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THE UNPARDONABLE WAR

CHAPTER 1

THE TRIUMPH OF THE PEOPLE'S PARTY

WHEN in 19— the third ticket, the “ People’s
Party,” triumphed at the end of the presidential
campaign, there were, of course, reasons and ex-
cuses given on both sides.

The fact that the Republican Party had un-
expectedly split upon a national issue, and that
the regular Democratic candidate had been
stricken with what appeared to be a mortal ill-
ness five days before the election, certainly bore
great effect upon the result.

The union of the Iabour interests, the “ Union,”
“ Knights,” “ Federation,” and “ Amalgamations,”
who voted together as one man, with the rem-
nants of the so-called “ Populists” and extreme
Socialists, had been the beginning of the People’s
Party movement. But upon the sudden retire-
ment (for that is what it amounted to) of the
Democratic candidate, it is safe to say fully two-
thirds of the regular Democrats had turned to

I



2 The Unpardonable War

the standard of “ The Party of the People.” Still
more surprising, however, had been the almost
complete alliance of many of the Western states
with this same ticket that frankly represented
the ranks of the disgruntled.

There had been much open talk of the West
against the East in the earlier stages of the cam-
paign; but, to tell the truth, the issue that had
split the Republican ranks had little to do with
this particular departure, which was sectional in
its character and sentimental in its foundations.
The conflicting issues had been the old ones of
tariff reform, further colonial expansion, a closer
surveillance of trusts, corporations, and syndi-
cates, and, since the strictly discriminating tar-
iffs of Germany, France, and Russia, the question
of a commercial and international alliance with
England. Had not the unforeseen circumstances
just related taken place, it is more than probable
that the conservative element of the regular party
would have been victorious. Long, however, be-
fore the returns were all in, on that memorable
election night, the result was apparent. A man,
not the creature of an accident, not a stop-gap,
not the captain of a forlorn hope, but known for
some time as a successful leader in the fields of
labour organization and agitation, was hailed as
“ The People’s Choice,” and awoke to find himself
the Chief Executive-elect of the nation!
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The first sign of the radical departure from old
traditions had been in the choice of the presi-
dential Cabinet. It cannot be said that the ap-
pointments were viewed in many directions with
anything less than sheer alarm. The bitter car-
toons and serious caricatures of the time in the
partisan press prove this at a glance.

The House of Representatives and the Senate,
by the very nature of things, were almost at log-
gerheads. In the House, the older Democrats
and Republicans taken together formed a slight
minority. In the Senate, under the new laws
regulating the election of senators, affairs were
at a deadlock, owing to the fact that the majority
of the Western senators were pledged to the
support of the new party. There was but one
official of high office of the old régime who re-
mained in power, —the Postmaster-General, —
who, being a great friend of the Vice-President,
had been retained, it was rumoured, as a special
favour. But such wholesale giving away of offices
and effective working of the spoils system was
never seen before.

Foreign ministers and ambassadors were re-
called, and in their stead were placed men whose
qualifications were political entirely.

The ambassador to England was a gentleman
from Texas, whose chief renown came from his
fiery speeches, his raucous voice, and a peculiar
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style of habiliment. He had once been e':n.gage'd
in the harmless occupation of sheep-raising, it
was told, and so it was supposed that his boasts
would not be idle when he had stated on the
floor of the House, “ No darn Britisher would
pull the wool over his eyes,” and he had promised
that if he ever appeared at Court, “ It would be
in long pants, by gum, sir; without a gimcrack
sword.”

To Germany was sent the editor of a German
American news sheet, and to France a man whose
English verbs were sometimes irregular, and who
had never wrestled, even in his early youth, with
the difficulties of the language of politeness.

The results promised to be amusing, no doubt,
if not serious, and the discussions of these ap-
pointments furnished food for gossip in all the
clubs and gathering places, and for much spirited
cartooning and caricaturing in the press.

Even some of the “yellow journals” could not
treat the matter in altogether a serious vein. With
the exception of two, they reported interviews and
personal items about the new style of diplomats,
with an undercurrent of humorous suggestion.

But, as was expected, the funny side of the
matter was soon lost in serious consideration.
When the irresponsible departmental busybodies
began to juggle with delicate questions, the re-
sults began to show. The stock market, for some
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time depressed after feverish weeks of uncertainty,
fell dull as dish-water, and then slowly shares in
what had always been considered, and what actu-
ally were, “gilt-edged securities” began to decline.
This was during the period of uneasiness, before
anything very startling had been done. No doubt
it was a natural sequence of a change of adminis-
tration,and was enhanced by fears of radical depar-
tures in the way of tariff meddling and restricting
legislation, and there was at first nothing like the
panic that it was prophesied would have imme-
diately followed the election of the free-silver
candidate, had he been successful in those well-
remembered campaigns a score or more years
previously. But there was a certain reason for
the sharp decline in profit-taking and in the
converting of securities into ready cash. The
departure of many wealthy men with their fami-
lies for indefinite visits abroad followed just at
the time they should have stayed at home.
The Morning Voice, the great popular news-
paper, had been in existence for five years only,
and it claimed already to have a circulation twice
that of any other daily paper published in the
metropolis. Its two nearest rivals had denied
this claim in columns of sworn figures, and a
Western paper published in Chicago, named 77%e
Verdict, had also spoken for itself; but it was
not long in leaking out that this last-named sheet
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was under the same management, and certainly
its teachings, its threatenings, and general tone
and colour gave evidence of the fact. During the
campaign 7%e Voice and The Verdict had worked
together, hand in glove, and now they were the
chief supporting organs of the Government, and
the only ones, perhaps, except those outspokenly
devoted to the specific teachings of socialistic
ideas, that saw no danger nor humour in the
situation.

Legislation, compelling all strikes and troubles
between employee and employer to be settled by
an arbitration committee appointed by the state,
in conjunction with another committee appointed
by the labour organization representing the
cause of grievance, promised to do away with
strikes entirely, from the very fact that there
would be but one verdict rendered, and that in
favour of the strikers. A labour law was passed,
making it practically a misdemeanour for any one
to work more than eight hours on five days of
the week and four hours on Saturday, except in
case of direst necessity. Every firm or cor-
poration employing men who laboured with their
hands, or who tended machinery, was compelled
to submit sworn copies of their receipts and ex-
penditures. A pro vata wage was fixed per capita
in proportion to their earnings, the main idea
being that no more than six per cent dividends
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on the par value of any common stock should be
declared, a curtailment of many vast private for-
tunes and incomes, and in the Supreme Court
the matter was fought in a long-remembered
action. But the fatal blow at the highest judici-
ary was soon struck: two justices were appointed
to the Supreme Court bench by the President —
one a political judge from a New York municipal
district, and the other a Southerner from Louisi-
ana, whose ruling had often been revoked. Before
the second year of the administration had gone
by, affairs promised to reach a crisis. The import
duties on all articles, that by the widest and most
elastic construction of a definition could come
under the heading “luxuries,” were increased.
Imports in certain directions became prohibitive,
and ceased. Failures and bankruptcies through-
out the country grew to be common, and though
the money standard remained untouched, the
money market became more stringent. Noth-
ing was done to meet the emergency. Specula-
tion ceased entirely; “little men” were wiped out
completely, the passage of the modified “ Aldrich
bill ” during the last administration had tempered
the wind, but further investment of capital in new
enterprises came to an end. There grew to be
less and less demand for articles of domestic
manufacture that did not come under the head
of “ necessities,” and there was a marked deteriora-
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tion in methods of workmanship and a carelessness
of construction everywhere evident.

But, notwithstanding the natural depression,
uneasiness and bitter feeling everywhere preva-
lent, for some time during the earlier months of
the administration, there had been no signs that
there was any lack of gayety in the nation. Never
were there so many free concerts; never were
there so many projects for public parks and peo-
ple’s playgrounds; and never, apparently, were
the “common people” so contented and so well
entertained.

In many states a new aristocracy of political
bossism and labour leadership had grown into ex-
istence that for a long time had been a familiar
practice in the great cities. There was much
scandal;;, corruption was universal, official robbery
ill-concealed. There came to be a rivalry in the
way of public entertaining, an open bidding in
the political market for votes and popularity; it
extended to the smallest office that promised per-
quisite or emolument. There were free baseball
games and free theatrical exhibitions, free excur-
sions, free ice, and free liquors. The worth or
probity of a candidate counted for little so long
as, he loudly proclaimed and upheld the popular
misconception of “liberty.” As it had long-been
the criterion for power in the social world, so it
had come to be in the world of politics — the
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palm to him that gave the largest entertain-
ments.

But slowly and surely the reaction began to
assert itself in many directions. The failure of
many large business houses, the falling off of
traffic and decrease in railway earnings, the
shutting down — out of necessity — of so many
manufactories and industries, began to throw
thousands of unemployed men upon the labour
market. Their funds having given out, they were
willing to work for what they could get, but their
successful brethren prohibited them. No man
could take the place of a discharged workman,
without an appeal to the labour bureau; and no
workman could be successfully discharged until
his case had come before the investigating com-
mittee. The unemployed gravitated naturally
toward the big cities, but outside of them the
human flotsam and jetsam of unfortunates began
to live upon the farmers and the country. From
many quarters came the cry, “ Help, help, the wolf
is at the door!”

Crimes of violence appeared to be on the in-
crease. The black population in the South, who
could find little work, soon became a source of
menacing danger; riots, lynchings, and burnings
increased in number.

Just at this time, following false rumours of a
probable European war, came the news of a coali-
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tion of the European Powers, formed principally
against the increasing domination of the Anglo-
Saxon. The unexpected ending of the Russo-
Japanese War had added to the prestige of the
English-speaking peoples.

England was once more at the height of her
prosperity. She now forged ahead as the United
States fell back. Under wise and able manage-
ment, developed at last out of a tangle of early
blunderings, her colonies had grown in impor-
tance, and with America they had shared the
European market and controlled the great com-
merce that had developed in the Orient. South
Africa had unexpectedly proved, not only to be a
source of tremendous wealth where minerals were
concerned, for the discovery of great coal beds
and new gold fields had enhanced all property
values, but under the new systems of labour and
irrigation she had become a factor in the feeding
of the world, and the improved quality of her
cotton made her a rival to the South. In India
there had been no famine for more than a decade,
and droughts had been few and rare.

The fleet of Great Britain was more powerful
than ever before, and her commercial marine —
in connection and in combination with that sud-
denly developed in America— had, up to the
ascendency of the People’s Party, controlled the
carrying trade. Her national finances were on
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a sound and solid basis, and Government leader-
ship for ten years had been in able hands.

Ireland alone had not shared in the tide of
prosperity. Despite the late concessions, political
agitation, fostered and kept alive for the most
part in America, had held her in a state of un-
certainty. The old stripe of reformer was still
a power in his own country and abroad, and some-
thing of an irritation in Parliament.

The new ambassador to England from the
United States had been cordially received. The
mere mistakes of his that had sprung from a lack
of knowledge were condoned with and smiled at
good-naturedly. By reason of them, we had
gained at first a peculiar notoriety that amounted
almost to popularity, and, as such, of course, it
pleased him. But a man of his aggressive quality
could not be expected long to keep out of hot
water. His manner of presentation of claims
against the crown, in relation to a small matter
in a fisheries seizure off the coast of Newfound-
land, caused much constrained feeling, and an
interview with him that was published in Z/e
Voice and in 7he Verdict further accentuated
British public sentiment. But he had the power-
ful backing of the administration and was careless
of results.

Soon he was to have an opportunity for further
exhibitions of his own peculiar brand of new diplo-
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macy, for it was just at this time that the troubles
at Dawson City and along the Yukon began to
brew. No one supposed, however, that they
would develop into anything serious, the spread-
eagle utterances of a portion of the American
press were supposed to be understood at their
full value by the English Government, that was
disposed to be charitable, although the cordial
hand clasp was broken.

A controversy that had promised to arise over
the newly opened Panama Canal, and that had
looked threatening, had been amicably settled,
without even a flutter, during the last adminis-
tration, and the tempest in the distant teapot
was not at first regarded very seriously. But the
press had assumed an attitude that moulded pub-
lic opinion to bitterness.

It was just at this period, the ending of the
third year of the administration, that this story
opens; when the germs of dislike and distrust
were ready to spread a universal illfeeling that
might be changed to hatred.



CHAPTER 1I

IN NEWSPAPER ROW

Tue Voice building, like many of the older
homes of the daily press, looked down upon the
old City Hall Park. It was not so tall as many
of its neighbours, but it had better title, perhaps,
to claims of architectural beauty. It was solidly
built, with a handsome, well-balanced fagade, and
the various floors, instead of being a hodge-podge
of many schemes of ornamental development,
were uniform and interdependent.

