,”  the O ld  M an went 
on, “ and make the tackle fast. W e ’ ll 
pull them  one at a time, starting at the 
edges and w ork ing inw ard tow ard the 
center o f  the m ass.”

Bud nodded again. I screw ed on his 
helmet. Then he dragged his lead-shod 
shoes to the rim o f  the deck, turned 
and backed dow n  the d iver ’s ladder, de
liberately and heavily as divers do. until 
he was waist-deep in water. T here he 
paused to say to m e :

“  ‘B lack ie,’ you  gonna run the hoist
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ing en gin e? A ll right. W h en  I ’m 
ready fo r  you  to pull, I ’ ll g ive the ten
der, here, three yanks on  m y life  line.”

T hen  on went his face  plate and. 
amid a welter o f  hubbies fro m  his es
cape valve, dow n went B ud— dow n and 
out o f  sight in the m urky slip.

O E L O W  there, he fussed about fo r  
a time, reconnoitering. I low ered 

the hoisting tackle t o  him gently, a 
length o f  chain dangling from  its low er 
hook. H e  swished about with the chain, 
stopped at one spot and busied h im self 
there, then m oved aw ay from  that spot 
to be in the clear and yanked three 
times on his life  line.

“ All r ig h t!”  B u d ’s tender called back 
to me. to where I stood at the throttle 
o f  the hoisting engine. “ G ive ’er a 
p u ll! ’ ’

T opened the throttle just a hit, and 
the cable drum  o f  the b ig  M u n d y  rolled 
slow ly, taking up the slack. T h e  cable 
tautened and the tackle blocks sw ayed, 
quivered, then hung rigid.

O ld  M an Strang, w atchful at a van
tage point fo rw a rd  under the A -fra m e , 
turned, caught m y eye and nodded. I 
opened the throttle w ider.
R-r-ror-ror-row-r-r! g row led  the big 

M u ndy 's gearing.
T h e drum  rolled on , eating cable. 

A n d  the forw ard  end o f  the derrick 
scow  began to settle. T he A -fra m e  
groaned. D ow n  went the derrick  scow ’ s 
bow  and up cam e her stern— a fo o t— a 
fo o t  and a half— I thought. “ S om e
thing's got to c o m e !"— tw o feet— and 
then sing! U p  shot the tackle blocks 
and up surged the forw ard  end o f  the 
scow . T hat length o f  chain dow n there 
at the slip bottom , gripping  the upper 
end o f  one o f  those infernal piling, had 
parted.

“ Catch hold again, B lack ie,”  the O ld  
M an said.

I routed out another chain— a heavier 
one, this time, with bar links— and with 
the grop in g  cooperation  o f  B ud M ood y ,

feeling his w ay about b e low  us, we 
gripped that pile again. A ga in  that b ig  
M u ndy engine leaned, on  the ca b le ; 
again the fo rw a rd  end o f  the derrick  
scow  went dow n — dow n , this time, until 
the rim o f  her deck kissed the water. 
A n d  then O ld  M an S trang m otioned  to 
me to slack o ff.

“ L e t ’s brin g  up the d iver to  get him 
in the clear,”  Bartlett suggested to  the 
ch ie f, “ and then rassle her a little.”

U p  cam e M o o d y , to  d o ff his helm et 
and perch on his stool on the deck while 
we “ rassled”  her. W ith  tw o o f  our 
m oorin g  lines— they ran from  the sides 
o f  the slip to  tw o steam capstans on 
deck— we sw ung that derrick  scow  from  
side to side, while I  cram m ed steam into 
the cylinders o f  that hoisting engine 
until I thought her heads w ould  b low . 
Side to side we sw ung, dow n  at the 
head and up at the stern, tugging at that 
oaken pile, w orry in g  at it, shaking it 
a fter the fashion o f  a bulldog.

Snap— snap— snap— snap!— the creak 
o f  tim ber and steel under stra in ; and 
then— sing! U p  shot the tackle b locks 
again and up surged the scow . T h e 
chain, this tim e, had slipped o ff . I 
snapped shut the throttle, and O ld  M an 
Strang beckoned me forw ard  fo r  a 
con feren ce  with Bartlett.

“ O d d !’ ’ the O ld  M an said to us. 
" I ’ve pulled m any a pile, but I ’ve never 
seen one withstand a strain like that. 
H ave either o f  you  any su ggestion s?”

Bartlett, tugging at his m ustache, his 
eyes troubled, spoke hesitantly. “ O f  
cou rse ,”  he said, “ I m ay be mistaken. 
B ut right from  the start I ’ve had an 
idea that som ething about this jo b  was 
w rong. C h ief, I think w e ’ve tackled 
som ething we can ’t fin ish !”

" W e  haven ’t ! ”  the O ld  M an snapped 
— he was w orried  and his nerves m ay 
have been a little raw. “ I ’ve signed m y 
nam e to a con tract an d  posted m y bond 
to com plete this jo b . W e 'r e  go in g  to 
finish i t !”

T hen  lie turned to ou r diver.
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“ M o o d y ,”  he said, “ g o  be low  again and 
sh ift that chain to  another pile. W e ’ll 
find  one that w e can p u ll! A n d  i f  we 
pull one, likely  it w ill loosen  the others.”

“ Y e s , s ir,”  said B ud. H e  bent fo r 
w ard  to  receive his helmet, rose from  
his stool and shuffled again to the upper 
end o f  his ladder. A t  the edge o f  the 
deck  he paused, turned and beckoned to 
m e. I  stepped to his side. P eerin g  out 
through  the fa ce  plate opening, he asked 
m e :

“ B lackie, w h o ’s that b ird  sitting over 
there on  the fantail o f  the Conqueror?”
A hundred feet aw ay fro m  us, and 

m oored  to  the fa r side o f  the slip, lay 
the b ig , blue tug o f  F ilm ore  & B riggs. 
O n  her a fte r  deck, his back  to  us, 
slouched a bu rly  gorilla  o f  a man in a 
faded  blue sw eater.

“ T h a t? ”  I  said, taking a g ood  look. 
“ W h y , that’s you r little playm ate o f  
other days, F red  S ta n to n !”

“ H u h !”  rem arked the redhead. 
“ T h ou gh t so . Been w atching him . A ll 
right— face  p la te !”

I screw ed on  the face plate and then, 
w ith the air pum p w heezing. M o o d y  
backed dow n  his ladder and, in a swirl 
o f  bubbles, disappeared.

Stanton, e h ?  Stanton, the erstw hile 
salt-w ater d iver w ith a w ater-fron t 
reputation all up and dow n  the L a k es ; 
Stanton, the n o t-to o -h o n e st ; Stanton, 
w h o, on  a fo rm er occasion , had com e 
fa ce  to  face  w ith B ud M o o d y  and, as a 
result o f  that encounter, had served a 
term  in ja i l ;  Stanton, the punishing 
bru iser w ho— w ith reason— hated our 
w h ole  outfit in general and in particu
lar ou r  you n g  M r. M o o d y ; Stanton on 
the jo b  fo r  F ilm ore  & B r ig g s ! T his 
w as interesting.

“ A n y w a y ,”  I  said to m yse lf, “ w e ’ve 
g o o d  co m p a n y !”

A n d  then M o o d y ’s tender called to  
m e, “ S lack aw ay on  that ta ck le !”  and 
I  trotted  back to  the levers o f  the hoist
in g  engine.

M o o d y , fu m blin g  in the silt tw enty

feet below  us, sh ifted  the chain to an
other pile, and I gave her the steam. 
D ow n  went the head o f  the scow  and 
up the stern ; then, with the m ooring  
lines, we sw ung from  side to side and 
bu lldogged  again until O ld  M an Strang 
m otioned  m e to shut o ff.

M o o d y  tried another. A ga in  we bull- 
dogged , and again w e let go . A  whole 
day o f  that— and then a second day—  
an d  a th ird ! A n d  n ot a pile would 
budge.

I N  the fo ren oon  o f  the fourth  day, the
A -fra m e  split— leaped loose at the 

top w here the pressure was greatest.
O n  the Strang tug Cascade— she was 

con v oy in g  us on the jo b — the O ld  M an 
and Bartlett went upriver to ou r head
quarters fo r  som e steel, and we shut 
dow n tem porarily .

M o o d y , look ing  queer w ithout his 
arm or and obviou sly  ill at ease, paced 
the derrick  sco w ’s deck.

“ B lackie,”  he said, turning on me 
suddenly, “ I smell f is h !”

“ E h ? ”  I inquired.
“ F ish ! T h a t’s what I smell— fish !”
“ U h -h u h ?”  said. I. “ W ell, have it 

you r ow n  way. B ut n ow  that your 
m ind is at ease on  that point, suppose 
you  sit dow n  an d  rest you rself fo r  a 
short w hile.”

O bediently  he sat dow n , on  a coil o f  
line. B ut his m ind obviously  w asn ’ t at 
all at ease. F o r  he scrubbed the side 
o f  his ja w  with the knuckles o f  his right 
fist, then looked  up at m e and de
m anded :

“ W h ile  I ’ve been dow n  there, play
ing tag with the piling, what have F il
m ore  & B riggs been up t o ? ”  H e  jerked 
his head tow ard the inner end o f  the 
slip w here the D etroit outfit’ s steam pile 
driver was banging away.

“ T h e m ?”  I said. “ W ell, as nearly as 
I  can tell, they ’ve been m onkeying with 
their cofferdam . Seem s to be bother
ing them som e, especially w here they’re 
pile driv ing  it along the w ater’s edge.
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T h ey  send Stanton dow n  pretty o ften  
to help ease in the sheath p ilin g .”  

“ Stanton, e h ?”  rem arked the red
head. H e  scrubbed his ja w  again.

“ Y eh— Stanton,”  said I. T hen  I 
asked h im : “ W h a t’s on you r m in d ?”  

H e shook his head. “ D unno, yet.”  
he told me. “ A ll that I kn ow  is that I 
smell fish.”

T hen  som ething else took  ou r atten
tion— a visitor— a lean bird  in a gray 
suit and Panam a hat. H e  clim bed the 
gangplank.

“ G ood  day. sir,”  I said to him. “ A re  
you  look ing  fo r  som eb od y ?”

O u r caller opened his m outh a crack 
and sa id : “ N o. N o  one in particular. 
I 'm  ch ie f engineer o f  the Southport 
Steel C om pany. Inspecting .”

W ith  that he turned and sauntered 
a ft, poking about here and there fo r  
m aybe five m inutes, then cam e forw ard  
again and, w ithout another w ord , saun
tered dow n the gangplank and clim bed 
the river bank. B ud M o o d y ’s eyes fo l
low ed him  ou t o f  sight.

T he lean bird  had been gone m aybe 
twenty minutes when the Cascade cam e 
back with the steel and brought along a 
couple o f  our riggers. T h e riggers 
patched the A -fra m e , and we w ere on ce 
m ore ready fo r  action.

M ood y , harnessed into his gear again, 
backed dow n  the ladder, fou n d  him  an
other oaken piling, and back w e went, 
hammer and tongs, M u n dy  and cap 
stans, to the business o f  bu lldogging.

“ A ll r ig h t!”  M o o d y ’s tender w ould 
call to me. “ G ive ’er steam !”

I ’d g ive her steam. D ow n  w ould  g o  
her bow  and up her stern ; I ’d lean on 
that M u n d y ’s throttle and she’d heave 
until tim ber and steel w ould  squeal on 
the k n ife  edge o f  breaking point. A n d  
then w e ’d let go , and M o o d y , dow n  
there, w ould try  another.

F ou r times we tried it that a fternoon . 
A n d  on the fifth , I stripped the M u n 
d y ’s gears.

I watched O ld  M an Strang. F o r 

w ard under the A -fra m e  he stood. H e  
opened his hands, looked  at the palm s 
o f  them  as i f  he’d never seen them 
be fore , rubbed them together slow ly, 
then turned and walked a ft  to  w here I 
stood.

“ A ll right, B lack ie ,”  he said. “ I t ’s 
quite all right. T o -m o rro w  m orn ing 
w e ’ ll bring dow n  the Continental. She’ ll 
pull that p il in g !”

T h e  Continental was the O ld  M a n ’s 
biggest dredge. A  b ig , steel brute o f  
a dipper dredge, she was, w ith the lift 
ing pow er o f  dynam ite and legs on the 
corners o f  her— legs, w hose m assive, 
square feet she cou ld  plant in shale or 
clay or  sand and then d ig  her m ethod
ical w ay through a m ountain  o f  rock.

“ B o y !”  I thought. “ W e ’re g o in g  to  
see a c t io n !”

W e  did.

A T  six  the next m orn ing, the Cascade 
herded the squat Continental into 

the steel com pan y ’s slip, and the Con
tinental, in her businesslike w ay, went 
to  w ork . W ith  the steam ratchet jacks 
in her anchor colum ns, we planted her 
weight on  the bottom . T hen  I rigged 
a chain from  her d ipper arm , and 
M o o d y  went below  and grappled a pile. 
A s  ch ie f engineer o f  ou r outfit, I stood 
at the Continental’s throttle.

“ A ll r ig h t !”  M o o d y ’s tender called. 
“ G ive ’er steam !”

S team ? I f  you  want to see pow er in 
the raw , i f  you  want to  see cylinders 
and pistons that com m and a thinking 
m an ’s respect, i f  you  w ant to see gear
ing that can carry  a load , i f  you  want 
to see gleam ing, w ell-oiled  steel cable 
co iled  on  a drum  so that it looks like 
black, silk thread on a spool— if  you  
want to see these things, step dow n  into 
the engine room  o f  a d ipper dredge.

I gave her steam.
R ou n d  w ent the drum — one revolu 

tion— tw o— tw o and a h a lf— then 
slow er— slow er. O u t fo rw a rd  her d ip 
per arm  rose and with it rose the chain
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w hose low er end  B ud M o o d y  had 
,tw ined around, the upper end o f  an 
oaken pile. T h e chain straightened, 
shivered, grew  taut— and hung there, 
m otion less in agony.

T opened the throttle another half 
inch, and— zing!— the chain parted.

W h en  w e ’d pried  loose  the s ix -fo o t  
fragm ent that hung from  the dipper 
arm  and laid it on the Continental’s 
deck, it lay as stiff as a solid bar, its 
links flattened and bitten into each other 
as i f  they ’d passed across the anvil o f  
a trip ham m er.

“ B ar chain, B lack ie ,”  said the O ld  
M an. “ R ig  a bar chain .”

J  r>gged a bar chain. A n d  the Con
tinental stiffened her m ighty fram e and 
lifted  again— lifted  until her laboring 
pistons stopped dead in their tracks in 
her steam -filled, straining cylinders.

A t a signal fro m  the ch ie f, I slacked 
o ff . A n d  w e grappled another— and 
heaved— and slacked o ff.

y H E  O ld  M an looked  w orn . W o r k 
in g  a dredge is e x p e n s iv e ; every 

hour, every m inute, runs into m oney. 
A n d  w hen y o u ’re racking her as we 
were, pulling her heart out and accom 
plishing noth ing excep t to  convince 
y ou rse lf and you r men that y o u ’ve 
undertaken the im possible— well, then 
you  w ould  agree that m arine con tract
ing is not so good .

B ud M o o d y  had com e up fo r  a rest. 
I  saw him w atching the O ld  M an, saw 
their eyes meet. B ehind his beard the 
O ld  M an sm iled a little, shook  his head, 
then said to B u d :

“ B oy , it’ s a tough  o n e ! B ut let’ s try 
another.”

D ow n  w ent B ud. A b ove  water, the 
chain hanging from  the Continental’s 
dipper arm  sw ayed a  little as he groped 
about. T hen  “ A ll r ig h t !”  called his ten
der. “ G ive ’er steam !”

I opened the throttle. T h e O ld  M an, 
standing well forw ard  and w atching the 
chain, m otioned fo r  m ore. I  sw ung

back the lever. M o r e ?  I  sw ung it 
farther— farther— and smash!

O u t forw ard  there was the sound o f  
rending steel. T he dipper arm  had 
crum pled.

F orw a rd , O ld  M an Strang bow ed  his 
h e a d ; his shoulders sagged. T hen  he 
straightened, and called to  m e : “ A ll 
right, B lackie. T h at’s a ll !”

“ H e  takes it standing u p !”  I thought.
I went straight to him. H e  turned 

and beckoned to  Bartlett.
“ I guess,”  he said to  the general 

forem an. “ I guess you  w ere right.”
R igh t there, B ud M ood y , the red

head, stepped in. “ M r. S trang,”  he 
said, “ I ’m  g o in g  ashore— fo r  about a 
h a lf an hour. I  d on ’t know — but m aybe 
-------- W ell, I ’m  g o in g !”

O u r d iver was claw ing at his gear, 
w rigg ling  out o f  it. I lent him  a hand.

“ W h e re  you  g o in g ? ”  I  asked him.
“ U p  over the bank,”  he told me. “ U p  

to call on  the Southport Steel.”
“ W h a t f o r ? ”
“ B ecause T smell fish— som ething 

fis h y !”
A n d  he stepped clear o f  his arm or, 

reached fo r  his battered hat and was 
gone.

T w en ty  minutes, m aybe half an hour 
later, he returned, dow n  the bank, hat 
in hand, eyes alight— up the gangplank 
to  the Continental’s deck and straight 
to w here his arm or lay. W ith  a jerk  
o f  his head he sum m oned me.

“ D iv in g  again ,”  he said. “ Dress me 
u p !”

W h y  argue or ask questions? I 
picked up his gear.

“ B een up to the engineering depart
m ent.”  he volunteered, while I  was ad
ju stin g  the w aist weights. “ Y eh , South- 
port Steel’ s. K n o w  a gu y  tip there—  
draftsm an— played football with ’ im in 
high school. Y eh . W ell, I  fou n d  him 
up there just now  and kind o ’ cornered 
him  and talked w ith him a little, and 
then had an argum ent with a  couple 
o f  other guys— and you  know  what,

149
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B lack ie? N o, not so tigh t: I ’ll likely 
need plenty o f  room . Y o u  know  w hat? 
W ell, the original blue prints o ’ this slip 
where w e ’re trying to pull piling have 
disappeared! I tell you . I smell fish !”

H is helmet on, he shuffled to the lad
der. There, just b e fo re  I screw ed hom e 
his face plate, he said to  m e qu ietly : 
“ Blackie, you  tend me you rse lf. G im m e 
plenty o ’ life  line and air hose, fo r  T’m 
goin g  to take quite a little stroll."

T hen , his face  plate screw ed tight, 
he turned and backed dow n his ladder. 
M ystified, standing there by  his ladder 
with his life  line and air hose sliding out 
through m y hands, I w atched the bu b
bles from  his helm et— those telltale bu b 
bles that, rising from  the escape valve 
on a d iver’s helmet, reveal to  those 
above water a d iver ’ s w hereabouts.

H e  reached the bottom  o f  the ladder. 
T hen  his bubbles m oved  aw ay from  the 
dredge, m oved  inw ard tow ard the inner 
end o f  the slip, tow ard the outfit o f  F il- 
m ore & B riggs.

W on d erin g , I watched them go . O n 
they went. A s  I paid out life  line and 
air hose, they kept go in g . O n  and on 
— endlessly.

'"T H E N , aboard the F iln iore  & B riggs 
p ile-driver scow , up at the end o f  

the slip, arose a bustle.
F red  Stanton, he o f  the salt-water 

reputation and the long, gorilla  arms, 
was getting into his helmet— in a hurry.

B ud M o o d y ’s bubbles had crossed 
half the intervening space betw een our 
outfit and the other w hen Stanton, ar
m ored, stamped to the ladder that ran 
dow n the side o f  the p ile-driver scow . 
A t  the ladder top he paused. W a tch in g  
his every m ove, I saw him  reach to  his 
belt as i f  to  assure h im self that som e
thing he wanted to be there actually was 
there.

It  w asn’ t until later that I realized 
that it’ s in his belt, on  the right-hand 
side, that a  d iver carries his sheath 
knife. T h en  Stanton turned and, step

by step, backed d ow n  his ladder, and 
his helmet disappeared.

O n  went the bubbles o f  B ud M o o d y , 
straight ahead, a hundred feet, a hun
dred and fifty , straight on. T ram p—  
tram p— tram p— I im agined I cou ld  see 
him strid ing ahead dow n  there, driving 
h im self forw ard  through  the resisting 
water, m arching, le ft, right, le ft, right, 
like a soldier g o in g  into battle.

It was near the fo o t  o f  Stanton ’s 
ladder— so M o o d y  told m e later— that 
the tw o o f  them met. A ll about them  
a w orld  o f  half-lum inous fog .

H ands outstretched b e fo re  him , as i f  
he were trying to see through his finger 
tips. M o o d y , intent on reaching the 
inner end o f  the slip, touched a shadow y 
thing that m oved . A n  air h ose !

It ran to  his right and to the rear. 
T hinking  fast. M o o d y  paused. A s  he 
paused, an arm , a lon g , le ft  arm , bulky 
in canvas and rubber, closed  about his 
waist and a helmet, m onstrously  staring 
out o f  its bulbous glassy eyes loom ed 
b e fore  his face plate.

T h at arm , as lon g , so it seem ed, as 
i f  it belonged  to an octupus, fo ld ed  
itself about M o o d y ’ s m id d le ; and its 
fingers tw ined them selves, with a steely, 
deliberate grip , into the gearing o f  his 
waist weights. A n d  the other hand, the 
right one. went exp lor in g  a long a can
vas belt fo r  som ething that hung in a 
scabbard.

U n der w ater, there are n o  such rules 
as those laid dow n  by the late M arqu is 
o f  Q u een sbu ry ; but the elem ent im 
poses certain conditions o f  its ow n . 
U n der water, a man can ’ t strik e ; fo r  
even if the w ater d id n ’ t deaden his b low  
— which it w ou ld  do— what is there fo r  
him  to h it?  A  metal h elm et? B ut there 
are com pensations. U n d er water a 
man can lift— lift  his ow n  w eight, or 
the w eight o f  another man with am az
in g  ease.

B ud M o o d y  caught that exp lorin g  
right w rist. W ith  his le ft  hand he 
gripped  it at the spot w here the lon g .
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rubber gauntlet o f  the arm or tapers 
dow n , and he closed  his fingers and set 
his ja w .

T hen  up cam e M o o d y ’s right knee—  
up sidew ise, then inw ard until it caught 
the other man am idships— and then out, 
ou tw ard  w ith every ounce o f  strength 
in M o o d y ’s big, you n g  fram e.

Stanton, surprised b y  the m aneuver, 
fe lt h im self rising, rising and tilting 
fo rw a rd . W ith  that lon g , le ft arm  he 
clutched fo r  another, a surer, hold. H is 
fingers slipped.

M o o d y , crou ch in g  low , spoke to him 
se lf inside his h elm et: “ G otta put this 
b ird  out o f  the w a y !”

T hen  he tw irled his man, spun him  
as y o u ’d spin a sinker on  a fish line un
der water and, p inning his arms to  his 
sides, gripped  him  from  the rear. 
M o o d y ’s ow n  life  line, fallen slack, had 
looped  itself under Stanton ’s arms. 
N ow , the sheath k n ife ! A n d  M o o d y ’s 
ow n  right hand w ent ex p lor in g  fo r  that 
scabbard.

/" Y N  the deck o f  the Continental I , 
w atching tw o lines o f  bubbles close 

together, felt M o o d y ’s life  line leap into 
life  in m y  hands. T w o  perem ptory
jerks--------  “ Pull u p !”

