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VERY few minutes for several dec-
ades past an expedition has set out to
lift the two buried treasures, estimated at
all the way from $60,000,000 to nothing
whatsoever, that are said to be on Cocos Is-
land, some three hundred miles west-south-
west of Punta Arenas, Costa Rica, in the
Pacific. Twosuch expeditionshave departed
within a month of the present writing.
Once two men went after the treasure,
and one of them came back in a small boat
with about all he could: carry on his person.
The other man didn’t come back at all.

The stories of the hiding of these two -

treasures are- rather convincing, but too
long to give here. It is reasonable to be-
lieve that several men knew the general
whereabouts of the troves, and the clues
held by each of these men have in the
course of time been scattered, in the usual
mysterious and dramatic fashlon, pretty
well all over the world., Now and then
some one gets hold of one of these clues,
and behold! another expedition sets forth.
So that Cocos Island has become not
only proverbial, but something of a joke.

THEY are not a joke to one man.
August Gissler has given twenty-two
years of his life to the quest of that treas-
ure. A large part of that time he has spent
on Cocos Island. And if you ever meet
August Gissler and talk to him five min-
utes, the last thing you will think of calling
him is a fool.

It is one thing to be sure enough of your
clues to spend several weeks looking for
vast wealth. It is quite another thing to
_ be so sure of your clues that you do not
hesitate to devote your whole lifetime to
following them out. One by one August:
Gissler has gathered all the clues into his
own hands. Whatever valuable knowledge
exists on this matter, August Gissler holds.

HE HAS his reasons for calmly watch-

ing all these expeditions come to the
island, dig, despair, depart. He has been
called the “King of Cocos Island,” and he
has been its governor-under Costa Rica, to

whom it belongs, and

- it. He could interfere

parties if he chose. H
Why doesn’t he get
same reason that he
unmolested.
Doesn’t he know whe
says he does. -
He has been in .our o
I like him. And I belie
A tremendous man, -
gray beard, a good foreh

AND ‘the story -of t
years! I wish there
here. Could any man ¥
strength ‘and persever
Gissler has shown. in t
story spend them all in 1
o’-the-wisp?" It doesn’t

He has shown me m:
Cocos Island. An ideal
treasure—or for most o
most picturesque. spot, so
diameter, its wooded cli
place to a peak 2700 feet }
bays and coves and all
island should possess. The
island and its surrounding +
everything romantically com
that it lacks the weird terms
treasure islands of fiction. So far
member, there “is no Skull Hill
Island, no Bloody Cove, no
Point. Yet strange things ha
on Cocos Island. Give any pl
of buried treasure and men w
not always in their beds.

THERE is, just now, no one

Island—unless some of t]

tions are messing around there

Time was when August G

little colony of his own, v

Rican would-be revolutio;

for good measure. But'th
There have been times,

on the island were so anxi

they built a vessel to carry

hundred miles to the ma:

‘there have been times when

anxious to go there that—
go into all that now.

But I wish you. could al
Gissler and hear about it at
go to Cocos Island and see

A. S. H.



KINGC GAN'S
TREASURE ¢

H'D‘COUZENS

CHAPTER 1
UNION DOWN

q HE schooner Albicore was wal-
lowing heavily, deep in the water
and groaning protestingly with
every heave that strained her

well-worn timbers. Only a gentle trade-
wind was blowing and the sea was a series
of long swells, but as the Albicore slid down
these she la.y over slowly and wearily till
the water gurgled in at her scuppers, and
seemed loath to right herself to a normal
balance.- :

Captain Tobias Cleary stood on the after
deck, his large yellow teeth biting firmly
on the stem of a short pipe, dividing his
attention between a faint smudge of smoke

on the far western horizon and his huge,

evil-visaged mate, who stood in the waist
enlivening, by curses and threats, the shift
of men toiling weanly at the pumps. The
Albicore belonged to an age that antedated
such luxuries as gasoline donkey-engines,
and the heart-and-back-breaking seesaw
was done at the cost of sweat, blisters and
discouragement.

The crew was not only wearied to exhaus-
tion, but in a condition bordering on panic,
for in spite of hours of unceasing. toil the
water had been gaining at the rate of six*
inches an hour. When, on the previous day,
the Captain and mate had examined below,
the water in the hold had been waist high
and had since steadily increased at an
alarming rate. Their verdict had been
that the garboards had started and no.re-
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pairs were possible, yet, although the sea
-was calm and the vessel apparently doomed
to sink in a short time, the Captain had re-
sisted all efforts of the crew to launch the
boats. Even the mate felt called upon to
expostulate mildly.

“I don’t mind hazing them men, sir,
according to orders,” said he, ‘“but what’s
the bloomin’ use? The old hooker’s goin’
to dive, ain’t she, and why not save what
them men have left in ’em for the boats?”

“Mr. Canfield,” said the Captain, “I'm
master of this ship, I reckon, and supposed
to know what’s needful. When I order the
men to cease pumping you can deliver the
order; but I intend to call you to witness
when the time comes, Mr. Canfield, that
everything has been done to save this
schooner to the last minute. Is that clear?”

“It is, sir,” said the mate, and went back
to his duties.

They were directly in the Great Circle
track of the big China steamers and when
the smudge of smoke appeared in the west
the Captain drew a breath of relief. Soon
the yellow derrick masts, the funnel and
superstructure of one of the Empress liners
crept into view over the edge of the sea.
When the hull was completely raised he
closed his glass and ordered the men to cease
pumping and lower the boats. The liner
slackened speed at the distance of half a
mile and conveyed, by a hoarse toot of her

siren, that the officers had seen the flag"

flying union down at the main peak of the
Albicore. At a distance of a quarter of
a mile she came to a full stop.

Captain Cleary, meantime, went to the
cabin, which was ankle-deep in water,
opened the chest containing the specie for
the incidental expenses of the schooner and
carefully deposited therein the log, ship’s
papers, his chronometer and sextant. Then,
with a preliminary surreptitious glance
through the companion door, he went to a
small bulkhead door leading aft to the laza-

rette, and disappeared within. In a few
" minutes he reappeared, called loudly for
the mate, and with the latter’s help carried
the chest on deck and carefully lowered it
into one of the boats. The first boat, with
the second mate in command, contrary to
maritime ethics, had been launched by the
panic-stricken crew and was already some
distance on its way toward the steamer.

The Captain, with proper nautical pride,
was the last to leave the vessel. He wiped

away what might hav
or perhaps a dash of
crest of a swell by t!

“Good-by, old hoc
been a good stanch s
a long while agone!”

T 4 ABOARD the I
"1.!_ sengers and «

along the rail, gi
cided list. There were

‘sympathy, especially i

sengers, for the laborin;

and . the forlorn little
slowly over the sea tow
deed there was a pathos in
ropes and slatting sails of the
sel, so helpless and futile with
touch of human hands to trin

But the chief officer on the
steamer fumed and fussed
progress of the two boats.
Albicore kept their eyes on
the officers looked back
every instant to see her sett
deep, mysterious blue of t
for some reason the last ac
was delayed and the Al
to float, dangerously low in
sinking no lower.

The second mate’s boat re
steamer and the crew swarmed
lot’s ladder that had been lowere
steerage deck. The Captain’s
about fifteen fathoms away whe
exclamation from the mate cause
Cleary to look over his shoulder,
to see the last of the schooner.
time there was a stir on the ste:
and cries of excitement from the
the attention of all seeming
from the small boat to the
Captain stared, immovable,
ment, then an oath burst frc
an explosion.

“Hold water!” he roared.
port, pull starboard! Pull,

The men cbeyed the first
ally, then fumbled helpless
were gazing at the aban
The Captain repeated his ¢
supplementary stream of
much fouling of oars and
the boat swung round, she
iron bilge of the toweri
started back toward the sc

A cheer rose from some or tne passengers



King Corrigan’s Treasure 5

who, not understanding, thought this an
act of rescue, but the chief officer leaned
over the bridge rail. He, too, had been
watching the schooner and what he saw
made him swear tremendously.

““What foolery is this?”’ he cried, a burr
in his voice, for he was a bearded giant from
the Land o’ Cakes. “Do ye think a mail-
'steamer has naught to do but lay here a
fortnight for yer whimsicalities?” )

But there was no answer from the boat.
The Captain did not even look back, and
after shouting a torrent of questions at the

nonplussed second mate of the Albicore, who -

stood on the deck below, the officer turned
on his heel and yanked viciously at the
engine-room signal. 4

CHAPTER II
A STERN CHASE

LEANING easily on the taffrail of the
Albicore was the tall, rather slight figure
- of a man in a leather automobile cap. He
was-puffing lazily at a cigar which he now
and then held between finger and thumb
and inspected critically. Just as the crew
of the second mate’s boat boarded the
steamer he had walked to the flag halyards,
cast them off, lowered the flag, reversed it so
that the union was at the top and again
sent it aloft.

Having thus disposed of the signal of dis-
tress he resumed his lazy attitude at the
rail. The maneuvers of the boat appeared
to afford him only a languid interest. When
it had approached to within a dozen fathoms
of the schooner he stepped to the wheel
and, with the same deliberation with which
he had reversed the flag, gingerly spun the
spokes till the slatting sails caught the wind
and bellied out, straining at the sheets.
The logy vessel heeled heavily and reluc-
tantly, but the wind droveher slowly ahead.
There was a yell from the boat.

‘“’Hi, there; drop it! Luff—Iluff, you fool!”’
shouted the Captain. “Drop that wheel,
you maniac, or luff her up! We’re coming
aboard!”

“Captain!” cried the mate, “the steam-"

er’s leaving!”

. It wasafact. The huge liner was churn-
ing the water with her powerful screws and
presently forged ahead with a single scornful
“toot, her mystified passengers crowding
astern. Thisimmediately caused something

like a panic in the boat. The men cast
frightened glances over their shoulders at
the schooner and looked helplessly at the
departing liner. The man pulling the stern
oar half rose to his'feet.

“Why, she’s quittin’ us!” said he, a tired
sob in his voice. “Quittin’ us like a dog;
an’ the schooner’s sinkin’!”

He opened his mouth to yell at the steam-
er when the Captain leaned forward, smote
him on the jaw with his fist, and he fell in a
sprawling heap into the lap of the man be-
hind him.

“Now get up there and grab that oar!”
said the Captain. “And keep your mouth
shut!  We’re going to board the Albicore.
Pull, consarn ye, or, by Christmas! there’ll
be some heads broken!”

The weary, frightened men looked at
their superior as though he had suddenly
gone mad, but the habit of obedience was
strong and they again bent to their oars.
When the boat was close to the schooner
the man aboard, who had been watching
with a quiet smile, went again to the wheel.
This time he juggled with the spokes ex-
perimentally, measuring the small boat’s
progress with his eye. When he found the
point at which there was just ‘enough way
on the schooner to match the speed of the
boat he picked up the end of a rope, noosed
it around a spoke, and made it fast to the rail.

CAPTAIN CLEARY’S face was an
apoplectic purple. -He raged and
swore.

“Luff, I tell ye, luff! Throw her into the
wind and let me aboard my ship!”

The man leaned over the rail, blew a puff
of smoke at the boat and smiled. He was a
young man, and his features might have
been pleasing had they not been marred by
a pair of blackened eyes, a swollen nose and
a badly cut lip. His smile of mild enjoy-
ment was therefore somewhat distorted.

“Did you say your ship?” he inquired
blandly.

“Yes, my ship! Who the Davy Jones
are you? What are you doing aboard there?
Wait till I get my hands on you and I'll
teach you whose ship it is! Cast off that

- rope and let me aboard!”

“You seem excited,” said the young man
mildly. “You are uttering threats. You
appear to be a violent man, like that blue- -
nosed ruffian in the bow, there,” he indi-
cated the mate, “and it would be unwise to
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allow you aboard in your present humor.
As to this being your ship, you are mistaken.
You abandoned her. She is a derelict, for-
saken by master and crew. If you have any
claim for wages or anything like that, you
should submit it to the owners. I refuse to
bicker with you. Why the deuce didn’t
you get aboard that steamer when you had
the chance? This schooner may sink any
minute. You must have known that her
deck is no safe place for any one when you
abandoned her.”

“Will you luff up and let me aboard?”

roared the Captain.

“Not I. I don’t like your manner. You
are crude and rough. If there are any or-
ders to be given just now, I’ll give them my-
self. You must see that I’ve got it all over
you, my man, and there you sit bellowing
orders at me till you’re black in the face.
As man to man, sir, is it wise?”

The Captain was beyond articulate
speech. -

“You ask who I am,” continued the
young man. “My name is Winthrop—
Harvey Winthrop, of San Francisco. You
probably never heard it before, and that
blue-nosed pirate insists it is Smith. But
I’ve met you before, several times. It was
in the—the lazarette, I think you call it.”

The effect of this statement on the Cap-
tain was remarkable. With a cry of rage he
drew his revolver from his pocket and fired
point-blank at the man on the schooner.
But pistol-shooting from a small boat in mo-
tion is a difficult art, and the bullet only
drilled a neat round hole in the mainsail.
.He kept on firing as fast as he could pull
the trigger till his revolver was empty. The
shots, however, all went wild. Mr. Harvey
Winthrop appeared surprised but not dis-
concerted. He felt in his pockets and pres-
ently brought forth a revolver, large, black
and wicked-looking. He broke it open,
looked carefully at the cylinder, then rested
his elbow solidly on the rail and took de-
liberate aim at the Captain.

“Really,” said he, “you are the worst
shot T ever saw. You areangry about some-
thing and your gun is empty. Throw it
overboard or I’ll show you some real shoot-
ing. Over with it—lively now!”

The order was snapped out sharply in a
very business-like tone and Captain Cleary
saw that the revolver was held quite steadi-
ly. With a curse he flung his own weapon
overboard.

- {3 Th
haps i
tongue
are the
taken.
abandc
in poli
No dot
and pi
next cl
anythi
looks t
interest
“Wi]
tain.
His -
had so:
looked
schoont
(lI)ll
“Don’t
though
enough
leave y
eat.”
He v
turn,
away.

£

look of
space Y
schoon¢
the oa
tormen
“Mr.
voice o
goodne:
man is¢
“Ord
Shippec
“The
deck dc
The1
avoidec
rough,
rassed.
(‘He
was ill,
he was
“Des
it, don’
and it’
came fi

for this. 1 vcucve JUU LU JLuovd S PAPIGAD, Ve

-
s



King Corrigan’s Treasure 7

s

my man, but you’ve made such a fine hash
of this voyage that I'll make it my business
to see that you never serve under them!
Put that in your pipe and smoke it, Mr.
Canfield!”

The mate viewed his superior with a wry,
bitter smile. . :

““Seems to me, sir, there’s things that
make your own ticket look a trifle cloudy.
Under your orders we quit a sinkin’ ship
and then under your orders pull back and
try to board her, and fishy is no name for

it. Maybe I’'m wrong, sir; I'm only say-
ing.”
CHAPTER III
WINTHROP’S ULTIMATUM

MEANWHILE the schooner drew away,
and Winthrop, his hands locked be-
hind him, walked back and forth lost in
thought. - He was still smoking and he took
the long black cigar from his lips and sniffed
daintily at the smoke.

“By Jove,” said he, “this is certainly a
rank cigar. Smells like a scorched bacon
rind. I wish I had a cigarette.”