It was gratifying to look upon when one com-
pared it with the huge chimneys of brick, stone,
and glass that spired up into the air on either
side of it. It interpreted the better combination
of metal and stone work, and was more of a monu-
ment to the art of modern building than were
the hideous creations of twenty years before. It
was made for its purpose; the huge presses in
the basement gave not an evidence of their pres-
ence, there was not a tremor or a vibration per-
ceptible. The smooth-running hydraulic lifts had
none of the sickening, uncertain sway of the
older style. The marble corridors were wide and

13
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airy, and the offices that opened from them w.ere
spacious and well furnished. There was nothing
of the cluttered and ink-bespattered appearance
of newspaperdom; no hurried crossings from one
department to another; no old-fashioned, grimy
printer’s devils trailing fluttering pennants of
galley proof from the composing room to the
office. All moved like clockwork; it was the
acme of newspaper management.

In a room on the fourteenth floor, which was
next but one to the highest, in the private sanctum
of the editor-in-chief, were three men. At the
end of the table sat the editor, a tall, thin, smooth-
shaven man with a remarkably small head, a large
nose, cold, deep-set eyes, and a big, well-developed,
and strongly moulded chin. His wide mouth had
a way of moving slightly at the corners when he
was thinking or listening. It was as if he had a
joke on the universe that he was constantly re-
pressing. When he spoke, it was in dry, short,
decided sentences, emphasized by quick snaps of
the under jaw. But despite the humorous sug-
gestion of the ever present joke, if he laughed at
all, it was merely with his eyes that gave gleams
of a cynically humorous appreciation.

A large man, in a tightly buttoned black coat,
was pacing up and down the soft carpeted floor.
The assistant editor was seated by the window,
and, although the large man was talking volubly,
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the assistant’s eye was upon the editor. It ap-
peared as if he had to listen through the editor’s
ears entirely, as if the slightly moving corners of
the mouth might tell him something that otherwise
he might not understand. Suddenly the large
man stopped and coming close to the table leaned
forward on his knuckles, wagging his head from
left to right.

“It is the opportunity, gentlemen,” he said.
“I assure you that it is. Don't let the matter
rest. Stir them up! Stir them up! The pot
must be kept boiling, or the fat will be in the
fire! And let me tell you this,” he added, “my
friend the secretary understands the matter well
— Monihan is with us heart and soul.”

There was evident in the speaker’s tone that
peculiar intonation that proved his ancestry;
little touches of original brogue crept in here
and there — it showed plainly in the broad diapa-
son of his sentences.

“ Mr. Brady,” spoke the editor at last, shooting
a glance at him, “I understand all this, as well
as you do, but we must not be rash. You can-
not force people to take your views at once; you
must lead them to see things with your eyes, to
hear with your ears. What you want is—"

The big man interrupted him. “ What I want
is warr!”

He rolled the final “r” with a flourish as if he
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had waved a challenging flag. The editor shifted
a quick glance out of the window. Then he
spoke dryly, as if half to himself: —

«] can’t declare war, off-hand, man — you’re
crazy! Nor can Mr. Monihan, nor the President.
Congress alone can do that.”

“ But you can lead up to it, sure. Let the peo-
ple demand it, and Congress will obey.”

“ Do you think so? Perhaps.”

The editor did not appear to wish to enter
into any argument, that was plain enough, and,
judging from the behaviour of his listeners, Mr.
Brady’s impassioned speech had fallen on cold
ears. He struck the table again, and his voice
now sank to a soft, persuasive whisper.

“What I mean to tell you, Mr. Whalen, is just
this. . .. I give it to you straight — the admin-
istration is with you heart and soul. Give them
no time. Canada is at our mercy any day next
week. Diplomatically it could all be arranged.
Sure, there would be little bloodshed, and there
the war would stop. England would listen to
reason.”

“And Ireland would be free,” returned the
editor, without a smile.

“Sure, fair exchange is no robbery,” flared
the Irishman. “England would listen to reason
then. Do you think they are satisfied with the
sop of 1903? That’s all I came to tell, — the
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administration is with you; the President will
fall in line; Congress will obey. And now,
gentlemen,” he added, picking up his hat, «I
leave you alone to think of that; but I repeat
what I said before: ¢Stir them up now, hit hard
and often, the power is back of you.’” He paused
at the door. “I'm here in the secretary’s private
car,” he said, “and return to Washington to-
night. I will make report, I will see Mr.
Monihan to-morrow; he has his finger on the
pulse of the legislature, the Cabinet meets next
week. Good dayto you. Remember, Mr. Whalen;
now’s the time.” With that he left the room,
the heavy door closing softly behind him.

No sooner had he gone than the younger man
leaned back in his chair and laughed.

“Ireland forever!” he chuckled.

The editor appeared for a moment as if he was
about to relax; his small eyes twinkled, but he
shifted the subject instantly.

“ There’s news from the Northwest, Stannard,”
he said. “A despatch from Siever. It was in
cipher. I'll read the gist of it.”

Going to a big cabinet, he took from a drawer
a few pages of closely written matter and spread
them out on the table before him.

“ Siever says, in short, that things are approach-
ing a crisis. Here, read the despatch yourself.
I do not doubt for an instant that there will
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be an attack made before the next twelve hours.
We are preparing advance sheets, are we not?”

“Yes, Siever has worked them up properly,”
observed the assistant editor, taking over the
extended papers. “He deserves to be well re-
membered, eh?”

“What a fool this Brady is,” the editor went
on, not answering, “to think that any war will
stop at Canada or Ireland. That is not what we
want — damn Ireland, with the rest,” he added.
“We want a war that will be a war, that will
deal England as heavy a blow as it will deal
America; give and take all around, and the more
of it the more it will suit us. To quote Brady’s
words, ‘ A fair exchange is no robbery,” and I see
what the administration wants and what many a
member of Congress and many a senator wants,
too —they must save their chestnuts. If they
have nothing to divert the public mind, there will
be such an on-sweep at the polls that the People’s
Party would no more be heard of. I know one
or two things that Brady and his friends haven't
the least idea of. They've gone in too deep.
They must divert the public mind —so far as it
has one.”

“No hard task, from what we have discovered,”
murmured Stannard.

“ No, but the strange thing is that he takes me
for an Irishman when I'm a citizen of the world,”
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remarked the editor, and his lips moved slightly
as if this time he had included himself in the
universal joke. “The world,” he continued slowly,
smiling, “ especially this country, is full of fools, —
fools, madmen, and knaves. Honestly, sometimes
I believe that I am the only sane, clear-sighted
person in it.”

“ And of course the only honest one!” Stannard
sneered.

“Not in the least, neither are you. But that’s
where we have the advantage of the rest—we
know our dishonesty. We revel in it. Speak-
ing from an abstract moral standpoint, we are two
of the greatest villains unhung.”

“QOh, see here, Whalen,” began the younger
man, with a gesture of resentment.

“I mean it, now I'm started,” went on the
editor. “I was born, I believe, without a con-
science; I bought yours for a sum, so you don't
own any—that was the agreement, wasn’t it?
Surely you don’t regret. Patrlotlsm was barred.”

“I may have grown wiser.”

“ Wisdom that causes us uneasiness is folly
with a frown; but I grow epigrammatic, and
cheap epigrams are your forte, Stannard; you
are paid to write them. Think of those virtuous
editorials that you don’t believe in, and turn out
so readily.” :

The assistant editor bridled. “We will get
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nothing out of a conversation like this, Whalen,”
he began.

“ No, I suppose not; but it amuses me,” inter-
rupted the editor.

Stannard flared angrily. “Come down to facts
then, and drop generalizations. 1 really don’t
care for—"”

“No, you really don’t care for anything except
what I do —that’s the frame of mind I want to
see you in, Stannard. Money and power, that’s
what we want —let us be honest. There is a lot
more harm we can do.” Whalen half laughed.
“Oh, the fools, the fools, that live in this great
country of ours!”

“Ours! Yours! You have no country!”

“True, I never had one; I am the son of-
an Irish renegade who married the daughter of a
Boer politician —there’s a combination for you.
I was born in an African wilderness; I was
brought up in a republic that never was a
republic and that no longer exists; I was edu-
cated in France and Scotland. I've been in this
country twenty years, but I'm not a citizen. I
don’t care for it; no more do you, for your
citizenship. Now, to-morrow morning, a patriotic
leader,—‘The Eagle Outraged, ‘The British
Lion rampant for the Eagle’s blood,” — put all
your soul in it; quiver with suppressed indigna-
tion. As Brady says, ‘stir them up, the adminis-
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tration is with you” We will print the same
thing in 7%e Verdict and scatter it broadcast.
Tell a people how happy they are,and they won't
believe you; tell them they’re down-trodden,
imposed upon, and they will hail you chief.”

“How about Buhler and Bodkin? Will you
give them an answer?”

“All in good time; they are in our hands;
we have the front page insert ready — of the dis-
covery of the plot of the three new allies, — Russia,
France, and Germany, — forsooth! to bring about
a war between this country and England. Pub-
lish that, and there would be —”

“There would be no war —"”

“ Precisely, but I think there will. What
would you say if I told you that Buhler and
Bodkin are stockholders now; and if they
promise —”

“What?”

“ Forty millions to the management of the
Voice syndicate the day war is declared —hell’s
fire! you know the position we were in th}ree
months ago, — notes to meet, mortgages coming
due, sales falling off, advertising dead, expenses
increasing. We had to stave them off some-
how. The campaign money was gone. The local
papers we control want further loans.”

«What did you get for your stock?” asked
Stannard, interrupting.
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]

“] wouldn’t take less than par, of course,
Whalen replied. “It isnt worth ten cents.
Every penny that ever came in I put back into
this paper. People thought there was money
behind it.”

“Well, what was there?”

“ Brains, and a marketable commodity.”

“Of what?”

“ Twaddle, rot, sensation, and lies; a babbling
condescension of advice; just the stuff you know
how to write, devise, and concoct, Stannard; just
what we trained our cubs to give us; what you
have been paid a salary of twenty-five thousand
dollars for. I haven’t spent a fifth of that sum
on myself. But now we are going to pull out—
we are going to be rich; beginning to-morrow
your salary is doubled. You are the cleverest
journalist of a certain kind in the world.”

“ And you are?”

“I am the most unscrupulous white man—
IP'm the Syndicate!” Whalen answered. *Oh,
what a pleasure it is to talk frankly and to believe
everything you say! That interview with Cap-
tain Frye of the Cumberland appears in the
evening issue, doesn’t it?”

“Yes.”

“You have made it subtle and bombastic?”

“T think it will fill the bill.”

“It was an accident, wasn't it ?”
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“I should suppose so. But I intend to make
it appear that he wished to block the canal.”

“Capital! We will declare war in about five
weeks — perhaps five days.”

“Don’t you think you are overrating yourself,
Whalen?”

“Not in the least; Smith, of the old Yellow,
once told me that his paper declared war against
Spain seven times before the Government followed
suit—and that was a pretty sensible Government,
too.”

“War would never have happened if the Maine
had not been blown up,” ventured Stannard.

“Smith was the most resourceful journalist of
his time, of a certain kind,” answered Whalen.
“If there had been no war, his paper would have
gone under — so will ours, now. Why, look! If
such a man as McKinley could not stand the
popular clamour, what will such a hodge-podge
of blatherskites, demagogues, visionaries, and igno-
ramuses as we have now at Washington do?
They will obey the sovereign Voice and Z%e
Verdict — of the people who put them there.
Besides, some of them want it. That ass Brady
spoke the truth.”

Stannard, who had been looking at the editor
with a grim smile of admiration, assumed an air
of gravity.

“ Don’t you think this is a tremendous respon-
sibility ? ” he asked.
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« Responsibility!” echoed the editor. “ That’s
right. Look at it humorously. The country
is in a magnificently bad way. Something is
going to happen—it’s got to. There’s some-
thing pretty rotten down in Washington. But I
don’t have to argue with you, thank Heaven!
You're paid for—but, supposing I had to, I
might venture something.”

“ Venture it, then.”

Whalen looked at his assistant through half-
closed eyes and studied his face with all the
frankness that he brought to studying his own
character. He knew the type, and confessed it
(to himself) openly. It was the face of an ex-
ceedingly clever criminal —a man nevertheless
who might never do anything remarkable of his
own volition, but who might be made to do
anything at all. But what he said had little to
do with his thoughts.