A n d  I hauled aw ay, hand over hand. 
“ F u n n y ,”  I thought, “ the w ay he w alks! 
A n d  w hat’s that gan g yelling about, 
over  there on  the pile d r iv e r? ”

T h e approaching colum n o f  bubbles 
reached the ladder that ran dow n  the 
d redge ’s side. T h ere  it stopped.

“ C om e h e re !”  I called to  Bartlett. 
“ H e ’s hurt, I g u e ss ! L end  a h a n d !”  

H eav in g  together, we brou ght a dead 
w eight to  the su rface. T hen  up out o f  
w ater and to the deck  w e dragged  three 
hundred pounds o r  so o f  man and d iv 
in g  suit and slum ped it dow n.

“ H ands tied behind him  with his ow n  
life  lin e !”  I  said to  Bartlett. “ L ife  line 
cu t and lashed around his w a is t!”

I  peered in th rou gh  the glass o f  the 
fa ce  plate. A n d  the face behind it

w asn ’t B ud M o o d y 's , but Stanton ’s. 
A n d  M r. Stanton, I cou ld  see by his 
lips, was sw earing.

“ L o o k !”  said Bartlett. “ U p  there by 
the p ile-driver scow — M o o d y ’s bub
b le s !”

F ro m  under the outfit o f  F ilm ore & 
B riggs, fro m  under the edge o f  their 
scow , the colum n was com in g  tow ard 
us— tram p— tram p— tram p —  tram p —  
like a soldier. N o  li fe  line. Just an 
air hose in a w orld  o f  fo g .

O n  the colum n cam e. It m arched to 
the ladder, then, one slow  step at a time, 
it clim bed, and a dripping helm et came 
into sight and a dripping diver cam e on 
deck and sank on his three-legged stool. 
I tw isted o f f  his helm et; and the red
head blinked at the light, then said to 
O ld  M an  S tra n g :

“ C h ief, som ebody ’s been crossing 
y o u ! T h ere ’s som ething dow n  there 
under that oak piling that these birds 
d idn ’ t tell you  about. It has clinched 
that p iling— clinched the points and 
turned them  back, all w edged in  to 
gether. I t ’ s a--------”

Just then a vo ice  spoke behind us. 
It belonged  to a v isitor w ho had called 
on  us b e fore , a b ird  in a gray suit and 
a  Panam a hat, the S ou th port Steel’ s 
ch ie f engineer, and the ch ie f engineer 
was mad. Ign orin g  the rest o f  us, he 
strode straight to O ld  M an Strang and 
s a id :

“ Y o u  in charge h ere? W ell, not a 
h a lf hour ago, one o f  you r  men, in my 
absence, entered the Southport Steel 
C om pany ’s engineering departm ent and, 
w hen tw o o f  m y subordinates ordered 
him  out, assaulted th e m !”

F ro m  his stool near the edge o f  the 
deck, B ud M o o d y  rose. “ Y e h ,”  he 
said. “ T hat was me. A n d  y o u ’re  just 
in  tim e to  talk it over, mister. I ’ve just 
fou n d  that tunnel— fou n d  the end o f  
it w here it turns up, back there, under 
the F ilm ore  & B riggs pile driver.”  .

R igh t there, that ch ie f engineer de
flated.
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T he tunnel? It was an old  one, 
planted there so far back that on ly N ep 
tune cou ld  rem em ber when and the 
reason fo r  it, and then abandoned. T he 
general idea, as it later cam e out in 
crim inal court, was th is : A fte r  O ld  
M an Strang had broken  his heart on 
that piling, F ilm ore & B riggs, at a good , 
stiff prem ium , were to take over the an
chorage jo b , leave the piling untouched 
and hook the anchorage cables to steel 
set into the sides o f  the tunnel— and

then split the prem ium  w ith  the engi
neer.

T hat, under the approval o f  a  new 
ch ie f engineer, is ju st what w e did. 
O n ly  we d idn ’ t split.

“ B ut what I  ca n ’t understand,,’ ’  I 
said to B ud M o o d y , “ is w here you  got 
the h u n ch !”

“ I told you , d idn ’t I , ”  he dem anded, 
“ that I smelled fish ? A n d  did y o u  ever 
see a gu y  that look ed  m ore  like a carp 
than that ch ie f en g in eer?”

AFTER A “ HAPPY ENDING”

S
O M E T I M E S  the creation  o r  assem bling o f  material fo r  a story  b y  an author 
is as strange and unusual as the finished yarn . O v e r  fo r ty  years a fter 
m eeting a man, talking w ith  him and securing  m aterial fo r  a story , a fam ous 
novelist d iscovered  that he was im pelled to  w rite it. N aturally , a fter  that 

length o f  time, som e o f  the details w ere blurred in his m ind.
N one o f  the au th or ’s plots and ideas seem ed as interesting as the h a lf- 

forgotten  one. H e  cou ld  not rem em ber the nam e o f  the chance acquaintance; 
no one he knew was acquainted with this man. H e  cou ld  not g o  on  w ith the 
story until he had secured these details. T h ere  seem ed nothing to  d o  but find 
this particular person , w herever he m ight be.

T his situation was as great a p rob lem  to  the author as any he had ever 
constructed in fiction. It was im portant to  h im ; the questions had to be a n sw e re d ; 
he desired a “ happy en d in g”  to the situation as keenly as any reader o f  his 
stories had wished success to  his fiction  heroes.

A fte r  m any fruitless efforts, the author put an advertisem ent in a  w idely 
read new spaper, som ething to this e ffe c t :

“ B oton y  B ay w ishes to meet F rank H ., w hom  he m et on  the w ay to  L os 
A ngeles and later in the Sandw ich  Islands, N e w  Zealand, L o n d o n  and P aris, 
in the m id-eighties.”

A  num ber o f  people answ ered— som e jo k in g ly ; while som e answ ers were 
palpable frauds. T h en , one m orn in g , he received  a letter from  the real chance 
acquaintance, n ow  a m an seventy-three years old , with snow -w hite hair. W h en  
the tw o met, the author was con v in ced  within five m inutes that this was the right 
person , fo r  he gave con v in cin g  details o f  their first and subsequent m eetings. 
A n d  within a short time, the author got the details he needed fo r  his story.

L uck , chance, o r  fate certainly aided this n o v e lis t ; g o o d  fortun e surely sm iled 
upon him. Suppose this particular man had not look ed  at that one new spaper 
on the m orn in g  o f  that d a y ?  T h e n  there w ou ld  have been no “ happy en d in g”  
to the story.



No Identification Whatever
By Victor Lauriston

Author of "The Tender Conscience“Smoke Up!" Etc

D. M. Halsey was a clever crook, so clever, in fact, that not a shred of evidence 
could be placed in the hands of the police in the event of his arrest. But he
had overlooked one thing: Where the 
nature, a mere man will punish on

WH E N  the telephone rang, 
D ru gg ist E ddie T y ler o f  
H icksville  was busy with the 
Saturday-n ight rush. F em i

nine accents, acutely distressed, came 
over the w ire.

“ O h, M r. T y ler, this is M rs. L ingan  
speak ing! I d on 't  k n ow  what to do—
I can ’t leave M r. L ingan. W e  just 
m oved  into the W ash in gton  Apartm ents 
to -day , and I guess M r. L ingan  over
w orked  h im self. H e ’s g ot an aw ful at
tack o f  the cram ps. T he doctor says 
to  get a hot-w ater bottle. C ould  you  
send us one— the one-dollar-and-th irty- 
nine-cent k in d ?”

“ R igh t aw ay.”
“ C. O . D .”  M rs. L ingan , m om en

tarily calm er, was punctilious. T hen,

law requires evidence of a substantial 
the strength of a healthy suspicion.

in an evident aside to her agonized 
h u sban d : “ Just a m om ent, dear. . . . 
M r. T yler, are you  there y e t?  Please 
send change fo r  a ten-dollar bill. Tt's 
the smallest I have, and I can 't leave 
M r. L ingan  alone.”

O n  M on day m orning, the druggist 
m ade up his bank deposit. “ W h a t ’s 
th is?”  he exclaim ed. H e  held up a 
M exican  ten-peso note.

“ W h y , M r. T y le r ,”  exclaim ed the er
rand boy , “ I 'll bet that’s the bill that 
dame at the W ash in gton  Apartm ents 
handed m e ! I cou ldn ’t see in that dark 
entry, except that it was a ten -spot.”  

T y ler  telephoned the ow ner o f  the 
W ash in gton  Apartm ents. N o  Lingan 
lived there. N o  L ingan had m oved in 
on  Saturday.
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T yler  explained w hat had happened, 
according; to what in form ation  he had.

“ S u re !”  returned the landlord. “ I 
fou n d  a hot-w ater bottle, all slashed to 
ribbons, in the vestibule. Sunday m orn 
ing. that was, when I cam e dow n . T he 
vestibule d oor  is unlocked, o f  cou rse—  
any one cou ld  step inside.”

A s  a matter o f  p erfu n ctory  form a l
ity, T y ler  telephoned the police. T w o  
other M exican  ten-peso notes had been 
passed Saturday night in identically the 
same way— and in each case the article 
purchased had been sp itefu lly  dem ol
ished. N or  cou ld  the errand b oy  in 
any case identify  the culprit.

“ I t ’s d og -gon e m ean. I ’ll say.”  ph ilo
sophized T v ler, “ to mess up a p erfectly  
good  hot-w ater bottle .”

I N  M illtow n . T . F . G lassco handles
radio supplies. E arly  M on day  eve

ning he had a telephone call.
“ F . J. Girvan speaking. Say, 

G lassco, cou ld  you send up an A  bat
tery right a w a y ? M ine has ju st gone 
on the blink. C. O . D . Y e s , right 
aw ay, please. I want to get that co n 
cert at Cleveland. . . . A n d — oh,
say ! Send change fo r  a ten-dollar 
bill.”

“ R ig h t -o !"  carelessly re jo ined  
Glassco.

F . J. G irvan, a cripple, had fou n d  in 
radio a hobby to fill the long, blank 
hours o f  an otherw ise em pty life .

W h en  the m essenger boy  returned, 
Glassco m echanically rang up the sale.

“ H o w ’s F red  Girvan to -n ig h t?”  he 
asked.

“ I d idn ’ t see M r. Girvan. A  friend 
o f  his was w aiting at the gate fo r  m e.”

Glassco nodded. T hen , on  an im 
pulse, he glanced at the note in the cash 
draw er. R eaching fo r  the telephone, 
he called Girvan. N oth in g  had ever 
been w ron g with the radio set.

“ Jum p in m y car, sonny,”  briskly 
com m anded Glassco.

W h ile  the car whirled them tow ard

the G irvan  place, the radio dealer d e 
tailed his suspicions.

T h e b oy  suddenly sh rilled : “ T h ere ’ s 
the man now , M r. G la ssco !”

G lassco stopped his car with a ce 
lerity that alm ost stripped his gears. 
Fie jum ped dow n  and uncerem oniously 
collared the stranger.

“ See here, m y friend --------”
T urn ing , the man thus addressed 

con fron ted  G lassco with an im perturb
able glance. H e  bit o f f  a ch ew  o f  to 
bacco.

“ Shell out that m o n e y !”  com m anded 
Glassco.

C om posed ly  the man chew ed. “ I 
d on ’t understand.”  he m um bled.

G lassco, taken aback, explained.
T h e m an sm iled, alm ost apologet

ically. “ T h e  G irvan  p lace? I don 't 
know  w here it is. Y o u  see. I ’m  a 
stranger— a m otor tou rist— D . M . H a l
sey ’s m y name. F rom  D ow agiac. I 
just got into M illtow n  a fe w  hours ago. 
I f  you  think I ’m  a crim in al” — his smile 
was decidedly  friend ly— “ suppose you  
com e a long with me to the police sta
tion ?”

H e  w ent on chew ing. G lassco hesi
tated. W h ile  he w rangled w ith this 
man, the real crim inal m ight be getting 
away.

“ O h. com e a lon g ,”  the radio dealer 
grow led .

A t the police  station, H alsey coo lly  
gave his name and address, explained 
that he was a m otor tourist passing 
through M illtow n  and had ju st stopped 
o ff  for  a few  hours, and insisted he 
knew  nothing w hatever o f  the affair.

“ N o  M exican  m oney on  y o u ?  L ike 
th is?”  challenged G lassco.

“ W h y  not search ?”  invited H alsey.
T h e search disclosed am ple funds, 

but no M exican  cu rren cy  w hatever.
“ W e l l ? ”  challenged H alsey.
T he m essenger boy  tugged anxiously  

at G lassco ’s sleeve. H e  w hispered./ 
G lassco frow ned .

“ Is this the man you  m et at G irvan ’s
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gate, so n n y ?”  dem anded the police 
ch ief.

“ N o . sir. T hat man had a little m us
tache.”

A n  aw kw ard silence fo llow ed .
“ N o  identification w hatever,”  grum 

bled the police ch ie f. “ O f  course, i f  
you  insist on fo llow in g  this up, M r. 
G lassco-------- ”

G lassco frow n ed  at the thought o f  
throw ing  g ood  time a fter  bad m on ey ; 
and at further thought o f  what an in
nocent and outraged m otor tourist from  
D ow ag iac m ight d o  to him  in a legal 
way.

“ I guess it ’s up to me to apolog ize ,”  
he ungraciously grum bled.

O n  an afterthought, he took  time to 
search the shrubbery in fron t o f  the 
G irvan  place. H e  fou n d  the A  battery, 
ham m ered out o f  all possibility  o f  use
fulness.

“ W ell, what d o  you  think o f  that fo r  
m eanness?”  he v en gefu lly  dem anded o f  
the encircling night.

A T  P ottersbu rg  next m orning, M r. D .
M . H alsey descended from  his 

m odest flivver and sauntered into the 
lobby o f  the C layton H otel. H e  regis
tered with an easy flourish.

“ A n y  letters?”
T h e  clerk  handed him  a long, M anila 

envelope. O pened  in the seclusion o f  
H a lsey ’s room , the envelope disclosed 
a thick wad o f  M exican  ten-peso notes.

H alsey  extracted three. T h e  rest 
he placed in a fresh  envelope, w hich  he 
addressed, “ D . M . H alsey, care C om 
m ercial H ote l, M an ton ,”  and m arked, 
“ T o  be held till called fo r .”  T h is he 
m ailed without delay. T h e three ten- 
peso notes he pocketed.

T hree  P ottersbu rg  m erchants that 
night sent out small C. O . D . packages 
to  custom ers they knew , each with 
change fo r  a ten -dollar bill. In  each 
case a careless errand boy , m eeting the 
supposed custom er in a dark entry or 
on a heavily shaded porch , brought back

a M exican  ten-peso note. A n d  in each 
case the article -delivered was, n ext 
m orning, found smashed alm ost beyond 
recognition.

A s, day by day, D . M . H alsey ’s m od 
est flivver purred and rattled through 
the territory  surrounding M illtow n, he 
continued to take toll o f  trustful m er
chants, till the taste o f  continued win
nings eradicated the less pleasant taste 
o f  those tw o ten-peso notes he had 
chew ed and sw allow ed during the anx
ious m om ents he con fron ted  the irate 
Glassco.

It was lucky H alsey had studied the 
rules o f  evidence. E very  man w ho 
closely skirted the fringes o f  the crim 
inal law should, H alsey felt, kn ow  just 
what evidence was necessary to convict. 
W h ere  another man, in a tight corner, 
w ould have sent out an S O  S call fo r  a 
law yer, D . M . H alsey, k n ow in g  what 
constituted evidence, m erely chew ed, 
sw allow ed, protested his innocence, 
kept co o l— and got away with it.

B e fo re  he cou ld  be convicted , he 
m ust be positively  identified. E ven 
then, so long  as it was m erely his ac
cuser’s w ord  against his, the accused 
had the benefit o f  the doubt. A n d  the 
errand boys from  w hom  he received 
C. O . D . packages and change in unlit 
vestibules, shadow y porches and other 
dark corners, cou ld  furnish  no identifi
cation whatever. Particularly when a 
w om an ’s coat lifted  from  a hall rack, 
or  a false mustache, added con fu sion  
to dull wits.

D E A C H I N G  A von m ore  early. H al-
'  sey spent a m onotonous day driving 

through the country. N ightfa ll over
took  the m odest flivver still rattling 
over the w est pike, m any miles from  
the village.

S tu dyin g  the isolated farm houses, 
H alsey  had a flash o f  inspiration. H e 
selected a farm house well back from  
the road. H e  halted his car just past 
the cu lvert spanning the roadside ditch.
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T hen , though the night was intensely 
black, he turned out the lights.

F rom  the d oor  o f  the farm house 
kitchen, an old  w om an, holding a lamp, 
peered at him with short-sighted eyes. 
H alsey kept h im self d iscreetly in a 
shadow.

“ C ould you  make us up a lu n ch ? ’ ’ he 
asked. “ W e  expected  to reach A v o n - 
m ore b e fore  this, but took  the w ron g  
turn.’ ’ T hen , as the w om an hospitably 
urged h im  to  com e in and sit d o w n : 
“ N o , I 'v e  got to  hurry. M y  w ife  will 
be frightened i f  I d on ’t get right back. 
A  bit o f  cold  meat and som e bread and 
butter will d o .’ ’

T hou gh  the w om an perversely  urged 
him to com e in, H alsey  w on  his point. 
W h ile  he sat on the step, the garrulous 
farm  w ife  hobbled about the kitchen 
preparing the lunch.

“ I ’m seventy-three,”  she chirped, 
“ but I ’m spry as m ost w om en at fi fty ! 
Nat, he’s m y  boy, he g ot aw fu l e x 
cited when I fell dow n this afternoon . 
H e  was sure I ’d. fainted, but law sy !—  
m y fo o t  just slipped. That was all. 
N obod y  ever com es out o f  a fa int so 
quick, I told N at.”

H er interm inable ch irp in g  irritated 
H alsey. N o w  he becam e conscious, too, 
o f  a curiously h igh-pitched voice  from  
one o f  the fron t room s. It went on 
and on in a sort o f  m onotone, like a 
man talking to h im self. H alsey could 
not distinguish the w ords.

H e took  the lunch, and tossed the 
wom an a ten-peso note.

“ Take a dollar out o f  that. Y es , you  
m ust! M y  w ife  w ould  never forg ive  
me i f  I let you  g o  to all this trouble 
fo r  noth ing.”

H e  had a long, anxious argum ent be
fo re  the w om an, surrendering to his 
insistence, counted out nine dollars 
from  the tea caddy.

In the darkness o f  the lane, H alsey 
flung the carefu lly  prepared lunch in 
the mud. T hen , spitefu llv , he tram pled 
It.

“ I hope the old  fo o l w ill find it 
there,”  he chuckled.

A s  H alsey reached the road, a burly 
figure clim bed fro m  the ditch and 
stepped betw een him  and the w aiting 
flivver.

H alsey, w ith a flash o f  apprehension, 
w ondered w hence this m an had com e. 
N o t from  the farm house, surely. T he 
m onotonous vo ice  in the fro n t room  
was still talking w hen he le ft. Y et 
while he argued with the perverse 
w om an in the kitchen, a man m ight 
easily have slipped out and anticipated 
him.

“ Y o u  stop right thar,”  com m anded a 
hostile voice.

A  sw ift, unobserved m ovem ent o f  his 
hand from  pocket to m outh and H alsey 
began to chew  industriously.

“ A re  you  the bum  that’ s pedd lin ’ 
worthless M exican  m o n e y ?”

H alsey, gu lp ing dow n  the m acerated 
paper, eyed the man with im perturbable 
satisfaction. T hat m uch evidence 
against him was gone.

I N  the darkness, he cou ld  distinguish 
*  nothing o f  his antagonist’ s fea tu res; 
but, m ore im portant still, his antagonist 
cou ld  distinguished noth ing o f  his.

O n ce  in the car, his finger on  the 
self-starter, he cou ld  leap aw ay in a 
m om ent— but that w ou ld  be tantam ount 
to  a con fess ion  o f  guilt. A n d  D . M . 
H alsey was innocent till the evidence 
proved  him g u ilty ; and no evidence 
w ould ever p rove  him guilty.

“ W h a t do you  m ean ?”  he coo lly  chal
lenged.

T h e sh adow y figure kept betw een 
H alsey and the car. “ M exican  m on ey ,”  
he grow led . “ Y o u ’ve been passing it 
in all the tow ns around here.”

H is  certitude was om inous. B ut D . 
M . H alsey had b e fo re  this got the bet
ter o f  men even m ore certain.
“I d on ’ t k n ow  w ho you  are, 

stranger,”  H alsey said. “ I ’m  a m otor 
tourist from  D ow ag iac— nam e’s D . M .
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H alsey. M y  lights went bad, and I got 
dow n  to see i f  this was a turn in the 
road, or  ju st a lane. I f  I ’ve  done any
thing w ron g, w e can g o  together to the 
nearest police officer. But first, h ow ’d 
you  like to  search me fo r  M exican  
m oney ?”

T h e  grim  figure, silently accepting 
the invitation, went through first one 
pocket, then another. H e  struck a 
m atch to  study the wad o f  bills he 
found.

H alsey, as though the light dazzled 
his eyes, discreetly averted his face. S o  
he saw nothing o f  the stranger’s.

“ A ll good  m on ey .”  com m ented the 
man.

“ S u r e !”  cheerily  agreed H alsey. 
“ N ow , i f  you  like. I ’ ll drive you  to  
A von m ore , and w e ’ ll call on  the police. 
O n ly , rem em ber” — his tone grew  steely 
— “ i f  y o u ’re to con v ict m e o f  this crim e, 
w hatever it is, you  m ust positively  iden
t ify  me as the cr im in a l!”

T h e  fe llow , halted by his positive 
tone, puzzled a m om ent, w ith head sunk 
forw a rd . T hen  he looked  up. “ Y o u  
m ean, even i f  you  did pass M exican  
m oney, I ’ve got to p rove  it was you 
done it ?  A n d  i f  I  can ’t id en tify  you  
as the crook , the police  will let you  g o  ?”  

“ W h a t else cou ld  they d o ? ”  returned 
H alsey, still urbane.

T h e  b ig  man seem ed to  stare at the 
bills still clutched in his hand. “ I  s’pose 
— nothin ’ else. A n d  even i f  I  could 
sw ear you  done it, you r oath ’ s as g ood  
as mine. E h ? ”

“ T h a t ’s the situation .”
“ A n d  the man accused gets the bene

fit o f  the d o u b t? ”
“ C orrect.”
H alsey  turned tow ard  the car, then 

halted. “ M y  m oney, i f  you  p lease?”  
T h e  b ig  m an pocketed the bills.
“ See here,”  dem anded H alsey, “ what 

are you  doing  with that m o n e y ?”
“ I ’ll g ive  it to som e charity— but 

h ere ’s g ood  exchange fo r  i t ”
H is  fist shot out.

H alsey m echanically g o t  to  his feet. 
O ne eye was closed already. A  second 
b low  that again sent him  reeling closed  
the other. H is  head struck the flivver. 
H e  staggered to his feet and with feeble 
fists fanned the air. H is  antagonist 
seemed to have a dozen huge fists, and 
as m any hobnailed, heavy-soled , vicious 
boots.

A fte r  a few  feeble efforts, H alsey 
lay on  the ground, w him pering. S o  the 
b ig  man gripped his collar with one 
strong fist, and with the other m ethod
ically punched him.

T hen , m editatively, he regarded the 
whining, crin g in g  wreck. “ W ell, 
friend , m y h om e’s on the next conces
sion— and I ’ve got to get back in time 
fo r  the m ilkin ’ .”