He threw*the offending weed overboard.

For some time he paced up and down,
swaying rather awkwardly to the motion
of the vessel, whistling softly. He glanced
aloft critically at the simple rig which, nev-
ertheless, seems intricate enough to a lands-
man.

“I suppose,” said he, “that I shall have
to have some one to help me handle these
sheets and halyards and things. I don’t be-
lieve I could do it alone even if I had time to
study it out. The question is, how am I
going topick my men. Blue-nose,the mate,
and the man of the lazarette, who is evi-
dently the Captain, are out of the question.
Lord, I'm hungry, and I'd give anything
I own for a cigarette!”

He gave over his meditations for a time
and went below, returning later with some
soggy strips of cold bacon, a handful of
biscuit and a pannikin of water. He
- perched on the top of the house where he
sat dangling his legs and nibbling, rather
ruefully, at his unsatisfactory meal. From
his elevated position he made out two things
which had not before been apparent. One
was that far off to the west there was visible
another smudge of smoke like a tenuous
wraith along the horizon; the other, that

they had raised a small sail on the boat
astern and were slowly overtaking the
schooner.

Winthrop’s face was not, ordinarily, a
thoughtful one. It wore a quizzical, care-
less expression as of one who took life as
rather a transparent joke and was considera-
bly bored by it, but now, as he sat digging
his heels into the dingy paint of the cabin-
house, his brows were drawn with lines of
perplexity.

“If T had a cigarette,” he muttered, “I

could think better. That cigar I found was
actually a narcotic. Probably belonged to
Blue-nose. If I'm to take this ship in
charge I've got to think out ways and
means or I might as well give up and board
that steamer myself. Harvey, buck up!
The Lord hates a quitter!”
- Z&] AS THE small boat drew nearer he
73-" released the wheel and the schooner
. flew up into the wind. Then he re-
sumed his perch on the top of the house
and continued his meal with apparent en-
joyment as the boat came up astern and he
saw the drawn, anxious faces and the hun-
gry eyes following his motions. There was
no mistaking the fact that the boat’s crew
was hungry and thirsty.

He ostentatiously raised the pannikin,
took a deep draught and tossed the balance
over the rail in a shower of glistening drops.
Then, as the boat came alongside, he took
a coil of rope in his hand and flung it to the
man in the bow, who made fast while the
sail was let go. The Captain stood up,
prepared to leap aboard, when he found
himself staring into the muzzle of Win- -
throp’s revolver.

“Don’t be in a hurry,” said Winthrop,

. quietly, but very firmly; ‘“the first one of

you who comes aboard without permission
will be shot like a dog. Sit still!”

The Captain subsided to his place in the
stern. Winthrop, holding the revolver
steadily, carefully studied the face of each
man in the boat.

“Hungry?” he asked.

“Yes!” the answer came in chorus.

“Thirsty?”

“Ay, fair perishin’!” the response was
even louder.

“Any of you men got a cigarette?”

. A thin youth of about nineteen, who
looked more like a landsman of the slums
than a sailor, reached mechanically into the
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breast of his shirt and produced a large mus-
lin bag of granulated tobacco and a packet

. of papers. He held them in his hand uncer-
tainly. Winthrop smiled.

“Hand ’em up here. You’ve saved my
life. Cigarette, you may come aboard!”

The youth handed up the tobacco and
papers but glanced fearfully at the schooner
and did not move.

“ Ain’t that ship sinkin’?’’ he asked.

“If she was,do you think I'd have been
fool enough to stand by her all this time?”
The revolver-muzzle wavered toward the
thin youth. “I told you to come aboard.
I can’t steal your tobacco from you, you
know, and I must have some of it. Step
lively!”

The owner of the tobacco climbed over
the rail. Winthrop’s eyes still roved over
the boat.

“What'’s in that chest there between your
knees?”’ he inquired of the Captain.

“Ship’s papers,” said Captain Cleary
laconically. i

“Well, I shall need them. I shall have
to ask you to hand them over. Cigarette,
will you be so kind as to pass that gentle-
man the end of a rope?” The grinning
youth obeyed. ‘‘Correct. Now, Mr. Cap-
tain, just make that rope fast to the chest,
will you? Hurry, and no trifling or it will
be the worse for you!”” The cocked revolver
was so near the Captain’s face that he could
see the gray bullets in the cylinder. He
made the rope fast. ‘“Now, Cigarette,
we’ll haul this aboard; it ought to prove
useful. Together now!”

The youth obediently hauled away, Win-
throp assisting with his left hand, and the
chest tumbled aboard. At the same instant
the mate, with a snarkof rage, sprang for the
rail and was half-way over when the butt of
the revolver, with the full swing of Win-
throp’s arm, struck him on the head and
he fell back in the boat, a stream of blood
pouring over his face.

“That’s one for you, Blue-nose!” said
Winthrop. His voice was no longer languid,
but had a singular, business-like sharpness.
“That’s part of what I owe you, Try again
and you’ll get the rest with interest, = Ciga-
rette, take a belaying-pin or something and
help me keep order. This ship jsp’t

down by a long,5h°t~ You stand b)g orln?eg,
Cigarette, and T’ll stand by yoy. Now is

there a cook aboard?”
Nobody in the boat spoke. “The cook’s
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Captain Cleary stood up, livid with rage,
and shook his fist. .

“You men aboard there—Hansen, Ke-
awe, Nolan—get that man! Kill him—tie

him up or throw him overboard! T’ll give

1"

-you a hundred dollars apiece
Cigarette brandished his belaying-pin.
“You mutt!” hecalled, “if I had one

crack at you and that rum of a mate, I'd

show you both! That for the pair of you!”

He flung the belaying-pin at the boat and -

spat over the side.

“That’ll do, Cigarette,” said Winthrop;
‘“don’t waste property and words need-
- lessly. Just take that wheel and get some
headway on this schooner.”

CHAPTER IV
PROGRESS OF . THE Albicore

THEY had been pumping for hours.
Winthrop had set the example, throw-
ing off his coat and turning to, urging the
men on with good-natured banter and al-
lowing frequent spells for rest, food and
water. But Keawe, the Hawaiian, was the
only one who bent to the work with a show
of willingness. Hansen was sullen and pee-
vish, complaining bitterly at so early a re-
newal of the discouraging work, and Ciga-
rette, who, like most seamen, could not un-
derstand good-natured familiarity in a
superior, at first became sulky and later
assumed an air of patronizing contempt.

Nevertheless, Winthrop kept them at the
task till they could hold out no longer, when
he declared a halt, ruefully nursing a pain-
fully blistered pair of hands. The water in
the well had not subsided perceptibly. The
men dropped off to sleep like logs on the
deck. Winthrop retreated to the cabin,
strapped the revolver to his wrist as a pre-
caution, and also went to sleep. Fortu-
nately the wind and sea remained tranquil.
When Winthrop awoke he called Cigarette
into the cabin. o

“Cigarette,” said he, indicating the sex-
tant and chronometer case which he had
tatlen fr(am the chest and laid on tél(:: cabin
table, “do you know anything about the
use of thosZ things?”’ 8

“Nope; never learned no rudiments,”
said Cigarette, with a broad grin.

_“Too bad,” said Winthrop, looking at
him curiously. “What do you know about
saﬂmg a Ship? ” .

“Enough to rate me A. B., meanin’
Able-Bodied seaman,” said the youth su-
perciliously. ,

“Very good. I suppose you know all
about steering and working the ropes and
sails, and whatever else an A. B. is sup-
posed to know?”

“Sure I do, cull!”

“Well, what’s the first thing to be done to
get this schooner on her way to Honolulu?”’

“Pump the rest of the water out of her,”
said Cigarette sarcastically. “The four
of us could get her dry in three or four
months.”

“Thank you,” said Winthrop, drawing a
long inhalation from a cigarette made from
the sailor’s tobacco and blowing out the
smoke slowly with great enjoyment; “I
might have known that myself, of course.
T’ll see that you and the others get all the
pumping you want, you may be sure. But
there’s a great deal I’ve got to learn at once,
and I rely on you and Cookie and [the Ka-
naka to help me out.

“First, however, there are some other
things to be understood. One of them is
that I am in full charge of this schooner.
I can sink her in no time, and intend to do it
if there is any insubordination that inter-
feres with my plans. If she pulls through
and it all works out right, you and your
friends will have no cause to complain.
Your name is Nolan, isn’t it?”’

“Yes; Terry Nolan.”

“Very good. Perhaps you know mine?”

“You’re Smith, ordinary seaman, shang-
haied at Honolulu. Drunk, I reckon,
wasn’t you?’” his grin was broader than ever.

“Cigarette, I shall call you Nolan here-
after in the interest of discipline. And from
now on you’ll cut out any flippancy you
may have on your chest and realize that I'm
Captain of this ship. You will obey orders
instantly, and answer me in just the same

‘way and with the same respect as you-did

your late Captain. Now my name is Win-
throp; see if you can remember it. What
is my name?”’

Nolan passed the back of his hand
across his mouth, and the familiar, yellow-
toothed grin disappeared magically as
though wiped away by the gesture.

“Winthrop—sir.”

143 What? ”»

“Captain Winthrop, sir!”

“That is better. I had intended appoint-
ing you an officer if you knew anything of
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navigation, but as you don’t, I’ll think it
over for a while until you get some of the
levity out of your system. Meanwhile
these are my quarters and yours are in the
forecastle with the others, and you are not
to intrude unless at my invitation. Under-
stand?”’

“Sure—I mean, yes, sir!”

“Very good, Nolan. That goes for the
others, too. I mean no hard feelings, and
I'm no tyrant, only there mustn’t be any
misunderstanding as to who’s boss here.

I need your advice, but you are not to get

swelled up or self-important. I’'m glad to
have you aboard and thankful to you for
sharing your tobacco with me, and I'll
treat you white if you do the same by me.
Is that all clear now?”

“Yes, sir,” said Nolan, and there was no
mistaking the heartiness in his tone.

“All right,” said Winthrop. ‘“With that
understanding we’ll get on nicely. I sup-
pose it’s hard to respect me as your officer
under the circumstances, but you’ll have
to, and forget that you ever heard of me as
Smith in your life. Now get one of those
charts and let’s see if we can make head or
tail of things.”

gwsy NOLAN found and spread out a
< chart of the Hawaiian group and
" Winthrop studied it carefully.

“What time did we leave Honolulu, No- -

lan?” he asked musingly. “I don’t recall
it myself.”

Nolan successfully stifled an incipient grin.

“Four bells, mornin’ watch, sir, on the
twenty-sixth.”

“Hum! That makes five days we’ve
been at sea. What direction—1I should say,
what course have we sailed since?”

“ About nor’-nor’-east, half east, sir, after
leavin’ Molokai Channel.”

“And about how fast does this schooner
sail?”’

“She ain’t been makin’ more’n about five
knots; all told on 3 average, sir.”

Winthrop considered the chart with at-
tention, made a few lines and measurements
and finally placed a dot with his pencil.

“According to that we ought to be some-
yvhere about here. NOW, Nolan, I suppose
if we turned on our tracks and sailed back
on_the opposite course, which is—er—some-
thing like about south-southwest, we’d get

back somewhere pe
wouldn’t we?” ar where we started,

~ever do it.

Adventure

Nolan looked doubtful.

“I ain’t so sure, sir,” said
things they has to allow fo:
course. Leeway an’ such.”

“Why, hang it,” said Wir
at the way all those islands az
as thick as flies in a butcher
point her head in any general
way, we'd be bound to hit s
don’t see how we could miss it.
such a close flock of islands.
Don’t that seem reasonable, Nol:

“I shouldn’t wonder, sir,”
dubiously.

“Well, you go on deck and get
south-southwest, and I’ll decide
later. Ifthereisany helpneeded,«

Nolan disappeared; flushed w
little brief authority, and Winth
a long while looking at the chart..
got a number of others and spen
hour studying them.

“Places everywhere,” he mutte
ing a cigarette of Nolan’s tobacco
esting places—bully places where
can see and do things. And I’y
wanted to be a merry, merry ¢
with my own ship under me.
only had a full crew and a man to
fool junk they shoot the sun wit
the salvage go hang.”

In the Captain’s room he found
technical books, one an epitome of
tion, and a nautical almanac, but af
an hour’s perusal of trigonometrica
columns of logarithms, and a tentat
amination of the sextant, he gaveit , __
threw himself at full length on a damp
transom.

“It’s no earthly use,” said he ¢
ently; “I can’t make head or tail
rubbish, and I wonder how these i
low-browed brutes of mates and
There’ll be the de
if a storm comes up with only
and a chump like me to handle t!

Nolan stuck his head in at th
companion. ‘“‘Better come on

said he.
CHAPTER V
WINTHROP FINDS A CI

THE sea was like molten g

was not a breath of wind.
er rose and fell as gently as
a sleeping child, her sheets

S aiag weave
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sails slatting softly. The sun was shining
with an unnatural brightness and the air was
so clear it seemed fairly to sparkle, but off
to the north there was a haze that obscured
. the horizon like an Indian-summer mist.
¢“What’s the trouble?” asked Winthrop.

Keawe was at the wheel and Nolan and
the cook stood in the waist, the latter with
his arms folded and a look of anxiety on his
face. He was a large, weather-beaten man
of about forty, with mild blue eyes and a
simple, boyish expression. He turned to
‘Winthrop. ‘

“I tank ve going to have vind, sir,” said
he.
““What makes you think so?

quiet enough to me.”

“It’s too qviet, sir, and you can smell
de vind coming. I ban shipwreck tvice on
Pacific storm and dey coom yust like dis
von.”

Winthrop cocked his eye aloft knowingly.

‘“Then we’d better take in some of that
sail, I suppose.”

““Yas, sir. But if a storm cooms, dis har
schooner can’t sail at all. Too much vater
below. She can’t beat and she can’t ron
for it, no vay at all.”

Winthrop looked around rather help-
lessly. -

““Too bad we can’t anchor,” said he.

The intended absurdity was lost on Han-
sen, who looked at him with a hew respect.

““Dot’s vat I ban going to suckyest. I
ban going to say, sir, dot ven ve gat sail
off, den I make sea-anchor, and if storm
cooms ve ride it out.”

“All right,” said Winthrop, “go ahead.
I guess you're right about the wind, Cookie;
look there!”

Along the horizon patches of vapor like
Golden Gate fog were flying, and behind
was a brown, murky wall. They reduced
the sail area to the merest fraction and then
Hansen, with a spare staysail, set about
making a sea-anchor. When the storm
broke it found the A4lbicore snug and riding

-easily, fully prepared for the heaviest kind
of a blow.

The storm lasted four days. It was not a
severe storm, or rather they were not far
enough to the westward to get its full force.
The._ Albicore labored painfully, swept from
stem to stern by the heavy seas, for she was
too logy to rise. Everything movable on
deck, including the two remaining boats,
was carried away, and to the men impris-

It seems

oned below it was a period of intense strain
and anxiety. The three sailors stood it
cheerfully enough, however, now that they
were assured that the schooner was really
sound and able to keep afloat indefinitely.
The cook’s duties were a sinecure, as there
was no opportunity to cook any food, and
Winthrop, finding a fair supply of canned

- stuff in the pantry for the use of the officers,
.issued it unsparingly.