“You possess sentiment, Stannard, and a vivid
imagination. I will appeal to both. I will
prophesy! The party now in power think they
may save their bacon by starting a national issue
that will divert the avalanche that within a year
may pour down upon them. They will hasten
their own destruction. There will not be a
smell of bacon left after this frying. Monihan,
Brady., and several others are getting nervous,
for mighty good reasons, so they encourage the
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Fenians to think they will free Ireland. Ireland
will be just the same, only settled. Our great,
expected civil war didn’t come off. France, Ger-
many, and Russia will welcome anything that
they think will cripple the Anglo-Saxon power,
but especially that of England and her colonies.
They will be astonished. After all this passing
madness there won’t be so many innocent fools
alive, nor so many knaves in power in the world.
We will see lots of interesting things, Stannard.
We will see how Bloch’s ideas on the ¢ Future of
War’ hold out in active practice. We will see
if the lessons of the war between Russia and
Japan have been learned by heart. There will be
tested a number of inventions. But we have no
startlingly new methods to begin with. There is
no such thing as a practical flying-machine,
despite predictions and promises. Our subma-
rines are no better than they were a score of
years ago, and they are an unknown quantity in
actual warfare. The torpedo has proved its sin-
ister usefulness, but the new detectors have done
away with night surprises, and no torpedo-boat
nor destroyer could live on the surface of the water
under accurate and concentrated fire. It will be
hugely interesting, and we will pay our debts and
be rich, you and I, Stannard, before the whole
thing is over, and then I think I will get out the
most remarkable edition ever issued.”
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The editor paused, Stannard gazed at him
wonderingly.

« What will there be in it?” he asked.

« Qut of the war may come better things; we
may be patriots after all, we may get some
salve for our journalistic consciences. If this
happens, I may publish an issue that will be
devoted to telling them ‘How we did it!’”

« We would look well in that case,” Stannard
suggested with a touch of sarcasm.

“We would be a little out of the ordinary,”
assented the editor. “ Buhler and Bodkin may
be coming to a certain little meeting this after-
noon; there will be another high-handed seizure
of American fishing-vessels next Friday or Satur-
day. That is all arranged for. I have written a
regular British blusterer for our little Manchester
paper; by the bye, she is attracting quite a little
notice — that was a good investment — may soon
pay expenses; I was afraid Spragge would
overdo it at first. But the dear old Z¥mes has
treated him seriously, and that is what we wanted.
They had an article describing Zke Watchman as
a ‘prejudiced, anti-American publication” He
seems to be stirring them up over there.”

Stannard looked at his watch. “VYes, I told
you Spragge was a good one; but I must be off

to my desk,” he said quickly. “1I have an idea
that will fetch them.”
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“Dip your pen in red ink,” said the editor.
“Stir them up-—the administration is with
you.”

When Stannard had gone, the editor sat there,
looking out of the window. He could just see
the flag flying on the flagstaff of the old City
Hall, now a museum and historical art gallery;
as he watched its folds opening and spreading
to the crisp winter wind, the corners of his mouth
moved as if he had just remembered the joke.



CHAPTER III
AT THE CLUB ON THE AVENUE

In a wide window of a big white clubhouse on
Fifth Avenue sat a group of men talking in low
voices. Outside it was snowing heavily and
blowing half a gale; the air was filled with swirl-
ing clouds of icy flakes into which the upper
stories of the tall buildings disappeared like
mountain tops. The streets and sidewalks were
deserted. All at once an electric bus appeared,
pushing its noiseless way up the avenue. One
of the group pointed it out to the others.

“Look at that,” said he, “I remember when
they first introduced electricity in the buses they
could scarcely climb the hill by the Waldorf on
a slippery day. Jove! See that one go ahead
through the drifts!”

“Well,” replied some one, they’ve got twice as
much power as they used to have.”

“Three times as much,” assented the first
speaker, “and in half the compass; that storage
battery of Westland’s solved the problem of
electric transportation for heavy vehicles. I re-

28
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member when you could get stock in the first
company for next to nothing.”

“It isn’t worth so very much now,” put in a
third member of the little gathering, “last dividend
passed —selling at fifty —let’s see — four years
ago—"

“ Oh, don’t let us talk stocks or dividends or busi-
ness,” objected a middle-aged man seated beside the
one who had first spoken ; “if things keep on the
way theyre going, I'll have to apply for a job
driving one of those things, before long.”

“Four dollars and a half for six hours, that’s
not bad,” some one remarked; “but they wouldn’t
let you work, Thornton; you're a bloated bond-
holder, you know; you couldn’t get into the
Union.”

Marbury Thornton tossed back his head and
smiled.

“I suppose you're right,” he agreed. “But I
might get in if I ‘put up’ for it. Hullo! There’s
the Admiral!” Turning, he signalled to a short,
smooth-shaven, gray-haired man who had just
entered the room. “Come over here, Admiral,”
he cried, “come over and join us.”

The short man gave a wave of recognition and
walked briskly toward the window.

“ Merry Christmas! Merry Christmas!’j he
cried, giving energetic little bows to left and right.
« Discussing the weather and the prospects? ”
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«We were discussing the prospects and the
weather together, Admiral; neither looks very
cheerful, Heaven help us ! ” another member of the
group replied, making room for the short man to
join the circle.

« Oh, don’t be glum about it,” laughed the new-
comer, heartily, as he seated himself. « There’s
one side of the old ship left.”

« And there’s an election next November, thank
God!” exclaimed the man nearest the window.
He struck the armi of the chair a blow that gave
an added force to the depth of his feelings. “ The
country’s learned a bitter lesson and will prove it
at the polls, and now with this talk of investiga-
tion into certain departments,and the frauds and
embezzlements and so forth, there will be a rat-
tling in the political alleys, I can tell you, and all
the pins down. Ihave little faith in their congress
—they would stampede like a flock of sheep.
But their time is short.”

“ They’ve just about begun to realize that truth,”
observed a large, keen-eyed man, with a close-
trimmed white beard. “I don’t know but that
we'll see an effort made to stem the tide ; one way
or another they’ll give the screw another turn and
get what juice there’s left; seems to me they've
about got it all, though, eh? There are too many

suddenly rich men at Washington to suit my
taste.”
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There was a pause for a moment. The wind
had begun to blow harder, and some one pointed
out a figure in a long blue coat, struggling across
the street from the opposite corner.

“It's the General!” exclaimed the man with the
gray beard, eagerly. “ We'll all be here, every
man Jack of us that was at Tucker’s dinner.
Let’s see, how long ago was that?”

“ Five years ago last Thursday,” some one an-
swered. “Poor Tucker! Iremember his bemoan-
ing the fact that we had had too long an era of
prosperity, and prophesying disaster. Where is
he now?”

« Living with a son-in-law of his, a revenue
collector, somewhere in New Jersey. Awiful
crash, wasn’t it? The trouble with the matter
was he tried to keep the business alive too long.
He should have shut up shop when he saw how
things were going — taken his yacht and gone to
Europe, the way Peter Knowlton did; but Tucker
was always what they call ‘ public-spirited.’ ”

“You're quite right, Governor,” observed the
gray-bearded one. “Quite right! But the ex-
pression ‘public-spirited ’ has another definition
nowadays. Ah, there’s Goddard!”

A tall man strode in from the wide marble
corridor. He looked about the lounging room,
then seeing the others he came over to them,
pushing up an easy chair, and including them



32 The Unpardonable War

a1l in a smile of recognition and greeting. He
made the seventh member of the party. It was
easy to see that all were on long familiar terms.

Nearest to the window sat Thornton, and next
to him Rice; the first a banker, and the second
a broker and capitalist, who for the last six years
had been the senior member of one of the most
prominent firms in Wall Street, a keen, far-sighted
man of affairs.

The one addressed as * Governor” had been at
the head of the State at Albany some eight years
before, hence his title. He was probably as re-
nowned as a lawyer as he had been as a straight-
forward politician.

The little gray man, the “ Admiral,” had been
on the retired list now for some five years or
more, but he looked much younger than he really
was; his bright eye and quick method of speech,
together with his cheery voice, marked him as
enjoying everything that good health and good
spirits could bring to any man at the age of sixty-
eight.

Beside him, filling the big chair in which he
sat, was a very heavy person of large frame and
ponderous manner. Edward Norton was perhaps
better known than any of the rest. His writings
upon questions of history and economics had at-
tracted the attention of thinking people the world
over. As the editor and owner of a conservative
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newspaper, he was still a force in his own way,
and it was rumoured and believed that, before the
present administration had come into power, he
had been offered almost anything in the gift of
the last Republican administration, but he had
preferred to keep out of public life entirely.

The oldest of them all, and one who had as
yet taken small part in the conversation, listening
attentively with his elbows on the arms of his
chair and his finger-tips together, was celebrated
also the country through. Although retired now
from any active part in public or in business
affairs, he had occupied in his time a large share
of both. He had been the leader of the bar of
his State, so far as reputation went, for many
years, and had been an ambassador, well liked
and honoured, at the Court of St. James.

As the last comer drew up and seated himself,
the old man turned.

“ General,” he observed, “ we admired the way
you handled the forces at your command in
crossing the avenue. I suppose that manceuvre
at the corner might be called forming yourself
in echelon, but I noticed you had to do your own
skirmishing.”

The one addressed as “ General” laughed.
“ The only casualty was my hat, Mr. Taintor,”
he said; “I have just established a dressing sta-
tion in the cloak room, where it is receiving first
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aid to the injured. The wind came up very sud-
denly. Is there any news this evening?”

« Not much,” replied the editor; “but I antici-
pate there will be important news in the next day
or so.”

“You mean from the Northwest?” asked the
Governor, seeing that Mr. Norton paused.

“Yes, from the Northwest; but I should think
that they might be able to escape any serious
consequence, although I hold that our action has
been very ill-advised, especially this talk of send-
ing troops.”

“Were there any comments from London on
the subject? ” asked Mr. Rice. “Confess I did not
read the morning paper very thoroughly. Too
much of a task for a holiday.”

“There is a column despatch in Z%e Zribune,”
observed Mr. Norton, slowly. “Not exactly offi-
cial, but it proves the matter has excited a deal
of talk. A Manchester paper—a British jingo
sheet —seems to have lost its head completely.
I can’t blame them for having a little feeling
upon the subject. I would if I were on their side
of it, for, frankly, I think we are wrong. My
son-in-law, Crayl-Hamilton, who is a member of
Parliament, writes me that Ambassador Dalton’s
conduct is stirring up much bad blood — there is

very bitter feeling growing. We are entirely in
the wrong.”
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“We generally are, nowadays,” observed the
ex-Ambassador. “Who was it who remarked, at
some period in our past history, as a toast, ‘ My
country, may she always be right; but, right or
wrong, my country!” Wasn't that it?”

“Something of that sort was credited to the
great Daniel,” returned the editor. “ But it seems
to me that there is really no difficulty in the
question, if we would come down to facts; it is
capable of a most amicable and equitable adjust-
ment. The Alaskan boundary line has always
been well defined. Surely the matter was settled
in 1903. I can discover no evidence of England’s
desire to encroach upon it. Just look at the
ending of the war in the Orient. After sinking
ships, and killing men, and incurring debts beyond
recovery, Russia and Japan had to submit the
decision to the tribunal and abide by it. These
are the plain facts for all to read. But the great
American public doesn’t want facts, apparently.
You have been up to Alaska, have you not,
General ?”

“Yes, twice; once as a young officer in 1896,
—no, 97, just before the Spanish War,—and
another time in 19o5. The way those Northwest-
ern towns had grown in that short space of time
was marvellous. But nothing to what it is now,
I suppose. Dawson City must have eighty
thousand inhabitants.”
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« Three-fourths of whom are Americans, I dare-
say, eh ?” asked the Admiral.

“Yes, if you wish to call them so — er—many
‘hyphenated Americans.” But the trouble is with
the peculiar conditions. During the winter time
the place is full of idle men, and miners, as a rule,
are not the most tractable.”

“Who is this Siever who seems to be so promi-
nent?” asked the banker. “I have read of him
as — er — presiding at this alleged mass meeting.
The yellow press seems bent on making a hero
out of him.”

“He’s one of our hyphenated brethren,” re-
sponded the General. “ Must be a comparatively
new comer, a German-American, I am told; never
heard of him when I was in the country. His
action in demanding the release of those prisoners
taken by the Northwestern police seems to be a
bit high-handed.”