H e  flung H alsey violently from  him. 
T he dealer in M exican  pesos, flounder
ing in the stagnant slime o f  the roadside 
ditch, heard the m ingled sounds o f  
bursting tires, shattered glass and 
dented tin. T hen  the striking o f  a 
m atch— but even with the flames o f  the 
gasoline tank illum ining the landscape, 
H alsey crept out o f  the ditch too  late 
to  get any clear p icture o f  the sw iftly  
retreating figure o f  the avenger.

P̂ T the A von m ore  police station in the 
E chill dawn, a pitiably human wreck, 

w et, chilled to the bone, painted with 
yellow  m ud, bruised and sore beyond 
description , clam ored incoherently fo r  
justice.

“ A  dirty cro o k ,”  whined H alsey, 
“ held m e up and took  m y m oney and 
w recked m y c a r !”

H e  sputtered forth  as m uch o f '  his 
story as he dared disclose. T he police 
ch ie f gazed' at him  odd ly  b e fo re  m aking 
any com m ent.

“ P erhaps,”  he said, “ the fe llow  w ho 
held you  up is the same cro o k  that’s 
been passing M exican  bills on the cou n 
try  m erchants. I f  we had an amateur 
broadcasting outfit like G lassco ’s got 
over at M illtow n , we m ight catch him.
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G lassco ’s been broadcasting w arnings 
over the radio fo r  tw o weeks, night 
a fter night— but rats! W h a t ’s the u se? 
H e hasn’t any description  o f  the fe llow . 
I t ’s lucky you saw him. W h at did he 
look  like, this fe llow  w ho beat you  u p ? ”  

H alsey plunged into description. A
big man, dressed-------- H o w  was the
fellow  dressed? L ook in g  like--------

W h a t did he look  lik e? H e  floundered 
to a despairing halt, and stood  chew ing, 
not M exican  pesos, but the cud o f  bit
ter reflection.

“ H u h !”  grunted the police  ch ie f. 
“ W h a t ’s the use? I f  we did  catch any 
one. it’s plain you  cou ld n ’ t iden tify  
h im ; and even i f  you  did, it ’s ju st you r  
w ord  against h is.”

BEFORE TH E CAMERA

TH E R E  are som e screen actors, strange as it may seem, w ho are not at all 
interested in having their pictures printed in the picture-play m a ga z in es ; 
neither do they care particularly whether the public likes them. In  fact, 
so unconcerned are they that they have never even betrayed the tiniest 

inclination tow ard w atching a film in w hich  they appear. A n d  these actors, 
incidentally, though paid as m uch as a hundred dollars a day fo r  participating 
in the activities w hich  are photographed, have never discussed the salary question 
with a producer.

O ne o f  them , an actor considered  by the film m agnates as being w orth  a 
seven-figure salary— if he w orked every day— per year, is a boa con strictor  who 
is in dem and. W h en  it com es to ju n gle  stuff, he is in his elem ent and very 
m uch in the picture. O f  him it is said, h ow ever, that he has never received a 
fan letter.

A lso  am ong the topnotchers in earning pow er is a leopard. A cco rd in g  to 
the pay roll o f  a m otion -p ictu re firm , this leopard ’s earning pow er was over 
eighteen thousand dollars every year. I f  he cou ld  be persuaded to change his 
spots, h e ’d be w orth  m ore to his ow ner.

It is because o f  the rarity o f  the b oa  con strictor that he draw s dow n  a 
century note fo r  a w ork in g  day. A lliga tors, the kind that com e to  a usefu l end 
as suit cases and hand bags, are on ly  w orth  fifty  dollars b e fo re  the lens per 
day, and on ly those alligators w ho are sw eet-tem pered and o f  a calm  nature 
are hired. F o r  w hen an alligator has a peevish  d isposition , he is likely to bite 
the hand and arm  that feeds him.

O f  course, the greatest m oney-m akers o f  them all are the w ell-trained police  
dogs w ho are featured  stars, appearing in stories specially w ritten  fo r  them. 
D ue to their popularity w ith the public, these animals are kept busy  practically  
all the year round.

A  colored  chauffeur, w ho had been listening to  studio gossip  about the w orth  , 
o f  one o f  these police  dogs, was once heard to rem ark : “ H e  leads a d a w g ’s life , 
but he sure does get m an-size w a g e s !"



T he Goddess from the Shades
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A n  adventure upon an island of mystery in the Greek archipelago.

IN FOUR FARTS— FART IY.

C H A P T E R  X X .

ANOTHER PRISONER.

FR O M  his trousers pocket, V ern on  
drew  his electric torch  and flashed 
it round the room  in w hich  he 
fou n d  h im self. It  was the ex 

trem e opposite o f  the em pty stone hall, 
fo r  it was heavily decorated and 
crow d ed  with furniture, C learly no 
one had used it lately, fo r  dust lay on 
everyth ing and the shutters o f  the w in
dow s had not been unbarred fo r  
m onths.

It had the air, indeed, o f  a lumber 
room , into w hich  furn iture had been 
casually shot. T h e  pieces w ere fo r  the 
m ost part fine and costly . T h ere  were 
several Spanish cabinets, a w on derfu l 
red-lacquer cou ch , quantities o f  O rien 
tal rugs w hich  looked  g ood , and a num 
ber o f  Chinese vases and antique silver 
lam ps.

B ut it was not the ju n k  w hich  filled

it that caught V e rn o n ’s eye. It was the 
walls, w hich  had been painted and fres 
coed  in one continuous picture. A t  
first, he thought it was a P rocession  o f 
the H ou rs or  the Seasons, but w hen he 
brought his torch  to  bear on it, he saw 
that it was som ething very different. 
T he background was a mountain glade 
and on  the lawns, and beside the pools 
o f  a stream , figures were engaged in 
wild dances.

Pan and his satyrs were there, and a 
bevy  o f  nym phs, and strange figures 
half animal, ha lf hum an. T he thing 
was done with im mense skill— the 
slanted eyes o f  the fauns, the leer in 
a contorted satyr face, the terror o f  the 
nym phs.

T here w ere other things which V e r 
non noted in the jum ble o f  the room  
— a head o f  A ph rod ite , fo r  instance—  
P andem ia, not U ra n ia ; a broken statu
ette o f  a b o y ; a grou p  o f  little figures 
which were a m iracle in the im agina-
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tive degradation o f  the hum an form . 
A n d  all this in a shuttered room  stifling 
w ith  mold' and disuse.

'T 'H E R E  was a d oor  at the farther 
end which he fou n d  ajar. T h e room  

beyond was like a m ortuary— the walls 
painted black, and undecorated save fo r  
one small picture. T here  was a crack  
in the shutters here, and perhaps a 
broken w indow , fo r  a breath o f  the 
clean sea air m et him. T here  was no 
furniture, except an ob lon g  piece o f  
yellow  m arble w hich  seemed, from  the 
ram ’s heads and corn u copias, to  be an 
old  altar. H e  turned his torch  on  the 
solitary picture.

It represented the stock scene o f  Sa
lom e with the head o f  John the Baptist, 
a subject w hich bad artists have made 
play with fo r  the last five hundred 
years. B ut this was none o f  the cu s
tom ary daubs, but the w ork  o f  a  master 
— a perverted, perhaps a crazy, genius. 
T h e w om an ’s gloating face, the stare o f  
the dead eyes, were w on d erfu l and 
aw ful.

H e  opened another d oor  and fou n d  
h im self in a little closet, lined to  the 
ceiling with books. H e  knew  what he 
w ould  find on  the shelves. T h e  v o l
umes were finely bound, ch iefly  in ve l
lum. and am ong them  were a certain 
num ber o f  reputable classics. B ut m ost 
belonged to the backstairs o f  literature.

V ern on  went back to the first room , 
nauseated and angry. H e  m ust get out 
o f  this damned place, w hich was. o r  
had been, the habitation o f  devils. 
W hat kind o f  ow ner cou ld  such a house 
possess? T h e w om an had said that it 
was a you n g  girl. B ut h ow  cou ld  virtue 
dwell in such an environm ent?

H e had opened the d oor to begin his 
retreat when a lantern appeared in the 
corridor. It was the w om an and, with 
a finger on  her lip , she m otioned him  
hack into the room .

“ M y  mistress is asleep,”  she said, 
“ and it w ould not be well to  wake her.

M on sieu r will stay here to-n ight and 
speak w ith her in the m o rn in g ?”

“ I ’ ll do  noth ing o f  the k in d ,”  said 
V ern on . “ I ’m  g o in g  back to  m y boat.”  

T h e w om an caught his involuntary 
glance at the wall paintings and 
clutched his arm. “ B ut that is not her 
d o in g !”  she cried. “ T hat was the w ork  
o f  her father, w ho was beyond belie f 
w icked. It is his sins that the child  is 
about to  expiate. T h e  peop le  have 
condem ned her, but you  surely would 
not jo in  in their unjust ju dgm en t o f  
an innocent you n g  w om an ?”

“ I tell you  I will have noth ing to do 
with the place. W ill  you  kindly show  
me the w ay b a ck ?”

H e r  fa ce  hardened. “ I cannot. 
M itri has the k ey .”

“ W e ll, w here the devil is M itr i? ”
“ I  w ill not te ll! M on sieu r, I be

seech you , d o  not forsake u s ! T here  
has been evil in this house enough to 
sink it to hell, but m y mistress is inno
cent. I ask on ly  that you  speak with 
her. A fte r  that, i f  you  so decide, you  
can g o  aw ay.”

T h e w om an was plainly honest and 
in earnest, and V ern on  was a just man. 
H e  suddenly felt that he was behaving 
badly. T here  cou ld  be no harm  in 
sleeping a night in the house and, in 
the m orn ing, in terview ing its ow ner. 
I f  it was a case o f  real necessity, he 
cou ld  take her and her m aid o f f  in his 
boat. A fte r  all, there m ight be serious 
trouble a fo o t . T h e sight o f  those 
hideous room s had given him  a sharp 
realization o f  the u g ly  things that life  
can offer.

H e  was taken to a clean, bare little 
attic at the top  o f  the house, w hich  had 
once no doubt been a servant’s quarters. 
H avin g  been up all the previou s night, 
his head had scarcely touched the rough  
p illow  b e fo re  he was asleep. H e  slept 
fo r  ten hours, till he was aw akened ,by 
M itri, w ho brought him  hot w ater and 
soap and a venerable razor with which 
he m ade som e attempt at a toilet. H e
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noticed that the f o g  was still thick, and 
from  the garret w in dow  he look ed  into 
an opaque blanket.

H e  had wakened with a d ifferent atti
tude tow ard  the adventure in w hich  he 
fou n d  h im self. T h e sense o f  a wasted 
youth  and defrau ded  hopes had le ft  
h im ; he fe lt m ore tightly strung, m ore 
v igorou s, y o u n g e r ; he also fe lt  a ce r 
tain curiosity  about this G reek girl w ho 
in an abom inable house was d e fy in g  the 
lightnings.

M itri conducted  him to the first floor, 
w here he was taken charge o f  b y  the 
F renchw om an.

“ D o  not be a fra id  o f  h er,”  she w his
pered. “ D eal w ith her as a m an with 
a w om an and m ake her d o  you r  b id 
ding. She is stiff-necked  tow ard me, 
but she m ay listen to a y ou n g  man, 
especially i f  he be E nglish .”

T h e w om an ushered V ern on  into a 
room  w hich was very  different from  tha 
hideous cham bers he had exp lored  the 
night b e fore . I t  was p oor ly  and 
sparsely fu rn ish ed ; the chairs w ere 
chiefly w ick e r ; the walls had recently 
been distem pered b y  an amateur hand ; 
the floor was bare, scrubbed board. B ut 
a bright fire burned on the h earth ; 
there was a b ig  bunch o f  narcissus on 
a table set fo r  b rea k fa st; and flow ering 
branches had been stuck in the tall 
vases beside the chim ney. T h rou gh  
the open w in dow  cam e a d rift  o f  fo g  
w hich  intensified the co m fo r t  o f  the 
fire.

It was a w om an's room , fo r  on a 
table lay som e knitting and a piece o f  
em broidery, and a small iv ory  house
w ife ’ s case, bearing the initials “ K . A .”  
T here  were one or  tw o books, also, and 
V ern on  looked  at them curiously . O ne 
was a book  o f  poem s w hich  had been 
published in L on d on  a m onth be fore . 
T h is  G reek girl m ust k n ow  E n g lish ; 
perhaps she had recently been in E ng- 

4 land.
H e  took  up another volum e, and to  

• his am azem ent it was a reprint o f  P e 

ter B e ck fo rd ’s “ T houghts on H u n t
in g .”  H e  cou ld  not have been m ore 
surprised i f  he had fou n d  a co p y  o f  the 
E ton  Chronicle W h a t on earth was 
the mistress o f  a lonely ^Tigean island 
doin g  with P eter B e ck fo rd ?

T h e  fire crack led ch e e r fu lly ; the raw 
m orn in g  air flow ed  through  the w in 
dow . V ern on  cast lon g in g  eyes on  the 
sim ple preparations fo r  breakfast. H e  
was ferociou s ly  hungry, and he wished 

.he w ere n ow  on  the boat w here the 
E pirote  w ould  be fry in g  bacon.

rJ"‘ H E R E  was another d oor  besides 
that b y  which he had com e, and 

cu riou sly  enough it was in the same 
position  as the d oor in the room  o f  his 
dream . H e  angrily  dism issed the m em 
ory  o f  that preposterous hallucination, 
but he kept his eye on the door. B y  it 
no doubt the mistress o f  the house 
w ould  enter, and he wished she w ould 
m ake haste. H e  was beginning to be 
very  curious about this girl. P robably  
she w ould  be indignant and send him 
about his business, but she could 
scarcely refuse to  g ive him  breakfast 
first. In  any case there was the yacht.

T h ere  was a m irror above the m an
telpiece in w hich  he caught a glim pse o f  
h im self. T h e glim pse was not reassur
ing. H is  face was as dark as an In 
dian ’s, his hair needed cu ttin g ; and his 
blue jersey  was bleached and d iscolored 
with salt water. H e  looked  like a deck 
hand on a cargo  boat. B ut perhaps a 
g irl w ho read B eck ford  would not be 
pedantic about appearances. H e  put 
his trust in P eter--------

T h e d oor had opened. A  voice  sharp 
pitched and startled was speaking and, 
to his surprise, it spoke in English.

“ W h o  the devil are y o u ? ”  it said.
H e  saw a slim girl, w ho stood in the 

entrance poised like a runner, every line 
o f  her figure an expression  o f  am aze
m ent. H e  had seen her b e fore , but his 
m em ory  was wretched fo r  w om en ’s 
faces. B ut the odd  thing was that,
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after the first second, there was recog 
nition in her face.

“ C olonel M ilb u rn e !”  said the voice . 
“ W h a t in the name o f  goodness are you  
doin g  h ere?”

She knew him, and he knew  her, but 
w here— when— had they m et ? H e  
m ust have stared blankly, fo r  the girl 
laughed.

“ Y o u  have forgotten ,”  she said. 
“ B ut I have seen you  out w ith  the 
M ivern , and we m et at luncheon  at 
W irlesdon  in the w inter.”

H e  rem em bered now , and what he re
m em bered chiefly w ere the last w ords 
he had spoken to me on  the subject o f  
this girl. T h e adventure was becom ing 
farcical.

“ I— I beg you r pardon ,”  he stam
m ered. “ Y o u  are M iss A ra b in ?  I 
d idn ’t know --------”

“ I am M iss A rabin . B ut w hy the 
h on or o f  an early -m orn ing  call from  
C olonel M ilbu rn e?”

“ I cam e here last night in  a yacht.”  
V ern on  was m aking a lame business o f  
his explanation, fo r  the startled, angry 
eyes o f  his hostess scattered his wits. 
“ I anchored b elow  in the fo g , and an 
o ld  man cam e out in a boat and asked 
me to com e ashore. T h ere  was a 
w om an on  the beach— you r m aid— and 
she im plored m y help, told a story  I 
d id n ’t quite fo llo w --------”

“ T h e f o g ! ”  the girl repeated. “ T hat 
o f  course explains w hy you  w ere a l
low ed to anchor. In  clear weather, you  
w ould  certainly have been driven out 
to  sea.

She spoke in so assured a tone that 
V ern on  was piqued.

“ T h e  seas are fre e ,”  he said. “ W h o  
w ou ld  have in terfered  w ith m e ?  Y o u r  
servants ?”

She laughed again, m irthlessly. “ M y  
people. N ot m y servants. Continue. 
Y o u  cam e ashore and listened to E lise ’s 
chatter. A fte r  that?”

“ She said you  w ere asleep and m ust 
n ot be wakened, but that I should speak

to  you  in the m orn ing. She put me 
up fo r  the n ight.”

“ W h e r e ? ”  K o re  asked sharply.
“ In  a little room  on  the top  flo o r .”
“ I see. ‘W h ere  you  sleeps, you

break fasts.’ W e ll, w e ’d better have
som e fo o d .”

Q H E  rang a silver hand bell, and the 
m aid, w ho m ust have been w aiting 

close at hand, appeared with co ffee  and 
boiled eggs. She cast an anxious glance 
at V ern on , as i f  to inquire h ow  he had 
fared at her m istress’ hands.

“ S it dow n ,”  said the girl, when Elise 
had gone. “ I can ’t g ive  you  m uch to 
eat, fo r  these days we are on  short 
rations. I ’m sorry , but there’s no sugar. 
I can recom m end the honey. It 's  the 
on ly  g ood  thing in P lak os.”

“ Is this P la k os?  I cam e here once 
b e fore— in 1914, in a steam yacht. I 
suppose I am in the b ig  white house 
which looks dow n  upon the jetty. I 
cou ld  see nothing last night in the fo g . 
I rem em ber a lon g  causew ay and steps 
cut in the rock. T hat m ust have been 
the road I cam e.”

She nodded. “ W h a t kind o f  sailor 
are you  to be so  ignorant o f  you r 
w hereabouts? O h, I see, the storm ! 
W h a t ’s the size o f  you r b o a t? ”

W h en  he told her, she e x c la im e d : 
“ Y o u  m ust have had the devil o f  a 
tim e, fo r  it was a first-class g a le ! A n d  
n ow  on you r arrival in port, you  are 
plunged into m elodram a. Y o u  d o n ’t 
look  as i f  you  had m uch taste fo r  m elo
dram a, C olonel M ilbu rne.”

“ I haven ’t. B ut is it really m elo
dram a? Y o u r  m aid told m e a rather 
alarm ing tale.”

H er eyes had the hard-agate gleam , 
which he rem em bered fro m  W irlesd on . 
T hen  he had detested her, but now , as 
he looked  at her, he saw that w hich  
made him  alter his judgm ent. T h e  
small fa ce  was very  pale, and there 
w ere dark lines under the hard eyes. 
T h is girl was u ndergoing  som e heavy
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strain, and her casual m anner was in 
the nature o f  a shield w hich  protects 
som e festerin g  w ound.

“ Is it tru e?”  he asked.
“ S o -so . In parts, no doubt. I am 

having trouble with m y tenants, w hich 
I am told is a thing that happens even 
in E ngland. B ut that is m y ow n  co n 
cern , and I d on ’ t ask fo r  help. A fte r  
breakfast, I w ould suggest that you  g o  
back to  you r  yach t.”

“ I think you  had le tte r  com e with 
me. Y o u  and your maid. I take it that 
the old  man M itri can fend  fo r  h im 
se lf .”

“ H o w  kind o f  y o u !”  she cried  in a 
falsetto, m im ick ing voice . “ H o w  e x 
traordinarily  k in d ! But you  see I 
haven ’ t asked you r help, and I d on ’ t 
propose to accept it. Y o u ’re sure you 
w o n ’t have any m ore c o ffe e ?  I w onder 
i f  you  cou ld  g ive me a cigarette? I ’ve 
been out o f  them  fo r  three days.”

She lay back in a w icker chair, rock 
ing herself and lazily b low in g  sm oke 
clouds. V ern on  stood  with his back to 
the fire and filled a pipe.

“ I don 't see h ow  I can g o  aw ay,”  he 
said, “ unless I can con vin ce m yself that 
y o u ’re in no danger. Y o u ’re English, 
and a w om an, and I ’m bound to help 
you  w hether you  want it or  n ot.”  H e 
spoke with assurance now , perhaps with 
a certain priggishness. T h e  tone m ay 
have offended  the girl, fo r  when she 
spoke, it was with a touch o f  the inso
lence which he rem em bered at W ir le s - 
don.

“ I ’m curious to  kn ow  what E lise told 
you  last n ight.”

“ S im ply that you  were im prisoned 
here by the people o f  P lakos— that they 
thought you  a w itch and m ight very 
likely treat you  in the savage w ay that 
people  used to treat w itches.”

She nodded. “ T h a t’s about the size 
o f  it. B ut what i f  I refuse to let any 
one in terfere  in a fight betw een me and 
m y ow n  p e op le?  S upposing  this is 
som ething w hich I m ust stick out fo r

the sake o f  m y ow n  cred it?  W h at then. 
C olonel M ilb u rn e?  Y o u  have been a 
soldier. Y o u  w ou ldn ’ t advise me to 
run aw ay.”

“ T hat depends,”  replied V ernon . 
“ T here  are fights where there can be 
no v ictory— w here the right course is 
to run aw ay. Y o u r  maid told me som e
thing else. She said that the evil repu
tation you  had am ong the peasants was 
not you r  ow n  doing— that, o f  course, I 
knew — but a legacy from  your family, 
w ho fo r  very  g ood  reasons were un
popular. D oes that make n o  d iffer
e n ce?”

“ H o w ? "
“ W h v , there’s surely no obligation in 

honor to m ake you rse lf a vicarious sac
rifice fo r  other peop le ’s m isdeeds !”

“ I— d on ’t— think I agree. O ne must 
pav fo r  on e ’s race as well as fo r  one
se lf .”

“ O h , nonsense! N ot the kind o f  
thing you r fam ily seem to have amused 
themselves w ith .”

“ W h a t do you  m ean ?”
“ I was put into a room  last night”  

— V ern on  spoke hesitatingly— “ and I 
.saw som e books and paintings. T hey 
were horrible. I understood— —  W ell, 
that the peasants m ight have a good  
deal o f  reason— som ething to sav for  
them selves, you  know . W h y  should 
you  su ffe r? ”

T h e m orn in g  sun had broken through 
the fo g  and was shining full on the 
g ir l’ s face. She sprang to her feet, 
and V ern on  saw that she had blushed 
deeply.

“ Y o u  entered those ro o m s !”  she 
cried. “ T hat fo o l E lise ! I will have 
her beaten. O h , I am sh am ed ! G et o ff 
w ith y o u ! Y o u  arc only m aking me 
wretched. Get o ff  while there’s t im e!”

T h e sight o f  her crim son  face and 
neck m oved  V ern on  to a deep com pas
sion.

“ I re fu se  to leave without you , M iss 
A rab in ,”  he said. “ I do not know  
m uch, but I kn ow  enough to see that
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you  are in deadly danger. I can no 
m ore leave you  here than I cou ld  leave 
a d row ning  child in the sea. Q u ick ! 
G et you r  maid and pack some things 
an d-w e'll he gon e .”

She stood  b e fo re  him, an abashed, o b 
stinate child. “ I w on ’t go. I hate y o u !
Y o u  have seen-------- O h , leave me, if
you  have any p ity !”

“ Y o u  com e with m e.”
“ I w on ’t ! ”  H er  lips were a thin line, 

and the shut jaw s m ade a square o f  the 
resolute little face.

“ T hen  I shall carry  you  o ff. I ’m 
very sorry , M iss A rabin , but I ’m goin g  
to save you  in spite o f  y o u rse lf.”