He spent most of his time in the cabin
pouring over charts and tables, endeavoring
to acquire something of the elements of
navigation, making but little progress till,
in the second mate’s room, forward of the
main cabin, he found a simple work on
plane and traverse sailing. This he found
fairly intelligible and read it through several
times, working out all the examples and
planning imaginary courses on the charts.
wind fell and the sun showed mo-
— mentarily an inflamed red through
the dense strata of clouds on the western
horizon, and the next morning broke fair
with a clear sky, a fresh trade-wind blowing
and a sea that had quite gone down. The
deck was a sad jumble of fouled rigging,
smashed rails, and had the general appear-

ance of a complete wreck, but the masts
had held and with a few repairs the Albicore

AT SUNSET of the fourth day the

would be as good as ever. .
Winthrop stretched his legs and sniffed
the cool trade with delight.

“By Jove!” said he, “this is decidedly
worth-living for. What poor, starved mor-
tals we are, cooped up in cities! This is my
opportunity, the chance of a lifetime.
Hang the salvage! I want to sail this old
boat somewhere and do things with her! I
suppose it’s piracy, but so much the better.
If T only had a crew and could sail her
properly!”

He found a binocular glass below, but
none of the islands that had appeared so
numerous and crowded on'the chart were
visible. In order to extend his horizon he
climbed part way up the main rigging, and
here, as he looked around, something sud-
dénly leaped into the object-glass. It was
small and elusive, far off to the southwest.
It bobbed into view, tantalizingly, for a
second at a time, then vanished into the
distant hollows or was lost in the roll of the
schooner. It appeared to be triangular in
shape, as it cut into the sky-line on the crest
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of a wave, and might have been the fin of
some gigantic sea-monster. It might also
have been, thought Winthrop, the sail of a
small boat, and, calling Keawe, he sent him
aloft with the glass. The Kanaka took a
long survey from the crosstrees.

““Cap’n,” he finally reported, ‘“‘that been
boat—whale-boat. Plenty men inside.”
- By the time they had taken the sea-

anchor aboard, set the lower sails and got

the schooner before the wind they could see
the small boat plainly through the glass. It
carried a leg-of-mutton sail and was heading
directly for the Alpicore. In an hour’s time
it was within hailing distance and one of the
men hallooed lustily. Winthrop answered
with a wave of his cap and Nolan threw the
schooner into the wind. Then Winthrop,
assuring himself that all the chambers of
his revolver were loaded, placed the weapon
in his coat pocket.

THE boat was a large surf-boat
Y| such as are carried by trading ves-
sels among the islands. The man
in the stern wielding the long steering-oar
and another who sat near him were white
men, but the others, of whom Winthrop
counted twelve, were dark of skin and he
rightly surmised that they were Kanakas.
He saw this conglomerate boat-load ap-
proaching with mingled feelings. Obviously
-the men were shipwrecked. What was he
to expect of them aboard the Albicore?

He was far from sure of his own rights
under the salvage regulations, and if the
white men were ship’s officers he might
find his other, half-formed plans interfered
with in an awkward way. Vet for common
humanity’s sake he could not refuse to
take a party of castaways aboard and he
determined to be prepared for trouble.

“Either this is the crew I’ve been hoping
for,” he mused, “or there’s going to be the
devil of a scrap. Whichever way it is, I
guess there’ll be some fun.”

He called his own men together.

“I picked you men,” said he, “to helpme
work the ship, and so far we’ve stood by her
together. You're good men, and I want you
to stand by me to the end. Can I rely
on you to back me up if anything hap-

ens?”’

“Ay, that you can, sir,” said Nolan,

“Thanks. Then remember that I'm in
charge of this vessel and she belongs to me
till she’s turned over to the underwriters.

Don’t tell what you know
don’t take any orders exc
I’'m going to maintain my r

if possible, and. any one who
me is going to get into trouble.

.boys. . Now stand by with a lir

have a look at these people.”
The boat came round under th
lee and ranged smartly along:
made the line fast and the man
stepped nimbly aboard, foll
other white man. He was
five years of age, short, stoc
browned by the sun. His sa
mustache were burned to a |
the ends, and there were ma
and crisscross lines around a
rather disconcerting light-gray
He wore puttees, duck trou
tweed Norfolk jacket, and in
brown skin and lithe, muscular
none of the cut of the merch:
about him. His companion, w.
eral years older, was of a more
weather-scarred type, yet he,
of a far different grade from tl
tain Cleary or his mate. Both 1
about shrewdly, taking in deta
pert eyes, and Winthrop did not
the curious, quick glances at hi

@ no look of the sea about h
° clothes, though they were
and soiled, were of a fashionable ¢
automobile cap was a striking ir
The blue-black had faded from
eyes, leaving a smoky brown .
nose and lip had resumed their
pearance. A rough stubble
face, which was rather pale, w
the seaman’s alertness of expr
very poise on the deck was ur
In “fact, Harvey Winthrop °
seemed more at home anywhere

HE WAS well aware that t

‘,on the deck of a sailing-vessel in ¢

tive capacity. His equanimity,
was unruffled.

“Welcome aboard, gentlemen,
calmly. “Glad to see you. You
have been in difficulties.”

“Well, rather,” said the y
“There’s not much left of us.
introduce myself. I'm Capta
late of the schooner Hihimanu
mate, Mr. Carncross. Are
mand?”’

”»
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“Yes,” said Harvey, shaking hands.
¢ My name is Winthrop.”

“Glad to know you, Captain Winthrop.
You ‘seem to have had trouble yourself,
though you've still a deck under your feet,
which is more than we have. We were
standing off for Kauai when we saw the old
Albicore and she was a sight for sore eyes for

Jim and me. Old man Cleary was skipper
the -last I remember. I see you’ve been
leaking and have only three men on deck.
Have you lost anybody?”

“Yes,” said Winthrop, “we’ve lost Cap-
tain Cleary and all the rest, but we’re not
leaking. The ship’s as sound as a dollar
and will be all right with a little work at the
pumps. If your men are fresh enough to
turn to, we can have her dry inside in no
tme.” )

The Kanakas had come aboard bringing
a chest and several bags of miscellany, and
finding a pair of davits still intact, had
hooked on the falls and hoisted the surf-
boat aboard. To- Winthrop they were a
‘queer lot, darker than Keawe, the Hawai-
jan, their features coarser and of a more
barbaric cast. Some of them had their hair
fluffed out, giving a most odd effect, and one
wore a heavy piece of ivory through the car-
tilage of his nose.

Something in Winthrop exulted. These

~ were Englehart’s men, and the fierce-looking
Micronesians gave him a kind of thrill as
though he were already in touch with un-
known men and places and things that he
desired. '

“Just a moment, gentlemen, till I give
some orders,” said he, and walked over to
Nolan, who was at the wheel.

Captain Englehart shot a
glance at his mate.

“Nolan,” said Winthrop hurriedly, “for
the present I'll ask you to act as mate. Get
the schooner on her course, south-south-
west, as before. Then set those black men:
to work at the pumps. Come below, gen-

quick, shrewd

I3

“Well, sir,” said Englehart, swallowing
his drink with a relish, ‘there’s no account-
ing for luck at sea. This was one of those
rotary storms, but both you and I were on
the edge of it, a long way from the seat of
trouble. We were making easy work of it—
the Hihimanu was a fine little schooner—
when a fool tramp steamer, battered into so
much junk and without lights, comes blun-
dering along, right out of the heart of things,
and shears our bows off clean. We were
gone in about ten minutes. Lucky we fell
in with you so soon. Jim and I haven’t

" any time to waste. We!lve pressing business

v

tlemen,” said he as he rejoined the others. -

CHAPTER VI

AN UNDERSTANDING BETWEEN GENTLEMEN

WINTHROP found a bottle of gin in a
locker and some glasses and set them

on the table. Then he rolled a cigarette
and sat back on a transom, waiting for the
two men to make conversation.

on hand, and the sooner we pick up another
schooner the better; eh, Jim?”

“Right!” said Carncross. ‘“Where are
you bound, Captain?”’

“I was going to Honolulu,” said Win-
throp.

Englehart shot a look at the telltale com-
pass screwed to the carline overhead, then
he and his mate exchanged glances again.

“How long since you took your last ob-
servation, Captain?” he asked.

There was a long silence, while Winthrop

smoked, and they could hear the creak of
the pump as the men bent to their work on
deck. Then Winthrop, looking from one to
the other, quite unabashed under the steady
scrutiny of Englehart’s disconcerting eyes,
threw away his cigarette-stub with an air of
finality.
_ “Gentlemen,” said he, “from now on you
can cut out the ‘Captain Winthrop.” I'm
not a ship-captain and I never sailed any-
thing bigger than a duck-boat at Alameda.
But I'm in charge of this vessel. She has
been deserted by her master and crew and
I’ve taken her over for the salvage. I've
never taken an observation in my life and
don’t know how, but I’'m game to sail this
vessel anywhere I want to.” Now if you’ll
tell me just who you are and something
about, your plans, we may be able to get to-
gether.”

There was another long silence and Engle-
hart sucked hard on his pipe, his eyes on
his mate. .

“Have you a chart of Micronesia?” he
asked finally.

Winthrop went to the Captain’s room
and returned with an armful of tin chart-
cases which he dumped on the table.

“Help yourself,” said he.

Englehart ran through the cases, took out
a couple of charts, and with Carncross’s



14 . Adventure

head close to his, pored over them for some
time. Finally he indicated a point and
looked at his mate inquiringly:
“About three weeks’ run, eh, Jim?”
“With this old tub I should say about
that,” answered Carncross. -“Still you’re
the champion driver, Billy, and I guess
you can shade it a little if any man can.”
“Looks as though that blow actually
saved us time, Jim. The old Albicore has
seen some stirring times in her day, and we
might as well give her another touch of high
life before she cashes in. Did I understand
you to say,” he asked, turning to Winthrop,
“that she is sound below the water-line?”’
“You did,” said Winthrop. “Don’t
mind me, pray. Go on with your plans,
gentlemen. Evidently there is something in
prospect and I'm anxious to see what it’s
like. When you’ve settled it between
yourselves, perhaps I may have something
to say.”

“The idea is,” said Englehart calmly,

“that we need another vessel at once, and if
this one is sound, as you say, she will just
aboutt fill the bill. The course you are steer-
ing now, Captain Winthrop, or Mr. Win-
throp, if you prefer it, is just about right for
Jim and me, but it will take you tothe Caro-
lines or the Gilberts before it will Honolulu.
The point is that we want the Albicore, and
so, if you’re ready, we may as well get to
terms.”

Winthrop stood up and leaned across the
table.

“What kind of high-handed nonsense is
this, if you please? Do you mean to say
you t;h1nk of stealing this ship away from
me?’

“Not at all,” said Englehart courteously.
“I spoke of terms, I believe. However, if it
comes to that we’d just as soon steal her as
not if we find you unreasonable. Sit down,
Mr. Winthrop, and let’s talk business.”’

“When there is any business talked here,”
said Winthrop, “it will be from my side of
the house. I hope you understand that.
I've told you that I’m in charge of this ves-
sel. You men don’t look like thieves or cut-
throats, and I don’t suppose you intend
pitching me overboard, though if you do
I'll guarantee you a run for your money at
that. I object to your coming aboard here,
a boa.t.-load of castaways, and deliberately
disposing_of affairs in your high-handed
fashion, just because I’ve admitted that
I'm not a bona fide navigator. At least

youw’ll find me man enougl
own interests and not be rid
shod. So, before we go any
state what you mean in ven
ple words so that a simple
understand them.”

ONCE again Carncross
hart looked into each

*® There was a twinkle in
and Carncross chuckled and lo
throp with what seemed kinc
Engelhart leaned forward with
the table.

“Son,” said he, “I guess I
Now sit down and keep your
you might as well let go of t
have hold of in your pocket, be
likely there will be any need of
the proposition: my name is E
Billy Englehart, trader, ‘recruit:
and dabbler in various other forn
ty, and my name is pretty well kn
part of the world, because I've
about here for a good many years.
has ever insinuated, so far, that
on the level.

“Jim here is nominally my m:
also my partner, and we’ve seen
rough times together. They mi
Jim Carncross don’t always r
points of maritime law and th
sort,” his eyes twinkled again;
Jim has been called a smuggler
other opprobrious things. Atany
turned a good many tricks toge
a short time ago we got wind of :
down in Micronesia that looks Ii
ty large order. ‘

“We were going after it whe
founded tramp came along and
show for the time being. We've
lose, and there’s every chanc
that at Honolulu we couldn’t t
another schooner for love nor

Englehart paused, knocked
on his heel and refilled his pi
poured himself another drink a
bottle to Winthrop. There v
unmistakably attractive about
quiet voice and confident
Winthrop was deeply inter
ter of fact his indignation
assumed. He silently fille

“Now,” continued Eng
pipe was drawing, “I’ve «
figuring, and I guess Jim Liyo sas wus s

PP
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same and-will bear me out. There is a nig-
ger in the wood-pile about this old ship be-
" ing water-logged and deserted by Cleary
and his men, but still afloat and sound
with you in charge of her. Is that cor-
rect?” .

Winthrop nodded. ' »

“Well, you've got something up you
sleeve, then. Have you the ship’s manifests
handy, and would you mind our having a
look at them?” -

" Winthrop took the papers from Captain
~ Cleary’s chest and laid them on the table.
Englehart ran them over rapidly.

“ Ah, here we are!” said he. “Tea from
Hongkong and sugar from Honolulu! Do
you grasp that, Jim? This is one of old
Tobe Cleary’s insurance jobs, you can bank
on that. Now, Mr. Winthrop, I'll ask you
to overlook my apparent high-handedness.
Jim and I have usually got the things we
went after, so I. may have seemed a trifle
arbitrary to you. I have never turned a
mean trick yet, and I'll give you my word of
honor that I'll give you an absolutely fair
deal. Take that as you please from a stran-
ger, but do you mind telling us how you
come to be in charge of the Albicore?”’

@ rette.

“No, I don’t. Infact, I'm dying
to get it off my system. My name is Win-
throp, as I told you—Harvey Winthrop, and
1 live in San Francisco. About a month ago
I came down to Honolulu to visit my mar-
ried sister who lives there. Her husband
is a good fellow whom I’ve known since we
were kids together, but he has an unfortu-
nate failing. He is addicted to the habit of
smoking opium. At certain times he disap-
pears for a while and comes back pretty
well shaken and used up. Well, about ten
days ago he fell from grace and I went hunt-

ifg him in my machine. I finally located
him in a big Chinese tenement down near
the water-front, just about all in. I got him
out and took him into a small saloon near
by to throw a couple of drinks into him to
brace up. ‘

““There were two or three men there who
seemed to know Arthur, at least by name,
and they made some offensive remarks. I'm
averse t0 a general row in a strange place,

_but I guess that water-front whisky wasn’t
up to standard, because after I had landed
Arthur in the machine and got him headed

WINTHROP rolled another - ciga-

IS

for home I went back to argue it out with’
his alleged friends.

“They changed their tactics at once and
offered all kinds of apologies. They got me
somehow. It may have been a rap from be-

- hind, some kind of knock-out stuff, or both.