“ It wasn’t his action in demanding the release;
it was in leading the party that released them,”
put in the Governor. “To my mind the affray
at the little mining place, Jugtown, or whatever
it was, was entirely of the American miners’ own
making—a clear case of jumping somebody’s
claim and relying on force to hold it. Not to be
too inquisitive, but General Goddard probably
could tell us if there is any truth in the rumour
about troops being sent to the * White Pass.”
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Now the General was yet on the active list and
was in command of the Department of the East.
All eyes turned toward him to see how he would
take the last frank question.

“I have heard it said,” he responded quietly,
“that some influence is being brought to bear
upon the President that may cause him to take
action. I don’t doubt in the least that a couple
of regiments may be sent; but I do not think for
an instant that they will be ordered to cross the
line. I hear, by the way,” he added, as if chang-
ing the subject, but showing that it remained in
his mind, “that the navy is to have a launch-
ing within the next two or three months, eh,
Admiral?”

Admiral Howarth shrugged his shoulders. “1I
know little more than you do,” he replied. “I'm
nothing but an old fogy, out of date, dismantled,
and laid up for good; but I understand that there
will be four launchings some time before the
spring. Great heavens! the vessels were nearly
completed two years ago, and their armaments
ready for them. My son has been ordered to the
Ayizona, his first command—a fine ship. He
writes me that the work in the navy-yards has
been ordered to be taken up again; and thanks to
some one in Washington, we prevented those two
cruisers being sold to Germany.”

« A strange thing,” put in the Governor, “1
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heard in relation to that was that the Vice-Presi-
dent really stirred himself, came on from Mon-
tana, where he had been for a month or two, and
interested himself personally in the matter. As
a general rule, he has not had much to do with
that lot down in Washington, and doesn’t inter-
fere with any of their affairs. He’s a strange
person; perhaps some one here has met him.”

“ I have,” rejoined Thornton, “met him two or
three times; he’s an odd mixture of a great
many kinds of —”

“ Bad medicine,” interjected Rice.

“He’s not exactly that, but he is erratic; you
can never tell what’s going to be on top.”

“I have known him also,” spoke up the Gov-
ernor. “It’s my firm belief that he’s rather sick of
his present company, and that is the reason that
he’s attended so strictly to his private business.”

“Which is,” put in Mr. Norton, speaking with
emphasis, “resolving himself into a nonentity.
He cut no figure in the campaign, and has not
appeared prominently since. I don’t think that
he possesses any longer what you might call
‘progressive combativeness.” He is too lazy.”

“Don’t be so sure of that,” Thornton replied.
“I was in the Montana Consolidated.”

“Then you should be a good judge,” laughed
the Admiral, his eyes twinkling. “ He licked you
fellows out of your boots that time, didn’t he ?”
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“That’'s what he did,” the banker replied.
“Will you press that bell, Admiral ?”

“We'll drink the season’s greeting, sir,” smiled
the old sailor. “Bless my soul, we've been so
engrossed in gabbling that we have forgotten
what day it is.”

“ That’s true,” cried Mr. Rice. “By gad, I told
my wife this morning that the old furs would
have to do another year. My present to her was
a batch of receipted bills from the butcher, baker,
and candlestick maker, and lucky at that to have
them. There hasn’t been much of a run on luxu-
ries lately in our family.”

Rice paused, and the banker took up the idea
quietly. “Nor in many families, except in some
quarters,” he said. “I see that Secretary Moni-
han has returned from his Southern trip in the
President’s yacht.” Mr. Thornton spoke with the
merest suggestion of bitterness.

“Yes, most of the yachting has been done from
Washington the past year or so,” remarked the
ex-Ambassador. “They are getting to be a lot
of sad sea-dogs, or glad sea-dogs,” he added, chuc-
kling. “Now, if the President could only be
tempted to take his Cabinet on a voyage around
the world, it would be an interesting experience;
they could touch at the Philippine Islands and
see how our ex-fellow-citizens are cutting one
another’s throats, and they would look a long



40 The Unpardonable War

time before they saw an American flag. Just
think what has become of our merchant marine
in the last two years! If it had not been for
the British Combination —” he checked himself.
“But I made up my mind I wouldn’t be serious
to-day; I am trying to get myself in a humor-
ous frame of mind in order to dine with my
grandchildren.”

It was a strange thing that during the whole of
the afternoon there had been an attempt on every-
body’s part to avoid growing serious; yet there
had been present a feeling of depression through-
out the whole trend of the conversation. It was
a tone of protest and complaint, half expressed,
against a hopeless situation, besides an omni-
present, pervading sense of uncertainty, in fact,
as to the immediate future; but each understood
the other’s mental attitude so well that there was
little necessity for its expression in words.

Again the subject was suddenly turned.

“By the way, who’s heard from /4im lately?”
asked the General, nodding up in the direction of
a portrait of a very strong-faced, full-chested man
who gazed fearlessly out of deep-set eyes behind
black-rimmed eye-glasses. “ He was to have been
back next month sometime, I believe. Too bad
he ever came to the conclusion that two terms at
Washington were enough.”

“Well, it was a reasonable view he took of the
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situation,” said Mr. Norton. “I saw him just
before he sailed for China; but I hear he has
gone up into that wonderful new table-land coun-
try, shooting.”

“ I should think it was about time he gave up
a good deal of that sort of thing,” chimed in the
ex-Ambassador. “I wish he was back in the
country now, for we are working along toward
a nice large mess.”

Governor Landale blew a careful smoke ring,
and then blew another through the centre of it, a
clever little trick of his that he would never per-
form if requested. It generally portrayed the fact
that he was thinking deeply.

“I don’t believe that you could get him to mix
himself up in it at all. He has an idea that the
people will work out their own salvation. I don’t
think that he has even heard of this late threaten-
ing talk, or he would have cabled some one of his
intentions.”

For a few minutes no one spoke. The Gov-
ernor blew another smoke ring, and the Ambas-
sador compared his watch with the great clock in
the corner.

« The storm has somewhat abated,” observed
the Admiral, interrupting the pause suddenly,
“the wind seems to be working round, and I
think it will clear up during the night. So
much from a nautical weather prophet!”
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Mr. Taintor, who had risen, looked out of the
window. “ Then I'll save cab fare,” he remarked ;
“ 'm indulging economics in small matters myself.
I actually thought of buying a pair of snowshoes,
only it would be a good deal like buying a set of
musical glasses— I don’t think I could get any-
thing out of them without some practice.”

Out on the street just then there sounded
hoarse, brazen voices, and the well-known shouts
of “Extra! Extral! Evening Voice/” Through
the snow came three or four men, sheltering bun-
dles of papers beneath their coats. Shouting their
chorus, they disappeared up the avenue.

“The ¢Voice of the people is heard in the
land,’” said Mr. Norton. “ More lies and inven-
tions. I wish that I could think our national
appetite was cloyed — but no such good fortune.
It seems yet to be the popular seasoning. The
sensational press has had a bad effect upon our
national character.”

“ Thank Heaven, we don’t have to touch it un-
less we want to,” spoke up the Governor. “ Gen-
tlemen, here are our refreshments. The season’s
greetings.”

The party rose and drank the usual toast to the
“Merry Christmas and the Happy New Vear” in
silence. The Governor, putting down his glass
with a sigh, walked out into the corridor. As the
rest followed a few minutes later, they met him
returning.
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“Just been to the ticker,” he said, “to see if
there is anything going on, and there is a bit of
news. It seems that there was some trouble at
Panama yesterday; a British war vessel, they say,
forced its way into the locks ahead of an Ameri-
can Pacific freighter, and did some damage. 1
don’t know what it amounts to, but 7%e¢ Pozce has
got out an extra, they told me at the office; one
of the clerks has a copy.”

“I thought it was not allowed in the club, for
fear of contaminating the older members,” sug-
gested the ex-Ambassador.

“Well, we don’t keep it on file,” answered
Governor Landale, who always attempted to
reply to the old gentleman’s pleasantry, “ perhaps
we are immune.”

“ Then if we are,” suggested the General, “let’s
go in and have a look.”

There were a few members already in the
office, bending over a great sheet of news matter
that lay stretched out on the desk; across the
top, in flaring head-lines, was the following : —

« HigH-HANDED PROCEEDINGS OF A BriTisH WAR
VESseL!”

There followed an account— written as if the
writer had been outraged in his deepest sensi-
bilities — detailing how H.M.S. Cuméberland had
defied the rights of an American vessel, crushed
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her way ahead of her into the lock, damaging her
stern and incidentally sweeping the American
flag into the water, doing some little damage to
the lock itself, and disobeying the orders of the
port guardian, who had told the Cumberland to
wait her turn. It was hinted that had an Ameri-
can war vessel been on the spot, the Cumberland
would not have dared to have disobeyed. Her
captain (according to the account) claimed that
he had been delayed purposely, and that his
request for lock rights had been set aside. The
battleship was now occupying the lock, and the
port master and the national supervisor were
awaiting instructions from Washington. Farther
below it was stated that the British Northwestern
police had recaptured one of the prisoners released
by the mob at the post on the Yukon the week
before, and it was intimated that troops had been
ordered from California and Washington to get
in readiness to embark for Alaska. This article
was headed, “ An Outrage on the Flag.”

Mr. Norton, as he finished reading, took the
Governor aside. “It is plain to me” he said,
speaking gravely, “that somehow, or in some
way, a national issue is being forced to the front
by the Government — a threadbare refuge. Some-
thing had to be done, or there would be bread
riots before spring.”

“I've feared it for some time,” replied the
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Governor. “ However, I never thought we would
be brought face to face with an international
crisis. 1 doubt it now.”

“We may soon have one to deal with,” was
Mr. Norton’s slow reply. “But the fact will be
that the issue will apparently be forced upon the
Government by the people. ¢ Vox populi potens
est” A very bad feeling has been engendered
by this constant misrepresentation.”

A telegram had just been handed the General.
His face grew grave as he read it, but he said
nothing and beckoned the Admiral aside. The
latter’s face grew grave also as he listened.

«No, no,” he protested excitedly, in a half-
whisper, “they still have some common sense
among them; they would not do that. Besides,”
he added bitterly, “ we're not prepared, we're not
prepared!”



CHAPTER 1V
AT THE CAPITOL

IT was Sunday, the 2d of January. There was
great excitement at the Capitol. At all the places
where senators, congressmen, and politicians met
there were excited groups talking and hand-
shaking. Newspaper men and correspondents
hovered about the edges; a special session of
Congress had been summoned, breaking up the
usual holiday. A stormy night’s debate had
ended in nothing but stormy talk. On Monday
something might be done — but much might hap-
pen between then and Monday.

A meeting of the Cabinet was to be held at the
White House at ten o'clock. It was nine — wild
rumours are flying. One had it that the British
ambassador had packed up his belongings and
had booked his passage on the next Cunarder
that was to sail from New York. Would there
be war? Who knew? Reporters hung about
the door-steps of the members of the Cabinet, and
a small army waited in the corridor of the White
House.

In the big East Room, the President paced the
floor alone. He had denied himself to every-
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body, his orders had been most emphatic — no
one was to intrude on him —as he reached the
window he stopped. Secretary Monihan’s car-
riage was entering through the gates. The Presi-
dent fairly ran to the door of the room and spoke
to the attendant who was seated in the big chair
outside.

“ Tell Secretary Monihan that I will see him
in a few minutes,” he said; “at present I am not
to be disturbed.”

- With that he took up again his heavy measured
steps. With his arms folded behind him and his
head bowed, he turned back and forth, now and
then pausing as if he had brought up against an
invisible barrier; then stepping out, as if he had
determined to break through it. For two nights
the President bad not slept, his face was lined
and furrowed, his eyes were red and tired; all
the old-time look of courage had deserted him.
On many occasions in the past he had counselled
or ordered strikes that he knew would mean
hunger and hardship, loss of life and lawbreak-
ing. He had done so, sure of himself, sure of
his understanding, and sure of the backing behind
him. Forcefully, yes, mercilessly, he had given
orders to his lieutenants. Certain of his capacity
to handle the situation, he had never looked be-
hind him. There had been strength for the
struggle and power in the winning. Now, how-
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ever, it was different. He realized something
had gone wrong. The deciding power was not
with him, that was true; but the responsibility
would be, and he had had responsibility enough.
It weighed him down. Instead of the happy days
for the classes he represented, he saw unhappi-
ness; instead of Utopia, it was chaos. There had
been something wrong with his reasoning, some-
thing twisted in his ideas. He had reached that
unhappy state of men who, believing in their best
intentions, judging blindly their capacities, find
suddenly confronting them the barrier of their
self-acknowledged limitations.