V ern on  had his hand stretched out 
to the silver hand bell to sum m on Elise, 
when he fou n d  him self look ing  at a 
small pistol. H e  caught her wrist, e x 
pecting it to g o  o ff, but nothing hap
pened. It dropped into his hand and he 
saw that it was unloaded.

H e  rang the bell. “ A ll the m ore rea
son w hy you  should com e with m e, i f  
you  are so badly arm ed.”

T he girl stood stiff and silent, her 
eyes and cheeks burning, as E lise en
tered.

“ P ack  fo r  you r m istress,”  he told the 
maid. “ B rin g  as little baggage as pos
sible, fo r  there isn 't m uch room .”

T he w om an hurried o ff  g lad ly  to do 
his bidding.

“ Please d on ’t make a scene,”  he said. 
“ Y ou  will have to com e in the end and 
som e day you  will forg ive  m e.”

“ I will not com e ,”  she said, “ but I 
will show you  som ething.”

L ife  seemed to have been restored to 
her tense body, as she hurried him out 
o f  the room , along a corrid or, and up a 
flight o f  stairs to a w in dow  which 
looked seaward.

T h e last wreath o f  fo g  had disap
peared, and the half m oon  o f  bay lay 
blue and sparkling. D ow n  at the jetty  
were m en and boats, but out on  the 
water there was no sign o f  the anchored 
yacht.

“ W h at does that m ea n !”  V ern on  
cried.

“ I t  means that you r  boat has gone. 
W h en  the air cleared, the people saw it, 
and have driven you r man aw ay. It 
m eans that you , like m e, are a pris
oner !”

C H A P T E R  X X I .
A DARING SCHEME.

A S  V ern on  look ed  at the flushed girl, 
w hose voice  as she spoke had surely 

as m uch consternation  in it as trium ph, 
he experienced  a sudden dislocation  o f  
m ind. Som eth ing fell from  him — the 
elderliness, the preoccupation , the stiff 
dogm a o f  his recent years. H e  felt 
again the enterprise o f  youth , w hich 
has open arm s fo r  novelty. H e  felt 
an eagerness to be up and doing— what, 
he was not clear, but som ething difficult 
and high-handed. T h e vanishing o f  his 
dream  had le ft  the cham bers o f  his 
m ind swept and garnished, and youth 
does not tolerate em pty room s uncfer 
any circum stances.

A lso , though I do not think that he 
had yet begun to fall in love with K ore , 
he understood  the quality o f  one w hom  
aforetim es he had disliked both as in 
dividual and type. T h is pale girl, 
dressed like a you n g  w om an in a Scotch  
shooting lodge , was facing  terror with 
a stiff lip. T here was noth ing second- 
rate about her now . She m ight make 
light o f  her danger in her w ords, but 
her eyes betrayed her.

It was about this danger that he was 
still undecided. Y o u  see, he had not, 
like m e, seen the people o f  the island, 
fe lt the strain o f  their expectancy , or 
looked  on the secret spaces o f  the D an c
ing F lo o r . H e  had com e out o f  the 
storm  to hear a tale told in the fo g  and 
darkness b y  an excited  w om an. T hat 
was all— that and the hideous room s at 
which he had had a passing glance. T h e  
atm osphere o f  the D an cin g  F lo o r , 
w hich  I had fou n d  so  unnerving, had 
not yet begun to affect him
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“ M y  fe llow  will com e back ,’ ’ he said, 
a fter  scanning the em pty seas. “ H e  
has his faults, but he is p lucky and 
fa ith fu l.”

“ Y o u  d o  not understand,”  the girl 
returned. “ H e  w ould be one against a 
thousand. H e  m ay be as brave as a 
lion, but they w on ’t let him  anchor, and 
i f  they did, they w ould never let you  
and me jo in  him. I have told you  we 
are prisoners— close prisoners.”

“ Y o u  m ust tell me a great deal m ore. 
Y o u  see, you  can ’t refu se m y help now , 
fo r  w e are in the same boat. D o  you  
m ind if  we g o  back to w here we break
fasted, fo r  I le ft m y pipe th ere?”

She turned w ithout a w ord  and led 
him back to her sitting room , passing a 
w oebegon e E lise w ho, w ith her arms 
fu ll o f  clothes, was told  that her serv
ices were n ow  needless. T h e  w indow s 
o f  the room  looked  on  a garden which 
had been suffered to  run w ild, but 
which still show ed a wealth o f  spring 
blossom s. B eyond was a shallow  ter
race and then the darkness' o f  trees. A  
m an ’s head seemed to m ove behind a 
cypress hedge. T h e  girl nodded to 
ward it.

“ O ne o f  m y ja ilers ,”  she said.
She stood look ing  out o f  the w in dow  

with her eyes averted from  V ern on  and 
seem ed to be fo rc in g  herself to  speak.

“ Y o u  have guessed right about m y 
fam ily ,”  sbe said. “ A n d  about this 
house. I am cleaning it slow ly— I must 
do it m yself, E lise and I , fo r  I d o  not 
want strangers to know . T h is room  
was as bad as the other tw o  till I white
washed the walls. T h e old  furn iture I 
am storing in certain room s till I have 
time to destroy it. I  think I will burn 
it, fo r  it has hideous associations fo r  
me. I w ould have had the w hole house 
in order this spring, i f  m y foolish  p e o 
ple had not lost their heads.”

A  “ taw dry g irl,”  that was h ow  V e r 
non had spoken o f  her to  me. H e  
w ithdrew  that w ord  now . “ T a w d ry ”  
was the last ad jective he w ould  use

about this strange child, fighting alone 
to get rid o f  a burden o f  ancient evil. 
H e  had thought her a m odish, artificial 
being, a m oth hatched out o f  the latest 
freak  o f  fashion. N o w  she seemed to 
him a thousand years rem oved from  the 
feverish  w orld  which he had thought 
her natural setting. H e r  appeal was 
her extrem e candor and sim plicity, her 
utter, savage, unconsidering courage—  
a lioness at bay.

“ L et us take the fam ily  fo r  granted,”  
V ern on  said gently. “ I can ’t expect 
you  to  talk about that. I assume that 
there was that in your predecessor’s d o 
ings which gave these islanders a legiti
mate grievance. W h a t I want to know  
is what they are up to  now . T ell me 
very carefu lly  everything that has hap
pened since you  cam e here a week ago .”

Q H E  had little to tell him. She had 
been let enter the house by the 

ord in ary  road fro m  the village, and 
a fter  that the gates had been barred. 
W h en  she had attempted to go  fo r  a 
walk, she had been turned back by men 
with rifles— she did not tell V ernon  
h ow  those rifles had been procured. 
T h e hillmen had jo in ed  with the people 
o f  the coast— you  cou ld  always tell a 
hillm an by  his dress— though the tw o 
used to be hereditary enemies.

T hat made her angry and also un
easy ; so did the curious m ethodical 
ways o f  the siege. T h ey  were not at
tem pting to enter the house— she 
doubted i f  any one o f  them w ould dare 
to cross the threshold— they were only 
there to  prevent her leaving it. She 
herself, not the looting o f  the house, 
m ust be their ob ject. M itri was per
mitted to g o  to the village, but he did 
not g o  o ften , fo r  he cam e back terrified 
and cou ld  not o r  w ou ld  not explain his 
terrors.

N o  com m unication  had been held 
with the w atchers, and no message had 
com e from  them . She had tried re
peatedly to find out their intentions, but
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the sentinels w ould not speak, and she 
could make nothing o f  M itri. N o , she 
was not allow ed into the demesne. 
T here were sentries there right up to 
the house wall— sentries night and day.

V ern on  asked her about supplies. 
She had brought a store w ith her w hich 
was not yet exhausted, but the people 
sent up fo o d  every m orning. M itri 
found it laid on the threshold o f  the 
main door. C urious fo o d — barley cakes 
and honey and cheese and eggs and 
dried figs. She cou ld n ’ t im agine where 
they g o t  it from , fo r  the people had 
been starving in the w inter. M ilk , too  
— plenty o f  milk, which was another 
unexpected thing.

W ater— that was the oddest business 
o f  all. T he house had a fine well in the 
stable yard on the east side. T h is had 
been sealed up and its use forb idden  to 
M itri. B ut m orn ing and night buckets 
o f  fresh  water were brought to the d oor 
— whence, she did not know .

“ It rather restricts our bathing ar
rangem ents,”  she said.

She told the story lightly, w ith  a 
ready laugh, as i f  she w ere once m ore 
mistress o f  herself. M istress o f  her
self she certainly was, but she could 
not com m and her eyes. It was these 
that counteracted the debonair voice  
and kept tragedy in the atm osphere.

V ernon , as I have said, had not the 
reason w hich I had fo r  feelin g  the 
gravity o f  the business. B ut he was a 
scholar, and there w ere details in 
K o r e ’s account which startled him, 

“ T ell me about the fo o d  again. 
Cheese and honey and barley cakes, 
dried figs and eggs— nothing m o re ? ”  

“ N othing m ore. A n d  not a great 
deal o f  that. N ot m ore than enough  to 
feed one person fo r  tw en ty -fou r hours. 
W e  have to supplem ent it from  the 
stores we brought.”

“ I see. It is meant fo r  you  person 
ally— not fo r  your household. A n d  the 
w ater? Y o u  d on ’t k n ow  what spring 
it com es fr o m ? ”

She Shook her head. “ T here  are 
m any springs in P lakos. B ut w hy does 
our com m issariat interest y o u ? ”

“ B ecause it rem inds me o f  som ething 
I have read som ew here. Cheese and 
honey and barley cakes— that is ritual 
food . Sacram ental, i f  you  like. A nd  
the water. P robab ly  brought from  
som e sacred well. I d on ’t like it much. 
T el! me about the people here, M iss 
A rabin . A re  they very backw ard and 
superstitious ?”

“ I suppose you m ight call them that. 
T h ey  are a fine race to look  at, and 
claim  to be pure G reek— at least the 
coast fo lk . T h e hillmen are Said to be 
m ongrels, but they are handsom e m on 
grels and fought bravely in the war. 
But I d on ’t kn ow  them well, fo r  I left 
when I was a child, and since m y fa 
ther died, I have on ly  seen the people 
o f  K ynaitho.”

“ Kynsetho ?”  V ern on  cried  out 
sharply, fo r  the w ord  was like a bell to 
ring up the curtain o f  m em ory.

“ Y es , Kynsetho. T hat is the village 
at the gate.”

^  O W  he had the clew . Kynsetho had 
been m entioned in the m anuscript 

fragm ent which he had translated fo r  
me. It was at Kynsetho that the 
strange rite was p erform ed  o f  the K ore  
and the K ou ros . T h e details w ere en
graven on  his m em ory, fo r  they had 
p ro fou n d ly  im pressed him  and he had 
turned them over repeatedly in his 
m ind. H e  had thought he had d iscov 
ered the record  o f  a new  ritual fo r m ; 
rather it appeared that he had stumbled 
upon the living rite itself.

“ I begin— to understand,”  he said 
slow ly. “ I want you  to let m e speak 
to  M itri. A lon e , i f  you  please. I  have 
don e this w ork  b e fo re  in the w ar, and 
I can get m ore out o f  that kind o f  fe l
low  i f  I am  alo^e w ith him . T hen  I 
shall prospect the land.”  '

H e  fou n d  M itri in his lair in the an
cient kitchen. W ith  the old  man there
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was no trouble, fo r  when he fou n d  that 
his interlocutor spoke G reek fluently, he 
overflow ed  in confidences.

“ T h ey  will burn this house,”  M itri 
said finally. “ T h ey  have piled fagots 
on  the north and east sides, w here the 
w ind blow s. A n d  the tim e will be 
Easter eve.”

“ A n d  you r m istress?”
M itri shrugged his shoulders. “ There 

is no hope fo r  her, I tell you . She had 
a chance o f  flight and m issed it, though 
I pleaded w ith her. She will burn with 
the house unless--------”

H e  looked  at V ern on  tim idly, as i f  
he feared to reveal som ething.

“ U n less?”  said V ernon .
“ T here is a rum or in Kynaetho o f  

som ething else. In that accursed v il
lage they have preserved tales o f  the 
old days, and they say that on  the night 
o f  G ood  F riday  there will be a panegy- 
ris on the D ancing F loor. T here will 
be a race with torches, and he w ho 
wins w ill be called king. T o  him it 
will fall to slay m y mistress in order 
that the ancient ones m ay appear and 
bless the peop le .”

“ I see,”  said V ern on . “ D o  you  be
lieve in that ru bb ish ?”

M itri crossed h im self and declared 
that he was a Christian and, a fter G od 
and the saints, loved  his mistress.

“ T hat is well. I trust you, M it r i ; 
and I will show  you  how  you  can save 
her. Y o u  are allow ed to leave the 
house ?”

“ E very  secon d  day only. I went 
yesterday, and cannot g o  again till to 
m orrow . I have a daughter m arried in 
the village, w hom  I am perm itted to 
v isit.”

“ V e ry  well. W e  are still tw o days 
from  G ood  F riday. G o  dow n  to the 
village to -m orrow  and find out all about 
the plans fo r  G ood  F riday  evening. 
L ie  as m uch as you  like. S ay  you  hate 
you r mistress and will desert her w hen
ever you  are bidden. Pretend y o u ’re 
on  the other side. G et their confidence.

A  m adness has afflicted this island and 
you  are the only sane Christian le ft in 
it. I f  these ruffians hurt you r mistress, 
the governm ent— both in Athens and 
in L on d on — will send soldiers and hang 
many. A fte r  that, there will be no 
m ore Kynaetho. W e  have g ot to pre
vent the people m aking foo ls  o f  them
selves. Y o u r  mistress is E nglish  and 
I am  E nglish , and that is w hy I stay 
here. Y o u  do exactly  as I tell you  and 
w e ’ll w in through .”

| T  was essential to  encourage M itri,
fo r  the o ld  man was n ow  torn be

tween superstitious fear and fidelity to 
K ore , and on ly a robust skepticism and 
a lively hope w ould enable him to do 
his part. V ern on  accord ingly  protested 
a confidence which he was very  far 
from  feeling. It was arranged that 
M itri should g o  to Kynaetho next 
m orn ing  and spend the day there.

A fte r  that, guided by the old man, 
V ern on  made a circuit o f  the house. 
F rom  the top w indow s he was able to 
fo llow  the lie o f  the land— the postern 
gate to the shore, the nest o f  stables 
and outbuildings on  the east, with ac
cess to the shallow glen running up 
from  the jetty , the main entrance and 
the drive from  Kynaetho, th e  w ooded 
dem esne ending at the cliffs, and the 
orchards and olive yards between the 
cliffs  and the causeway.

T he patrols cam e right up to the 
house wall, and on various sides V e r 
non had a glim pse o f  them. But he 
failed to get what he specially sought, 
a prospect o f  any part o f  the adjoin ing 
coast line beyond the little bay. H e  be
lieved that his yacht was som ewhere 
hidden there, out o f  sight o f  the peas
ants. H e  was convinced  that the E p i
rote w ould  obey  orders and wait fo r  
him. and w ould  not g o  one yard farther 
aw ay than was strictly necessary. But 
he was at a loss to kn ow  how  to find 
the man, i f  he were penned up in that 
shuttered mausoleum.
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W E R X O N  returned to  find K o re  sew
in g  b y  the w in dow  o f  her little 

room . H e  entered quietly and had a 
m om entary glim pse o f  her b e fore  she 
was conscious o f  his- presence. She was 
look ing  straight b e fore  her with vacant 
eyes, her fa ce  in profile against the 
w indow , a figure o f  infinite appeal. 
V ern on  had a m om ent o f  acute com 
punction.

W h a t he had once thought and 
spoken o f  this p oor  child  seemed to him 
now  to have been senseless brutality. 
H e  had called her taw dry and vulgar 
and shrill, he had thought her the ugly 
product o f  the ugly  a fter-th e-w ar 
world. But there she sat like a muse 
o f  m editation, as fine and delicate as a 
sw ord blade. A n d  she had a sw ord ’s 
steel, too, fo r  had she n ot faced un
know n peril fo r  a scruple?

“ W h at does M itri sa y ?”  she asked, 
in a vo ice  which had a forced  brisk
ness in it.

“ I shall kn ow  m ore to -m orrow  night, 
but I have learned som ething. Y o u  are 
sa fe  fo r  the better part o f  three days 
— till som e time on  G ood  F riday  eve
ning. T hat is one thing. T h e  other 
is that your schem e o f  w earing dow n 
the hostility o f  you r people has failed. 
Y o u r  people have gon e stark mad. T he 
business is far too  solem n fo r  me to 
speak sm ooth things. T h ey  have resur
rected an old  pagan rite o f  sacrifice. 
Sacrifice, d o  you  understand ? T his 
house will be burned, and i f  they have 
their will, you  will d ie .”

“ I was beginning to guess as much. 
I don ’t want to  die, fo r  it means de
feat. But I d on ’t think I am a fra id  to  
die. Y o u  see— life  is rather difficult—  
and not very  satisfactory. B ut tell me 
m ore .”

V ern on  gave her a sketch o f  the rit
ual o f  Kynsetho. “ It was your m en
tioning the name that brought it back 
to  me. I have always been interested in 
G reek religion , and by  an am azing 
chance I cam e on this on ly  a m onth or

so ago. L eithen, the law yer— you  kn ow  
him , I think— gave me a bit o f  m edie
val G reek m anuscript to  translate, and 
part o f  it had this rite.”

“ L eithen ,”  she cried . “ S ir E dw a rd ? 
T hen  he fou n d  it am ong the papers I 
lent him. W h y  d idn ’ t he tell me about 
it ? ”

“ I can ’ t im agine.”
“ Perhaps he thought I w ou ldn ’t have 

believed it. I w ou ldn ’t, a m onth ago. 
Perhaps he thought he cou ld  prevent 
me com in g  here. I think he did his 
best. I had to  g o  o f f  w ithout saying 
g o o d -b y  to  him , and he was m y greatest 
fr ien d .”

“ H e  happens to be a lso  m y closest 
friend . I f  you  had know n about this 
— this crazy  ritual, w ould  you  have 
com e ?”

She sm iled. “ I d o n ’t know . I ’m  
very  obstinate, and I ca n ’t bear to  be 
bullied. T hese people are trying to 
bully me. But o f  course I d idn ’t kn ow  
how  bad it was. A n d  I d idn ’ t kn ow  
that I was go in g  to land you  in this 
mess. T hat is what w eighs on  m y 
m ind.”

“ B ut you  d idn 't invite me here. Y o u  
told me to clear ou t.”

“ M y  servants invited you  and there
fo re  I am responsible. O h , C olonel 
M ilburne, you  m ust understand what I 
fe e l !  I haven ’ t had an easy life , fo r  
I seem to have been alw ays fighting, 
but I d idn ’t m ind it as lon g  as it was 
m y ow n  fight. I felt I had to stick it 
out, fo r  it was the penalty I paid fo r  
being an A rabin . B ut w hatever pay
ing was to be done, I wanted to  do it 
m yself. O therw ise, d on ’t you  see, it 
makes the guilt o f  m y  fam ily  so m uch 
heavier. A n d  n ow  I have let you  in 
fo r  som e o f  it, and that is hell— sim 
p ly  h e ll!”

V ern on  had suddenly an em otion  
which he had never know n b e fo re — the 
exhilaration  w ith w hich  he had- fo r  
years anticipated the culm ination o f  his 
dream , but d ifferent in kind, nobler,
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less se lf-regard in g . H e  felt keyed up 
to  a n y  enterprise, and singularly con fi
dent. T here  was tenderness in his 
m ood , too, w hich  was a thing he had 
rarely felt— tenderness tow ard  this gal
lant child.

“ L isten  to me, M iss A rabin . I have 
tw o things to say to  you . O n e is that 
I g lo ry  in being here. I w ou ldn ’t be 
elsew here fo r  the w orld . It is a de
light and a privilege. T h e other is that 
w e are g o in g  to win ou t.”

“ But h o w ? ”
“ I d o n ’t k n ow  yet. W e  w ill find a 

way. I am as certain o f  it as that I am 
standing here. G od  doesn ’t mean a 
thing like this to be a blind cu l-de-sac.”

“ Y o u  believe in G o d ?  I  w ish  I  did. 
I  think I on ly  believe in the devil.”

“ T h en  you  believe in G od . I f  evil 
is a living thing, g o o d  m ust be living 
as well, and m ore indeed, or  the w orld  
w ou ld  smash. L o o k  here, w e ’ve tw o 
days to  put in together. T h ere  is noth
ing we can do fo r  the present, so we 
m ust find som e w ay to keep our nerves 
quiet. L e t ’s pretend w e ’re in an ord i
nary E nglish  cou n try  house and kept 
in doors by  rain .”

S o  the tw o o f  them  m ade plans to 
pass the tim e, w hile the clear spring 
sunlight outside m ade foolishness o f  
V e rn o n ’s pretense. T h e y  played piquet, 
and som etim es he read to her— chiefly 
P eter B eck ford . T h e  florid  eighteenth- 
century prose, the tags o f  A ugustan 
poetry , the high stilts, the gusto, car
ried their thoughts to  the orderly  w orld  
o f  hom e. I  have no wish to speculate 
about the secrets o f  a friend , but I 
fa n cy  that the slow  hours spent to 
gether brou ght understanding.

K o re  must have told him  things 
w hich  she had kept back fro m  me, fo r  
the near prospect o f  death breaks dow n 
m any barriers. I think, too , that he 
m ay have told her the story  o f  his b oy 
ish dream — he m ust have, fo r  it bore 
d irectly  on  the case. W ith  his sense o f  
predestination  he w ou ld  draw  fro m  it

a special confidence, and she w ould be 
m ade to  share it. H e  had undergone 
a lon g  preparation fo r  som ething which 
had ended in mist, but the preparation, 
m ight point to a measure o f  success in 
a  great reality.

f A T E  the n ext a fternoon , old  M itri 
returned. V ern on  saw him  first 

alone, and got from  him  the details o f  
the next even ing ’s cerem onial. T here 
was to  be a race am ong the you n g  men 
on  the D ancing  F lo o r  as soon as the 
m oon  rose, and the v ictor  w ould  be 
called the king. S om e o f  the news 
w hich  M itri had gathered was unex
pected. som e incom prehensible, but in 
the main it agreed w ith his ow n ver
sion.

T he v ictor  w ould ch oose a victim — a 
male victim , clearly, fo r  the fem ale v ic
tim was already chosen. T h e tw o 
w ould  enter the house, and on  the next 
night— the eve o f  this unhallow ed Eas
ter— the sacrifice w ould  be accom 
plished. B eyon d  that, M itri cou ld  not 
say, except that the people looked fo r  
a m ighty m ira c le ; but the manuscript 
had told  V ern on  what the miracle 
w ou ld  be.

“ W h o  will be the runn ers?”  V ernon  
asked.

“ T h e  fleetest am ong the you ng men, 
both  o f  the village and the hills.”

It  was characteristic o f  V e rn o n ’s fa 
talism that he had not troubled to make 
even the rudim ents o f  a plan till he had 
heard M itr i’s tidings. N o w  the thing 
began to  u n fo ld  itself. T he next step 
at any rate was clearly ordained.

“ W ill everybody be know n to each 
o th e r?”  he said.

“ N o !  Kynaetho till now  has had lit
tle dealings w ith  the hill fo lk , and the 
villages in the hills are generally at 
strife  with each other. T o -m o rro w  
night there will be m any strangers, and 
no questions w ill be asked, fo r  all will 
be allies in this devilry .”

“ D o  I speak like a G re e k ?”



170 THE POPULAR MAGAZINE

“ Y o u  speak like a Greek, but like one 
from  another island.”