Anyhow, I woke up aboard the Albicore in a
bunk in the forecastle. A man was kicking
me. I have since learned that he was the
mate, a big ruffian with a bluenose. Natu-
rally I protested, but I wasn’t as fit as usual
and he beat me up considerably. I still
objected and continued to do so, but he re-
fused to listen. Told me I was an ‘ordinary
seaman’ of the name of Smith and handed
me a few more choice uppercuts.

. “When I came to I was more indignant
than ever. I left the forecastle and walked
up aft to where the mate was standing be-
side the man at the wheel, and demanded
to be taken back to Honoluly, or to see the
Captain. He was a most unreasonable
chap, that mate. Wouldn’t listen to a word
and offered to kick me forward. I was fool-
ish enough to lose my temper and he went
for me again. There was an open hatch
behind me and he kicked me clean through
it. Ilanded on my head, and that wasallI
knew for a long time. When my wits came
back I was lying behind a lot of old ropes
and sails, very sore and ill and wretched. I-
was also mad clear through. It seemed up
to me to get even with somebody.

“For a while I thought seriously of set-
ting fire to the ship, but I didn’t have a
match about me, so I lay quiet for some time
trying to think out some other plan. I
had no desire to go on deck again till it was
absolutely necessary. It didn’t seem nearly
as healthy as the place where I was.

“The hatch overhead was closed, but
after a while I heard some kind of a door
open and saw light coming through. I
thought at first it was some one coming for
me and got hold of a big oak block to give
him a warm reception, but the man only
fumbled about stealthily, breathing hard,
and then I heard a soft, grinding noise fol-
lowed later by a gentle chug-chug as though
he were hammering with a muffled hammer.

“It was too much for my bump of curi-
osity. I made an opening to look through,
and there was a chap on his knees making
auger-holes! When the bit went through, 2
jet of water would spurt in and he would
drive in a plug with 2 Wooden mallet. I
caught on to the game in a minute. I’d read
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something about it somewhere, and it grad-
ually began to dawn on me that my chance
for getting even was close at hand. .

“I don’t know how long it was I lay
there longing for high-balls and beefsteak
and a lot of things that taste good and re-
lieve headaches, but it was a long while.
Then this chap—he was the Captain—
stole in again and knocked out the plugs
with his mallet. That was my cue that the

time had come, and I just lay there and rolled-

over and hugged myself and laughed and
forgot all about high-balls and everything
else except the business in hand.

“The water came rushing in, of course,
but it didn’t fill the lazarette. It ran off
somewhere into the bowels of the ship. I
let it run. It was my business to lie low till
they left. Two or three times the Captain
came back, drove a few plugs, or pulled
them out to regulate the flow. He was evi-
dently playing safe and taking no chances
till he saw that steamer coming. Then he
rushed in, knocked out all the plugs, and
soon after I heard them shouting on deck
as they lowered the boats.

“Then I crawled over the duffle, found the
plugs, drove them all home and the old ship
was as tight as ever. After that I came
through the door into the cabin here, hunted
around for a cigarette and found a revolver
which I took in case of emergency. Then I
sauntered on deck, monarch of all I sur-
veyed, and took charge. I knew I had sal-
vage rights, as I wasn’t a voluntary member

of the crew.
Ej ing for the last boat, and I tell you,
gentlemen, I've never known the
unholy joy I did when I saw that boat turn
back to try and get aboard, and the liner go
on and leave them. I knew I had squared
accounts, especially as Blue-nose was
aboard. You see, I hauled down the flag,
which was union down, and raised it again
with the union at the top. That convinced
the Captain that I was on to him, and he
just had to come back and try to finish the
job.
! “I monkeyed with the wheel till I man-

“THERE was a steamer there wait-

aged to get the schooner going and kept’

those pirates tailing along after me till they
were considerably discouraged and wom
out. Then I took the ship’s papers and
other things away from the Captain, picked
out the only men who looked human in the

boat and came away. The
noyed. He was as annoy
never seen a man more p1
thing in my life. He t
shots at me and tried to
sulphurous language. I h
more delightful time anc
leave them, but there was
sight and I didn’t want ar _
so I came away, as I said. I
about-all.” o

Englehart chuckled and Car.
wore a broad grin.

“So you kept them trailing
the ship’s boat, did you?” saic
“How long did that last?”

“Oh, a good while. Several h
sorry for the men, as I had no gr
them, but I was particularly
have the Captain and mate
thirst and an appetite before I
They had no water in the boat.”

“Jim,” said Englehart, “you
Tobe Cleary—the meanest thie
Seven Seas. I’d have given a he:
seen the show. Now, Winthrop, t¢
Is this matter of salvage a very
one to you?” '

“To tell the truth, I hadn’t §

thought—that is, from the viev
dollars and cents, if that’s what ;
I wanted to prove to myself that I
gall to take charge of a ship and
somewhere on my own unmitigatec
I’ve wanted new experiences all 1
but have been hampered by lack of oppor-
tunity.”

“The reason I asked is because if it was
important you would probably be disap-
pointed. This schooner is loas
and sugar. It’s a safe bet th:
half blue mud to make weight a
no more than so many bags
while the real cargo has gone «
boat. You see the Albicore is
boat and the intention was to
ply for the insurance and a
from a bogus cargo. The
profit in tea or sugar carr
schooner like this. Once
be an investigation and th
whole scheme in no time at
wouldn’t be much allow
vage. The only way to
of this.old tub was to sit
what I propose:

“T’ll buy the schooner outngnt rom you

==
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King Corrigan’s Treasure

at a fair price, recognizing you as absolute
owner, and set you ashore somewhere where
you will be picked up soon and carried back
to civilization. We can’t, of course, make
any regular port under the circumstances,
but T’ll give you a draft and see that you
get the money. Or, I’ll charter the schooner
from you at a good price and turn her over
to you when we’re through. '

“Finally, I'll let you in on our deal with
Jim and me, recognize you as owner, super-
cargo, or whatever office you choose. Jim
and I will sail her, and we’ll whack up even
on the result. Then, if you still feel that
way, we'll all sail her back and dig the sal-
vage out of the underwriters. Now, Win-
th.iup, I think you'll agrée that I've made
you three very fair offers. Which will you
take?” —

Winthrop rose to his feet and gravely
shook hands with both Englehart and Carn-
cross. o
‘“Heaven bless you!” said he solemnly.
“I’ll take the last offer, unconditionally.
From this moment consider me supercargo
of the good ship Albicore. Fellow pirates,
I thank you for the honor you have thrust
upon me. Let’s all take a drink!”

CHAPTER VII
THE STORY OF KING CORRIGAN

“INJOW,” said Englehart, “the first thing
‘ to be done is to find our position. I’ll
overhaul my instruments, and meanwhile
you’d better explain the situation to your
men and let Jim take charge for a while.
We've got to get the water out of her and
do some overhauling before we get down to
brass tacks. There’s some faking to be
done, too, so that we’ll pass muster in a
pinch, as we are about to run afoul of several
regulations. I’ll give you the yarn in detail

later on, Winthrop.”

They went on deck, and Winthrop, calling
the three men together, explained in a few
words as much as he thought advisable.
Nolan and Hansen, with the sailor’s habit,
grumbled a little but finally accepted the new
conditions, and, at Winthrop’s suggestion,
Nolan was appointed second mate.

The chest from the surf-boat contained
Englehart’s chronometer, fortunately, for
the Albicore’s had run down, and at noon
Englehart shot the sun and went below to

work out his tables. When he had located
2 . ’ ~
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the schooner’s position he showed it to Win-
throp.

“You can see now, son,” said he, “what
your chances were of making Honolulu.
We're southeast of Midway. You see,
you’ve been drifting across country at a
lively rate ever since old Cleary let the
Pacific into her insides, and then that storm
set you back a whole lot.”

“Yes, I see,” said Winthrop, with a sigh.
“I’m beginning to see that a college educa-
tion has its limitations. I can’t make head
or tail of how you arrived at it, but if I'm
not too thick-headed to learn I wish you’d
teach me how, right away.”

That evening, after a rather unwholesome .
meal prepared by Hansen, Winthrop rolled
a cigarette out of the dregs and scrapings of
Nolan’s tobacco-bag.

“Thank fortune,” said he, “that there’s
some paper left. I shall now have to edu-
cate myself to the cut plug that you fellows
smoke. I’d give about four hundred dollars
for a box of Turkish cigarettes. Otherwise
I’'m as happy as a clam. Captain, please
tell me where we’re going and what for. I
don’t believe I can stand the suspense any
longer.” . B

“Did you ever hear of King Corrigan?”
asked Englehart. '

“Never; 1 swear it! Wait, though.
Isn’t he the South Sea four-flusher who
used to blow into San Francisco and set it
afirer Wore diamond vest-buttons and
gave pearls away as souvenirs to chance
acquaintances at the Palace bar? I remem-
ber they used to strike up the band the min-
ute he hove into the offing, and there was
a general scramble for the gold-pieces he
tossed over his shoulder. Oh, yes, I recall
him now. He was one of the ‘characters’
that drop in at San Francisco from time to
time. I haven’t heard of-him for a long
while, though.”

“Well, that’s the man. At least those
were his methods, and they were the same in
Shanghai, Sydney or Nagasaki. Corrigan
furnished newspaper copy and bar-room
gossip in the principal ports for almost
twenty years. Undereath all his tom-
foolery he was a hard-bitten, close-fisted,
mean-souled Irishman, with no more con-
science than a conger-eel. No one knew
much about him before he came out here,
except that he had deserted a wife and baby
back East somewhere. He told of it himself
when he was drunk.
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“Corrigan was shrewd enough and he ha
only one idea in his head—to make mone:
He looked around for a year or so till I
found the place he wanted. It was the i
land of Motuahi, where he dropped in wit
a little schooner he had bought at a wrecl
er’s auction and patched up, they used 1
say, with driftwood and packing-boxes.

“He never allowed a white man aboar
and had a crew of four or five Kanaka boy
and I guess one of them told him abo
conditions in Motuahi. He had a lot
cheap trade—gin and needle-guns and tu
key-red print—and he gave it away so j
diciously that he made himself solid with t]
chief and his headmen, and then laid 1
his schooner and settled down for a lo
spell ashore.

P “THERE were no other white m:
UF) there and the island was run strict

on the feudal system, the old ch

having the same power over his subjects

Tembinoka of Apemama. Before long

and Corrigan were as thick as thieves. Ce

rigan got himself appointed prime minist

and hogged all the concessions in sigl

which included pearl-shell, copra and béck

de-mer.

«Before it was fished out Motuahi w
one of the richest pearl islands in the Pacii
but no one ever suspected it till Corrig
came along. When the old chief cashed
Corrigan had the foresight to tie up to !
oldest wife, an ugly, fat old party, reeki
of coconut oil, with jet-black teeth frc
chewing areca nut, and though he ran
extensive harem on the side, he kept the «
wakine in the foreground as his favor
wife and adviser. They made him ch
and he immediately sent to Hongkong for
equipment of fine new rifles and organi:
a standing army. ,

“Then he really began to let himself o
He saw the possibilities of that island a
workeq them to the limit. He became a
factor in trade and used to blow into’v:
ous ports and play the high-roller, just

-you’ve described; but he was doing busin
all the time on the side—big business—a:
- you mark me, no one_ever so much as s
deg Corrigan on a deal of any kind.
q dsHe used to wear an expensive layou
h“ on these periodical visits, but b:
ome in Motuahi he stuck to pajamas
a grass skirt. He called himge]f ¢ King Co
gan,’ and he sure did lord it in regal style. one has Qusvusv~= =
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-ure’ lies there with the schooner’s bones.

“I don’t know what it amounts to. No-
one ever knew but the old man himself; and
he kept his books in his head, but there’s
as much and more than any one man has
any right to own, not to speak of a collec-
tion of pearls that can’t be duplicated any-
where on earth. Now, my son, that’s the
proposition. With this old roach-trap and a
reasonable amount of luck we’re going to
fish up King Corrigan’s treasure. How does

it strike you, taking a whack at it?”

“Why,” said Winthrop, “I’m afraid I’ll
wake up in the forecastle or the lazarette
and find it isn’t true. I’'m glad to have met
you, Captain, infinitely glad, and your
proposition is the most attractive thing
I've ever heard, but,” he sighed audibly,
“I wish to thunder I had some Turkish
cigarettes!” '

At this moment there was a cry on deck
of “Sail, ho!” '

. TO BE CONTINUED

RABBIT

6y TALBOT MUNDY

“ ABBIT” held his head up when
[ )| the Major sent for him—stiff and
\ proud and truculent as he could
P hold it—for it -was morning,
stables and -breakfast were not an hour
-gone, and most of the Battery was there to
see. He stood and faced him across the
orderly-room desk with his heels tight to-
gether, and his little white, snub-nosed face
stolid as his father’s, who stood not ten
paces from him. Rabbit was a soldier’s
son. But he had to remind himself more
than. once that he was a soldier’s son, in
order to keep the tears back.

“You see, Rabbit, my boy,” explained
the Major—even-that martinet had called
him Rabbit ever since the day when he
had crawled, squeaking with delight amon
the horses, and the Battery had adopteg

him as mascot—*“it’s not as though you
could ever be a gunner. You'll never be
able to measure up to the standard, little
man, and sooner or later you'd have to
leave us anyhow.”

He spoke kindly, out of whole-hearted
sympathy for the boy, but it would have
been far easier for Rabbit had he been off-
handed and abrupt. Unflinching and un-
questioning obedience had been the first
article of Rabbit’s creed ever since he had
been old enough to understand, but a ten-
year-old boy, addressed as such, is suscep-
tible to emotion.

He had to glance over at his father, who
was standing rigid and impassive as a statue,
before he could meet the Major's eyes
again. The parting was going to be just as
difficult for Sergeant-major Appleby, and
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Rabbit knew it. But the sergeant-major
stared straight in front of him, dry-eyed, as
be had done at the grave-side of Mrs. Apple-
by, and Rabbit took heart of grace and cop-
ied him. '

“Have you any notion what you’d like
to be when you’re grown up?”’ asked the
Major.

“Please, sir, a gunner!”’

It was a thin, wavering voice, even for a
ten-year-old, and it was evidently only just
within control; but the answer was prompt
as a soldier’s answer should be.

The Major shook his head.

“T'm sorry, my boy, that it’s not possi-
ble. Any one as keen as you are ought to
turn out a credit to any battery. If the
doctor had been able to give you a better
bill of health I might have managed to
keep you near the battery until we all went
home again, or until you were old enough
to enlist. As it is, I am afraid you must
make up your mind to be a civilian.”

Rabbit winced perceptibly at the mention
of the word “civilian,” and the Major noticed

- jt. He had had his choice, and he too had
not chosen to be a civilian.

«There are many things worse,” he said
kindly. “For one thing, you’ll be able to
choose your own trade. If you’ve any pref-
erence, 1 can make a note of it on your
papers now, and you'll be taught that par-
ticular trade. What would you like to be,
now?”’

Rabbit hung his head. To his mind
there were no grades among civilians, and
he had no preference. ’

“Speak!” said the Major. .

“Anything at all!” said Rabbit.
don’t care, 51.1'!’.’