The evening before he had been closeted with
Mr. Monihan for hours, and he had so clearly seen
that gentleman in all his uselessness that his spirits
had been shattered from the very lack of hope.
Once, one of the bitter opponents of the adminis-
tration had called his collection of advisers “the
half-educated Cabinet.” Now he saw it so. There
was not a strong man in it. The President won-
dered if there could be anything, after all, in the
effect of inherited knowledge. Despite his om-
nivorous reading and his retentive memory, he
knew in his secret heart that he was an unedu-
cated man. The style of his speech and writing
mn his early days had been redeemed from the
cheap and catchy only by his honesty of expres-
sion. The criticism of his recent official litera-
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ture, his messages and correspondence, he knew
to be just, and there was one other thing:
since the first year of his coming to the White
House, he had been growing shy —a shyness he
had endeavoured to hide under an assumption of
brusquerie. But the covert smiles of a class of
people he had thought he had honestly despised,
cut him cruelly. It was worse than their open
hostility. As to the foreigners, ambassadors,
ministers, and so on, he knew that they laughed
at him and his well-meaning wife, and he was
not big enough to override the bitterness of his
knowledge. More serious than all, open accu-
sations had been made against the characters of
many of his appointees. To tell the truth, the
President was self-deposed from his pedestal as a
popular champion ; he had helped to »a4e history,
but he did not know what history would say.
And now he feared —for that was the reason he
wished to be alone — he feared.

The door of the East Room opened quickly, and
without ceremony Secretary Monihan entered.
His heavy red cheeks, his big sensual mouth, and
his small, keenly clever eyes made his face one
to be remembered; it was certainly not impres-
sive, but his magnificent head of iron-gray hair
redeemed it in a measure from its stamp of vul-
garity. Monihan was very proud of his hair, it
was part of his stock in trade; any reporter who
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called him “leonine” was sure of a big black
cigar. He was the pet of the press, for he had
the cheap politician’s tactful gift of assumed good
fellowship. This morning Mr. Monihan’s breath
smelt of last night’s whiskey mingled with the
perfume of this morning’s barber shop.

“Well, Mr. President,” he cried, bringing his
hands together with a great slap, “well, sir, I'm
ahead of time a minute or two; man at the door
tried to stop me — knew it was a mistake. This
will be an important day! I thought you might,
perhaps, have something to say to me before the
meeting. Just consider them demands of Lord
Northcroft’s in view of the situation and the
temper of the people.”

“1 have nothing to say to you alone that I will
not say to any other member of my Cabinet,” the
President replied slowly.

“ But surely you must realize, sir — ”

“I realize the whole situation. I have sent for
the Vice-President. I hope, despite his illness,
that he will come, and be here on time. His
special should arrive this morning.”

“ My dear Mr. President,” began the Secretary
of State, “Mr. Crantz is hardly necessary, he is
at best a visionary and at heart an aristocrat.
But praise God you are in health and strength.

And may you continue to lead us, sir, in peace
Or war, to victory. To—"”
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The President lifted his hand. ¢ The others
are coming, I must go and meet them,” he said,
cutting Monihan’s speech short ere he had fairly
started. With that he opened the door and
ushered the secretary out into the hall.

The members of his Cabinet were gathering in
the Council Chamber. As Mr. Monihan followed
at the President’s heels, his face was redder than
before, but he bowed smilingly to the knot of
reporters and then waved them back as they
would have stepped forward and surrounded him.
Mr. Crawford, the private secretary, was at the
door of the Blue Room, and to him Mr. Monihan
addressed a question.

“« Has Mr. Crantz arrived? ” he asked.

“ No, sir, the special is delayed. But he is
hastening as quickly as possible—thé last de-
spatch from Harpers Ferry, sir.”

The news did not appear to be pleasing to Mr.
Monihan; he frowned slightly, and then catching
sight of the Secretary of War his frown changed
to a smile as he stretched forth his hand.

« How are you, Governor?”—he spoke in a
half-whisper, — “ I would like to have a word with
you.” It was difficult for Mr. Monihan to avoi.d
falling into the corner-whispering habit of his
early political days, he still buttonholed people
with the old manner of important mystery. “I
rely on your help; there is some convincing to be
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done, and we must stand together. The country
has its eyes upon us.”

The secretary replied with a non-committal
pressure of the fingers and bowed slightly.
Another minute the President was calling to
order the most important Cabinet meeting of
the administration.

Just as the door closed there was a hurried
entrance into the outside corridor, and Brady, the
lobbyist, came, pushing his way through the crowd
of reporters, asking loudly for Mr. Monihan.

When the door-man informed him that the
secretary had just gone into the meeting, Mr.
Brady appeared much disturbed; he struck his
fist into the palm of his hand with a muttered
oath of vexation. He hesitated and then slowly
turned to go. But immediately the newspaper
men crowded about him, nudging and elbowing
one another in their anxiety to get closer. All
were speaking at once, in eager voices. Mr.
Brady backed into a corner, with both hands
uplifted in protest.

.“ Gentlemen, gentlemen,” he exclaimed. “ Be
aisy now —"

“For heaven’s sake give the oracle a chance,”
murmured a little man on the outskirts of the
crowd. “Give him a chance; helll talk.”

Just here the door-man interposed. “ Hold
your clack, all of ye, or out ye g0,” he cried, in the
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tone and manner of a municipal court officer, and
in the broadest of brogues. “ Hold your clack.”

A semblance of order followed, the reporter
of The Voice and Verdict, who stood immediately
in front of Mr. Brady, pencil and note-book in
hand, managed to ask a question. “You have
some news for us, Mr. Brady?” he asked, writ-
ing as he spoke. “What is your opinion of the
situation?”

« Gentlemen, gentlemen,” again protested the
lobbyist. “ Why should ye ask me—but there
is some excitement for you, perhaps a bit of
news. The British ambassador was on his way
to the White House, a moment since, when some
small boys on the corner, who allowed their feel-
ings to get the better of them, shied a few snow-
balls. The coachman’s hat was knocked off, the
horses ran away, and there was the devil to pay
generally. One of the snowballs caught his
Lordship in the eye.”

« 111 bet it was an Irishman that threw it,” said
one of the reporters to his neighbour as he scrib-
bled away in his note-book. The seriousness of
the occasion and the possible consequence of the
insult were lost entirely in the desire for news.

« Well, sir,” went on the representative of the
syndicate, “and then what happened ?”

« The horses were stopped by a policeman and
the ambassador returned to his house,” con-
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tinued Mr. Brady. “There was a big crowd in
front when I came by, singing the ¢ Star-Spangled
Banner’; the police were endeavouring to dis-
perse them.” .

« There’s a column in this,” cried one of the
reporters, jamming on his hat and making for the
door.

“A la lanterne!” cried another, laughing;
“this will be a busy day for us fellows.”

“ Something doing, you ‘bet,” echoed a third,
“and more doing to-morrow,” with that the
party dashed out of the door into the open air.

Standing in groups on the sidewalks, from
which the melting snow had just been brushed,
were congressmen and senators, and each group
had its spokesman. There was no unity of senti-
ment, no great bond of soul-sweeping feeling or
purpose. They all appeared encompassed in a fog
of mysterious anxiety and subdued excitement.

Many faces were grave and troubled. Others
appeared eager and nervously expectant. Out-
side the big iron gates in the streets there waited
a huge crowd. It appeared neither serious nor
angry, merely idle and curious. On the outskirts
small boys were snowballing one another, and a
drunken man waving an American flag had a
knot of encouraging listeners. As the guard
at the gate allowed the reporters to pass through,
they were assailed by questions on all sides. But
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disdaining to answer, they started hot foot for the
news offices and telegraph stations. Soon the
wireless systems would be vibrating. But now
advancing up the street were a half score of men
and boys shouting *“Extra! Extra!” in hoarse
voices. Many of the crowd broke forward to
meet them. They had but one paper to sell,
the “ Capital edition” of 7%e New York Evening
Voice !

‘Across the top of the page was a huge spread
eagle, and beneath it, in letters eight inches long
in vivid red, was the one word “ War.” In a small
parenthesis about a quarter of an inch high was
a question mark; but it seemed to be lost in the
apparent statement, which read as follows: “ The
Cabinet is in session and it is rumoured that
WAR WILL BE DECLARED — when Congress meets
on Monday ;” and still below it were two para-
graphs, headed respectively, “SHALL WE SUBMIT To
ir?” and “sriTisH INvasioN.” Under the first
was an account of the seizure of two more fish-
ing schooners off the coast of Newfoundland, and
under the second the statement that British troops
were patrolling American mining property on the
Yukon. On the inside sheet, under a picture
representing “John Bull” and “Uncle Sam,”
each leaning on the breech of a huge cannon, lan-
yard in hand, glaring angrily at each other, was
the line: “wno FirsT?” and still beneath was
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spread across the page: “THE SAILING OF THE
BRITISH FLEET,” and smaller again_ “ It is reported
on good authority that the war department has
been informed of the Sailing of the British fleet
from Beymuda. The probable destination is
Panama !

That was all. But the people as they bought
the papers broke into smaller groups; they
seemed to disdain everything but the startling
head-lines. The drunken man burst into a wild
“ Hurroo,” followed by a torrent of profanity.
“ Damn the bloody British!” he cried. No one
stopped him. “ Three cheers for Ireland!” Some
bystanders laughed.

Two well-dressed young men, coming down the
street, crossed over toavoid the crowd. A ragged
man with a handful of the red extras followed
them. “War! War!” he croaked, extending his
arm and almost laying hold of them. They
pushed him aside and hurried on.

“ My furlough was recalled last night,” spoke one
of the young men, looking back over his shoulder.
“Can you really believe that— that this is— "
he broke off suddenly and incoherently — “my
God! I wish it was with— with any other coun-
try.” He turned, looked back again at the crowd.
“Our countrymen. Pah! War!” He choked back
his indignation and laughed bitterly. “ When do

you join your ship, Emery?” he asked, when he
had controlled himself.
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“Tuesday,” replied the other, thoughtfully.
“When do you join your regiment? ”

“My orders came this morning, I have been
appointed to the staff. Just think, we were going
on to Montreal to-morrow, think of it. I was to
be married there next week to Miss Carntyne.
You were to be my best man. Her father’s just
been made colonel, Royal Canadian Artillery.
You would have liked him — the finest old chap;
—now — "the young man paused at a corner.
“Well, here we part—hell of a profession ours,
isn’t it?”

The two young men shook hands. Then the
taller grasped the one who had last spoken by
the shoulder and what he said showed that he
felt a depth of feeling back of the mere words.
“Cheer up,” he smiled, perhaps it may blow
over and all come out O K. 1It's awful hard, I
know, and I don’t like to fight in a war where my
feelings are not enlisted, any more than you do.
It is a devilish bad business; but cheer up, it
may blow over. Congress may listen to reason,
if that pack of hyenas who have been doing all
the howling can be controlled, there are scores
of sensible men there yet. Whom do you sup-
pose I'm going to meet to-night? My dear old
uncle. He’s heading a sort of peace delegation
from New York, and is going to have an inter-
view with the President and with Lord North-
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croft to-day. They used to be great pals on the
other side when the old gentleman was ambas-
sador. So cheer up, old man — good-by, Emery,
good-by.”

“ Good-by, Taintor.”

They parted, the young lieutenant going over
to the navy department, and the young captain
of artillery boarding a Pennsylvania Avenue car.
In his pockets he had a note from General God-
dard, appointing him an aide to the latter’s staff
—a coveted position that from experience he
knew he was capable of filling to his own and to
the department’s satisfaction, yet he would much
rather have preferred active service.

But to return to the meeting at the White
House. What took place only those know who,
have had access to the minutes of the meeting —
if any were kept. But it was told that the presi-
dent listened unmoved to Monihan’s fiery speech,
for the secretary had entirely thrown off the mask
of caution. He urged, he pleaded, and at last he
demanded war. For national honour, for com-
mercial reasons, for justice, and at last for parsy
policy ! And it was here that the President had
stopped it. The President demanded time; the
British ambassador had yet to be heard from.
No news, as yet, of the affair in the street had
reached the White House.

During the progress of the meeting a side door
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had opened, and a man had entered quietly and
unannounced. It was while Mr. Monihan was
speaking, and it was only when the latter had
seated himself at the President’s interruption, and
practically at his order, that he had noticed that
Mr. Crantz had just arrived. The President
observed him at this moment also, and, rising,
crossed quickly to him and quietly took his hand.

“I need you,” he said; “come and sit beside
me.”