“ A nd  I look  like an is lan der?”
M itri grinned. “ T here are fe w  as 

well looking. But i f  you r  face  were 
darkened, you  w ould  pass. T here is a 
place, a little rem ote place in the hills, 
A kte by name, where the fo lk  are said 
to  have white skins the same as yours, 
s ignor.”

“ W ell, attend, M it r i ! I  am  a man 
from  A kte w ho has been at the war, 
and has just returned. T hat will ac
count fo r  m y fore ign  speech.”

“ T h e signor jests. H e  has a stout
heart that can jest--------”

“ I ’m  not jesting. I ’m  go in g  to  co m 
pete in the race to -m orrow  night. W h a t 
is m ore. I ’m  goin g  to  win. I ’ve been a 
bit o f  a runner in m y time, and I ’m  in 
hard training.”

A  faint spark appeared in the old 
m an’s eye.

“ T he signor will no doubt win, i f  
he runs. A n d  i f  he ever reaches the 
D ancing F loor , he will not be troubled 
with questions. But h ow  will he reach 
the D ancing F lo o r ? ”

“ I intend to get out o f  the house 
early to -m orrow  m orning. T here  are 
several things I want to  do b e fo re  the 
race. H ave you  any rags with w hich I 
can imitate the dress o f  a h illm an?”  

M itri considered. Shirt and breeches 
he had, but no hoots. A  cap m ight be 
im provised, but what cou ld  be done 
about boots?

“ R em em ber I have on ly  ju st returned 
to A kte, and have brought the fashion 
o f  the w ar w ith me. S o  I can  make 
sh ift with hom em ade putties. A n y 
thing e lse?”

“ T h e men around the house will not 
let you  pass.”

“ T h ey ’ ll have to. I ’m one o f  them 
selves, and y o u ’ve got to coach  m e in 
local custom s. Y o u  have tw elve hours 
b e fore  you  in w hich  to turn me in to a 
respectable citizen  o f  A kte. I f  any 
aw kw ard  questions are asked, I propose

to  be truculent. A  soldier is g o in g  to 
stand no nonsense from  civilians, you  
k n ow .”

M itri considered  again. “ It will be 
best to g o  by the m ain road to K y - 
naetho.”

“ N o , I ’m  go in g  by  the causew ay. I 
want to see what lies beyond it to  the 
w est.”

“ T he cliffs  are there and there is no 
road .”

“ I will find on e .”
M itri shook  his head. H e  had ap

parently little b e lie f in the schem e, but 
an hour later, a fter  V e rn o n  had given 
K o re  a sketch o f  his intentions, he ar
rived with an arm fu l o f  strange gar
ments. E lise, at her m istress’ request, 
had collected oddm ents o f  fabrics, and 
brought part o f  the contents o f  the 
linen cupboard.

“ W e  are abou t,”  V ern on  told a m ys
tified K ore , “ to prepare fo r  private 
theatricals. Putties are m y m ost 
urgent need, and that thin skirt o f  
yours will be the very  thing. T o -m o r 
row  when I ’m  engaged elsew here, I 
want you  to  do an am bitious bit o f  
ta iloring fo r  me. A n d  som e time, with 
the help o f  E lise, I ’d like to  g o  through 
you r w ardrobe .”

S ince K o re  still look ed  puzzled, he 
a d d ed : “ W e ’re cast fo r  parts in a
rather sensational dram a. I ’m  begin 
ning to think that the on ly  w ay to  p re
vent it being a tragedy is to  turn it in to 
a costum e p lay .”

C H A P T E R  X X I I .
IN DISGUISE.

A /E R Y  early n ext m orn ing, b e fo re  the 
blue darkness had paled into dawn, 

V ern on  sw ung his legs out o f  an upper 
w in dow  o f  the house, craw led  a long 
the broad  parapet and began to  descend 
by a w ater pipe in an angle betw een 
the m ain building and the eastern w ing. 
T h is brou ght him  to the r o o f  o f  one 
o f  the outbuildings, from  w hich  it was
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possible fo r  an active man to  reach the 
little road w hich ran upw ard fro m  the 
jetty'.

H e  had been carefu lly  prepared by 
M itri fo r  his part. T h e loose white 
shirt and the short m ountain tunic were 
in order. M itr i ’s breeches had proved  
too  scanty, but E lise had w idened them, 
and the vacant space about his m iddle 
was filled w ith a d irty  red cum m er
bund, m ade o f  one o f  M itr i’ s sashes, in 
w hich  w ere stuck a lon g  k n ife  and his 
pistol.

A  pair o f  M itr i’ s hom em ade shoes o f  
s o ft  untanned hide w ere supplem ented 
with hom em ade putties. V ern on  had 
no h at; he had stained his face, hands 
and arms beyond their natural brow n  
with ju ice  from  M itr i’ s store o f  pickled 
walnuts, and— under the critical eye o f  
K o re — had rubbed dirt under his eyes 
and into his finger nails till he looked  
the im age o f  a handsom e, sw aggering, 
half-w ashed  soldier. M ore  im portant, 
he had been coached  by  M itri in the 
speech o f  the hills, the gossip  which 
m ight have penetrated to the rem ote 
A kte, and the m annerism s o f  the hill- 
men. which w ere unpleasingly fam iliar- 
to the dw ellers in the low lands and 
a lon g  the coast.

A ll this care w ould  have been use
less had V ern on  not been in the m ood  
to  carry  o ff  any enterprise. H e  felt the 
reckless audacity o f  a boy, an exhilara
tion which was alm ost intoxication , 
and  the source o f  w hich he did  not 
pause to consider. A b ove  all, he felt 
com plete confidence. Som eh ow , som e
where. he w ould break the malign spell 
and set K o re  in trium ph above her ene
mies.

H e  reached ground fifty  yards south 
o f  the jetty  and turned at once in the 
d irection  o f  the sea. A t  the beginning 
o f  the causew ay, he met a man.

“ W h ith er aw ay, b ro th er?”  cam e the 
question, accom panied by  the lift  o f  a 
rifle.

V ern on  gave the hillm an’s greeting.

H e  loom ed up tall and form idable in 
the half darkness.

“ I g o  beyond the causew ay to the 
olive yards,”  he said carelessly, as if  he 
condescended in answering.

“ B y  w hose o rd e rs ? ”
“ W e  o f  A kte do not take orders. I 

g o  at the request o f  the elders.”
“ Y o u  are o f  A k te ? "  asked the man 

enviously. H e  tvas very w illing to talk, 
being bored with his long night watch. 
“ T here  are none o f  A kte am ong us, so 
fa r  as I have seen. T h e men o f  A kte 
live in the m oon , says the proverb. 
B u t” — this a fter  peering at V e rn o n ’s 
garb— “ those clothes were never made 
in the hills.”

“ I am  new  back from  the war, and 
have not seen A kte these three years. 
But I cannot linger, fr ien d .”

“ N ay, bide a little. It is not yet day. 
Let us talk o f  A kte. M y  father once 
went there fo r  cattle. O r  let us speak 
o f  the war. M y  uncle was in the old
war and m y you n g  nephew was-------- I f
you  will not bide, g ive me tobacco .”  

V ern on  gave him a cigarette. “ T hese 
are what we sm oked in Sm yrna,”  he 
said. “ T h ey  are noble stu ff.”

H a lfw a y  along the causeway, a sec
ond guard proved  m ore truculent. H e 
questioned the orders o f  the elders, till 
V ern on  played the man from  A kte and 
the old soldier, and threatened to fling 
him  into the sea. T he last sentry was 
fortunately asleep. V ern on  scram bled 
over the fence o f  the olive yards, and 
as the sun rose above the horizon was 
striding with long steps through the 
w eedy undergrow th.

H is ob ject was not like mine when I 
traveled that road— to get inside the 
demesne. H e wanted to keep out o f  it 
and to exp lore  the bit o f  coast under 
it, since It seemed from  the map to  be 
the likeliest place to find the boat. T he 
E pirote , V ern on  was convinced, would 
obey his instructions fa ith fu lly , and 
when driven aw ay from  his old  anchor- 
age. w ould not go  a yard m ore than was
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necessary. S o , a fter being stopped as 
I had been by the wall w hich ran to 
the cliffs, he stuck to  the shore.

I—I E  picked his w ay under the skirts 
o f  the headland till the rock  sank 

sheer into deep water. T here  was noth
ing fo r  it n ow  but to sw im , so he made 
a bundle o f  his shirt and jacket and 
bound them with the cum m erbund on 
his shoulders, took  his pistol in his teeth 
and slipped into the co ld  green sea. 
M itr i’ s breeches w ere a nuisance, but he 
was a strong sw im m er, and in five miri- 
utes was at the point o f  the headland.

H e  fou n d  a ledge o f  rock  w hich  en
abled him to pull up his shoulders and 
reconnoiter the hidden bay. T here  to 
his jo y  was the yacht, snugly anchored 
h a lfw ay across. T here was no sign o f  
life  on  board, fo r  doubtless the E pirote 
w ould be below , cook in g  his breakfast. 
V ern on  had no desire to make h im self 
conspicuous by shouting, fo r  the de
mesne and the watchers w ere too  near, 
so he dropped  back into the water and 
struck out fo r  the boat. T en  minutes 
later he was standing dripping on  the 
deck, and the E pirote was w elcom ing 
him with m aledictions on Plakos.

V ern on  stripped o f f  his wet clothes, 
and put them to dry. T hen  he break
fasted heartily, while B lack G eorge 
gave an account o f  his stewardship. 
W h en  V ern on  did not return he had 
not concerned h im self greatly, fo r  the 
affairs o f  his master were no business 
o f  his. B ut in the m orning, when the 
fo g  began to lift, men had put o ff  from  
shore in a boat andi had dem anded the 
reason o f  his presence.

T h e interview  had been storm y, fo r  
he had declined to explain, holding that 
i f  his master chose to land secretly  by 
night, and rude fe llow s appeared with 
the daylight, it w ou ld  be w ise to tell 
the latter nothing. H is  interview ers 
had been m ore com m unicative. T h ey  
had been very  excited  and had  tried  to 
alarm him with foolish  tales o f  witches.

It was clear, how ever, that they had 
meant m isch ief, fo r  all w ere arm ed, and 
when, at the poin t o f  several rifle bar
rels, they had ordered  him  to depart, it 
seem ed to him the part o f  a wise mar. 
to  obey. H e  had fe igned  fear and deep 
stupidity and had done their b idding. 
T hen , look ing  fo r  a re fu ge , he had seen 
the great curtain o f  c liff and had fou n d  
this little bay. H ere  he hoped he was 
secure, fo r  there was no passage a long 
the shore, and the people o f  P lakos 
did  not seem during  these days to  be 
sailing the seas. H e  cou ld  be observed, 
o f  cou rse, fro m  the c li ff  tops, but these 
were shrouded in w ood  and look ed  un
frequented.

“ D id  I not well, s ig n o r?”  he asked 
anxiously.

“ Y o u  did  w ell. H a ve  you  seen no 
one ?”

“ N o  islander. Last night tw o men 
cam e about m idnight. O n e was a cr ip 
pled G reek and the other man, I ju dge , 
E nglish .”

V ern on  w oke to the liveliest interest, 
but B lack G eorge  told a halting tale. 
“ H e  swam  out and wakened me, and 
at first, fearing  trouble, I w ould  have 
brained him . S ince he cou ld  not speak 
m y tongue, I row ed  ashore w ith him  
and saw the G reek. H e  was an E n g 
lishman, beyond doubt, and a signor, 
so I gave h im  fo o d  and drink and ciga 
rettes.”

“ W h a t did  he want w ith  y o u ? ”
“ S im ply that I should stay here. H e  

had a story o f  som e lady  to  w hom  the 
devils o f  this island meant m isch ie f, and 
he begged me to w ait here in case the 
lady should seek to  escape.”

N o  cross-exam in ation  o f  V e rn o n ’s 
cou ld  make B lack G eorge  am p lify  the 
tale. H e  had not understood  clearly, he 
said, fo r  the E nglish  sign or cou ld  not 
speak his ton gu e and the G reek  w ho 
interpreted was ob v iou sly  a fo o l. But 
he had prom ised  to  rem ain, w hich  was 
indeed his duty to  his m aster. N o , he 
had spoken no single w ord  o f  his m as
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ter. H e  had not said he was an E n g 
lishm an. H e  had said nothing.

V ern on  puzzled  over the matter, but 
cou ld  m ake noth ing o f  it. H e  did not 
credit the story  o f  an Englishm an in 
P lakos w h o knew  o f  .K o re ’s plight, and 
cam e to the conclusion  that B lack 
G eorge  had m isunderstood his v isitor ’s 
talk. V ern on  had the day b e fo re  him, 
and his first act was to  row  ashore to 
the other point o f  the bay— the place 
from  w hich  Janni and I had first espied 
the yacht.

T h ere  he sat fo r  a little and sm oked, 
and it was one o f  his cigarette ends 
that I fou n d  the same a fternoon . A  
scram ble round the headland show ed 
him  the strip o f  beach below  the D anc
ing F lo o r , but it occu rred  to him that 
there was no need to  g o  p ioneering 
a lon g  the coast— that he had a yacht and 
cou ld  be landed w herever he pleased. 
S o  he returned to  B lack G eorge, and 
the tw o hoisted  sail and made fo r  the 
open sea.

'T 'H E  day w as spent running with the 
light north  w ind behind them well 

to the south o f  P lakos, and then tack
ing back till about sunset they stood 
o ff  the northeast shore. It was a day 
o f  brilliant sun, tem pered by  coo l airs, 
with the hills o f  the island rising sharp 
and blue into the pale spring sky. V e r 
non fou n d  to  his delight that he had 
no trepidation  about the w ork  o f  the 
com in g  night.

H e  had brou ght w ith  him  the cop y  
he had m ade o f  his translation o f  
K o r e ’ s m anuscript, and studied it as a 
man studies a m ap, w ithout any sense 
o f  its strangeness. T h e m adm en o f  
P lakos w ere about to  revive an ancient 
ritual, w here the v ictor  in a race w ould 
be intrusted with certain barbarous 
duties, t i e  preposed  to be the v ictor, 
and so to defeat the fo lly .

T h e house w ou ld  be burned, and in 
the con fu s ion  he w ou ld  escape with 
K o re  to the yacht, and  leave the unhal

low ed isle forever. T h e  girl w ould be 
contented, fo r  she w ould  have stuck it 
out to the last. O n ce  he had convinced 
h im self that she w ould  be sa fe , he let 
his m ind lie fa llow . H e  dream ed and 
sm oked on  the hot deck in the bright 
weather, as m uch at his ease as i f  the 
evening were to  bring no m ore than 
supper and sleep.

In the early tw ilight, the yacht’ s 
d inghy put him ashore on  a  lonely  bit 
o f  coast, east o f  the village. B lack 
G eorge ' was ordered  to return to  his 
form er anchorage and w a it,th ere ; i f  on 
the fo llow in g  night he saw a lantern 
raised three times on the c liff  above, he 
was to com e round to the olive yards 
at the fa r end o f  the causeway.

A t this stage. V e rn o n ’s plan was fo r  
a sim ple escape in the con fu sion  o f  the 
fire. H e  hoped that the postern gate at 
the jetty  w ould  be practicab le ; i f  not, 
he would find som e way o f  reaching the 
olive yards from  the demesne. T he 
whole affair was view ed b y  him as a 
stra ightforw ard  enterprise— provided
he cou ld  w in the con fou n ded  race that 
night.

B ut with his landing on P lakos in the 
spring g loam ing, his m ood  began to 
change. I have failed in m y portrayal 
o f  V ern on  i f  I have made you  think 
o f  him as unim aginative and insensi
tive. H e  had unexpected blind patches 
in his v ision  and odd  callosities in his 
skin, but fo r  all that he was highly 
strung and had an im m ense capacity 
fo r  em otion , though he chose m ostly to 
sit on the safety valve. A b ove  all, he 
was a  scholar. A ll his life  he had heen 
creating im aginative pictures o f  things, 
or  living am ong the creations o f  other 
men. H e  had not walked a mile in that 
tw ilight till he felt the solem nity o f  it 
oppressing his mind.

I think it was ch iefly  the sight o f  the 
m ultitude m oving  tow ard  the D ancing 
F loor , all silent, so that the only sound 
was the tread o f  their feet. H e  had 
been in  doubt b e fo re  as to  where e x 
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actly the place was, but the road was 
blazed fo r  him  like the roads to E psom  
on D erby  D ay. M en , w om en, children, 
babes in arm s— they w ere  stream ing 
past the closes at the fo o t  o f  the glade, 
past the graveyard , up the aisle o f  the 
D ancing F loor .

I T  was his first sight o f  it— not as I  
1 had seen it, solitary under the m oon, 
but surging w ith a stream o f  hushed 
hum anity. It  had another kind o f  
m agic, but on e as potent as that w hich 
had laid its spell on  me. I had seen 
the temple in its loneliness, he saw it 
thronged w ith w orshipers, at the hour 
when cerem ony claim ed it.

N o one greeted him  or  even noticed  
h im ; he w ould probab ly  have passed 
unregarded i f  he had been w earing his 
ord inary clothes. T h e  heavy preoccu 
pation o f  the people m ade them  utterly 
incurious. H e  saw m en dressed as he 
was, and he noted that the m ultitude 
m oved to le ft and right as i f  b y  instinct, 
leaving the central arena vacant. D usk 
had fallen, and on  the crow n  o f  the 
ridge on  his right he saw d im ly what 
he knew to be the trees o f  the doom ed 
demesne.

H e saw, too , that a  cluster seemed 
to  he form in g  at the low er end o f  the 
arena, apart from  the others, and he 
guessed that these w ere the com peti
tors in the race. H e  m ade his w ay  to
w ard them, and fou n d  that h e  had 
guessed rightly. It was a knot o f  you ng 
men, w ho were n ow  stripping their 
clothes, till they stood naked except fo r  
the sashes tw isted around their m iddle. 
M ost w ere ba re foo t , but one or  tw o 
had rawhide brogues.

V ern on  fo llow ed  their exam ple, till 
he stood up in his short linen draw ers. 
H e  retained M itr i’s shoes, fo r  he feared 
the flints o f  the hillside. T h ere  were 
others in the grou p , older m en w hom  
he took  to  be the elders o f  w hom  M itri 
had spoken, and there was one man 
w ho seemed to  be in special authority

and w h o  w ore  a loose  robe like a cas
sock.

It was now  nearly dark, and sud
denly, like the m arks delim iting a 
course, torches broke into flame. These 
points o f  an gry  light in the crow ded  
silence seemed to com plete the spell. 
V e rn o n ’s assurance had fled and left 
behind it an unw illing aw e and an 
acute nervousness. A ll his learning, all 
his laborious scholarship quickened 
from  m ere mental furn iture into heat 
and light. H is  im agination as well as 
his nerves w ere on fire.

I can  on ly  guess at the thoughts 
w hich  m ust have crow ded  his m ind. H e 
saw  the ritual, w hich, so far, had been 
fo r  h im  an antiquarian remnant, leap 
in to  a living passion . H e  saw what he 
had regarded co o lly  as a barbaric sur
vival, a m atter fo r  brutish peasants, be
com e suddenly a vital concern  o f  his 
ow n.

A b o v e  all, he fe lt the fornfidableness 
o f  the peril to  K ore . She had dared 
far m ore than she knew , far m ore than 
he had g u e sse d ; she was facing  the 
heavy m enace o f  a thousand ages, the 
devils not o f  a fe w  thousand peasants, 
but o f  a w hole forgotten  w orld . A n d  
in that m om ent he has told me that an
other thing becam e clear to him— she 
had becom e fo r  him  som ething alto
gether rare and precious.

T h e  old  m an in the white ephod was 
speaking. It was a tale w hich  obviou sly  
had been told  b e fo re  to the same audi
ence, fo r  he rem inded  them o f  form er 
instructions. V ern on  forced  h im self to 
concentrate on  it an attention w hich  was 
h a lf paralyzed by that m ood  o f  novel 
em otion  w hich had com e upon him. 
S om e o f  it he fa iled  to grasp, but the 
m ain points w ere clear— the race tw ice 
round the arena inside the ring  o f  
torches, the duty o f  the v ictor  to  take 
the last torch  and plunge it in the sacred 
spring.

T h e  man spoke as i f  reciting  a les
son, and V e rn o n  heard it like a lesson
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on ce know n and forgotten . R em in is
cences o f  what he had fou n d  in classical 
byw ays ham m ered on  his m ind, and 
w ith recollection  cam e a greater awe. 
It w as on ly  the thought o f  K o re  that 
enabled him  to keep his wits. W ith ou t 
that, he told me, he w ou ld  have sunk 
in to the lethargy o f  the w orshipers, 
obedient, absorbed  in expectancy.

T * H E N  cam e the start o f  the race that 
Janni and I w atched fro m  our 

h iding place in the shadow s under the 
wall. H e  got o f f  the m ark clum sily, and 
at first his lim bs seem ed heavy as lead. 
B ut the m ovem ent revived  him  and 
w oke his o ld  racing instinct. T h ou gh  
he had not run a race fo r  years, he was 
in hard training and tow ard  the close 
o f  the first round his skill had com e 
back to  him  and he was in the third 
place, g o in g  well within his pow ers.

In  the second round he felt that the 
thing was in  his hands. H e  lay close 
to the first m an, passed him b e fo re  the 
final straight, and then forged  ahead 
so that in the last hundred yards he was 
gain ing grou nd  with every stride. H e  
seized the torch  at the w inning post and 
raced to  where, in the center o f  the 
upper glade, a white figure stood alone. 
W ith  the tossing o f  the flame in the 
well, he straightened his b od y  and 
look ed  round, a man restored to his old 
v ig or  and ready fo r  sw ift  action.

H is  accou nt o f  the next stage was 
con fu sed , fo r  his m ind was on  K o re  and 
he was g o in g  through a violent trans
form ation  o f  ou tlook . T h e  old- man 
was no lon ger repeating a rehearsed les
son, but speaking v iolently  like one in 
a m om ent o f  crisis. H e  addressed V e r 
non  as “ Y o u  o f  the h ills,”  and told  him 
that G o d  had placed the Fate o f  K y - 
naetho in his hands— w h at g o d  he did 
not particularize. B ut fro m  his excited  
stam m ering, som ething em erged which 
chilled V e rn o n ’s b lood .

H e  was to w ait in the house till m oon - 
rise o f  the next night. T h e  signal was

to  be the firing o f  the place. W ith  the 
first flames he was to p er form  the deed 
to  w hich  he had been called.

“ C hoose w hich  w ay you  please,”  said 
the old  man, “ provided  that they die.”  

T hen  V ern on  was to leave the house 
by  the main d oor  and jo in  the young 
m en without.

“ T h ey  will be gathered there, till they 
com e w ho will com e .”

T h e  d oor  w ould be closed behind him 
till it was opened by  the fire. “ T hey 
w ho will com e are im m orta ls!”

T h e  m an ’s voice  was high-pitched 
with passion and his figure, solitary in 
the bright m oonshine in that ring o f  si
lent fo lk , had som ething in it o f  the 
a w fu l and the sacramental. But V e r 
non ’s thoughts were not on  it, but on 
the news which m eant the dow nfall o f  
his plans. H is  m ind w orked now  
norm ally and sanely ; he was again a 
man o f  the m odern  w orld .