This time it was the Major who winced;
he was beginning to have enough of it.
Had war been less probable, he and his
brother officers would have gladly sub-
seried to keep Rabbit n some chool ne

> e -
ed to be rid of him. n the battery want

But, now that Rabbit h
look after him, and no righa?fi uilo lmo1;1illt:,rﬂt1<(>3
married quarters, he would hp ace to g0
The Queen’s Regulations were e cl§a1.-
on that point, and although an‘]ulte s
brains can drive the proverbia] @ ngh nd

horses”’ through them, the feat coa \ime:
the eve of War is no time for takes : ei
quibbling or sentiment, either leg2
143 .
“Have you 1o choice at al|p” he asked,

‘(I
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“sternly this tim
fort. :

Once more ]
hung his head.
grandson, and the
a soldier. What we

The Major ruled
name, and blotted it

“T1l talk it over
said, placing the
him

“Right turn!”
major promptly.
Rabbit turned a
again, more like a
child of ten. In
was outside in the
ful interview was Over.

HE HAD wa
dumb misery
He knew the R
as any soldier in the
fact, than he knew an
the depot schoolmast
and he had known ex
expect. But now that
had heard the worst,
felt like a criminal, just
dered, hopeless, and rag
would be rid of him.

In that minute he -
man condemned to d
probably, for war was
they would send him
civilians’ sons, where
theory and Horse Art

The Battery—his
unbeatable, galloping
gold-braided Overturt
colored paint on their
go jingling out of the
And he, Rabbit App
sergeant-major, wou
the high seas—stean
farther away from L.
livion, out of all sight or
edge of them—damned!

“Oh, strike me everl?
he ‘muttered. “It’s t
can’t bear it!”

But his eyes were
idea yet of disobedi
soldier’s son.

The smell of the
the smell that he h
three continents i suw weve- -— 4 -—--
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uds of his there, and he turn-
n listlessly, without even
he went. Every horse in the
him, and most of them whin-
tered; but he went straight on
end, where Hector, Number

ar lead, stood. '
us a paw, Hector!”” he demanded,
old horse raised a fore-foot obe-

- touched it, and then began to rub
le for him. The tears were very
the surface now. _
I be the.same as me-some day,
only worse,” he mumbled, rubbing
k against the velvet nose for sym-
. “They’ll cast you for a crock, old
same as they’ve cast me now. Won't
_ 10 more use for you. They’ll sell you
to a —— civilian contractor, Hector—a
half-breed, like as not—an’ he’ll half-starve
you, an’ whop the spirit out of you! No
more ‘Battery, Trot March!’ then, Hec-
tor, my boy! ' No more ‘Walk Easy!’
_neither, with your belly full o’ service oats,
an’ your driver smokin’ his pipe on your
back, an’ swingin’ his legs easy on either
side o’ you, an’ flickin’ the flies off you with
his whip.

““No, Hector, old horse, an’ no more
‘Gallop!” neither, with the center an’
wheel-horses too busy keepin’ up to wonder
where you're leadin’ ’em; an’ no more
¢ Action Front!’ with the gun bumpin’ and
jinglin’ behind you in a cloud o’ dust, an’
the trumpet goin’, an’ a swing and a jerk
and unhook, an’ you an’ the other horses
streakin’off asfast as you can lick, an’ the men
gettin’ the range afore you’re under cover!

“You got a God, Hector? You pray him
then to let you get killed in action sooner
than be turned into a bloody civilian!”

. “Hi, there! What are you doing in

there?” a voice demanded. A new-fledged
bombardier showed himself through the
doorway at the end.

“Lookin’ to see if you’d dropped your
epaulets anywhere,” said Rabbit, who
knew the history—secret and otherwise—
of every man in the Overtures.

That particular bombardier had once
been a bandsman in an infantry regiment,
and had deserted and reénlisted. The
shot told, and Rabbit’s skin was saved.

“Come out o’ there, young ’un! There’ll
be trouble if one o’ the officers comes along
and catches you!”

“Trouble for who?’’ asked Rabbit.

“Trouble for me!”

“Oh, all right,” said Rabbit, “if you’re
afraid o’ losin’ your stripe, I'll take pity
on you!”

He walked down to the end again leisure-
ly, and then made a sudden dive for it, and
escaped. He was too miserable, though, to
stand at a safe distance and exchange rep-
artee, as the bombardier evidently ex-
pected him to do. The bombardier picked
up a pebble and flung it after him, but
Rabbit never even,turned his head. He
pushed his hands deep down into his pock-

ets and walked away. -
he had done that day or since he

could remember, but he kept them
there—deep down as he could get them.
It was his first attempt to discover what it
felt like to be a civilian, and he slouched
out of barracks with his shoulders forward
and every other mark of the despised civil-
ian that he could think of. He was begin-
ning to feel mutinous. Wild and hitherto
unthought-of plans were beginning to sim-
mer in his head, and he made no- attempt
to check them. If the Battery had no use
for him and intended to get rid of him at
such short notice, what loyalty did he owe
the Battery? None.

He walked toward Greenpoint, neither
knowing nor caring whither his footsteps led
him, and half-way he turned down on to
the beach, and stood there gazing seaward.
The despised tears were nearer than ever to
the surface now. Only civilians and babies
and women ever wept, in Rabbit’s scheme
of things, but he had stood on that very
spot with his mother less than three weeks
ago, and the sudden memory of it all but
unmanned him.

The road to the cemetery still lay unheal-
ed where the gun-wheels had cut deep ruts
in it, and the yellow mound that covered
Mrs. Appleby bore nothing but a fading
wreath or two. Three days ago he had seen.
his father stand dry-eyed and grim by his
mother’s open grave; and dry-eyed and grim
stood Rabbit now, as he faced the sea with
the memory fresh on him. But the despised
civilian slouch had left him, and he stood
with squared shoulders and chin erect.”

His brain boiled with memory of a life-
time’s happenings crowded into ten years—
all happy years. He and his mother had

IT WAS the first unsoldierly thing
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made the passage on a crowded troop-ship
twice. Once all the long, weary way to
India, and once across the Indian Ocean to
South Africa. Those are no idyllic wander-
ings for delicate women and children under
ten; but they had been following a sergeant-
major whom they both worshiped, and a
Battery that was task-master, and fetish,
and pride to all three of them.

They had given their best uncomplain-
ingly, as soldiers’ families must do. They
had lived and loved and suffered together
on three continents, more like two children
than like mother and son—two children
with one big brother, who loved only the
Battery better. But the weakest and the
kindest and the wisest of the three had
died. Another sacrifice had been made on
the altar of Military Glory, that is based
on the martyrdom of soldiers’ wives, and
Rabbit was an orphan three several ways
at once: His world was gone from him; he
was losing mother, and father and the Bat-
tery—the only three things he loved—at
one fell swoop.

So the little shriveled, weak-lunged,
pasty-faced idealist stared at the antarctic
waves sobbing among the rocks, and strove
to keep the tears back by clenching his
teeth, and driving his heel down among
the shingle, and knotting his fists behind
him. And as he stared straight out to sea,
a rumble rose behind him—a well-remem-
bered rumble that he had listened to soon
after he was born, and almost ever since.

“I won’t!” he swore, and his chin rose
even higher.

A big tear splashed on to his cheek, but
he ignored it. He would not admit even to
himself that it was there. Not until the
wind had blown it dry, and he was certain
that there were no more to follow, did he
turn round to watch his beloved Battery
trundling out of Cape Town to exercise.

HIS eyes glittered with admiration
now, and for the moment he ceased
to_be Rabbit the hopeless orphan.
He was Rabbit the enthusiast—the ten-
year-old, sharp-eyed military critic. Table
Mountain loomed up above him and the
Battery, huge and magnificent, byt he had
no eyes for it. The dust-haze that hung
above the moving guns was far more beau-
tiful in his eyes than the mists tha¢ draped
the mountain folds, just as the somber
mountain itself seemed to him insignificant
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»ssip in the Battery. And if
ould be a big war. Unlike
t at home, Rabbit knew that
take the army months to
burg.
me action front!” he mut-
_. “Tlldoit!”
then he bent his head forward, and
d ran and ran, afraid that he would
if he looked behind him.

I

THE train for Johannesburg that

Rabbit meant to take did not leave

until nine o’clock that night, and

t had neither food nor money. But

was a guard on that train who was a

. of his, and he counted on being able

uney. and cajole him into letting him

ride free. In the meantime, though, he

must hide and go hungry, for there would

be men of the Battery looking for him the
moment he was missed.

He made for the railway station, where
the platforms were piled high with war
material in case of accident. It was likely
to remain there for a week or two yet, and
there was only a desultory guard over it,
so Rabbit had no difficulty in slipping in
among the packing-cases and hiding there.
But before long, men of the Army Service
Corps came on to, the platform, and began
to pile the packing-cases helter-skelter on
to trucks. :

They worked in silence and deadly ear-

nest, overseen by an officer and keen-eyed

sergeants who checked the least attempt
to take things easy. Rabbit contrived to
slip out unobserved and hide himself
among the bales of hay. He was sorely
puzzled by the haste. If all chance of war
were over and the stores were being sent
up-country for the use of details, why the
hurry? And yet there had been. no news
of war that morning. = =~ .

Before the afternoon was half over, men
came and started on the hay too, and Rab-
bit had to watch his chance and make his
escape again. This time he chose an empty
horse-truck—the end one of a long line that
stood waiting on a siding.

“They won’t be using these!”” he mutter-
ed to himself. “Where the guns are, they’ve
got to keep horse-trucks handy, that’s a
cert!”

But at seven that evening the line of
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trucks began to move backward in a rapid-
fire succession of noisy jerks, as a shunting- .
engine pushed it between two platforms.
He dared not look out, for he could hear
voices on the platform, and the restless in-
cessant movement of trained men standing
easy. Next he caught the jingle of a gun-
team, and a moment later the train cameto
a standstill with a jerk, and some one ran
down the length of it, opening all the doors.
Rabbit crouched into a corner and lay still,
quaking; there was only one battery in
Cape Town—the Overtures, that he was
trying to avoid—and here they were!
What, under heaven, he wondered, was
happening?

He heard the teams unhooked, and .the
quick-fire click of the horses’ feet on the
asphalt platform as they wheeled clear of
the guns. And then he heard the guns’

- being run up backward on to trucks. That

sound, too, was unmistakable. Then once
more came the tramp of horses, this time
led, not ridden.

“First twelve in here! Come on!, Look
alive!” a voice commanded.

He knew that voice well.
father’s.

Rabbit’s only chance was to lie still, if
he wanted to escape detection. So he
crouched into the darkest corner and lay
flat along the blackest shadow he could
find. It was about two feet from the end
of the truck, cast by an arc-light on the
platform. Twelve horses were led in one
by one and turned round as they entered
to face the side nearest the platform.

“Get over, Hector!” said the driver who
led the first horse, pushing him sideways
and punching him in the ribs. The horse
shifted his feet a little, but if he moved at
all it was back toward the driver.

“Get over, d’ye hear! What’s the mat-
ter with you?”

But the near-lead of Number One stood
still, and in came three other horses and
lined up beside him; so his driver made his
head fast where he was, and went out to
bring another one.

“—— rum things, horses!”” he grumbled,
as he slipped round behind their heels.
“There’s that old skate been loaded and
unloaded more times than a yeller dawg
can scratch himself, an, ’s’elp me Gawd, if he
don’t go an’ jib now at a shadow! They’re
worse than women!” _

But Hector, two feet from the farthest

It was his
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end, was having his legs stroked for him.-
“Good boy, Hector! Good old Hector!”
The shadow had been Rabbit, and the

old horse had been afraid to tread on him.

IT SEEMED like an hour later

when a whistle blew, and tie en-

gine answered it, and the train be-
gan to pull out from the station. It started
with a succession of little jerks, and the
horses were unaccustomed yet to the mo-
tion. At each jerk the whole twelve lost
their balance, and bunted sideways into
‘one another toward Hector’s end. The old
horse braced his-legs to resist the strain,
but presently there came the most prodig-
ious jerk of all; eleven horses bumped
against him all together, and he had to
give. He jumped for it, and landed against
the side, and Rabbit crawled out unscathed
between his legs.

After an hour or two, three of the horses
at the far end—young ones, that were new
to the battery—began to grow restless and
squeal and kick. Presently one fell, and
plunged and struggled where he lay, and
the next horse began to trample on him in
his efforts to get clear. It was the makings
of a charnel-house.

But Rabbit slipped out behind the
others’ heels to the far end, and began talk-
ing to them; and after a struggle that last-
ed two agonizing minutes he had the fallen
wheeler up again, almost calm, and nuz-
zling his hand. A minute later a whistle
blew shrilly, and the train stopped, and
three or four men and the sergeant-major
came running with a lantern.

“This one’s been down!” exclaimed the
man with the lantern suddenly. “See?
He’s all mucked up on this side! Now
how in thunder did he get up again, an’
why weren’t he trod on?”’

“Never mind why!” said the sergeant-
major. “Shorten his head-rope! That’ll
keep him on his feet!”

The man did as he was ordered, and the
door closed again, and the train proceeded.

Once more there came the short, sharp,
sudden jerks as the engine got up speed,
but this time Rabbit stood behind them in
the middle, at the risk of being kicked, and
talkeq to them, and instead of kicking and
plunging, they stood quietly, and there was
no more trouble in that truck. After a
while Rabbit grew sleepy, so he lay down
on the floor—safe between Hector’s legs—
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He decided to take a chance on it, and
clambered quickly on to the two-inch ridge
that ran along the side. From there to the
top was a prodigious distance for a tired
boy of Rabbit’s inches, but he grabbed the
top and summoned all his strength and
courage for one last effort, urged on by fear
of being seen and the even greater yearning
to travel with the Battery. He tore his
knees on the truck-side, and cut his fingers

on the edge, but he got his knee over the .

top at last, and landed, spent and bleeding,
on the truck floor. There he crawled to a
corner, and dragged one end of the tarpaulin
over him, and lay there, panting with fright
and exhaustion.

Ten minutes before the train started,
eighteen men climbed into the truck and
stood staring about them at the country-
side; but the minute the train started they
all sat down, and ohe man sat on Rabbit.
That was too much for him. Battery or
no Battery, he had reached the limit of his
endurance, and he had to betray himself.

“Get off me!” he grunted, struggling
underneath the tarpaulin. “Logan, you
fat lump!” he _exclaimed, panting as he
pushed his -head out -into the daylight.
“You weigh more’n a ton! You great fat,
~ good-for-nothing haystack! You've pretty
near killed me!”

- Logan dragged him out from under the
tarpaulin and stood him on his feet.

“God bless my soul!” he exclaimed; “if
here ain’t Rabbit! You little scut! Your
father’s nine parts frantic and one part off
his head wondering what’s come of you!”

Rabbit ducked, and crouched by the side
of the truck. 2

“Think I want the whole Battery to
know I’'m here?”” he demanded. “You fat-
head! What d’you want to stick me up
there like a flag-pole for? Where’s this
train going?”

“Stow that, kid! You don’t fool us!
Waited until you heard the Boers was
marchin’ on Ladysmith, an’ then ask
‘Where’s the bloomin’ train goin’?’ as inno-
cent as you please!” '

“Ladysmith?” asked Rabbit.
war’s broke out?”

“Right, first guess!” said Logan sarcas-
tically. “Ladysmith it is, and war’s broke
out! And this is a battery,of Royal Horse,
and them, over in them trucks yonder’s
guns, and in'front o’ them’s horses! Lollin’
on the cushions in the carriage just behind

“Then

are what are known as officers; ’tween them
an’ your daddy, the sergeant-major, you’ll
be in for a pretty warm time of it at the
next stop, my son!”’