There was a movement of the chairs down the
side of the big table as Mr. Crantz took his seat.
There was but an exchange of nods of recognition,
for the most part; but Mr. Monihan had risen
hastily, and leaning over the Vice-President had
struck him familiarly on the shoulder.

“You're just in time,” he whispered. “ This is
a momentous day.”

Mr. Crantz looked up at him and smiled. The
Vice-President was a man of but little over forty,
with a clear-cut, strongly marked face and keen,
very light blue eyes. His firm lips were drawn
to a straight line beneath his close-trimmed mus-
tache. He was broad-shouldered and heavy; but
his movements were quick and nervous; despite
the pallor of recent illness, he looked a strong,
self-reliant man.

« Indeed?” was all he remarked to Monihan’s
rather remarkable greeting. The President’s man-
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ner had changed. His apparent flash of anger,
shown when he had interrupted the Secretary of
State, was now succeeded by a low-voiced calm-
ness.

“ Gentlemen,” he said quietly, “the meeting is
adjourned. Mr. Crantz, I would like to speak
with you.”

Every one arose, and the President and the
Vice-President - went through the door into the
inner office. Once there, the head of the nation
turned. “Mr. Crantz,” said he, “you must help
me, I need advice. There are many things I
do not understand. I have asked Lord North-
croft to come and see me; he should be here by
now, we will meet him alone.”

There was a knock upon the door. Mr. Craw-
ford, the private secretary, came in hastily. A
message had come from Lord Northcroft. After
what had happened, the ambassador did not
think it wise to venture forth. The President,
at Mr. Crantz’s suggestion, ordered his carriage
at once. He and his new-found adviser ten min-
utes later had started for the British Embassy.

That night there were marchings and mass
meeting§ in nearly every large city in the Union.
Resolutions were adopted, requesting Congress to
act at once. In the West a few municipal boards
met and solemnly passed motions of the same
character, Time-serving mayors and popular
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governors rushed into print with utterances of
fervid patriotism.

Attention was called to the expressions of
loyalists in Canada and to the movement of Cana-
dian troops. It was true that, influenced by the
American press, its threats and urgings, the
Canadians who had not forgotten the decision of
1903 were angry and frightened. But there was
little immediate reason: there was a large fleet at
Halifax and two heavy squadrons at Bermuda and
Bahama waters; three fast battle ships were at
Jamaica and four at Trinidad. All this was
pointed out. “ Save the Canall” cried 7%e
Voice and The Verdict.

All Monday Congress remained in session, and
the British ambassador still stayed. In direct
communication with his home government he
counselled, “ Wait!” But the forces that threat-
ened peace were gathering. Extras appeared
with great head-lines every half-hour of the day.
Deliberate, misleading lies were printed now
without the parenthetically suggested question
mark. In New York, Chicago, and Denver busi-
ness was entirely suspended, and men hoped and
feared, and trembled and rejoiced. On .Mon.d_ay
night the crowds gathered again in th§ big cities
and the smaller towns. A most startling rumour
was afloat, and it grew and grew until it was

regarded as a certainty.
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A big transatlantic American liner, the
Lowell had arrived in Boston with a curious
tale: In a dense fog off the Banks she had
heard the sound of heavy firing, and changing
her course had steered toward it, signalling by
wireless her name. A confused message had
been received a few minutes before the firing
began out of which she could make but a few
letters. A combination of them spelled nothing
but made “ N-br-sk-.” Now the U.S.S. Nebraska
had been at Mount Desert on Sunday and had
started to the South eastward, and it was known
that H.M.S. Cornwallis had left Halifax the day
before to join the English squadron at Nassau.
Guesswork supplied the rest, yet there was some
reason for looking for the worst. The lookout,
the officer on the bridge, and some of the passen-
gers of the Lowel/ had claimed that, as they were
heading toward the sound of the firing and when
they were at least ten miles away, a heavy shot
had plunged into the sea but a short distance off
the steamer’s bow, after which she had changed
her course and put full speed for the coast.

The news set the country aflame! Magnified
and distorted, it reached England and touched the
train that was leading toward the mine.



CHAPTER V
IN ENGLAND

TRAFALGAR SQUARE was crowded, so thronged
in fact that people who well remembered great
gatherings in the past confessed that former
mobs had been as nothing. In the numbers and
the force of the demonstration, Mafeking'night
was forgotten. But it was no holiday crowd.
There were no penny whistles, no jesters’ bladders,
no taunting peacocks’ feathers, no happy impu-
dent slatterns, no arm-in-arm marching, and never
a sound of song or music. Instead there hummed
an ominous, constant, deep-toned murmur. Now
and then a ragged, vicious shout arose from the
edges, or a half-savage cheer from the centre where
the mass surged and swayed about the Landseer
lions, there bareheaded speakers, fiercely gesticu-
lating, addressed those nearest them. Buses and
cabs, caught and immovable in the throng, were
like ships aground, with the sweep of a sea of
faces all about them, from their roofs and seats
other speakers were shouting wildly. Here and
there a bit of colour showed where some one
waved a Union jack.

63
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The East End had flowed into the city, and
from the city had merged into the great gather-
ing places; the East End had slipped its leash,
and its fangs were dripping —it needed but a
direction to run amuck.

Parliament was in session, and about the Em-
bankment and the Bridge and the Abbey surged
another crowd. Traffic was stopped entirely.
The side streets were so jammed with vehicles
of all kinds that the police found it impossible to
extricate the tangle. Horses that had been with-
out food or water for hours were detached from
their harness and led home along the pavements.
For twenty-four hours the regiments had been
under arms, and the policemen had had no rest.
And for the first time, despite the strictness of the
municipal ordinances, the grog-shops of the lower
class had kept open doors; daylight had found
the lights still burning; men cursing and yelling
swayed about the entrances. No such ebullition
of popular feeling had ever before been known in
London. On many occasions there had been
disorderly rejoicings, even as far back as the time
of Waterloo. But then laughter rang, merriment
or rejoicing ruled. Now it was sullen anger, or
shrieking, raging madness.

Telegrams from other cities and towns an-
flounced the fact that similar gatherings were
in control.  Only at the great military camps and
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depots, like Aldershot, was there a semblance of
order. But the rumour was that even the soldiers
were at one with the temper of the populace.
England was in an imperious, demanding mood.
The utterance of cooler tongues, the thoughts of
calmer minds, went for nothing. The man who
counseled “wait,” was threatened; he who sug-
gested peace, reviled. There was no reasoning
with the universal feeling, no dealing with the
condition of the public mind. Had it all been
preconceived, arranged, and rehearsed for years,
no such spectacular show could have been imag-
ined. Thousands and thousands were drunk with
anger, as thousands were drunk with spirits. Lon-
don was loose, and England felt that Government
was hiding something from her.

Minister Dalton’s threats (and he had been
guilty of language not only undiplomatic, but
downrightly rude) had been spread-headed in the
press. The treatment of the British ambassador
at Washington had been exaggerated, and it was
stated that now his very life was in danger. The
tearing down of the arms at the consulates at two
small seaboard cities in the states had been taken
as an insult to the British nation. The Cumber-
land affair at Panama had swelled from its acci-
dental happening to a national affront. Americafl
troops were ready to enter in force British terri-
tory in the Northwest; some had already crossed
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the line! The Cumberland had left Panama and
returned to Bermuda. It was said she had nar-
rowly missed being blown up at the canal
entrance.

A very sudden change had come over the
conservative English press—a startling change.
In the last three or four days there was hardly
a paper in England that had not by its utterances
flourished the torch, or at least laid fuel on the
fire.

Wednesday’s fast four-days steamers had
brought a large number of returning English-
men, who to all appearances were flying home.
In the holds were bales of copies of Z/e Vouce
and 7V%e Verdict, and in some mysterious way, at
almost all the big cities, hundreds of copies had
appeared pasted upon the dead walls and hoard-
ings. The people had awakened to find the
apparently insulting and angry voices of their
cousins shouting at them at their own street
corners. Even 7%e¢ 7imes had stepped aside
from its usual phlegmatic course of reasoning,
and its leader had begun with the words, « They
have gone too far.” The Manchester Watchman
had appeared with a circumstantial account,
giving the details of a plan for the immediate
overrunning of Canada, and the cable had flashed
subsequently a rumour —for it was nothing more
at first —that the lanyard had been pulled, and
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that the guns of two mighty warships had spoken
on the high seas. '

The tone of the European press at first had
changed from mild surprise at England’s leth-
argy to ridicule at her lack of national spirit.
The French had laughed outright. But even
that volatile nation, so long used to sowing the
wind, could never have reaped such a whirlwind
as that which Great Britain had garnered so
suddenly. To the surprise of the world, Scot-
land, and even Ireland, were agitated to their
hearts’ core, and in the latter country there had
been riots, mob had met mob in the streets of
Cork and Belfast two days before; but the loyalty
of the Irish was predominant and overwhelming.
The first blaze of insurrection had sunk to a
merely dying ember.

War! War! was on all lips. Many shops that
bore American signs had been sacked and looted.
The word “ Yankee ” was enough to stir all those
who heard it to cries of hatred and ridicule. And
Parliament debated, debated almost tremblingly
at its own delay, for outside could be heard the
uproar of the angry voices. Every one knew, how-
ever, that it could have but one end. The night
of the sth of January shall never be forgotten.

While the excitement was at its height in Tra-
falgar Square, two women and a young man had
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watched all the day and late into the night from
the windows of a tall hotel at the corner. Mrs,
Crayl-Hamilton and Lady Montague, with pale
faces, had hoped and waited, hoped and prayed.
They had been schoolmates as girls in America;
since they were children they had been the dearest
friends. Every one remembered the two weddings
in St. George’s Chapel that had followed each
other so closely, and how the papers had then
spoken of the events as “two new alliances.” It
had been happy indeed for them, for their hus-
bands were the closest of companions. Even in
their married life they were not separated, for
their two estates adjoined.

Crayl-Hamilton had been the conservative
whip in Parliament for the past two years. Well
liked and well respected by every one who knew
him, he had been more or less a power. During
the anxiety of the last few days his voice had
been heard advocating the peace policy of Lord
Abberly, the leader of the opposition, counselling
caution and thundering denunciation of any hasty
action. Once he had started to read excerpts
from a letter which, as he declared, came from
the ablest pen in America. But he had been
:':tlmost cried down for introducing family advice
into affairs of State, for the letter that he had
attempted to read was from his father-in-law,
Edward Norton; and it was Edward Norton’s
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daughter who waited with her friend, Lady
Montague at the window of the tall hotel.

Lord Montague was colonel of the Grena-
diers; his wife, the beautiful Miss Remsen of
New York, had more at stake perhaps than had
Mrs. Crayl-Hamilton, for her two brothers were
both in the army of the United States, and her
cousin, Charles Taintor, was also. And, more-
over, the latter was engaged to a young girl she
loved, Miss Carntyne. On the desk in a corner of
the room lay some open letters, two from her
brothers, and one postmarked Canada, from her
girl friend. Over and over again she read them.
The young men had written their own feelings
plainly, and they had written as if they had ex-
pressed the feelings of a class. Yet she saw the
hopelessness of their letters’ tone; with tears she
had read a few of the messages that they contained,
— “Regards to dear old Basil,” or “Love to all
the good people at Ripley Court.” She remem-
bered the gay hunting week in Surrey, when her
brother had won the hearts of all the young
Englishmen by his good riding and his good
fellowship. And yet her brother and her hus-
band might soon be marching against each other,
and hundreds of others on either side, just like
them, with the words, “Slay! Slay! Kill! Killt”
in their throats.

The young man who was with them had gone
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down to the street and reappeared at intervals
throughout the afternoon. Still an undergradu-
ate at Harvard, John Taintor, a younger brother
of Charlie Taintor, was a favourite cousin of Lady
Montague. He had spoken little, but his flushed
face had shown at times the surge of the feelings
held within him. He hated, and yet he pitied
that wild clamouring mob below in the Square, and
yet he would have hated and pitied it much the
same if it had been one of his own countrymen.
Such bitter sorrow mingled with this feeling that
sobs sometimes choked in his throat, the way
sobs do in a bad unwelcome dream. There was
a sense of unreality about it. Dimly he foresaw
what it all might mean. He who had played so
gladly for all America at the new Lord’s
Grounds, might soon be playing unwillingly
in a larger field.

It was just before midnight when the door of
the room opened, and Crayl-Hamilton entered.
His wife ran to him with arms outstretched, he
kissed her quickly on the brow, then he sank
down in a chair for a moment, leaning his head
heavily forward in his hands. Young Taintor
poured out a glass of brandy and held it toward
him. The exhausted man — for twelve hours he
had not tasted food —took it and gulped it down.