T h e you n g  men— o f  course they 
w ou ld  be there— the Curetes to greet 
the K ou ros . H e  m ight have know n it, 
if  he had on ly  thought. B ut how  was 
K o re  to escape from  these frenzied 
guardians? H e  had im agined that, with 
the fire, the vigilance o f  the watch 
w ould be relaxed and that it w ould be 
easy to jo in  B lack G eorge and the boat. 
B ut with the fire there was to be a 
thronging  o f  the hierophants tow ard the 
house, and what was inside w ould  be 
kept inside till the place was in ashes.

T h e  man was speaking again. Fie 
had made some signal, fo r  three figures 
had approached the well.

“ T he w om an is w ith in ,”  he said, “ and 
it is fo r  you  to ch oose the man. Y o u r  
ch oice  is free  am ong the people o f  
P lakos, but we have on e here, a young 
m an, a G reek, b u t a stranger. H e  
w ou ld  doubtless be acceptable.”

T h e half-clad  M aris cut an od d  fig
ure as, in the grip  o f  tw o stalwart peas
ants, he was led fo rw a rd  fo r  inspection. 
H is  face  was white and set, and his 
eyes w ere furious.
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" N o  w illing victim  this,”  thought 
V ernon , ‘ ‘but so  m uch the better, fo r  
he and I are in the same boat an d  I 
must make him an a lly .”  F ro m  the 
w ay he carried  h im self, he saw that 
M aris had been drilled, and he consid1- 
ered that a soldier m ight be usefu l. “ I 
choose the m an,”  he said.

A  jar was given him , and he filled it 
from  the spring and em ptied it on  
M aris ’ head and shoulders. H is ow n 
clothes were also brought, but he co n 
tented him self with M itr i’ s sash, o f  
which he made a girdle and into which 
he stuck his ow n pistol and M itr i’s 
knife.

“ I have no need o f  the rest,”  he said, 
fo r  he was beginning to  enter into the 
spirit o f  the part, though the ou tlook  
was dark enough. Then he knelt while 
the old man laid a hand on  his head 
and pronounced  som e consecration .

“ C om e,”  V ern on  said to M aris, and 
the tw o m oved up the slope o f  the 
D ancing F lo o r  tow ard  the breach in the 
wall.

H e had alm ost forgotten  his anxiety 
in the w onder o f  the scene. H e  seemed 
to be set on the stage in a great golden 
amphitheater, and M aris and the guards 
w ho accom panied him  were no m ore 
than stage properties. A ll human life  
had fo r  the m om ent gon e, an d  he was 
faced with prim ordial elements— the 
scented shell o f  earth, the im m ense arch 
o f  the sky and the rid ing m oon , and, 
as he clim bed the slope, an infinity o f  
shining waters. T h e m agic weighed on 
him. a new  m agic, fo r  the ruthlessness 
o f  man was subm erged in the deeper 
ruthlessness o f  nature.

T hen , as he passed the fr in ge  o f  the 
spectators and caught a glim pse o f  pal
lid, strained faces, he got his bearings 
again. It was man he had to  cope with 
— crazy, fallible, torm ented man. H e  
felt the pity and innocence o f  it be
hind the guilt, and in an instant he re
gained confidence. M aris was stum 
bling along, w alking pain fu lly  like one

unaccustom ed to  g o in g  on  bare feet, 
casting fierce, startled glances about 
him. A s  they approached the breach 
in the wall, V ern on  m anaged to w his
per to him  to cheer up. fo r  no ill w ould  
befall him.

“ I am you r fr ien d ,”  he said. “ T o 
gether we will m ake an end o f  this 
fo lly .”

T h e m an ’s face  lightened.
It was this look  on  M a ris ’ face which 

I saw from  m y h iding place and which 
made me forb id  Janni’s pistol shot.

C H A P T E R  X X I I I .
A MIGHTY GAMBLE!

rP H E  great doors clanged behind them, 
and V ern on , w ho had been given 

the key by the guards, turned it in the 
lock. In  spite o f  the reassuring w ord  
he had spoken to M aris, he thought 
that his com panion  m ight attack him , so 
he steered w ide o f  him  and' in the inky 
darkness fell over the basket o f  logs. 
T h e m ishap w rung from  him a very  
E nglish expletive. T hen  he shouted on 
M itri to brin g  a light.

H e  heard M a ris ’ excited  voice. 
“ W h o  are you  ? A re  you  E nglish  ?”

“ O f  cou rse I  am E nglish . C on fou n d  
it, I believe I have cracked m y shin. 
M itri, you  id iot, where are y o u ? ”

T h e old  m an appeared from  a co r r i
dor, w ith a lantern shaking in his hand. 
H e  had no \fcords, but stared at the tw o 
as i f  he w ere look in g  on men risen from  
the dead.

“ W h e re ’s you r m istress? In her sit
ting ro o m ?  G et m e som e clothes— m y 
old ones— and brin g  som ething fo r  this 
gentlem an to  put on. A n y  old  thing 
will do. Get us som e fo o d , too , fo r  
w e ’re starving. Q u ick , m a n ! L eave 
the lantern here.”

B y  the slender light, set on a table 
in the great stone hall, the tw o  men 
regarded each other.

“ Y o u  want to  k n ow  w ho I am ,”  said 
V ern on . “ I ’m  an Englishm an w h o
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cam e here three nights ago in a yacht.
I happened to  have met M iss A rabin  

'b e fore . I fou n d  out w hat the people 
o f  P lakos were up to, and it seemed to 
me that the best thing I could, do w as 
to  w in the race to-night. I needn ’t 
tell you  about that, fo r  you  saw it. N o w  
fo r  y ou rse lf. I gather that you  also 
are unpopular w ith the people o f  this 
strange is la n d?”

M aris gave a short sketch o f  his ca 
reer, and V ern on  con vin ced  him self by 
a fe w  questions that he spoke the truth, 
fo r  the G reek had served alongside the 
B ritish  at Salonika.

“ I cam e here to protect the lady,”  
M aris concluded.

“ W h o  sent y o u ? ”
“ M r. E rtzberger. I  had a com pan

ion , an E nglish  colon el w ho is a lso  in 
y ou r  parliam ent, and a great m ilord. 
L eithen  is his nam e.”

“ G od  bless m y  s o u l ! L e ith en ! O h, 
im possib le ! Q u ick ! T ell me m ore. 
W h e re  is he n o w ? ”

“ T hat I d o  not know . Y esterday 
evening w e separated, each seeking to  
find som e w ay o f  entering th is house. 
I blundered badly, and was taken by  
the guards on the seaward fron t. M y  
friend  m ust also have failed , or  he 
w ould  be here, but I  d o  not think he 
has been taken.”

T h e  k n ow ledge that I  was som e
w here in  the island gave V ern on , as he 
told me, a sudden acute sense o f  co m 
fort. I m ust have been the v isitor to  
the yacht. H e  cross-exam ined  M aris, 
w ho knew  noth ing o f  the boat’s ex 
istence, and M aris agreed that the 
stranger w ho had gone aboard must 
have been, m yself.

“ T h e  G reek w ho was with h im ,”  he 
said, “ was doubtless m y corporal, Janni, 
the one m an in m y  batch o f  foo ls  w ho 
kept his head.”

M itri returned with V e rn o n ’s clothes, 
and  an ancient dressing gow n  fo r  
M aris. H e  also brought a bow l o f  m ilk 
and som e cakes and cheese. Q uestions

trem bled on  his lips, but V ern on  waved 
him  off.

“ G o  and tell you r m istress that we 
will com e  to  her in a quarter o f  an 
hour. A n d  have a bed  m ade ready fo r  
this gentlem an.”

A S  V ern on  dressed, he had a look  at 
his com panion , n ow  bizarrely robed 

in a gow n  too large fo r  him, and dirty 
and scratched from  his adventures. It  
was the m ercy o f  P rovidence that had 
g iven  him such a colleague, fo r  he liked 
the m an ’s bold, hard-bitten face and 
honest eyes. H ere  was a practical fe l
low , and  V ern on  wanted som ething ex 
ceedingly  p rosa ic 'an d  practical to cou n 
teract the awe which still hovered about 
his m ind. V ern on  fou gh t to keep at a 
distance the m em ory o f  the silence and 
the torches and the shining spaces o f  
the D an cing  F loor . T h is man did not 
look  susceptible.

“ I need not tell you that w e are in 
the devil o f  a tight place, Captain M aris. 
D o  you  realize precisely the meaning 
o f  that p e r fo rm a n ce ?”

M aris nodded. “ S ince yesterday. It 
has been m ost pointedly explained to  
m e. I am one victim  fo r  the sacrifice, 
and  the. lady o f  this house is the other, 
and  you  are the priest.”

“ W e  have the better part o f  tw enty- 
fou r h ours ’ grace .”

“ A fte r  that, this house will be burned. 
Y o u  m ay g o  forth , i f  you  have the 
nerve to play the part. T he lady and 
I— no. W e  are supposed to  die when 
the fire begins, but i f  we do not die 
b y  your hand, w e will die in the 
flam es.”

“ T here is no w ay o f  escape ?”  
“ N on e,”  replied  M aris cheerfu lly . 

“ But with your help I think I will d o  
som e m isch ief fir s t !”

“ A n d  the la d y ?”
M aris shrugged his shoulders.
“ T ill this evening,”  said V ernon , “ I 

thought I had a plan. I was pretty cer
tain I  cou ld  w in  the race, and I pro
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posed to  reason with the male victim  
w ho cam e back with me, or  club him 
on the head. I thought that when the 
fire began, there w ould  be con fu sion  
and that the people w ould  keep outside 
the wall. M y  boat is lying below  the 
cliffs and I hoped to carry  the lady 
there. But now  I kn ow  that that is 
im possible. T here will be a concourse 
o f  ^he young m en outside the d oor at 

sthe m om ent o f  the burning, and the 
house will be watched m ore closely than 
ever. D o  you  know  what the people 
expect ?”

M aris spat contem ptuously. “ I heard 
som e talk o f  the com ing o f  gods. T he 
devils take all priests and their lying 
ta les!”

“ T hey  await the com ing o f  gods. 
Y o u  are not a classical scholar, Captain 
M aris, so you  cannot realize, perhaps, 
just what this means. W e  are dealing 
with stark m adness. T hese peasants are 
keyed up to  a trem endous expectation. 
A  belief has com e to life , a  belief far 
older than Christianity. T h ey  expect 
salvation from  the com in g  o f  tw o gods, 
a youth and a maiden. I f  their hope is 
disappointed, they will be w orse m ad
men than be fore . T o -m o rro w  night 
nothing will g o  out from  this place, un
less it be g od s .”

“ T hat is true. T h e lady and I will 
w ithout doubt die at the threshold, and 
you also, m y friend. W h at arms have 
we ?”

“ I have this revolver w ith six  car
tridges. T he lady has a toy  pistol, but, 
I think, no am m unition. T he m en w ith
out are arm ed with rifles.”

“ U g ly  odds. It is in fam ous that h on 
est fo lk  and soldiers should perish at 
the hands o f  the h a lf-w itted .”

“ W h at about L eith en ? H e  is out
side and has com e here expressly  to 
save the lady.”

M aris shook his head. “ H e  can d o  
nothing. T h ey  have set up a cordon , 
a barrage, w hich he cannot penetrate. 
T here is no hope in the island, fo r  every

m an and wom an is under a devilish 
spell. A lso  the telegraph has been cut 
these three days.”

“ D o  you  see any ch a n ce?”
M aris cogitated. “ W e  have tw enty- 

fou r hours. S om e w ay o f  escape m ight 
be fou n d  by an active m an at the risk 
o f  a bullet or  tw o. W e  m ight reach 
you r boat.”

“ But the la d y ?”
“ W h y , no. T h in gs look  dark fo r  the 

p oor  lady. W e  cam e here to  protect 
her, and it seems as i f  w e cou ld  d o  no 
m ore than die w ith her. I  w ould  like 
to speak with that old  man about 
clothes. A  soldier does not feel at his 
bravest when he is b a re foo t and unclad 
save fo r  pants and a ragged shirt. I 
refuse to go  to Paradise in this dressing 
g o w n .”

M aris ’ ch eerfu l fortitude was balm  to 
V ern on ’s m ind, fo r  it seem ed to strip 
the aura o f  m ystery fro m  the situation, 
and leave it a straight gam ble o f  life  
and death. I f  K o re  was to  be saved, it 
m ust be through M aris, fo r  he h im self 
was cast fo r  another part.

“ C om e and let me present you  to the 
lady ,”  he said. “ W e  m ust have som e 
plan to sleep on .”

K o re  was in her sitting room , and as 
she rose to meet them, he saw that her 
face was very white.

“ I heard noth ing,”  she said hoarsely, 
"b u t  M itri says that there are thousands 
in the glade beyond the wall. B ut I 
saw a red g low  from  the upper w in 
d o w .”

“ T hose  w ere the torches which lined 
the stadium . I have been running a 
race, M iss A rabin , and have been lucky 
enough to win. T h e re fo re  we have still 
tw en ty -fou r hours o f  peace. M ay  I 
present Captain M aris o f  the G reek 
a rm y ?  H e  asks me to apolog ize  fo r  his 
clothes.”

T h e G reek  bow ed  gallantly and kissed 
her hand. ,

“ Captain M aris cam e here to protect 
y o u ,”  V ern on  continued. “ H e  cam e
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w ith a  friend  o f  ours, S ir  E dw ard  
L eithen .”

“ S ir  E dw ard  L e ith en ?”  the girl cried. 
“ H e  is h e re ?”

“ H e  is in the island, but he is unable 
to jo in  us in the house. Captain M aris 
tried, and was u n fortunately  captured. 
H e  was handed over to me as the victor 
o f  the race, and that is w h y he is here. 
B ut S ir  E dw ard  m ust be still scouting 
around the outposts, and it is pretty 
certain  that he w on ’t find a way in. I ’m 
a fra id  we m ust leave him  out o f  ac
count. N o w  I want you  to listen to  
m e very  carefu lly , fo r  I ’ve a g ood  deal 
to say to you . I 'm  g o in g  to be per
fectly  candid , fo r  y o u ’re brave enough 
to  hear the w orst.”

Y ^ E R N O N  rolled  three cigarettes out 
o f  his p ipe tobacco and tissue paper 

fro m  the illustrations in P eter B eck- 
fo rd . K o re  did not light hers, but sat 
w aiting w ith  her hands on her knees.

“ T h ey  think you  a w itch ,”  said V e r 
non, “ because o f  the habits o f  you r fam 
ily. T hat you  have long  know n. In  
the past they have burned w itches in 
these islands, and P lakos rem em bers it. 
But it rem em bers another thing— the 
ancient ritual I told you  o f ,  and that 
m em ory  w hich  has been sleeping fo r  
centuries has-com e to v iolent life . P er
haps it w ou ld  not have m astered them 
if  the m ind o f  the people had not been 
fu ll o f  w itch  burning. That, you  see, 
gave them one victim  already chosen, 
and in Captain M aris, w ho is o f  their 
ow n  race and also a stranger, they have 
fou n d  the oth er.”

“ I see all that,”  the girl said slow ly. 
“ O f  course I did not k n ow  w hen I le ft 
L on d on — I cou ld n ’t have guessed— I 
thought it was a sim ple business which 
on ly  needed a bold  fron t and I was too  
vain to  take advice. O h , fo rg iv e  m e! 
M y  vanity has brought tw o innocent 
people into m y m iserable troubles--------”

“ I told you  yesterday that we w ere 
go in g  to w in. Y o u  m ust trust me, M iss

A rabin . A n d , fo r  H eaven ’s sake, don ’t 
im agine that I blam e you. I think you 
are the bravest thing G od  ever made. 
I  w ou ldn ’t be elsew here fo r  w orlds.”  

H e r  eyes searched his face closely, 
and then turned to M aris, w ho instantly 
adopted an air o f  bold insouciance.

“ Y o u  are g ood  m en,”  she said. “ But 
what can you  d o ?  T h ey  will watch us 
like rats till the fire begins and then—  
if  we are not dead— they will kill us. 
T h ey  will let no one g o  from  this house 
— except their g od s .”

T hese w ere the very  w ords V ern on  
had used to  M aris, and since they so 
w holly  expressed his ow n  belief, he had 
to repudiate them with a vehem ent con 
fidence.

“ N o ,”  he said. “ Y o u  forget that 
there are tw o things on  our side. O ne 
is that, as the w inner o f  the race, I am 
one o f  the people o f  P lakos. I can 
safely  go  out at the last m om ent and 
jo in  their you n g  men. I speak their 
tongue and I understand this ritual bet
ter than they do themselves. Surely I 
can find som e w ay  o f  driving them 
farther from  the house, so  that in the 
con fu s ion  M aris can get you  and your
maid o ff  unobserved. M itri, too--------”

“ M itr i,”  she broke in, “ has perm is
sion from  our enem ies to  go  when be 
pleases. B ut he refu ses to  leave us.”  

“ W ell, M itri also. T h e second thing 
is that I have fou n d  m y  boat and got 
in touch with m y man. H e  is lying in 
the bay under the cliffs, and I have ar
ranged that on  a certain signal he will 
meet you  under the olive yards. T here 
is a gate in the wall there o f  which 
M itri no doubt has the key. O nce 
aboard, you  are as safe as in L o n d o n .”  

“ A n d  y o u ? ”
“ O h, I will take m y chance. I am a 

hillm an from  A k te  and can keep up the 
part till I find som e w ay o f  getting 
o f f .”

“ Im p oss ib le !”  she cried . “ W h en  
they find that their gods have failed 
them, they will certainly kill you. P er
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haps it is because I was born  here, but 
though I on ly heard o f  this ritual from  
you , I feel som ehow  as if  I had always 
know n it. A n d  I know  that i f  the one 
sacrifice fails, there w ill beyond doubt 
be another.”

She rang the little silver bell fo r  
M itri. “ S h ow  this gentlem an his 
room ,”  she looked  tow ard M aris. “ Y o u  
have already had fo o d ?  G ood  night, 
Captain M aris. Y o u  m ust have had a 
w earing day, and I order you  to bed .”  

W h en  they were alone, she turned to 
V ernon . “ Y o u r  plan will not w ork. I 
can make a p icture o f  what will hap
pen to -m orrow  night— I seem to  see 
every detail clear, as i f  I had been 
through it all b e fo re — and your plan is 
hopeless. Y o u  cannot draw  them aw ay 
from  the house. T h ey  will be watching 
like dem ented w olves. A n d  i f  you  did, 
and we escaped, what on  earth w ould 
becom e o f  y o u ? ”

“ I should be one o f  them— a sharer 
in their disappointm ent— probably  fo r 
gotten .”

“ N ot you. Y o u  are their high priest, 
and an angry people always turns on  
their priest.”

“ T here m ight be a bit o f  scrap, but 
I dare say I cou ld  hold m y ow n .”  

“ A gainst thousands— mad thousands! 
Y o u  w ould be torn to  pieces, even 
though they still believed you  were a 
hillman from  A k te .”

“ I ’ll take the risk. It is no g ood  
m aking difficulties, M iss A rabin . I ad
m it that the case is pretty desperate, 
but my plan has at any rate a chance.”  

“ T he case is utterly desperate, and 
that is why you r plan is no good . D es
perate cases need m ore desperate rem e
dies.”

“ W ell, what do you  su ggest?”
She smiled. “ Y o u  are very  tired and 

so am I. W e  have a day and a night 
left us and we can talk in the m orning. 
I told  you  when you  first cam e here 
that I refused  to run aw ay. W e ll, I—  
don ’t— think I have changed m y m ind.”

J T d E  difficulty o f  telling this part o f  
the story— said Leithen— is that it 

m ust be largely guessw ork . T h e  main 
facts I know , but the affa ir had becom e 
so strange and intricate that neither 
K o re  nor V ern on  w ould  speak o f  it, 
w hile M aris was on ly vaguely aw are o f  
what was happening. It m ust have been 
som e time on  the F rid ay  m orn in g  that 
the tw o met again.

I can picture V ern on  rack ing his 
brains to  supplem ent his fragile  plan, 
turning sleeplessly in his bed, hunting 
out M aris in the early m orn  to g o  over  
w earily  the slender chances. K o re , I 
im agine, slept dream lessly. She had 
reached her decision , and to her stron g  
and sim ple soul to  be resolved was to  
be at peace. V ern on  was a fine fe llow  
— I have know n fe w  finer— but there 
w ere lum pish elem ents in h im , w hile 
the girl was all pure steel and, fire.

B ut I can reconstruct the m eeting o f  
the tw o in the bare little sitting room —  
without M aris— fo r  that m uch V ern on  
has told me. I  can  see V e rn o n ’s a n x 
ious face, and the g irl’ s eyes bright w ith 
that innocent arrogance w hich  once in 
m y  haste I  had thought ill breeding.

“ I am  not go in g  to run aw ay fro m  
m y peop le ,”  she said. “ I am go in g  to 
meet them .”

V ern on  asked her m eaning, and she 
rep lied :

“ I said yesterday that no one w ould  
be perm itted to  leave the house, unless 
in the eyes o f  the w atchers they w ere 
gods. W e ll, the god s  will n ot fail 
them. L isten  to  m e ! I have tried to 
p u r ify  this place, but there can be on ly  
one purification  and that is by  fire. It 
had to com e, and it seems to m e right 
that it should com e from  the hands o f  
those w ho have su ffered. A fte r  that I 
g o  out as a free  w om an— and to  a free  
w om an noth ing is im possib le .”

I think that fo r  a little he m ay not 
have understood her. H is  m ind, you  
see, had been busy am ong small par
ticulars, and the sim plicity o f  her plan
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w ould  not at once be com prehended. 
T hen  there cam e fo r  him  that m om ent 
o f  liberation w hen the w orld  clarifies, 
and what have been barrier m ountains 
becom e on ly details in a w ide prospect. 
T h e  extrem e o f  boldness is seen to be 
the true discretion , and with that m ood  
com es a sharp up lift o f  spirit.

“ Y o u  are r ig h t !”  he cried. “ W e  will 
give them their g o d s .”

“ G o d s ? ”  She stopped him. “ B ut I 
must g o  alone. Y o u  have no part in 
this trial. But i f  I w in, all this house
hold  will be safe. M ost o f  these peo
ple have never seen m e, and Kvnsetho 
know s me on ly  as a g irl in o ld -coun try  
clothes from  w hom  they kept their eyes 
averted. I can dress fo r  a d ifferent 
part, and they will see som e one w ho 
will be as new  to  them  as i f  the Panagia 
had com e dow n  from  H eaven . B ut

“ T h ey  will not be content with one 
d iv in ity ,”  he broke in. “ T h ey  await a 
double epiphany, rem em ber— the K ore  
and the K ou ros . T h at is the point o f  
the occasion . W e  m ust be fa ith fu l to  
the letter o f  the rite. A fte r  all, they 
k n ow  less o f  me than o f  you . T hey  
saw me w in  a race, a figure very m uch 
like the others in the m oonlight. T o  
those w h o may recognize me, I am an 
unknow n hillman o f  A kte. W h y  
should n ot the K ou ros  have revealed 
him self' the day b e fo re , and be also the 
B asilem ?”

She looked at him  curiously , as if  
seeing him fo r  the first time as a bodily  
presence. 1 can fan cy  that fo r  the first 
time she m ay have recognized  his beauty 
and strength.

“ But you  are not like m e .”  she urged. 
“ Y o u  have not an old  burden to get rid 
o f .  I am shaking o f f  the incubus o f  
m y youth , and goin g  free like the gods. 
W h at you  call the epiphany is not on ly 
fo r  P lakos but fo r  m yself, and nothing 
matters, not even death. I can play 
the part, but can y o u ?  T o  me it is 
g o in g  to be the beginning o f  life , but

to you  it can on ly be an adventure. 
C hivalry is not enough .”