Rabbit squatted on his hunkers, and
glared around him, feeling like a beast at
bay; he looked, though, like a very pitiable
child on the edge of tears.

“D’you mean you’re goin’ to give
me up?” he demanded. “Why, you’re
Horse Gunners, not——" He searched his
mind for the most scathing epithet he
could think of. “Not infantry!” The
men laughed.

“How can we ’elp givin’ you up?”’ asked
Logan.

“Bah! You Garrison Gunner!”’ sneered
Rabbit. “Who held his tongue when you
was in Cape Town drunk as Billy-be-damned
an’ the picket asked me if I'd seen you?
How did I help givin’ yox up, when my
father whopped me for not tellin’ an’ the

- Major said he’d put me in cells, an’ I got

C. B. an’ all? I'm a Horse Gunner, an’
you’re a Garrison recruity, an’ Militia at
that; that’s the long and short of it!” °

“Poor little devil!” said Logan, laughing.
“T’'ll bet he’s hungry! Here, Rabbit, take
a bite o’ this!”

He produced a huge sandwich—a slab of
meat between two tremendous hunks of
bread, and Rabbit seized it eagerly. “Gim-
me a drink first!”’ he demanded, and Logan
handed him his water-bottle. :

Rabbit drank, and then ate greedily,
while the men sat round and watched him.
Then, when he had finished, he crawled in
under the tarpaulin again and lay down.

“Now, you men, let me sleep, d’ye hear!”
he ordered. “I’m pretty near all in!” .

BiUS HE WAS asleep in a minute, and
&g while he slept the men' discussed
him. It was perfectly true, what he

had claimed, that he had saved more than
one of them from condign punishment not
once but several times. He was past-
master of the art of ferreting out the things
he should not know, and past-grand-master
of the art of holding his tongue once he had
discovered them.

From their point of view, and from most
other people’s for that matter, he was a
good, clean little sportsman, and not a man
in that truck but liked him. It was less
than ten minutes before they had arrived
at a decision, and Logan pinched his leg.
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“Leggo o’ my leg, you lump! D’ye hear?
You've a fist like a horse’s teeth!”

“Listen, kid!” said Logan. “We won’t
say a word; but you ’aven’t seen us, d’ye
hear, an’ you wasn’t in this ’ere truck!
When we get into Ladysmith, you slip out
an’ hide an’ shift for yourself, but not a
word about our helpin’ you, mind!”

“Bah!” said Rabbit, snuggling up to go
to sleep again. “Think I'm a recruity that
wants teachin’, or what? If you've done
preachin’, let me sleep!”

III

8§ WHAT could they do with him?
When the train reached Ladysmith

for he had to have food, and all the food in
the place had been commandeered by those
in authority. They could not send him
away to the coast again, for that train was

almost the last to get into the beleaguered .

place; only a few more trains with the naval
contingent got in after them, and then
Ladysmith was shut off completely from the
outer world—the railway lines were torn
up by the Boers—and the wires were down.
Rabbit had to stay there.

The Major swore, for appearance’s sake,
and grinned in private, and then forgot the
incident amid the rush and turmoil of the
hasty preparations for defense. His father
hid his delight beneath a fierce mustache,
and further disguised it with the aid of a
surcingle strap, wrapped twice round his
wrist and then lustily applied to the seat of
Rabbit’s pants. But when the smart of
that was over, Rabbit became at once hap-
pier than he had ever been in all his life.
He was free of the Battery and of Lady-
smith.

He had loved the Battery on three conti-
nents, but he had never seen it yet in action.
He had lain often full-length on the grass
and seen the shrapnel go screaming among
the dummy targets. - But now he lay hidden
between rocks, or in some ditch or cranny,
and saw real work done—into action-at the
gallop—action front and unhook faster than

the eye could follow almost, and the range -

picked up at the second shot.

Boom! went the guns, before the horses
could scamper under cover. “Qo-¢e-ee-¢e-¢e-
Bang!” went the whistling shells.

“Got ’em again, first shot!” swore Rab--

bit. “Oh, God, ain’t it finel Ain’t they
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Rabbit

been pushed out too far toward the hjllside,

~ and the Boers contrived to enfilade it from
both flanks. All but a few of the gunners
were shot down, and the remainder, to the
awful disgust of Rabbit, who was watching
from a roof, were ordered to retire and leave
it.

“‘Swabs!” growled Rabbit. “Horse Gun-
ners would have saved it with the drag-
ropes! Those Field-Artillerymen ain’t fit
to be trusted with a gun!”

_ The Boers tried to make away with it,
but they in turn found the rifle-fire too
heavy for them, and they were forced to
leave it limbered where it was, standing
with its useless nose half-pointing toward
the township, forlorn and useless as the

~ half-starved horses that wandered on every
hand.

It stood there day after day, of no use to
either side, and in between his foraging
expeditions for Hector’'s évening meal
Rabbit would lie on his stomach on a roof
and look at it. That gun obsessed him.
Whatever the difference between Horse
Artillery and Field, a gun was a gun, and a
lost gun was a disgrace to the British army.

- “If that had belonged to us,” he said to
himself, “the Horse Gunners 'ud be all
dead by now trying to get it back again, or
else it wouldn’t be there!”
~ But the gun was evidently given up for
lost. Both sides jibbed at the awful loss of
life that would be the certain cost of wheel-
g 1t away, and it remained where it was,
rusting and useless in the rain.

Rabbit thought out-a dozen schemes to
rescue lt—unbelievably intricate schemes,
crowded with the minutest sort of technical
detail, but even he realized that any one
of his plans would entail tremendous loss of
life, and he was much too wise to waste
time bothering anybody with them. Horse
Gunners were needed for the purpose, if
there were to be any chance of success, and
the Horse Gunners were all of them busy on
the far side, without their horses.

But one morning, as he went in search of
Hector’s supper, he passed a shed, the door
of which was open, and, true to the in-
stincts of a forager, he peeped in, and then
went in, leaving the door open as a means
of retreat behind him. Inside was the dis-
carded gun-harness belonging to his Bat-
tery. It was hanging all around the walls in
proper order, team by team, and in the
middle of the floor stood a bag more than
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three parts filled with oats—the last, prob-
ably, that were left in Ladysmith.

Rabbit’s mind was made up on the in-
stant—he must find another way besides the
door into and out of that store-shed. Prob-
ably some one had gone to bring more har-
ness or some other stores there, and would
be back directly and would lock the door.
It would be no use to smash the padlock,
for they would only fit another one; he must
find some other exit. The walls were-of
corrugated iron, nailéd on to hard-wood up-
rights and cross-pieces. Inside the shed,
leaning against a corner, was a steel crow-
bar, taller than himself. Rabbit took the
crowbar and carried it outside and hid it
in a ditch. Then he lay in the ditch him-
self and waited until the men returned and
locked the door and went away again.
When they had gone he studied the corru-
gated iron walls carefully, before starting
off on his daily search for bread-crusts, and
that night, when he had fed Hector and
pulled the ticks off him, he returned and
found his crowbar.

ol HE WORKED on the iron walls all
((%T}\)} night, for  ,the crowbar was too
=2 heavy for him, and he dared not
make a noise. But before day broke he had
a sheet removed sufficiently at the bottom
for him to crawl through, and by using all
his strength he found that he could bend
it back into place again. The next evening
Hector had oats for supper, for Rabbit had
slept all day, too utterly tired out to go in
search of bread for him.

After that it was oats for Hector every
evening. The supply was limited, and Rab-
bit had to husband it carefully, for he need-
ed the bulk of it for his final coup. He
had no time at all now for foraging—hardly
time to get his own ration at midday. He -
had to sleep and get all the rest he could
in the daytime, and toil all night.

He had six saddles to carry—six thirty-
four-pound saddles—one by one on his head
for half-a-mile in the black darkness—and
then the harness that went with them, and
then the oats. He scooped the oats up into
the nose-bags, and carried them, two bags
at a time, and hurried back for more. With
the last trip he brought the bag and poured
all the oats back into it when he reached the
hollow where he had laid the harness.

Then he lay down and slept beside the
harness, with his head pillowed on the oats.
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He got no food at all that day, for he was
too tired to go and get it. Ny

The next evening there was another horse
standing there with Hector, and Rabbit
fed him a small ration of oats and pulled
the ticks off him as well.

“That means two to the good to-morrow
night!” he muttered. “That blighter’ll
come again!”

Then he started to lay the harness out
properly, as a Horse Artilleryman should—
laying the traces on the ground, short traces
doubled once, long traces doubled twice;
passing the legging round the links and
buckling the center strap; laying the collars
lengthwise on the traces, linings downward
and points facing opposite ways; doubling
the breechings up inside the collars; laying
the off-horse’s saddle, complete with crup-
per surcingle and girth, on the collars; the
near saddle complete on the off-saddle,
the bridles on the cantle of the near saddle
and the bridoons across its seat.

Rabbit knew his drill as well as any artil-
leryman in the Battery, but he found it
difficult to manage in the dark. He toiled
nearly all night over it, but when it was
done at last, it was done properly, and he
knew there would be no confusion when the
climax came. When the harness was at
last all piled up neatly, he took six heel-
pegs and drove them into the ground in a
line at equal distances apart. Then he
sighed with the satisfaction of a job well
done, and lay down to sleep until the mid-
day bugle went.

The next night there was no moon, and
. Rabbit was half beside himself with glee.

“That’s the eternal, everlasting luck of
the British army!” he told himself. “God

loves a gunner, anyway!”
v

@ ration to the other horse, and made

— left him standing, but he gave a full
him fast with a heel-rope while he was eat-
ing if. Then he took the near bridle and
the near saddle from the leading horse’s
pile and slipped them on to Hector. He had
little trouble with the bridle, for the old
horse was used to being fingered about and
fooled with. When he had finished his oats
he held his head down to be rubbed, and
Rabbit had the bit in in an instant. But
girthing up the saddle was another matter.

HE FED Hector a half-ration, and

W
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Hector was thin, and the
and the tongue of the bu
through its unaccustomed
He managed it at last,
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Hector’s back, with a halter
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whip-hand. The old horse
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ymng. ' .
“Good!” said Rabbit to himself.
still go together! This is going to I
than I thought!”

But what he had to do that night
prove easy, and no one ever found «
he did it. He had four more horses t
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had found them, and slip a halter ov
and tow them in, and tempt them v
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And then; when he had them row
at last, he had to harness them.

It must have been after midn
he had them all pegged out in a
dared not take the first ones he ¢
They had to be all team-horses, ¢
to pull together. And it must
after three o’clock in the morning
had them all harnessed and hool
gether. He fed them all the rest «
to keep them quiet, and struggled
girths and heavy saddles in the pi
darkness with all the skill and pati
he knew. But at last 'he loosed
ropes, and clambered once again o
and “Walk, March!” he ordered, |
whip driver-wise on the shoulder «
leader. ; :

Hector led off at the word, an
scarecrows went with him withe
trouble. The wheelers hung bac|
but when Rabbit turned in the s:
spoke to them they recognized his
grew tractable again. Rabbit |
that gun was; he had watched
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it almost with his eyes shut,

* other matter to lead six b

rough ground in the dark.

faster than a walk, for fear
he would make, and for fea
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about to get the gaunt procession started
again. :

=l HE MISSED his way three times,
() and had to quarter the ground to
- get back on the trail, but once more
luck was with him, for he stumbled over the
gun before he expected to, and before any
one in the Boer lines had heard him. Then
came the crisis. He had to wheel the horses
and dismount, and hook them in unheard.
They would not wheel. Three times they
milled round in a circle before he could get
the wheelers anywhere near the pole; and
when at last one of them stood on either side
of it, they were much too far in front of it,
and he could not back them.

“Back!” he ordered, as loudly as he
dared, and with his teeth chattering with
fright. “Back, you blighters! Oh, God, for
just one real man to help me!”’

There was a flash on ‘the hillside, and'a
bullet pinged past him, uncomfortably close.

“Back!” he ordered, louder now, for the
Boers had heard him, and nothing mattered;

~ speed was the only thing that could save him.

They began to back in the wrong direc-
tion; and another rifle flashed, and then an-
other, and one bullet hit the barrel of the

gun. .

Rabbit leaped off Hector’s back, and
seized the rear trace and hauled on it.

““Back!” he ordered.

_He yelled now, for the Boers were be-

. ginning to volley at him, and they had the

range. Occasional bullets rattled among

the gun-wheels, and buried themselves in

the ground all around him, and the horses
were beginning to get scared. :

He seized the near-wheeler by the bit
and jerked him backward until he had him
where he could make him fast to the pole,
and then he nipped round to the wheel and
hooked him up before he had time to move
forward again. But the off-wheeler had
swung outward and refused to come in
when called. Hector was growing restive,
and the whole team began working round
toward him as the volleys from the hillside
increased in number and speed and accu-
racy. Rabbit ran to Hector’s head and
forced him back; then he seized the whip,
which he had left hanging from his collar,
and ran round flogging at the off-horses.
They plunged away from him in fright and
he grabbed the trace and hooked them in
on that side.
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They strained at the traces, all six of
them, but a field-gun is heavier than a horse-
gun, and the wheels had sunk in deep.
Rabbit had time to nip round in front of
them and spring on Hector’s back before
they had the wheels out of the rut. But as
he climbed up, a streak of Summer lightning
flashed across the sky, and the entmy’s
marksmen had a chance to see him. Three
or four hundred rifles blazed at once, and the
air sang with the music of nickel-coated
lead. : ’

“Section—Right—Gallop!” yelled Rab-
bit. '

Down came the whip with all his might
on the off-leader’s scraggy shoulder, and all
six horses summoned all their strength, and
the gun began to move.

« “Come on, you devils! Hup! Hup!
Hup!” yelled Rabbit, flogging as he yelled,
and the gun moved faster.

But another flash of lightning betrayed
him to the Boers, and another volley slit
the air around him. Something hit him—he
did not know where—but he felt a numb
sensation creeping up and down his left side.

A field gun is not meant to gallop with,
and strong horses are supposed to pull it.
But Rabbit yelled and flogged and got
those six poor old starving crocks to gallop-
ing, and came rattling, bumping and flog-
ging across the danger-zone with volley
after volley tearing up the ground behind
him. It was easy enough to guide them.
He set their heads straight for Ladysmith,
careless of what obstacles there might be
in between, and took a chance on it, and his
luck rode with him.

ONE hour before day broke the
team pulled up of its own accord,
steaming and shaking at the knees,
before what had been the Horse Artillery
lines. Hector had led them there, for Rab-
bit was long past guiding them. The vol-
leys and the thundering wheels had roused
the garrison. Sentries and outposts and pick-
ets had turned in the alarm, and there were
a hundred men running hell-bent-for-
leather toward the gun before it halted.
“Take hold of the leaders’ heads!” shout-
ed an officer; and some one obeyed the order.
“Who is it? What gun’s that?”
No one knew, and the officer came closer
to investigate.
Rabbit lurched sideways on Hector’s
back, clutched wildly at the collar and
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slipped down into the arms of the officer.

“Poor little devil!” said the officer.
“Who is he? Anybody know?  He’s
wounded.”