“We have gone mad,” he groaned hoarsely,
“mad! Oh, the fools, the fools! Cannot they
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see the shadow of the coming ruin to us both?”
He looked up at the young man quickly. “God
help my country, and God help yours!” he added.
“ There has been an action at sea between two
battle ships. The Cornwallis has sunk the
Nebraska !”

Mechanically, young Taintor had poured some
brandy for himself. He caught the other’s eye.
Through his mind there flashed the picture of
another time when they had drunk together —it
was before the final international cricket match,
when some one had exclaimed in the happy
Anglo-Saxon fashion, “ May the best men win!”
Why should that thought intrude itself upon him
now? Why should the picture of that happy
moment come before his eyes? Again the sob
was in his throat. But he put down his glass,
and crossing to Lady Montague took her ex-
tended hand. Her eyes were full of tears.

« Good-by,” he said. “You understand.”

And then his cousin came to him. In a sis-
terly fashion she clasped her hands about his
neck and laid her cheek against his.

“ Good-by, dear Jack.”

“ Good-by, Elise.”

Crayl-Hamilton arose from his chair. “You
are going?” he asked awkwardly.

« Calais to-night—just got time — America
to-morrow, if 1 can get there,” the boy replied.
“ Good-by.”
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The men shook hands. Without turning, the
younger left the room. As he plunged down the
stairs he ran into some one trotting hastily upward.
It was Sir John Boltwood, the senior admiral of
the fleet. He turned to speak to Taintor, but the
boy had gone, not recognizing his old friend in
his haste.

“It’s come at last, God help us both !” said the
admiral as he entered the room. ¢ There was no
stemming the tide. Just listen to that — they’ve
got the news!”

The voices of the crowd were rising in a swell-
ing, exultant roar. Sir John beckoned Crayl-
Hamilton to the window.

“ Where was our young friend going so fast just
now’ ” he asked.

“Charlie? Home —to Anmerica, I mean.”

“Home,” repeated the admiral, “to more of

this, I dare say.” He pointed down at the seeth-
ing, cheering multitude.

All over England the news spread the next
morning; the rumour that the Papers had printed
on Wednesday had become g certainty. At
seven o'clock that evening the battle ship Corn-
wallis, battered, and pierced, and dented, had
limped into Halifax harbour, her forward com-
partments filled with water from a great gash
where she had been rammed just abaft the bows,
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She had been in action — that was plain enough.
But no one had been allowed to board her — only
her captain had gone ashore.

It was thirty-two minutes past eleven when the
admiralty and the war office were informed in
London; five minutes later the despatch was
given out on the floor of the House of Commons.
Three minutes before the chimes struck twelve,
war had been declared. The British ambassador
was cabled to demand his papers and to return.

Germany, France, and Russia shed no tears of
anguish at the news.

And now the unexpected occurred.

It could not be called a reaction, for there was
no change in public feeling; but the next day the
crowds had subsided, the people were only grim
and determined. The huge new war office build-
ing was busy. From India, Australia, and South
Africa came messages of loyalty. The contagion
had spread over the red-mapped countries. It was
magnificent, as the gathering of a storm cloud is
magnificent. It inspired the latent war spirit of
those who had hesitated to the last. The distant
scattered threads of England’s colonial fabric
were knit together once again. Millions of men
and millions of money were at her call.



CHAPTER VI
THE MEETING IN THE FOG

CapraiNn CaspER PATTERSON of the Nebraska
was a man of many peculiarities. Chief among
them was a sublime belief that no one knew more
upon certain subjects than he did himself. Con-
sequently he worried. Now, when the captain
of a warship worries, the position of executive
officer becomes no sinecure — the man who holds
it requires some attributes of sainthood.

The Nebraska, though almost an old vessel,
taking into account the short lives of modern
warships, was in most excellent trim and condi-
tion. She had been completely overhauled in
1907, given new boilers, and fitted with oil-fuel
furnaces. Her complement was full. Yet she
was not a happy ship; there was grumbling in
the wardroom, and grumbling in the forecastle,
but most often grumbling in the cabin.

The executive officer, Lieutenant Commander
Edgar, and Lieutenant Myers, the navigator, were
both able men, but they did not get on too well
together. The former had a temper, and, sad to

”a
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relate, allowed his feelings to master him at times.
So often had his orders been contradicted by the
captain, and so often had he been deprived of his
privileges, that he had taken refuge more than
once in a prolonged fit of sulks, instead of doing
what he should have done —quietly have remon-
strated. But for the matter of that, he had plenty
of sympathizers; there was not a watch officer on
board the Nebraska who was not accustomed to
having the deck taken away from him without a
word of warning.

Long before he had reached his forty-ninth
year, Captain Patterson, by all rights, should have
been in his grave. He had crowded his mind
and his life so full of petty details, that no wonder
his hair was white, his digestion gone, and that
insomnia had marked him. At sea he always
moved his quarters from the cabin to the little
room abaft the pilot-house, and when nearing
shore, despite the fact that he had one of the
ablest navigators in the service, it was said that
he slept with the lights blazing overhead and his
fingers resting on the chart. At all times, in the
night, he was wont to appear on the bridge, a
ghostly apparition in slippered feet, with great-
coat drawn over his pajamas. He had an irritat-
ing way of asking the officer standing watch if
everything was “going right, eh? eh?” He
assumed much the manner at times of the hotel
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proprietor who asks the same question of a guest
— he almost pleaded for assurance.

More than once when weighing anchor, or
mooring ship, he had interrupted the officer of
the deck and shouted directions from the bridge,
for all the world like a tug-pilot, or perhaps he
might give a dilatory yank to the telegraph handle,
with an impatient signal to the engine room, as
if he had expected the engineers below to be pos-
sessed of the powers of thought transference.

Personally, to meet him, Captain Patterson was
delightful, but his guest always perceived an over-
strained effort at politeness, especially at table.
If the guest came from the wardroom, just as he
was about to depart (perhaps he might already
have stepped through the compartment door),
Captain Patterson would surely recallhim. Tweak-
ing nervously at his pointed, gray beard, he would
request some petty explanation or suggest some
different way of doing things from that which was
then in force. It was inevitable, his nerves de-
manded exercise of some sort, and finding fault
appeased him. So, notwithstanding the fact that
the food in the cabin was most excellent, an in-
vitation to dine with the “old man” was more
dreaded than welcome.

While lying at anchor in the wide roadstead off
Mount Desert, Maine, on Sunday, the 3d of Janu-
ary, Captain Patterson had received a telegraphic
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order from the department to proceed to sea, in
order to test the wireless system that had been
erected at Sorrento, the little town on one of the
islands across the bight. Also he was ordered to
make tests of the “ Ewart locator,” and the new
“ Westland obliterator,” the first a device for
locating and ascertaining the size, direction, and
speed of any vessel within a radius of one hundred
miles — a method entirely separate from the wire-
less system of communication. The “obliterator ”
was intended to destroy, by overwhelming or burn-
ing out, an enemy’s aerial plant. It was entirely
new and practically untried.

Rather upset at receiving these orders, which
seemed trivial in the face of the condition of
national affairs, Captain Patterson got up steam
and departed. When fifty miles from shore, a
fog so dense and opaque closed down that it was
almost impossible to read the compass and the
binnacle light was turned on at two o'clock in
the afternoon.

It was just about this time that the annunciator
in the chart room started the slightest vibration of
the delicate needle point, showing that a vessel
of steel construction had come within the radius
of its operating field. A few minutes later the
locator placed the direction as N.E. by N,, and
a swift calculation showed the distance to be
eighty-eight miles, and that the speed of the ap-
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proaching vessel was not less than seventeen knots
an hour. That the Nebraska's presence had been
detected by the stranger was made known within
an hour or two, for over the wireless there came
the letters of a signal code. Captain Patterson
was on the bridge when the report was brought to
him. At once he sent for the electrician and
the navigator. The executive officer, knocking
his heels nervously together at the other end of
the bridge, completely shrouded in the gloom of
the fog, had asked no questions.

The midshipman who brought the wireless
message to Captain Patterson was still standing
at the latter’s elbow. He looked over the side of
the weather-cloth down at the deck. The edges:
of the turret below could not be discerned, and
the brown muzzles of the great guns had disap-
peared. The military top, but twenty feet over-
head, was non-existent; even the captain’s face
but a few feet from him was blurred and indistinct.
The midshipman volunteered a question: —

“ Ever seen a fog like this, sir? ” he asked.

“No, nor you either,” returned the captain,
shortly. “Heavy clouds up aloft and this con-
founded —” Then he added as if it was part of
the same sentence, Messenger!”

A little figure jumped out of the blankness.

“ Aye, aye, sir!”

“Go find Mr. Myers and Mr. Talcot— I sent
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for them five minutes ago! And oh, Mr.
Edgar!” he called to the executive, “ we’ll have
the afternoon drill as usual.”

Before the boy could turn, however, two dim,
wraithlike figures appeared, and the navigator
and the electrician each saluted and stood waiting.

“Mr. Myers,” said the captain, shortly, “just
received a message from British battle ship, which
I am not going to answer. I think this is a good
chance, sir, to try an experiment with the — what-
you-may-call-it —the — ”

“The obliterator, sir,” put in the electrician.
“Yes, sir; the batteries are ready.” He started as
if to turn away, and then came back suddenly to
the captain’s side. “We might try to burn his
wires out, or at least to interfere, sir. You see, if
he has the old vertical system, his coherers —”

The captain interrupted him.

“ We are not asking for a lecture, Mr. Talcot,”
he said. “Go below, sir, and begin your experi-
ments; report to me the results in good plain
English. Mr. Myers, stand by me here on the
bridge.”

A few minutes later the recording needle of the
locator on the Nebraska showed some remarkable
developments.

Out into space the nullifying electrical waves
had been projected. The needle swayed and
wavered like a compass card, pulled hither and
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thither by a strong magnet; then it settled sta-
tionary, apparently as useless as a broken toy.
From the joints of the wireless system there had
come a flash of electrical discharge. The electri-
cian closed off the obliterator — something had
taken place which was beyond his comprehension.
Instantly his fingers sought the switchboard, and
he pressed the key; he tried to spell the ship’s
name. If any vessel carrying the usual network
of the universal system had been within fifty
miles, there would have been some response, he
reasoned. If any huge mass of steel had been
within one hundred, its presence would have been
recorded; but there was nothing. In three
minutes he was on deck feeling his way along
the superstructure to the bridge. At the top of
the ladder he met the executive.

“Good lord, Talcot!” exclaimed the latter,
“you'll break your neck, bounding about this
way. Ever been in the steam room of a Turkish
bath ?”

Talcot did not reply. “ Where is.the captain ? ”
he asked hoarsely. “Did you ever —”

“ Well, sir,” grunted the captain, impatiently, as
he recognized who it was who had touched him
on the sleeve, “ what results ?”

“ Most unexpected, sir,” replied the electrician.
“You see, the —what we might call the voltic
strength of the current, perhaps through some
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miscalculation, and owing, I dare say, to the —
what one might term the cross vibrations — it is
really 2 most marvellous thing.”

“ Results, sir, results!” thundered the captain.

“We burnt out our own system, sir; and owing,
as I said before, to the—1I am quite led to
believe —”

Then the captain interrupted him. “ Damn
careless of you, Talcot! What about him?” he
asked impatiently, with a jerk of his finger over
the port side of the ship, toward the north. “A
nice time to get in a mess like this. Why the
devil —”

“If my surmise is correct, sir,” answered the
electrician, “we have burnt out his.”

“Sure of it?”

“J couldn't be certain, but —"

“Damn these new-fangled experiments!” inter-
jected Captain Patterson, hotly. “You mean to
say that you don’t know where he is now?”

“No, sir; and I doubt if he knows where we
are. There is still the old microphone detector,
that will tell us when he is within a dozen miles
or so — we can rely on that.”

For a moment there was silence, and the cap-
tain fell to thinking. In the old days, experience
and guesswork had been necessary under cer-
tain circumstances, in many exigencies of sea-
manship. There had been a time when eye and
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ear and general knowledge, assisted by the imagi-
nation, dictated the course of action to be fol-
lowed. Science had done away with a great deal
of the romance of the old steaming and the old
sailing days. Chance and guesswork had dis-
appeared before the accuracy of recording in-
struments and the tell-tale needles. But now so
far as the Nebraska and the on-coming vessel
were concerned, science herself had thrown back
the years of advancement. The long-extinct feel-
ing of uncertainty had taken its place, the fact
was this: within a very short space of time, two
vessels, whose positions were absolutely unknown
to each other, would probably be within hailing
distance —that is, if the stranger held to the course
she had been steering. The Nebrasta was still
roaring along, almost due east.