“ T o  m e also it is the beginning o f  
l i fe ,”  he answ ered. T hen  he told her 
the tale o f  his b o y h o o d ’s dream. “ W h en  
it vanished in the storm  a few  nights 
ago, I hated it, fo r  I felt that it had 
stolen years from  m y life . B ut now  I 
kn ow  that nothing is wasted. T he door 
o f  the last o f  the dream  room s has 
opened and you  have com e in. A n d  we 
are go in g  to  begin  life— together.”

A  strange pair o f  lovers, between 
w hom  no w ord  o f  love had ever been 
spok en ! B y  very  different roads both 
had reached a com plete assurance, and 
w ith it cam e exhilaration  and ease o f  
m ind.

A R I S , during the long spring day,
*  m ight roam  about restlessly; M itri 

and E lise fall to  their several prayers, 
but V ern on  and K ore  had no doubts. 
W h ile  I, outside the wall, was at the 
m ercy o f  old  m agics, a mere piece o f  
d r iftw o o d  tossed upon undream ed-of 
tides, the tw o in the house had alm ost 
forgotten  P lakos. It had becom e to  
them no m ore than a background fo r  
their ow n  overm astering private con 
cerns.

T he on ly  problem  was fo r  their own 
hearts— fo r  K o re  to shake o f f  fo r  good  
the burden o f  her past and vindicate 
her fiery purity, that v irginity o f  the 
spirit w hich  cou ld  not be sm irched by 
man o r  m atter; fo r  V ern on  to open the 
d oor at which he had waited all his life 
and redeem  the long  preparation o f  his 
youth. T h ey  had fo llow ed  each their 
ow n  paths o f  destiny, and now  these 
paths had met and m ust run together.

T hat was the kind o f  thing that cou ld  
not be questioned, cou ld  not even be 
thought a b o u t; it had to be accepted 
like the rising sun. I do not think that 
they appreciated their danger as I did, 
fo r  they had n ot been, like me, dow n  
in the shadow s. T h ey  were happy in 
their half know ledge, and in that blessed
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preoccupation which casts out fear 
from  the human mind.

But som e time in the a ftern oon  he 
drew  fo r  the girl a p icture o f  the an
cient rite, and he m ust have been in
spired, fo r , as she once recounted it to 
me, he seems to have made his h ook  
learning like the tale o f  an eyewitness.

“ W h y  do you  tell me th is? ’ ’ she 
asked.

“ Because i f  we are to play our part, 
we m ust understand that there is beauty 
as well as terror in this w orsh ip .”

“ Y o u  speak as i f  you  were a be
liever.”

H e  laughed. “ T here is truth in every 
religion that the heart o f  man ever 
conceived. It is because o f  that that 
we m ay w in .”

But I think his confidence was less 
com plete than hers. I ju d ge  from  what 
M aris told me that, though V ern on  was 
what the S cotch  call “ fe y ”  during those 
last hours, he retained som ething o f  his 
old carefu l prevision . A s  the tw ilight 
fell, he took  M aris aside and gave him 
his pistol.

“ M itri has orders, as soon as he gets 
out o f  the house,”  said V ern on , “ to take 
a lantern to the cliffs  and make the sig
nal fo r  m y  boat. H e  has a key and will 
open the door in the olive-yard  wall. 
M iss A rabin  and I are staking every
thing on a m ighty gam ble. I f  it suc
ceeds. I think that the people will be 
in a stupor and we shall have an op p or
tunity to jo in  you. B ut i f  it fails--------
W ell, they will tear us to pieces. Y o u  
m ust be close to us and await events. 
I f  the w orst happens, one o f  these bul
lets is fo r  the lady. Sw ear to me on  
your honor as a so ld ie r !”

C H A P T E R  X X I V .
ON THE DANCING FLOOR.

I  T A K E  up the tale now — said Leithen 
— at the point where I fell in with 

M aris in the avenue which led to the 
gap in the wall. A s  I have told you ,

I had stum bled through  the under
grow th  with the blazing house m aking 
the place an in fern o  o f  crim son  aisles 
and purple thickets. A b o v e  the roar o f  
the flames, I heard the noise o f  panic- 
driven feet, o f  men plunging in haste—  
tw o indeed I had met, w ho seem ed to 
be in the extrem ity o f  fear.

F o r  m yself, I was pretty  nearly at 
the end o f  m y tether. I was doddering  
with fatigue, and desperate with an x i
ety, and the on ly  notion  in m y head 
was to use the dregs o f  m y strength 
to do som ething violent. I was utterly 
in the dark, too. I did not kn ow  but 
that K ore  m ight be already beyond m y 
help, fo r  that crim son  g rov e  seemed to 
reek o f  death.

A n d  then I blundered into M aris, saw 
som ething in his face  which gave me 
a surge o f  hope, and with his hand on 
m y arm  turned m y eyes up the avenue.

T he back part o f  the house and the 
outbuildings were by  this time one roar
ing gust o f  flame, but the fron t was 
still untouched, and the fan  o f  fire be
hind it gave it the con cave darkness o f  
a shell— a purple dark w hich m ight at 
any m om ent burst into light. T h e  g low  
beyond the faqade was reflected in the 
avenue, w hich  was as bright as day, 
but the house end was shadow ed and the 
tw o figures w hich  I saw seem ed to be 
em erging, from  a belt o f  blackness be
tw een tw o zones o f  raw  gold . I  there
fo re  saw them first as tw o dim  white 
form s, which, as they m oved , caught 
tints o f  flame.

P ut it dow n  to fatigue, i f  you  like, 
or  to  natural stupidity, but I did not 
recognize them. Besides, you  see. I 
knew  nothing o f  V e rn o n ’ s presence 
there. M y  breath stopped and I felt 
m v heart leap to m y  throat. W h a t I 
saw seemed not o f  the earth— im m or
tals, w hether from  heaven or hell, c o m 
ing out o f  the shadow s and the fire in 
white garm ents, beings that no elements 
cou ld  destroy. In that m om ent the 
m ost panicky o f  the guards n ow  fleeing
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fro m  the dem esne was no m ore abject 
believer than I.

A n d  then another fu gitive  charged 
into m e, and I saw  M aris catch the fe l
low  b y  the arm  and cu ff his ears. I 
saw that it was Janni, but the sight 
meant noth ing to  me. T h e  corpora l 
seemed to  be w him pering w ith terror, 
and M aris talked fiercely to him , but I 
d id  not listen. H e  quieted Janni, and 
then took  us both  by  an arm  and hur
ried us with him  tow ard  the gap. It 
was what I wanted to  do. I dared not 
look  again on that burning pageant.

T h e  next I knew , I was beyond the 
wall on the edge o f  the D ancing F loor.
I do not kn ow  h ow  I got there, fo r  m y 
legs seemed to have no pow er in them, 
and  I fan cy  that M aris dragged us both. 
T h e  scared guards m ust have preceded 
us, fo r  behind was emptiness, save fo r  
the presences in the avenue.

T h e thick trees blanketed the fire, but 
the light from  the burning r o o f  fell be
yond  them and lit up redly the scrap on 
w hich  we stood. A  rival light was com 
ing into being. T h e rising m oon  had 
already flooded  the far hills, and its 
calm  radiance was sw eeping over the 
h ollow  packed w ith the w aiting m ulti
tude.

A t first, I saw on ly the near fringes 
o f  the people-— upturned faces in the 
uncanny light o f  the fire. B ut sud
denly, as I looked , the unfeatured dark
ness beyond changed also into faces, 
spectral in the s o ft  m oonshine. I 
seem ed to be standing betw een tw o 
w orlds, one crim son  with terror and the 
other golden  with a stranger spell, but 
both  fa r rem oved from  the kindly 
w orks o f  men.

M aris had pulled us aside out o f  the 
line o f  the breach in the wall, where 
the avenue m ade a path fo r  the g low  o f  
the fire. W e  w ere in fu ll v iew  o f  the 
people, but they had no eyes fo r  us, 
fo r  their gaze was concentrated on the 
breach. T h e  fu gitive  guards had by  
this tim e been absorbed, and their panic

had not com m unicated itself to the 
great m ultitude. F o r  a second I forgot 
m y  ow n  fears in the am azing sight be
fo re  me.

'T 'H E  crow ded  D an cing  F lo o r  was si
lent ; in face  o f  that deep quiet the 

crackle and roar o f  the fire seemed no 
m ore than the beating o f  waves on  a 
fa r-aw ay  coast. T h ou gh  the m oon 
m ade the hills yellow  as corn , it left 
the upturned faces pale. I was look ing 
dow n  on  a sea o f  white faces— feature
less to  m e, masks o f  strained expecta
tion.

I felt the influence from  them beat 
upon me like a  w ind. T he fierce con 
centration o f  m ingled hope and fear—  
wild hope, w ilder fear— surged up to 
me, and clutched at m y  nerves and fired 
m y brain. F o r  a second I was as e x 
alted as the craziest o f  them. F rag 
ments o f  the dithyram b which V ernon  
had translated cam e unbidden to m y 
lips— “ I o  K ou ros , m ost g re a t ! Com e, 
O  com e, and brin g  with thee— holy 
hours o f  thy m ost holy spring.”

T he spell o f  the w aiting people made 
m e turn as they had turned to the gap 
in the wall. T h rou gh  it, to  the point 
w here the g lo w  o f  the conflagration 
m ingled w ith  the yellow  m oonlight, 
cam e the tw o figures.

I think I w ould have dropped on m y 
knees, but that M aris fetched me a 
clout on the back, and his exultant voice 
cried  in m y  e a r :

“ B r a v o !”  he cried. “ T hey  w in ! 
T hat is a great little la d y !”

T here  was som ething in the fam ili
arity, the friend ly  roughness o f  the 
vo ice  which broke the spell. I suddenly 
looked  with seeing eyes, and I saw 
K ore .

She was dressed in white, the very 
gow n  w hich had roused V e rn o n ’s ire 
at m y cou sin ’s dance the sum m er be
fore . A  preposterous garm ent I had 
thought it, the vagary o f  an indecent 
fashion. B ut now — ah, n o w ! It
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seemed the fitting robe fo r  youth and 
innocence— divine youth, heavenly inno
cence— clothing but scarcely veiling the 
you ng G race w ho walked like P er
sephone am ong the spring m eadow s. 
Vera incessu patuit Dca. It was not 
K ore  I was look ing  at, but the K ore , 
the im m ortal maiden, w ho brings to  the 
earth its annual redem ption.

I was a sane man once m ore, and 
filled with another kind o f  exaltation. 
I have never felt so sharp a sense o f  
jo y . G od  had not failed us. I  knew  
that K ore  was n ow  not on ly  sa fe  but 
trium phant; she had fou n d  her ow n 
epiphany.

A n d  then I recognized V ernon .
I did not trouble to  think by  what 

w ild chance he had com e  there. It 
seemed w holly  right that he should be 
there. H e  was dressed like the runner 
o f  the day be fore , but at the m om ent 
I did not connect the tw o. W h a t I was 
look ing  at was an incarnation o f  som e
thing that m ankind has always w or
shiped— youth re jo ic in g  to run its race, 
youth in its purity and its celestial con 
fidence, the youth which is the security 
o f  this w orld ’s continuance and the ear
nest o f  Paradise.

I recognized m y friends and yet I 
did not recognize them, fo r  they w ere 
transfigured. In  a flash o f  insight I 
understood that it was not the K ore  
and the V ern on  that I had know n, but 
new creations. T h ey  were not acting 
a part, but living it. T hey , too, were 
believers; they had fou n d  their ow n 
epiphany fo r  they had fou n d  themselves 
and each other. E ach  o th er! H o w  I 
knew  it I do  not know , but I realized 
that it was tw o lovers that stood on 
the brink o f  the D an cin g  F loor. A n d  
at that I felt suddenly a great sense o f  
peace and happiness.

W ith  that I cou ld  face the m ultitude 
once m ore. A n d  then I saw the su
prem e miracle.

P eople talk about the psych ology  o f  
a crow d , how  it is d ifferent in kind

from  the m oods o f  the men w ho co m 
pose it. I dare say that is true, but i f  
you  have each individual strained to 
the extrem e o f  tension with a single 
hope, the m ood  o f  the w hole is the same 
as that o f  the parts, on ly  multiplied a 
thousandfold . A n d  i f  the nerve o f  a 
crow d  goes there is a vast cracking, 
just as the rending o f  a tree trunk is 
greater than the breaking o f  a tw ig.

p O R  an on ly  second  the tw o figures 
stood on the edge o f  the D an cing  

F loor in the sight o f  the upturned eyes. 
I do not think that K o re  and V ern on  
saw anything— they had their ow n in 
w ard vision . I do  not kn ow  what the 
people saw in the presences that m oved 
out o f  the darkness above them.

B ut this I saw— over the multitude 
passed a trem or like a w ind in a field 
o f  wheat. Instead o f  a shout o f  tri
umph there was a low  m urm ur as o f  
a thousand sighs. A n d  then there cam e 
a surge, men and w om en stum bling in 
terror. F irst the fringes opened and 
thinned, and in another second, as it 
seem ed to me, the w hole mass was in 
precipitate m ovem ent. A n d  then it be
came headlong panic— naked, veritable 
panic.

T h e  silence was broken  by  hoarse 
cries o f  fear. I saw men running like 
hares on  the slopes o f  the D ancing 
F loor . I saw w om en dragging  their 
children as i f  fleeing from  the pes
tilence. In a tw inkling I was look ing 
dow n  on  an em pty glade with the 
S pring  o f  the W h ite  C ypress black and 
solitary in the m oonlight.

I did not doubt what had happened. 
T h e  people o f  P lakos had gone a fter 
strange gods, but it was on ly fo r  a short 
season that they cou ld  shake themselves 
free  from  the bonds o f  a creed which 
they had held fo r  a thousand years. 
T h e resurgence o f  ancient faiths had 
obsessed, but had not destroyed the re
lig ion  into w hich they had been born . 
T heir spells had been too  successfu l.
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T h e y  had raised the devil and now  
fled fro m  him in the blindest terror. 
T h ey  had sought the outlands, had felt 
their b iting w inds, had had a glim pse 
o f  their a w fu l denizens, and they longed 
with the passion  o f  children fo r  their 
o ld  hom ely shelters. T h e  priest o f  K y - 
naetho w ou ld  presently have his fill o f  
stricken penitents.

M aris was laughing. I  dare say it 
was on ly  a re lie f fro m  nervous strain, 
but it seem ed to  m e an im piety. I 
turned on  him  angrily.

“ T h ere ’s a boat som ew here,”  I  said. 
“ See that everybod y  is aboard— the 
w h ole  household. A n d  b rin g  it round 
to  the little h arbor w here w e first 
landed.”

“ N o t to the olive  y a rd s?”  he asked.
“ N o , you  f o o l !  T o  the harbor. 

P lakos is n ow  as safe fo r  us as the 
streets o f  A th en s.”

K o re  and V ern on  stood  hand in hand 
like people in  a dream . I think they 
w ere d im ly aw are o f  w hat had hap
pened, and w ere s low ly  com in g  back to 
the ord in ary  w orld . T h e  virtue was 
g o in g  out o f  them , and w ith  the ebbing 
o f  their strange exaltation  cam e an im 
m ense fatigue. I never saw human 
faces so pale.

V ern on  was the first to recover. H e 
put his arm  rou n d  K o r e ’s waist, fo r  
w ithout it she w ou ld  have fallen, but he 
h im self was none too  steady on  his feet. 
H e  recogn ized  me.

“ N -N e d ,”  he said, in a stam m ering 
voice , like a sleepw alker’s, “ I heard 
you  w ere here. It was g o o d  o f  you , 
o ld  man. W h a t d o  you  think— n o w ? 
T h e  boat--------”

“ C om e a lon g ,”  I cried , and I took  an 
arm  o f  each. “ T h e  sooner you  are on 
board , the better. Y o u  want to sleep 
fo r  a w eek .”  I started them o f f  along 
the edge o f  the D an cing  F loor .

“ N ot that w a y ,”  he gasped. “ T o o  
r is k y !”

“ T h ere  is no danger anyw here in this 
blessed island. C om e along. Y o u  want
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fo o d  and clothes. It ’ s getting on fo r  
m idnight.”

T h ey  w ere like tw o children pulled 
out o f  bed and too  d row sy  to  walk, and 
I had m y w ork  cut out getting them 
along the ridge. T h e D ancing F loor  
was em pty, and when we entered the 
road  which led from  Kynaetho to the 
m ain gate o f  the house, there was also 
solitude. Indeed, we had to pass 
through a segm ent o f  the village itself 
and the place was silent as the grave. 1 
kn ew  w here the people were— in and 
around the church, groveling  in the dust 
fo r  their sins.

O u r go in g  was so s low  that by the 
tim e we looked dow n  on the harbor the 
boat was already there. I stopped fo r  
a m om ent and looked  back, fo r  far be
hind me I heard voices. T here was a 
g low  as from  torches to the south where 
the church stood , and a m urm ur which 
presently sw elled into an excited 
clam or. Sudden ly  a bell began to ring, 
and it seemed as i f  the noise becam e 
antiphonal, voices speaking and others 
replying. A t  that distance I could make 
out nothing, but I knew  what the voices 
said. It was “ Christ is risen— H e is 
risen indeed .”

" T H E  m oon  had set b e fore  we put to  
sea. M y  last recollection  o f  Plakos 

is look in g  back and seeing the house 
flam ing like a pharos on its headland. 
T hen , as w e beat w estw ard with the 
w ind, the fire becam e a mere point o f  
brightness seen at a great distance in 
the vault o f  night.

I had no wish or pow er to sleep. 
K ore  and V ern on , wrapped each in a 
m otley o f  cloaks, lay in the bow s. It 
was the quietest place, but there was 
no need o f  precautions, fo r  they slept 
like the drugged. E lise, w hose nerves 
had broken dow n , was in V ern on ’s 
berth, B lack G eorge had the helm, and 
old M itri and Janni snored beside him.

I sat amidships and sm oked. W h en  
the m oon  went dow n , a host o f  stars
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cam e out, pale and very rem ote as they 
always seem in a spring sky. T he wind 
was light and the water slid sm oothly 
b y ; I knew  roughly our bearings, but 
I had a sense o f  being in another w orld  
and on vast seas never b e fo re  sailed by 
man.

T he last week had been fo r  me a time 
o f  acute anxiety and violent bod ily  e x 
ertion, but a sponge seemed to have 
passed over the m em ory o f  it. S om e
thing altogether d ifferent filled m y 
m ind. I had with m y ow n  eyes seen 
Fate take a hand in the gam e and m ove 
the pieces on the board. T h e tw o 
sleepers in the bow s had trusted their 
destiny and had not been betrayed.

J T H O U G H T  with regret o f  m y  cy n 
icism about V e rn o n ’s dream . N o 

doubt it had been a w ill-o ’-the-w isp, but 
it had been true in purpose, fo r  it had 
made him wait, alert and aware, on 
som ething which had been prepared fo r  
him. and i f  that som ething was far d if 
ferent from  his forecast, the long  e x 
pectation had made him  ready to seize 
it. H o w  otherw ise cou ld  he, with his 
decorous ancestry and his prudent soul, 
have becom e an adventurer?

A n d  K o r e ?  She had stood grim ly  to 
the duty which she believed Fate to 
have laid upon her, and F ate, a fter 
piling the odds against her, had re
lented. Perhaps that is the m eaning o f  
courage. It wrestles with circu m 
stance, like Jacob with the angel, till 
it com pels its antagonist to bless it.

I rem em ber a phrase which V ern on  
had once used about “ the m ailed v ir 
g in .”  ^t fitted this girl and I began to 
realize the meaning o f  virginity . T ru e  
purity, whether in w om an or man, is 
som ething far m ore than the narrow  
sex thing which is the com m on notion  
o f  it. It means keeping on eself, as the 
B ible says, unspotted from  the w orld , 
free from  all tyranny and stain, whether

o f  flesh or  spirit, d e fy in g  the universe 
to  touch even the ou tw ork s o f  the sanc
tuary w hich  is o n e ’s soul.

It m ust be defiant, not the inert fra g 
ile crystal, but the supple shining sw ord. 
V irg in ity  m eant noth ing less it was 
mailed, and I w on der w hether we w ere 
not com in g  to a better understanding o f  
it. T h e  m odern  girl, with all her harsh
ness, had the gallantry o f  a free  wom an. 
She was a crude A rtem is, but her feet 
w ere on  the hills.

T hese were queer reflections, I know , 
fo r  a man like m e, but they gave me an 
odd contentm ent, as i f  I had som ehow  
m ade m y peace w ith life . F o r  a long 
time I listened to the ripple o f  the w a
ter and watched the sky lighten to  dim  
gray  and the east flush w ith sunrise. 
I t  had becom e very cold  and I was get
ting sleepy, so I hunted about fo r  a mat
tress to make m yself a bed upon the 
a fter deck.

But a thought m ade me pause. H o w  
w ould  these tw o, w ho had com e to 
gether out o f  the night, shake dow n  on 
the conventional roads o f  m arriage? T o  
the end o f  time the desire o f  a w om an 
should  be fo r  her husband. W o u ld  
K o r e ’s eyes, accustom ed to look  so mas
terfu lly  at life , ever turn to  V ern on  in 
the surrender o f  w ife ly  a ffe ction ?  A s  
I looked  at the tw o in the bow s, I w on 
dered.

T hen  som ething happened w hich  re
assured me. T h e g irl stirred uneasily 
as if  in a bad dream , turned to w here 
V ern on  lay and flung out her hand. 
B oth  w ere sound asleep, but in som e 
secret way the im pulse m ust have been 
com m unicated to V ern on , fo r  he m oved  
on  his side, and brought an arm , which 
had been lying loosely  on  the rug which 
covered  him , athwart K o r e ’s as i f  in a 
gesture o f  protection . A fte r  that both  
seemed to  be at peace, w hile the yaw l 
ran tow ard  the m ainland hills, now  
green as a fern  in the spring dawn.

THE END.



With Gaff and Gillie on Loch Kielbrawlich
By Percy Waxman

Author o f  "H unting the Giant Bildik,”  "Stalking the Mountain Skrim,”  Etc.

Every summer brings its cargoes of fish stories which are unloaded 
at sundry clubs and taverns throughout the length and breadth of the 
land, while the autumn logs crackle on the hearths and dusty bottles 
of Scotch are fetched from the cellars. Here’s one from Scotland that 
will be remembered whenever the name of Bobby Burns is broached.

EV E R Y  year I pay a visit to  E n g 
land in the interests o f  the well- 
k n ow n  kn it-goods house I have 
the honor to represent. Last 

sum m er, on  m y  annual business trip, I 
happened to find m yself on the same 
steam er as the Shakespeare S ociety  o f  
O ttum w a, Iow a , on  the w ay to Strat
fo rd -o n -A v o n  to help celebrate the three 
hundred and tw enty-seventh anniver
sary o f  “ the B a rd ” — a slang term  fo r  
the poet used by  the society ’s m em bers.

B y  one o f  those uncanny coincidences 
that fa irly  take you r breath aw ay, one 
o f  the m em bers o f  this society, w ho 
chanced to  be m y cabinm ate, actually 
turned out to be in the retail undergar
m ent business in Iow a , so you  can im
agine the sort o f  old -tim e get-together

we indulged in all the w ay across “ the 
p on d ” — a traveler’ s fam iliar expression  
fo r  the A tlantic— and the various 
snappy chats we had on  “ teasled 
fleeces,”  “ sm ulling,”  “ com bings,”  and 
other purely  technical processes know n 
on ly  to those interested in the knit- 
g ood s  industry.