There were some of the Overtures among
the crowd who clustered round, and they
came closer to look at him.

“Why, it’s Rabbit!” said some one.
‘“Here, sergeant-major, here’s your boy!”

The sergeant-major came from examining
the gun-breech mechanism. He took one
quick look at Rabbit and then lifted him
in his arms.

“What’s up, sonny?” he asked h1m
“What’s the matter?”

“I got the gun!” said Rabbit.

“What’s that?” asked the officer.
“What does he say?”’

“He says he got the gun, sir!”

“D’you mean—d’you mean that that

4 named Amos Bates who has a wad

of money and the prettiest daugh-

ter you ever saw in your life. Her name is
Dorothy. Her hair is just the color of the
old man’s gold, and her eyes are just the
color of the blue of the Atlantic off Green
Hill, while the color of her cheeks is most
remarkably like the wild roses that grow

' ' chusetts, there’s an old duck
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heads. His first ancestor to have struck -

these iron shores was the cabin-boy on the
justly celebrated M. ayflower. His con-
science was remarkable—he had made his
money in gas franchises. Dorothy got him
under the ropes on the third head.

" Dorothy was sweet, romantic and- pop-
ular. The old man was about as sweet as
a last month’s oyster-shell, about as ro-
mantic as a bank statement\and very pop-
ular, very—with the cartoonists.

Therefore when Willy Bannister came
out of the North—Minnesota, to be abso-
lutely’ defihite—poor except for a tiny in-
come derived, it was said, from writing for
Sunday newspapers and things, and met
Dorothy, and they both fell madly and pub-
licly in love .to the delight of every old
gossip in town from the N. Y., N. H. & H.
tracks to Hingham Harbor, and Pa Bates
got wise, up rose the wrath of him till it
smoldered toward the azure skies of even.

For it was at dinner that Pa exploded.
Dorothy was just in the act of lapping a
strawberry up into her rosy little mouth
when Ma gave a nervous gasp, and Pa let go.

“I understand, Dorothy,” he began in
his best manner, reserved as a rule .for
newspapermen and beggars, “that there is
considerable talk concerning you and this
young Banmster person from the West
somewhere.”

“Is there?” quened Dorothy sweetly,
daintily swallowing the happy strawberry
she had been negotiating.

Pa Bates laid his knife and fork on the
table. Ma’s silk underskirt rustled in per-
turbation, sure indication of a coming
storm, as Pa hated it. He looked at his
spouse a moment, frowning; then glowered
back at Dorothy.

She was regarding him innocently out of
a pair of blue eyes filled with gentle sur-
mise.

“Dorothy!”

“Yes, Pa.”

“Don’t play with me, Dorothy!” he
shouted.

- “I'm not playing with you, Pa,” mur-
mured Dorothy. :

Pa Bates loved opposition because he
hated to be opposed. Extraordinary, isn’t
it? But quite common, nevertheless. Dor-
othy knew her Pa as the little bee knoweth
the pretty flower whence it draweth the
honey. Pa didn’t look like a pretty flower
now. If he looked like any kind of flower

at all, he looked like a turnip, which some
people contend is not a flower at all, but a
fruit. Dorothy thought of a turnip as she
looked at Pa and watched him struggle for
utterance.

“I forbid you to have anything to do
with him! He is a worthless writer. He
can’t do anything worth while. He is pen-
niless. He is a skiddidle, a mousey, a nin-
compoop, a—a—""

Even Pa’s wonderful ability to coin epi-
thets failed him. He rose and pranced out
of the dining-room.

Ma’s silk skirt rustled again.

“My dear,” she began.

‘‘Father is ridiculous! Ridiculous!’’
flared Dorothy, and, blue eyes" flashing,

‘looking very much like a big American

Beauty rose crowned with gold, Dorothy
banged out of the house across the lawn
and disappeared in the direction of the
Jerusalem Road.

4 OF COURSE you know all about
) the New England coast around
Hingham, Scituate, Cohasset, Minot
Ledge, Green Hill, Nantasket and all those
places. Certamly Therefore you will not
be at all surprised to learn that Dorothy
boarded an electric train and went to Nan-
tasket. At that point she gracefully alight-
ed, a thing of beauty and a joy forever to
the clustering swains, walked down to the

‘beach and along it, until under the lava

cliffs that rise up to make Green Hill she
met a very alert-looking young man whom
she greeted by being thoroughly and de-
lightedly kissed.

After all, it’s the simple things that count.
One could go into a whole essay on the
subject of simple matters like kissing that
are really the most pleasant things in the
world. That’s what the alert young person
from Minnesota named Willy Bannister
undoubtedly thought, for, with all the per-
severance of a St. Paul blizzard, but with
considerable difference in temperature, he

. continued to kiss those adorable lips,

through which had but a few minutes pre-
viously passed a strawberry to Paradise,
until Dorothy was just as red as she could
be, and—oh, you know! .

Well, the young man finally said:

“Gee, it’s good to see you, Dorothy!
Heavens, it’s been a long day without you,
sweetheart!”

(I wonder where I've heard that before.)
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And she answered, her cheeks still like
red, red roses:

“Was it really, dear?”

(Whew, old stuff, kid!)

And they walked gaily out of the hldden
cove where all these delightful goings-on had
been taking place toward the crowded
beach, while Peggy told her Willy what Pa
had said.

“He called me a mousey, did he—and a
skiddidle?”’ asked Willy.

“Yes, he did,” she pouted.

“The mean old thing!” he exclaimed.

“Oh, Willy!” she laughed.

Now really, this slush proposition is too
much. You’ll have to cut out listening to
the rest of that conversation, because it
was simply too mushy for words to convey.
Suffice it to say that they spent a whole
afternoon together, just as happy as though
Pa had thoughtfully died and gone to—ah,
Heaven, of course—(where do people who
make their money out of gas franchises go
anyhow?)—and left all the nice money
with which he was so stingy for Willy and
Dorothy to use for paving-stones in sand
palaces on Nantasket Beach.

It was not until a large and undoubtedly
rather shocked New England moon beheld
Willy and Dorothy engaged in mutually
bestowing a kiss of good night that really
must have taken well over a minute to
bestow, that Dorothy suddenly remembered
again that Pa had hurled paternal anathe-
mas and maranathemas at Willy only that
very day, and her heart sank within her as
she cuddled up to Willy’s chest. (The eve-
nings are cool in New England.)

“What are we going to do, dearest?”
she pleaded.

Although it was a good deal of a job on
this particular occasion, Willy, newspaper-
man, was used to collecting his wits on a
rush order for immediate use. He said:

“Leave that to me, sweetheart. I think
I can make him do as we want.”

M saying good night, Dorothy crept

mournfully to her bed, while Willy
walked down the Jerusalem Road, his mind
a perfect blank, trying to think of some way
of getting Pa’s consent.

Willy tossed on his bed for an hour or so,
then suddenly arose and, taking out a pad
and pencil, made a few hurried memoranda
on the chair beside his bed, and with an

TEN minutes having been passed in

Adventure

expression of angelic
away into Slumberland,
to Europe with Dorothy.
Willy had had an inspir
tious use of the telephone in

. ing when it was generally

wouldn’t have got out of

it if some one had been on
pleading to give him a million
streak of soot and a rusty
Willy got Dorothy o the wire
ed directions.

Dorothy hung up the receive;
through her morning toilet wi
glee and: aplomb, even for a hea
beauty of twenty.

After Pa’s morning grouch }
peased by a breakfast that
caused Jove to water at the 1
the entire Olympian culinary
wrapped her perfect arms ar
laid her pretty golden head a
grizzled and evil one and whi

“Pa, dear, may I have a
please?”

Verily Willy was a young ger
resource and cunning. Pa’s first
diate thought was that he had
very gruff to his beautiful daug
had all undoubtedly been the
bunch of old hens that had «
ear, the sharpness of whose tong
self, in the past, had had occasion
perience.

‘““Yes, you may have a sai
othy,” he consented; “but I r
in it first to see that it is all ri

When Dorothy kissed him,
light of laughter deep down in
that poor Pa took only for tendern

“Come down to the Harbor witl
morning and I'll show you the boa
Pa dear,” she cooed. :

“All right,”” he said, “in a fe

Thus did it happen that an
man dressed in the regulation r
was pressed into service to shov
fine boat he had for Dorothy.
catboat with a great spread of
sat on the smooth water of the
the pier like a skimming-dish.
or two looks at it, while D«
apprehensively, then he sl
to its decking. The sailor
the sail and let down the cel

Dorothy waved them goo
boat, suddenly catching tkL.
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:m-ends and streaked out
like a frightened white

| the sail grow smaller and
distance, then retired tothe
rree under which somebody
1 and laughed till she cried.
ily ignorant of everything
ed with boats, but he was

catboat had caught the wind
ne over till the green water
her lee decking and little beads
am sang merrily by the weather-
of her cockpit, Willy (for it was
‘han he, disguised as a fisherman,
> doubt have guessed) saw Pa’s
convulsively the edge of the deck-
which he sat. Pa had never seen
the enjoyment for that young gen-

as unspoiled by any sense of the -

danger of premature discovery.

SAILING out of Hingham Harbor

" through the rocks and shoals that

infest its entrance is no light job,
even with a spanking breeze dead onyour
stern quarter. Willy had the delightful
joy, every time he went about, and the
great sail caught the wind, throwing the
boat over till she leaped out from the press
of the seas like a living thing, both of the
born sailor’s pride in his boat and the knowl-
edge that each lurch and swing was an
agony of growing fear to Pa.

But Pa had not been a bold bandit of
the seas of finance for nothing. He clung to
the boat, it is true, with fear written on
every angle of his body; but not in his face,
which he kept fixedly pointed the other way
from the racing water on the lee decking.

Willy smiled gently, and easing a little
into the wind, drew in his line. The re-
action on Pa was quite apparent. There
was a slight tremor throughout all his length.

The green of the sun-kissed water racing
by was making him very unhappy; each
hairbreadth’s deviation of the boat from
any single line of balance filled his soul
with the landlubber’s horror of the cepl
salt water that chokes one so.

“How do you like the boat, sir?’’ queried
Willy from the tiller.

“Nice boat; but she doesn’t seem very—
er—safe,” growled Pa.

“Oh, she’s quite safe, sir,”
Willy sweetly.
3

answered
“You'll see that when we
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get out into the bay where there isreally
some wind. She leans over to it like a dear,
but she’s as stanch as any liner.”

A fresh gale of wind gave the truth to
his words. The catboat seemed to lean
harder against the water on her lee bow a
moment, then rose and leaped ahead with
added impetus. An added rapidity sang
in the gurgle of foam at her bows. Willy
thought he heard a distinct gurgle in Pa’s
throat.

Hingham Harbor opened out into the
inner bay, and they raced across it to Hell
Gate and Nantasket Point. Pa looked long-
ingly at the trolley-cars along the tracks
by their sheds behind the pavilion on the
Point. Willy saw that longing look and a
little bird seemed suddenly to sing within
his young, blithe heart as he edged a bit
more into the wind and struck a bee-line
for Hell Gate, through which the incoming
tide was rushing with the speed of a mill-
race, black as ink, with serried waves upon
its surface.

If you can imagine a ship suddenly sail-
ing from the clear free water into a sea of
butter, you can imagine how that tide-run
stops a boat. She came to an utter
standstill suddenly, her halyards wet to
the eye-bolts, her higher spars trembling
under the stress of the wind, her sail taut,
the black tide rushing by her with the
speed of an express train.

Pa turned a face the color of the delicate
green herbs that grow by the sedges of the
mossy brook and said:

“Turn back, I’ve had enough of this!”

Willy smiled softly at him from the tiller.
Pa sat up, slowly and carefully, on the deck-
ing and, summoning his whole soul, roared:

“Did you hear me? I said to go back!”

“But,” said Willy, “ we’re not going back.”

“What!” roared Pa, the delicate green
giving place to a distinct and even more
unbecoming purple.

The boyish figure at the tiller leaned
slightly toward Pa and spoke gently, yet
distinctly, while the wind roared seaward
and the sea roared landward, and the sail-
boat trembled in every fibre:

“You see, I’'m Willy.”

fw<y THERE was a moment’s silence,
2~ while Pa, open-mouthed, slowly be-
=2 gan to absorb into a naturally agile
if now somewhat fear-clouded brain the
exact status of affairs.
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“Well, you little shrimp,” finally burst .

from Pa’s epithet-thirsting lips, “you mi-
crobe, you gnat, —— you, whatever you
are! Get back from here with this God-
forsaken boat of yours or I'll wring your
neck!”

And Pa shot out an ugly-looking jaw.

“If you make a move toward me,” said
Willy softly, “I’ll jibe, and you’ll have the
pleasure of swimming home in this nice
tide-run. You'll get home all right, but
you won’t call people mousies and sklddxdles
any more!”’

Pa had a sudden horrible vision of his
damp and dripping corpse being hauled
from the briny deep and laid in state in
the drawing-room of his home. The thought
was distinctly unpleasant. Pa had, more-
over, been in the habit of being the gentle-
man at the tiller in situations such as this
for many years, though the tides and winds
that blew at those times were figurative tides
and winds, not the real thing, hot off God’s
footstool.

The tide lessened suddenly, and the cat-
boat shot ahead with a quiver in every line.

Pa’s liver became a jelly. He clung to
the decking with both hands,

“Let me ashore, I tell you"’ he yelled.

“Why, Pa!” said Willy, “and you a
great big grown man, too!”

“I never was in a sailboat before,” be-
gan Pa. “I tell you I think it is going to
upset, you fool! Let me out of here! This
joke—"

“Pa!” shouted Willy. -

Pa brought up sharp just as he was about
to grow fluent.

“This is no joke, Pa,”. began Willy. The
tide was rapidly lessening, and the catboat
was skimming out beyond the Point, where
the horizon was becoming nothing but the
edge of the sea to the eastward and the thin
line of rocks along Nantasket to the west.
“This, continued Willy, “is ‘a business
proposition. I wish to marry Dorothy.
She wishes to marry me. You are the only
person who is disagreeable.

“Dorothy and I have concluded that
life without each other is impossible.
Therefore, if you will not consent, you and
I will sail eastward and eastward until we
disappear forever beneath the horizon,
while if we are not back by midnight

Dorothy will know that you have refused -

to consent, and she will poison herself. We
shall at least be reunited in Heaven.”
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wry. He turned to Willy.
you understand,” he said
> slid along51de the pier
. be painfully crawled out,
made under compulsion
void, young man.

the house I'll brain you!”

ight you’d do something of the
lied Willy casually, as he gently
lowered the fluttering mainsail, “so I've
made arrangements with the New York
- Exhoust to carry a double-page illustrated
feature story of the whole affair next Sun-

.day, in which your cowardly behavior in .

my boat will figure, written up by the
cleverest humor man in New York.”
As the dun-deer pauses at the winding of
- the hunter’s horn, so then paused Pa.
“Come on up to the house!” he said.
_ They walked in silence up from the Har-
bor to Pa’s house. A white figure on the
veranda fluttered and disappeared into the
‘front door as they approached.
“Dorothy!” called Pa.
“Yes, Pa,” came from within.
«Come here!”
Dorothy presently emerged.
“Do you love Willy?” asked Pa with a
visible effort.