The captain was glad that he was upon the
bridge. It was his responsibility now, and he
was not to be bothered by the dictation of juniors
who knew more about the situation than he did.
He swelled proudly with the gratification of the
feeling that all eyes were now on him. He
thrilled through and through with the excitement
of the moment. For an hour or more he revelled
in the new sensation. Then an ensign came
hurriedly on the bridge.

The old-fashioned and reliable microphone
had detected the presence of a steamer, heading
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SE by S., two points off the port bow, only ten
miles away. A few minutes later the bugle
sounded, and the men went to quarters for the
usual drill. Immediately following, out in the
fog, there roared the blast of a great steam
whistle.

But, leaving the ANedraska here let us take a
glimpse at the private journal of the executive
officer of H.M.S. Cornwallis, at least that part
of it which within a few months was made public
for all to read. We find the following : —

“ At 2.30 in the afternoon watch, heavy fog
set in, no one on board remembered seeing any-
thing like it; at 3.30 presence of a vessel was
shown by the Craydon indicator, S.E. by S.
That the vessel was evidently a man-of-war, and
presumably an American, was made evident by
the fact that there would be no large steamer of
any transatlantic line that would steer the course
that she was steering. A few minutes later a
wireless message was sent to her telling who we
were. In case of her being English (for it was
known that the Venerable that was to take our
place at Halifax was on her way up from Nassau,
and might be to the westward of the Banks), the
signal for the day was given. No response was
made to either. A few minutes later, the execu-
tive officer reported to the captain that suddenly
our wireless system had burned out, the coherers
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being badly disturbed, and the Craydon instru-
ment rendered useless by the force of a current
that had been turned into the wires. A hurried
examination showed that the main dynamo wires
were not short-circuited, and that no accident
aboard the ship could explain the phenomenon.

« The captain quickly called a consultation in
his cabin. There was but one opinion, — some
great force, ascribed to a Yankee invention, had
been employed. To all minds it could have but
one meaning, — an American battle ship had been
lying off the north coast of Maine for the last five
days. From every standpoint, the stranger was
likely this same warship. Our presence must
have been known to him before the Craydon
instrument had detected his. The destruction
of our wires could have come from but intention
on his part. Captain Blythe reasoned that it
could have but one meaning, and all the other
officers agreed. Something must have occurred
to cause the beginning of hostilities. The crew
was called to quarters; the magazines were
opened; the captain in person visited every
part of the ship, and explained the situation.
All officers and gun captains were to observe
the utmost calmness and attention; he warned
them that an action might take place within the
next hour or two. Orders to fire were only to
be taken from the bridge or conning-tower.
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Leaving the men at their stations, the captain
went upon the bridge at 4.15. The engines
were reduced to half-speed at 4.30, and lookouts
were stationed in every part of the ship. At ten
minutes of five, a large vessel was shown by the
resounder to be six miles off the starboard bow.
In order to be on the safe side, a few minutes
later, the ship was brought down to steerageway
only. At twelve minutes past five exactly, an
on-coming vessel was heard two points forward
of the starboard quarter. Full speed ahead was
now given to the engine room, in order to cross
the stranger’s bows; at the same time the star-
board guns were trained in her direction. At
quarter past five the forward lookout, who was
invisible in the fog, shouted that there was a
big steamer almost aboard of us. Those on the
bridge heard distinctly the sound of a bugle. The
whistle was blown, and an instant later we were
rammed just abaft the bows. As the collision
took place the forward 7.2 gun of the main deck
battery was discharged. The shock of the col-
lision was so great that the Cornwallis heeled
nearly forty degrees to port, and the men at the
guns were thrown off their feet. The two for-
ward guns were fired electrically, but at the
moment of their highest angle, and neither of
their shots took effect, although the blast blew
the port anchor of the ramming vessel from its
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fastenings, and it narrowly missed falling upon
our deck. As it fell it carried outboard a few
fathoms of cable, which led every one to suppose,
owing to the similarity of sound, that the stran-
ger’s machine guns had opened upon us. Her
engines must have been reversed, for she backed
away almost clear of us,and our forward compart-
ments filling at once, carried us well down by the
head. There was great consternation. At one
moment it appeared as if the Cornwallis was
about to sink. Before the men could regain
their stations on the starboard side the stranger
had swept along it, slewing the broadside guns
out of position, and breaking or maiming half
the gun mounts. Whether there were any hails
or not at this moment is a matter of conjecture,
for the impact had in some way short-circuited
the electrical connection with the whistle, and in
the roar and confusion following nothing could
be heard. As the attack and intention of ram-
ming could be read in but one way (only with
the idea of sinking us), the guns in the after
turret that were trained athwart ships were
ordered to be fired. They were so close that
they extended over the deck of the enemy, for
S}lCh we now believed her to be, and both projec-
tiles went clear of her. Had they waited two
seconds later, her after turret would have been
put out of action. Up to this time the enemy
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had not replied, no shot having come on board
the Cornwallis; but suddenly fire was opened
from the enemy’s quick-firing battery, and our
superstructure and upper decks were full of
bursting shells and flying fragments. Lieuten-
ant Ketridge, who was in command of the star-
board torpedo division, launched a torpedo. The
enemy’s engines were reversing, and ours still
going ahead, and in the short space of a few
seconds we had swung again athwart her bows
at a distance of not more than fifty yards. The
torpedo exploded against the enemy’s starboard
quarter. The concussion was terrific. The Corn-
walles pitched forward in such a fashion that for
the second time we thought we were about to
sink. The attacking vessel must have been
blown almost in two, for with a great hissing
of steam and what appeared to be a series of
explosions, she sank immediately. As now our
engines had been stopped, we were almost gone
into the vortex. The sudden ending of the affair,
and the silence that succeeded the stopping of
our steam whistle and the'noise of the guns, was
appalling. It was broken, however, by the cries
from our wounded (eighteen of the afterguard
and second division had been killed and forty-
two were badly gashed by flying splinters and
shell fragments). The men in the tween deck
had been forced by the smoke and gases to come
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up for air, and were at first in great confusion;
but Lieutenant Brent, the officer in charge of the
forward division, reported that the bulkheads had
held and that we were in no danger of sinking.
The fog was still so thick that the surface of the
water could scarcely be discerned; but now it
broke out into a soft, heavy rain, and the at-
mosphere cleared a little. All about us were
bits of floating wreckage, and a boat being low-
ered, ten men, dazed and almost unconscious,
were picked up, —a midshipman, badly wounded
in the head, a boy, a boatswain’s mate, and eight
seamen. The midshipman died before he could
speak, and the boatswain’s mate and the others,
who were on deck at the time of the torpedo’s
explosion, could give no explanation. All in-
sisted that the Nebraska's crew (we now learned
her name for the first time) were not at quarters,
and that the ramming must have been an acci-
dent. All agreed, however, that the bugle had
blown and that #hey were going to their stations
Jor drill, but no ammunition had been served.
There is the testimony of the whole crew of the
Cornwallis in rebuttal, for the American cer-
ta.inl.y did open upon us with her light battery
within three minutes of the time of the impact,
and unless they had been expecting some such
occurrence, it would have been impossible for
her to have cast loose and provided her guns.
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After waiting in the vicinity and sending out
two more boats, but finding no one living, the
Cornwallis was headed back for Halifax.”

It was simply a recital of the events as they
took place, without comment or opinion.

However it was brought about, the fatal error
had been committed, the blunder made, the die
cast, and five hundred good men had gone down
in their great steel coffin. And, as we know, the
untimely meeting in the fog had set the world
aflame, and men of two great nations saw red and
reached for weapons.



CHAPTER VII
THE LULL BEFORE THE STORM

WiTHIN forty-eight hours of the receipt of the
news of the loss of the Nebraska the United
States had on paper the largest volunteer army
the world ever saw or even dreamed of. But it
was nothing more than a conglomeration of names
collected mostly by people without authority, —
mayors of large cities and small towns, select-
men of country villages, leaders of local political
societies, and heads of labour brotherhoods. The
State armouries had been turned into recruiting
stations; but the uniformed regiments that were
at once summoned to report were outnumbered
twenty to one by the applicants for enlistment.
All business was suspended. There was no
thought of anything but war. Patriotism was
rampant, but alas! without dignity or direction.

At Washington it was simply chaos. The
President had called to consult with him all
the generals on the active list who could be
spared from local duties, and, under the advice of
Mr. Crantz, he had summoned also many who

90
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had retired from the army, and many prominent
business men. Every practised hand, every ex-
perienced brain, was needed. But brains could not
take the place of machinery, and machinery was
lacking. The country was up, but not up in arms.
It would have made European military men laugh
aloud to see the reports that came in from the
military districts in which the various states were
hastily divided by the governors. New York
state alone offered three hundred and seventy-
five thousand volunteers with a reserve of fifty
thousand men, but there were not forty thousand
modern rifles that she could call upon. Some
states had no ammunition, and practically no arms
at all; and there was an entire lack of modern
artillery. Such a state of unpreparedness was
appalling. The nation stood aghast at its own
innocuousness. It had little else than money and
numbers to fall back upon.

The mistaken policy of curtailment, dictated
by the ever present fear of militarism, made the
present huge effort a laughable spectacle. It
was so tremendously warlike and so tremendously
useless.

Along the Canadian frontier the American
towns assembled homeguards, armed with any-
thing that they could get hold of, sporting rifles
and old Springfield muskets. Here and there a
military company was armed with small-caliber
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modern rifles and smokeless powder; but, al-
though the country was turned into a vast military
camp, north, south, east, and west, it was nothing
more than an uniformed, unarmed, and, in many
cases, a most disorderly mob.

Within a week swift changes began to show.
The remark of a rather witty foreign writer about
the population seemed to become a fact. With-
out any regard to qualification, there were
colonels appointed by scores, and lesser officers
by the tens of hundreds. Everybody wanted
everything done with the utmost haste. “On to
Canada!” shrieked 7%e Voice and The Verdict.
Many of the wildest hotheads counselled the
preparation of an immense fleet and an immedi-
ate invasion of England. * Rescue the Emerald
Isle!” cried an Irish member of Congress. If
the feeling and the spirit that had been aroused
had not been so intense and the numerical
strength so menacing, Europe might well have
held its sides and laughed. If such an unwieldy
force of men should ever invade Canada,—a pro-
ceeding urged and counselled by the hysterical
press, — they could not get out of their own way;
it was this fact that the wiser heads began to see.
It was the wealth of war material and not the
dearth of it, that was the difficulty. For a week
longer it was the process of eliminating, cutting
down, lopping off, and disbanding that occupied
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the heads of the military departments. They did
not require, and could scarcely use, one-third of
the offered material, and even for that one-third
they were not prepared. So the strange sight
was presented of a country preparing to embark
upon the greatest war of its history, endeavouring
to persuade the majority of would-be fighters to
stay at home and be content to mind their own
business. The national authorities spent most
of their time in saying, “We don’t want you!”
and the politicians bent their best efforts in pre-
senting requests for the preferment of their
friends and henchmen.

The President found it difficult to snatch an
hour in which to consult with the real military
men of the regular army, so besieged was he
by would-be generals and would-be holders of
lower grades. At last, in sheer desperation and
under the advice of the Vice-President, he formed
a national committee, a personal staff as com-
mander-in-chief of the army and navy, and
turned over to them the whole conduct of mili-
tary affairs.

Disdaining the remonstrance of Congress, with
one fell swoop he eliminated politics from the
discussion. And it was time he did so. The
Western senators were declaring that the Eastern
men were getting all the fat appointments; the
representatives of the South declared they were
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being ignored. The hyphenated brethren began
to show bitter jealousies. If the hope. of the
party in power had been that a foreign war
would divert ill feeling at home, they found them-
selves mistaken. The utter incapacity of many
people who had been elected to positions of high
authority was shown; yet when the President
made his enforced and momentous decision, a
great outcry arose. “ Aristocrats were being
brought to the fore; the college man was being
preferred to the graduate of the public schools;”
the young West Pointer was being placed over
the heads of the political amateur general. Bu-
reaucracy, it was claimed, had taken the place of
true democracy. But soon the fact began to be
apparent that some order was being sifted out
of the chaos, although much uncertainty and tur-
moil yet remained. A lesson had been learned
during the brief Spanish War; there was the nu-
cleus of a semi