W e ll, the upshot o f  the w hole busi
ness was that M r. F leischlauser— iny 
cabinm ate— insisted that I should jo in  
him  and the other m em bers o f  the so
ciety  at Shakespeare’s hom e tow n on 
June 23d to witness the pageant they 
w ere g o in g  to pull o f f  in honor o f  “ the 
B ard ” — see definition above. A n d  the 
w eird  part o f  it all is  that it was on  
account o f  m y accepting M r. F leisch- 
lauser’s invitation that I a fterw ard  took
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the trip to K ielbraw lich  and succeeded 
in taking the biggest kelpie ever “ k illed”  
in a Scottish loch.

N o  doubt by  n ow  you  are w ondering 
what possible connection  there can be 
between visiting one o f  Shakespeare’s 
tom bs and kelpie fishing, and I d on ’t 
blam e you. B ut just the same, I can 
and will explain the connection  w ithout 
further delay. W e ll, then, on  June 
23d, as per schedule, I was standing 
in the rain at S tra tford  listening to  the 
R everend A sa  Sw effle ’s address on 
“ T h e D ay W e  C elebrate”  when m y 
eye chanced to light on  a queer inscrip
tion on a near-by gravestone that d idn ’t 
happen to be Shakespeare’ s. I t  con 
tained this q u ota tion :

Whae’s mair sae snootie an’ frae as guid 
gulin’ ’i the Hielan’s?— O ld G aelic  P roverb.

I read these w ords over and over sev
eral times, but not being o f  a literary 
turn o f  m ind, I cou ld n ’ t make head or 
tail out o f  them. I asked m y friend 
F leischlauser to  translate fo r  me, 
which the k indly old  fe llow  im m e
diately proceeded  to do. I t  turned out 
that that headstone belonged  to a m em 
ber o f  an ancient cou n ty  fam ily  and 
that the inscription meant, freely  trans
lated, that “ gu lin ’ ” — fishing— fo r  kel
p ie in a Scottish  loch was an experience 
no red-blooded  man should ever miss.

T r y  as I w ould  to keep m y m ind on 
M r. Sweffle’ s speech, m y attention 
would keep w andering to  that G aelic 
quotation. T h e m ore I thought o f  it, 
the m ore a fascinating idea kept intrud
ing into m y consciousness. K elpie, I 
thought. W h y  n o t?  T h e w ool sales 
were still three weeks o ff. M y  w ife  
w asn’t with me. I had m y rubber coat. 
T here was nothing to  stop me. W h y  
not try  it?

I decided that I w ould, so, to  cut a 
lon g  story  short, I returned to L o n 
don that evening and began negotiations 
through our M r. Sm edley— our resi
dent buyer— to rent L och  K ielbraw lich

from  the estate o f  L a ird  R anbreekie o f  
H ootabreeks, w ith all fishing, trolling, 
riparian, victualing, and other licenses 
fo r  a term  o f  three calendar weeks as 
thereinafter described. L u ck ily  fo r  me, 
sterling exchange was at such a low  
ebb at the time that I succeeded in get
ting the w hole thing— exclusive o f  gillie 
and g a ffers ’ fees— fo r  little m ore than 
the cost o f  tw o g o o d  seats fo r  the Z ieg - 
fe ld  “ F ollies”  during B u yers ’ W eek . 
T h e lease was m ost generous. I  could 
do alm ost anything I liked with that 
loch , except drain it.

M y  next step was to  visit the A rm y  
and N avy  Stores, w here J  p icked up a 
fe w  items that I d idn ’ t think I cou ld  
secure up in the H ighlands. W ith  the 
aid o f  several ob lig in g  saleswom en I 
qu ick ly  secured one flask— gillies ’ de
light— another flask— pocket size— six 
collapsible cups, nail scissors, baking- 
pow der capsules, one pair o f  m ittens, 
one dozen  candles and lots o f  H an k ow  
gut.

M E X T  day in a com forta b le  first- 
class zuagon-lit I  was really speed

in g  northw ard to  K ielbraw lich  in the 
very  heart o f  Loshm anshire, just th irty- 
tw o m iles from  M icklecairn  Station. 
T here, it was arranged, I w as to  pick 
up m y gillie, select m y  rods, dickies, 
spoors, debbies and flies, and proceed  
by  pon y  cart to the loch itself.

M y  g illie ’ s nam e turned out to  be 
A n gu s M cE ccle fech a n , but, to put him 
instantly at his ease, I  called him  
“ G eorg e ,”  m uch to the g o o d  fe llo w ’s 
astonishm ent, and let it g o  at that. A t  
G eorg e ’s suggestion , I purchased tw o 
spliced, in terlock ing W eissm ullers, 
eighteen feet lon g  when strained, each 
w eighing ten ounces, including the 
culm s. I got a secondhand U lse reel 
w ith autom atic stops that G eorge  h igh ly 
recom m ended, while m y  “ flies”  w^re 
either S oda  F ountain  Sultanas, R ed  
M ikes, or  F eathery Berthas.

In  Scotland  all gillies supply their
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ow n  gaffs , but, not kn ow in g  that at the 
tim e I had brought tw o N o . 3 Butchers 
w ith me, w hich  I subsequently gave to 
G eorge  fo r  his little girl. T h e  first 
m orn in g  w e reached the loch . G eorge 
said to m e :

“ W u ll ye manna gang a wee bittee 
loch  m occh a n ?”

N ot w ish ing to  let a m ere S cotch  g il
lie put anything over on  an A m erican , 
I sm iled and sa id : “ Y es— if  you  like, 
G e org e .”  and pretty soon  we were in 
the auliclt— H ighland row boat— pulling 
fo r  the takes— feed in g  grounds.

O n  our arrival at the spot w here “ the 
spotted denizens o f  the finny tribe” —  
see Chap. I V , “ L ife  o f  Izaak W a lto n ”  
— were accustom ed to feed , m y gillie 
advised me to “ troch  the by lie .”  T his 
was ju st his rough  H ighland w ay  o f  
expla in ing  the o ld  salm on fisher’s trick  
o f  throw ing  out small pieces o f  heavy 
dough  to attract the kelpie schools.

I N  spite o f  taking his advice and troll
ing fo r  three solid hours, the on ly 

fish w e caught that day w ere a few  
crom arties and one or tw o sniehers al
though, just as we were d riftin g  lee
w ard back to cam p in the evening, I 
m ust con fess  I did get one or  tw o gen 
uine kelpie strikes. But, o f  course, I 
m ay have been mistaken. T h ey  m ight 
have been just gorse snags.

W e  fished that loch  fo r  three days 
and nights b e fo re  the b ig  event which 
I am about to describe happened. O n  
the auspicious m orn in g  at breakfast I 
noticed  m y gillie m ix in g  a queer, gray
ish. m ealy paste over a s low  furze fire, 
and I said1:

“ G eorge, what is that y o u ’re m ak
in g ? ”

“ A  wee m ickle snoddie o ’ g ra w l." he 
replied.

“ W h ich  means--------”  I said, to  give
him  a chance to continue his garrulous 
rem arks.

“ It means, you r h on or ,”  continued 
G eorge , “ that w hinna’ the m ense gey

grae an’ a ’ , a w ee m ickle snoddie be 
guid tae licht.”

N ot w ish ing to continue the conver
sation a fter this, I went on eating in si
lence when suddenly an idea struck me. 
I f  a s ix -fo o t  S cotch  gillie with a full 
beard cou ld  eat that pasty mess and 
thrive on it, w h y w ou ldn ’ t loch kelpie 
ju m p  at it?  T o  think with me is to 
act, and I soon set to w ork  dipping my 
R ed  M ikes— flies attached to  hooks to 
catch  fish with— into w hatever it was 
m y gillie had called his dish.

In  a m om ent o r  tw o we were on  our 
w ay  again, light-hearted and carefree 
as all knights o f  the rod  and line seem 
to  be— in the m agazine articles. W ell, 
G eorge hadn’t been pulling that aulich 
m ore  than three hours, when zip! som e
thing tugged at m y  lure— a fishing term 
fo r  bait— with enough force  to  jerk  me 
into G eorg e ’s lap.

“ Senna k e lp ie ! Senna k e lp ie !”  cried 
the jov ia l gillie. “ G ie him the spey! 
G ie him  the sp e y !”  which I had already 
decided  to do b e fore  he spoke.

K n ow in g  that it is never a safe rule 
even to attempt to haul in a kelpie hand 
over hand, I did not do so, which som e
how  seemed to win. G eorge ’s admiration 
as I distinctly saw him smile at me, 
som ething very rare fo r  a Scottish gil
lie, I am told. A s  I struck, the kelpie 
saltated, describing a perfect aerial arc, 
and as he curved and pirouetted in the 
gleam ing sunlight, I roughly estimated 
that he cou ldn ’t possibly  w eigh an ounce 
less than, say one hundred and ten 
pounds, but G eorge thought that he 
could.

T h e w hir o f  m y U lse reel as the E s- 
trado silk line whistled through the mist 
was m usic to m y ears. A s  m y bonny 
ferox darted hither and back, I experi
enced that thrill that on ly com es to a 
m an w hen he sells a carload o f  goods, 
m arries the first time, or  gets his in
com e tax accepted by  the governm ent. 
W ell, as I say, that’s h ow  it felt. W ith  
m y rod  bent double, in fact alm ost
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treble, I played that plucky fighter hour 
a fter hour.

Som etim es he dragged  our boat 
through  the w ater at a pace that made 
us d iz zy ; then he w ould rest and pant 
a while b e fore  m aking further loshes. 
T o  give you  som e idea o f  the bitter 
struggle through  w hich  I passed, I need 
only say that when I started out on  the 
loch , its waters were as sm ooth as a 
duck hunter’s narrative, but that one 
hour a fter m y “ strike,”  the entire body 
o f  water was w hipped to  a cream y 
froth . Strange as it seem ed to me, 
G eorge con fided  in me that he had seen 
an even w orse exhibition  o f  pool w hip
ping and that was in 1904, when L o rd  
Esh killed his record  G rilse a fter an all- 
night battle, when a tw o-h ou r truce on 
both sides had to be arranged.

But I m ust not digress. Several times 
during the plunging and p ivotin g  o f  my 
spotted beauty, G eorge tried to  ga ff 
him, but, as the jibb lin g  m otion  o f  the 
aulicli prevented him from  getting the 
kelpie in the rear lug, all the honest fe l
low ’s efforts were in vain. Indeed, on 
one occasion  in his eager earnestness. 
G eorge  alm ost severed m y carotid  
artery as he shot his steel hom e.

A t last, how ever, a fter what seemed 
to me a period long  enough  fo r  an office 
boy  to  find a letter in a file, I enticed 
m y “ k ill”  to  a pebbly ledge b y  a series 
o f  short, but shrill croon in g  sounds, 
such as the fem ale makes in the mating 
season. U tterly deceived by  this de
vice. the kelpie ventured into shoal w a
ters and was captured w ith G eorge ’s 
m ore or less bare hands. A s I gazed at 
the elongated loveliness o f  that scaly 
m onster, it looked  to me as lon g  as 
B rooklyn  B ridge and when m easured 
from  caitcfa— tail— to caput— head— it

proved  to be three and one-quarter fish 
inches greater than S ir M ackintosh  
C oate ’s catch o f  1893.

It weighed at first alm ost fo rty -tw o  
pounds, a fact w hich  m ade me very 
g leefu l, but a fter  G eorge  had rem oved 
about a spote o f  loch  water from  its 
crop , it shrank to m uch less. In  any 
case, it was a m agnificent specim en. Its 
vom er was flat though slightly con v ex  
at the gill. T h e stegus fin show ed that 
it had not long arrived from  the sea, 
the nom adic habits o f  the kelpie being 
evidenced by the presence o f  m ucous 
m em brane on  the gill rakers. A lthough 
P ro fe sso r  H en drick  disputes it., it ia 
now  generally  con ceded  that W ie d fe lf 
is right in his contention  that the kelpie 
does m igrate as soon as it reaches a con 
dition  o f  spawnabilitv.

J - jO W E V E R , I digress again. A fte r  
G eorge  and I had w h olly  stippled 

m y “ k ill,”  and b e fo re  osm osis had be
gun to set in, I had m y kelpie crated and 
shipped im m ediately to  the B lack and 
Y e llo w  T ax iderm ist C om pany o f  G las
g ow  fo r  m ounting. T hese g o o d  people 
later on  in form ed  me that when m y 
catch arrived, they thought at first it 
was a tarpon and that on ly  a fter  a m i
nute exam ination  o f  its dorsal d im m er, 
w hich show ed lateral strands, w ould 
they believe that it was indeed a kelpie.

T hat unique fish m ay be seen at any 
tim e behind the d oor  o f  the coat room  
in the D ow n tow n  K n itters ’ C lub. In 
conclusion , let me say that in a pure 
spirit o f  friend ly  rivalry  the British 
governm ent has o ffered  a rew ard o f  
five pounds to  the first Englishm an w h o  
beats m y  kelpie record . A n d , w hile I 
d on ’t think it will happen, m ay the best 
m an w in, say I.

Y ou  will find in the next issue o f T H E  P O P U L A R

Gentlemen o f  Chance
A  C b o o k " 11 By W. R. HOEFER



'T 'H E  b ig  gun  has lain there fo r  six  
m onths and there has been no 

chance to fire it. I t  is not the biggest 
gu n  o f  all, being but tw elve inches in 
the . bore  w hile there are som e sixteen 
inches and perhaps bigger. B ut when 
on e looks at it, it is b ig  enough and 
on e realizes that it can not be discharged 
casually like a .22 rifle. In  the first 
place, to fire it once costs s ix  or seven 
hundred dollars. T h e shell it throw s 
weighs over half a ton and it can throw  
this m issile to a m axim um  range o f  
tw enty-five m iles— som ew here over the 
rim  o f  the far horizon . It is a part 
o f  the fa r-flu n g  coast defense o f  the 
U . S . A ., and half the tim e there is a 
haze nine or  ten miles o ffsh ore  and 
m ost o f  the tim e there are vessels pass
ing on  their peacefu l business. S h oot
ing this firearm  at a range o f  anything 
less than tw elve m iles or so is a waste 
o f  am m unition. It is intended fo r  lon g- 
range w ork . I f  it is to defen d  the 
great city  ly ing fifteen  or tw enty miles 
inshore, it m ust slay the attackers far 
at sea. F o r  i f  they ever com e, they will 
com e  arm ed w ith w eapons that shoot 
as far.

*  *  *  *

D U T  n ow  it is a clear day. Som e 
tw elve m iles o ff , far beyond sight 

o f  unaided eyes on terra firm a, a tug 
is pulling a fter it a target o f  red cloth 
at the end o f  a lon g  cable. In  tow ers, 
m iles apart, keen  eyes are spotting it 
through  field  glasses and their ow ners 
are able to talk w ith the com m anders o f  
the tug by wireless. T his m odern  fo r 
tification looks as little like the precon 
ce ived  idea o f  a fo r t  as any one cou ld  
im agine. It is a sand spit tw o or three 
m iles w ide and perhaps fifteen  long, 
g ro w n  over with scrubby pine trees, 
hem lock and cedar. F ish  hawks wheel 
slow ly  about tow ard  their nests in the

pines, there are pheasants cou ch in g  in 
the underbrush and rabbits have made 
the place their hom e. O ne w ould think 
that a m an with a d o g  and a  gun m ight 
have a g o o d  m orn in g  here undisturbed. 
Y et far underground in concrete shel
ters are tons o f  stored-up energy, and 
fo lk  w ho keep daily watch and ward, 
and room s in  w hich  they calculate 
range, elevation and w indage with the 
m eticulous accuracy o f  laboratory 
w orkers. T h e  gun  itse lf lies in the 
open , d isdaining cam ouflage. Its car
riage is set in concrete , there is a c o n 
crete  floor  about it fo r  about a hundred 
feet, it is painted a  greenish-gray and 
seem s about th irty-five feet long. 
T h ere  are several od d -look in g  cylinders 
about its breech. T hese are filled with 
oil o f  som e sort to check  and take up 
the recoil. A ltogeth er, h ow ever, the 
gun looks a part o f  the landscape; the 
rolling sand dunes, the pines and ce 
dars, the arid grasses and the gun all 
fit in together.

*  *  *  *

D E A C E F U L  enough— yes, peacefu l 
enough and quiet, a desert place 

w ith a sea wind, b low in g  over it, a 
lonely spot— till an officer, booted and 
spurred, im m aculate in u n iform , thin- 
waisted, chin in an d  chest out, steps out 
on  the concrete , raises a g loved  hand 
and calls out an order. S om e twenty 
figures have been lying sunning them
selves in the brush. T h ey  are dressed 
in blue overalls, this gun crew . A  m o
m ent ago they w ere lazy, josh in g  young 
fe llow s. N o w  they have dashed to  
their appointed  places and snapped to  
attention. E veryth ing about them—  
their eyes, the poise o f  their young, fit 
bodies— is intent on one task and dbing 
it properly . T hese are n o  tin soldiers. 
T h is is the U . S. A .
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I N  a w ooden  tow er is a lieutenant w ho 
has com m and o f  this battery. T h e  ser

geant beside him  raises a little red flag. 
E vidently the target, fa r  at sea, is clear 
and sa fe  and they are go in g  to shoot. 
A n d  now  watch the gun c r e w ! T his 
is the m om ent they have been waiting 
fo r , thjs is what they have been train
ing fo r . N o  footba ll gam e, no b o x in g  
m atch, no m im ic com bat can g ive  one 
the thrill that com es fro m  real soldiers 
engaged with their ow n  deadly business. 
O n  a  truck they rush the great shell 
in to the breech  o f  the gun and ram  it 
■home. O n  another truck arrives the 
fiv e -fo o t pillow case o f  superexplosive. 
T h e y  charge to the breech o f  the gun 
with this an d  ram  it hom e. T hen  one 
tall lad, possibly a sergeant, closes the 
great breech and spins the levers, lock 
ing it like the d oor  o f  a sa fe. N ow , 
w atch ! Som ew here dow n  be low  there 
is som e one w ho is to  aim  this; gun. 
H e  does it by  the calculations o f  trigo
nom etry— there is no sighting dow n  the 
barrel, he cannot see his m ark— it is 
far away in the hazy distance. S low ly  
but w ith  a definite pu rpose  evident in 
its heavy sw ay, the nose o f  the gun 
swings upw ard, checks and pauses. 
T h en  it m oves  heavily  and relentlessly 
to  one side. T h en  it is  still. T h e m en 
o f  the gun crew  are stiff and rig id  in 
their appointed places. T h e  officers are 
spurred figures o f  kn ighthood— one 
feels in look ing  at them  that the p ro 
fession  o f  arm s is the on ly  on e  w orthy  
o f  a gentlem an and that one should be 
ashamed o f  being a  civilian . W h a t 
gives the thing its especially  dram atic 
touch is that all those con cern ed  with 
firing the gun are— not a fra id— but 
keyed up and tense. Suppose the breech 
block  should b low  out. T h is is a b ig  
gun with a fu ll charge. T h is  is the 
next thing to real battle. A nyth ing  
m ight happen. P eerin g  dow n  into the 
pit below  the gun is a slim, blue, over- 
ailed figure. Sudden ly  he raises his 
hands, turns his back on  the gu n , and

runs o f f  to an appointed position . 
“ F ir e !’ ’ he cries . Beneath the snap and 
precision  that the arm y has given him 
there is a v ibrating excitem ent— m ore 
beautiful and interesting because sternly 
controlled .

*  . *  *  *

A N D  n ow  the gun  speaks. O u r ears 
are stuffed, w ith cotton  and we are 

expectin g  it, but alw ays there w ill be 
surprise when such a vo ice  roars out. 
F lam e— dark red, d iffuse, dense—  
spurts from  its m uzzle. W isp s  o f  black 
sm oke roll up and are carried  o f f  by  
the sea w ind. T h e  gun rock s back tw o 
or  three feet in its carriage and spurts 
o f  o ily  steam com e fro m  the cylinders 
about its breech. T h e  shell is on  its 
way. In  spite o f  the co tton  in on e ’s 
ears, the .screaming o f  it  is plain and 
distinct, terrible and rather splendid. 
T w e lv e  m iles o ff  in the ocean it hits. 
I t  is tw enty-seven  seconds in the air 
and  you  can  hear it scream  fo r  about 
five seconds. T h e  gu n  crew  run up, 
open the sm oking breech  o f  the great 
w eapon and run a lon g  sw ab through 
it. T hen  once m ore  they are at stiff 
attention.

In  the meantim e the fish hawks have 
apparently neither heard n or noticed  the 
gun, but sw oop  about in gracefu l 
curves, m inding their ow n  business and 
tending to their ow n  y ou n g  though half 
a ton  o f  death and destruction  has 
passed over their heads within tw enty 
feet o r  so.

F iv e  shots in a long  a ftern oon  and 
the nearest they cam e to the target was 
one hundred feet over. C onsidering  a 
range o f  tw elve m iles and a small tar
get this is nearly perfect.

N ot m uch, perhaps, unless you  see 
it fo r  you rse lf. T h e  gun is n ot perhaps 
so  w on derfu l. I t  is the m en w ho man 
it and the officers w ho com m and it and 
the spectacle o f  seeing m en keyed up to 
d o  a  thing right a n d  m ake a g o o d  jo b  
o f  it.



Shanghaied!
Certain big business interests wanted 

Sid Livingston out of the way for a while. 
That was how he came to be shang
haied on board the clipper-built schooner, 
Colleen B a w n , for a voyage to the Pribilof 
Islands, in Bering Sea.

As you follow Sid Livingston in his 
adventures, you have the sense of being at 
sea; you live with the scoundrelly crew of 
the Colleen B a w n ; the tang of the ocean 
brine is in your nostrils; the spindrift 
lashes your face; you feel the heave and 
surge of the deck beneath your feet. 
You participate in Livingston’s desperate 
perils and his attempt at escape—one of 
the most dramatic episodes in sea fiction.

The Cruise
o f  th e

ColleenBawn
^ Frank 
Carruthers

Author o'f-'
Terror Ls/end."

Glorious Adventure
fills the pages of “The Cruise of the Colleen 
B a w n”—adventure that will make the blood 
run fast and cause the pulse to quicken, that 
will set the nerves atingle.

Readers who like a good sea yarn will be 
delighted with this work of Frank Carruthers. 
It has all the thrill of an old-time pirate 
romance, with the novelty of being laid at 
the present time. The story is filled with 
drama, action, and tense situations. Men 
are tested by the sea as by no other element. 
In its grip, weaklings rise to the heights of 
heroism, while physical giants quail before 
its terrors. Frank Carruthers has made a fine 
contribution to the literature of the sea in 
writing "The Cruise of the Colleen B a w n .”

A VIVID TALE THAT WILL LIVE IN THE MEMORY LONG 
AFTER THE BOOK HAS BEEN LAID ASIDE

$2.00 NET, AT YOUR BOOKSELLER’S



in
hen the first glorious day o f  

golf is over— and the final putt sinks 
the 18th cup— rwhen the tense moments 

end in soft, mellow twilight 
—have a Camel!

No other cigarette in the world 
is like Camels. Camels contain 
the choicest Turkish and Domes
tic tobaccos. The Camel blend is 
the triumph of expert blenders. 
Even the Camel cigarette paper 
is the finest— made especially in 
France. Into this one brand of 
cigarettes is concentrated the ex
perience and skill of the largest 
tobacco organization in the world.

Our highest wish, if you do 
not yet know Camel quality, 
is that you try them. We in
vite you to compare Camels 
with any other cigarette 

made at any price.
R. J . R eynolds T o b a c c o  

C om p a n y
W in ston -S a lem , N . C .

© 1926