“Yes, Pa,” assented Dorothy meekly,’

‘blue eyes ¢ast down.

€« Why?”

“I—I can’t help it.”

There was a pause.

“That seems to be a —— good reason
_for things where Willy is concerned,” final-
ly remarked Pa. .

“Yes Pa »

“Wlll '7’

" “Yes, Pa ?

Pa gla.red and grew purple, but, contam-

ing himself, asked:

If you

“Do you love Dorothy?”

“Yes, Pa.”

113 Why? ”»”

“Because she’s the sweetest, dearest,
most lovable—"

“Stop!” roared Pa, “there are limits even
to my good nature.”

THERE was a silence.  Pa glared
at both of them, Dorothy’s lip
trembled suspiciously, Willy looked
gravely at a fly walking along one of the
veranda steps.

“Well, fall in each other’s arms and coo!”
snapped Pa, and disappeared within the
house.

And quite sha.melessly Willy and Dor-
othy promptly fell into each other’s arms
and obeyed Pa’s instructions to the letter—
and then some.

Pa met Ma inside the house.

“Maria,” be said, “Dorothy’s engaged

to be married to that young Willy.”

“Oh, very well, Amos,” said Ma, her silk
skirt rustling.

“And, Maria!”

“Yes, Amos.”

“I don’t want any fool long engagements
either. They’ve got to get married just as
soon as they can.’

“Yes, Amos,” said Ma.

Pa went up to his room to thange a com-
pletely wilted collar. -

As he brushed his scanty locks at the
chiffonier tirror, he growled to himself:

“I'm glad Willy isn’t in the gas busi-
ness.”

He paused, hair-brush poised in the air,
for a full minute.

“T guess I’d better put him in it on my
side first,” he concluded.

Then he went down-stairs.
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ATALE OF H
6y STEPHEN ALLEN

q HE phonograph concert was
over. The admiring Eskimos
had heard” each 'record played
twice over, and had listened in

amazement to the concludmg number of
the program—the recording and magic re-
production of the first two verses of their
famous “Walrus Hunter’s Song,” as sung
into the horn by Kiah.

Watched -closely by forty pairs of kindly
brown eyes, William Bradford, the third
mate of the whaling bark Sunbeam, slipped
the last waxen record into the case upon
the cooper’s bench.

Slowly and regretfully the natives filed
out of the temporary deck-house, down
the inclined ice-run which led from the star-
board gangway of the frozen-in whaler to
the even surface of the thick ice below, and
into “their 7gloos near by which had been
built during November of the previous
year when the snow had deepened and the
salt-water ice thickened sufficiently.

Phonographs were still a novelty to the
hardy Innuits of Hudson’s Bay, and al-
though the crew of the Sunbeam had long
since tired of the semi-monthly concerts

“Post a man to keep yj

' fire, and then come below

“Well, Skipper, what’
the whaleman.
_ “Got a_job cut out for
back through a cloud of

The third mate was
in the presence of others,
of the captain’s room “
fitting, since they both
New England village
mates upon three ai
third mate seated him:
ing lamp and waited for

. proceed.

held in the deck-house, the natives were al-

ways on hand to listen to the wonderful box
and horn of the Kabloonak [white men].

“Mr. Bradford!” .The Captain’s voice
came up through the partly opened skyhght
over his room.

“Ay, ay, sir!” responded the third mate
as he snapped- shut the lid of the record-
case.

“Had a long talk wi
noon,” went on Capta
puffs. “He tells me
Kenipatoos that’s Wint
Inlet has a lot of mus
prettiest pair of silver-
ever laid eyes on. He ran
party of ’em down off the
Lorillard three days ago, anc
back to their Wmter 1gloos
If—”

“If they were sure
skms, why didn’t Kiah
’em himself?”’ broke in t

“That’s just the trou
old whaleman. “You
more or less about the
and he’d have willin’ly
or his rifle for ’em, a
us. Asit turned .out, t
have forked ’em over iu: wie iy vue ae
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der. They wouldn’t listen to
sition—had plenty of dogs of

“If we don’t get those hides, those fool
Kenipatoos will float down to Churchill
-after the break-up, and the H. B. Com-
pany’ll get ’em for a few pounds of powder
and lead. I'd be willin’ to give the Keni-
patoos good trade for the silver foxes,
-’cause if they’re Winter pelts and full-grown
they’ll fetch at least a thousand apiece.”-

“And I suppose you want me to get some
dogs together and light out for Chester-
field?” assumed Billy.

ptain nodded and then indicated

1 berth at one side of his room.

tayed upon a scarlet blanket of

wool the third mate saw a pair

ng rifles, a reloading outfit, a can-
ister of powder, and a bolt of gaudy calico
—the latter popular among the squaws
throughout the two months of the fleeting
arctic Summer. A shining harmonica, three
bars of lead, and a few serviceable hunting-
knives made up the balance of the assort<
ment of “trade.”

““That stuff ought to catch ’em,” chuck-
led Captain Noyes.

“Those Kenipatoos are a funny peopfe
observed Bradford somewhat doubtfully.
“They change their minds every few min-
utes, and sometimes break off right in the
middle of a trade.
catch the skins, though, if everything else
fails.” -

4 W’hat? ”»

“One of the phonographs, and a few
records!” Billy declared triumphantly.

“Sure as death and taxes!” affirmed the
Captain.

“We've got three machines on 'board,”
~went on Billy. “Two of ’em are promised
—one to Kiah for the Winter’s deer-meat,
and another to the native boat’s crew
that sights the first whale after the break-
up. The third one is my personal property,
but if I'm in on this deal with you half-
and-half, I'll throw it in.”

“That goes,” agreed the Captain. “It’ll
be share and share alike. I don’t feel like
makin’ the trip myself, . the mate’s still
busy with his boils, the second’s needed to
nurse those scurvy cases for’ard, so it’s up
to you. You fix it up with Kiah to start
to-morrow morning at sun-up. The days
are long. With his own dogs and a couple
of borrowed ones you ought to make the

But I know what will

inlet inside of three days. You can be back
in a week. XKiah knows the inlet country
like I know the Sumbeam, but I'd advise
you to keep to the salt-water ice and hug the
shore instead of tryin’ the short-cut across
country. The snow’s gettin’ too soft inland
to be good sleddin’.” .
“Just leave it to Kiah and me,” laughed
Billy as he proceeded to roll the trade ar-

- ticles up in the blanket.

N /)// PROMPTLY at five o’clock. the
next morning Kiah appeared along-
side the bark. Attached to his
sledge, each by its individual thong of wal-
rus-hide, were seveh of his own dogs and
two borrowed ones. A half an hour later
Captain Noyes waved a parting salutation,
Kiah cracked his long whip, and the little
expedition was off, headed in a southwest-
erly direction.
. Good progress was made that day, al-
though Kiah complained of the behaviorof
the two borrowed dogs. They seemed un-
willing to work with the hunter’s own tried
and proven huskies, and upon several
occasions tried to break away from the
sledge that they might return to theirown-
er’s 7gloo near the whaling bark:

Alternately riding and running alongside
the sledge, Billy managed to keep warm,
for in spite of the high sun and the bright
April day the temperature was still well
below the freezing-point. As the sun sank
behind the low hills inland, at least forty
miles lay between them and the imprisoned
Sunbeam.

Kiah’s snow-knife was soon at work, and
a wind-break was constructed of snow
blocks carved from a drift near the shore.
Not daring to trust the borrowed dogs to
their own devices throughout the night,
Kiah left them tethered to the sledge after
tossing each of them a chunk of frozen seal-
meat.

When he had brewed a pot of hot tea over
his alcohol lamp, the New Englander shared
his supper of venison and ship’s biscuit with
the Eskimo. Then came the evening pipe
and a bed of soft furs.

“Snow hard—we leave ice—maybe come
Kenipatoo igloo to-night,” said Kiah the
next morning, as he pointed inland at the
unbroken expanse of snow.

Billy nodded.

“Just as you say, Kiah,” he observed
cheerfully “If we can cut across the

%‘@\’/f
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point it means a saving of thirty-five or
forty miles. The sooner we get to Chester-
field Inlet, the sooner we'll get back to the
omiak [ship).”

High noon found them half-way across
the isthinus, where a halt was made at a
deserted hunting igloo. After hot tea and
a breathing spell for the dogs, the journey
was resumed; and late that evening the
tired men and dogs stumbled into the
Kenipatoo village of snow huts.

ALTHOUGH almost worn out by
6 his exertions, Billy lost no time in
&?. locating the owner of the silver-fox
skins and making his trade.” The lucky
hunter who had trapped the animals had a
vague idea of the Kabloonah value of his
treasures; but knowing that the third mate’s
bid was far above what he could expect
from the Hudson’s Bay Company’s factor
at Fort Churchill, three hundred miles to
the southward, he readily accepted the offer.

The Kenipatoo, while appreciating the
merits of the repeating rifles, the reloading
tools, and various other articles, was at a
loss in so far as the phonograph was con-
cerned. Kiah, acting as an interpreter, ex-
plained that the machine could talk. Such
a thing had never been heard of among the
Kenipatoos. The news flew around from
hut to hut, and Billy was asked to.give a
demonstration.

Pausing long enough to trade some minor
articles for seven fine musk-ox skins, Billy
then carried the phonograph into the head
man’s igloo and proceeded to instruct the
new owner of the machine as to its workings.

Eagerly the natives crowded around the
white man and the wonderful box. They
listened delightedly to band-concert selec-
tions. A'Kabloonah quartette, singing “Old
Black Joe,” pleased them mightily; and
then Billy slipped on a waxen blank, ad-
justed his recording-sapphire and horn,
and asked the head man to speak a few
words into the horn. Kiah informed the
latter that the machine would repeat his
words. '

The tall. Kenipatoo strode up to the
sleeping-platform, a contemptuous, incred-
ulous expression upon his face. It was
quite plain that he doubted Kiah’s state-
ment. Nevertheless, he roared a verse of
guttural song into the horn, and then stood
aloof, -his arms folded upon the breast of
his koolitang of fawn-skin.
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his fawn-skin shirt, Billy
repeater and sprang toward
ty. Kiah was ahead of him,
gling his way through the
assage, rifle in hand.
ned the end of the passage
erect he saw the monstrous form
sear standing upright. Gaunt
ag throughout the long Winter
er shaggy, yellowish bulk tow-
: Kiah and one of the dogs. Ad-
‘almost within the reach of the
weai, ao the Eskimes will in order to make
sure of their game, Kiah leveled his rifle
and pulled the trigger just as the bear
made a half-turn and struck the last dog a

" - crashing blow that knocked it fully fifteen

feet away.

Kiah’s bullet cut a harmless furrow along
_the thick hide of the bear’s fore shoulder,and
before he had time to pump another car-
tridge into the chamber of his repeater the
monster struck the native a rib-crushing
blow which knocked him senseless. At the
same moment Billy pointed his .30-.30at
the exposed breast of the animal and press-
ed the trigger. A harmless clicking sound
was the result! Like a flash—even as‘the
infuriated animal turned upon him—Billy
realized that he had neglected to open his
magazine cut-off!

Stepping back a pace or two to evade the
cruel paws, the whaleman tugged at the
cut-off lever and pumped a cartridge into
the chamber of his weapon. As the she-
bear followed him up, he took a hasty aim
and fired. Again, his fingers working nim-
bly, he fired another shot full into the red
mouth of the brute. She paused in her
shuffling stride, and then, with a pierced
brain and shattered spinal column, toppled
over toward Billy just as he stumbled
over the carcass of one of the dogs. A
crushing weight bore him to the packed
and trampled snow, his head struck upon
one of the bone-shod runners of the sled,
and his senses departed.

=2 HOW long he lay there Billy never

} knew, for when he emerged from

e the 4gloo he took no note of the
height of the sun. The whining of the bor-
rowed dogs within the snow house must
have aroused him. It had grown warmer.
Snow was falling upon his upturned face;
while prone across his legs lay the nine hun-
dred-pound carcass of the bear. Kiah,
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breathing heavily and occasionally groan-
ing, lay a dozen feet distant.

Having regained his full senses, save for
the numbing effect of the terrible weight
across his legs, Billy managed to free his
left leg. After another series of strenuous
efforts he was able to liberate his right leg;
but no sooner was the limb free and the
circulation restored than a sensation of ex-
quisite pain told him that the leg was
broken.

Slowly, suffering agonies, Billy crawled
toward Kiah and had nearly reached him
when the native sat up of his own accord.

_ One side of his fawn-skin koolitang was sat-

urated with blood. His breathing was piti-
ful to hear. The two men gazed at each
other without speaking; and then, with
one accord, began to crawl toward the snow
house. Within the igloo, they realized,
warmth and shelter were to be found.

Kiah’s first move was to regain his rifle;
then, crawling upon his hands and knees,
he followed Billy toward the tunnel-like en-
trance. Near by, an injured wolf-dog lay,
whining piteously. Kiah paused, and after
several painful efforts managed to throw
the lever of his repeater. Like the crack
of an Eskimo whip, the report of the rifle
rang out, and the whines of the husky
ceased. ’

Once inside the 7gloo, the two men dis-
cussed their plight. Neither of them had
strength enough to clamber upon the fur-.
covered sleeping-bench of snow blocks, but
between them they managed to drag down
the deer-skin robes. With these beneath
them they were protected from the icy
flooring of packed snow.

“What are we to do?” Billy asked
himself. - Neither of them was able to
travel, even in the event that the two bor-
rowed dogs were able to haul the stripped

sledge. They were in no immediate danger

of freezing or starving, that was true; but
something had to be done at once. Twenty
miles behind them lay the Kenipatoo vil-
lage, but' the deer-hunting season was over,
and it was extremely unlikely that any
native would come across them in time to
be of assistance.

It was at least fifty miles to the Sunbeam.
Captain Noyes would not be alarmed at
their absence for some days to come. Even
then he would not be likely to locate them for
some time. If there were only some way to
communicate with the vessel before their
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alcohol and seal-oil gave out—before they
should become unable to do anything for
themselves.

Then Billy thought of the two dogs. If
turned loose, they would in all probability
soon find their way back to their owner.
He, in turn, would tell the Captain of their
strange return. But, even then, Billy re-
flected, their trail would be covered by the
falling snow, and precious time would elapse
before they could be found.

If there were only some way of writing a
message and attaching it to one of the
dogs! Pencil and paper were out of the
question. Billy thought of making an ink-
like solution with powder from a cartridge,
and then tracing a message on the inner
side of one of the fox skins. At that mo-
ment he would have given up his interest
in the furs and his share in the proceeds
of the whaling voyage for a stub of pencil
and a piece of paper.

VAGUELY wondering what to do,
d Billy’s eye roved over the pack of
bl furs, and thence to the bladder of
seal-oil at one side of the dome-like room.
Beside the oil-bag, in its carrying-case cov-
ered with brown duck, lay the phonograph.
His eyes sparkled in spite of his pain.
There lay the solution! It had suddenly
occurred to him to make a record and send
it to the ship by one of the dogs!
~ He could dictate a message into the
phonograph, stating their plight and their
whereabouts. The record could be attach-
ed to one of the dogs, and, granted that the

dog found his way back to his native’

owner, and that the owner took the record
to the Sunbeam, all would be well, for there
were two phonographs on board the bark,
and the record would surely be tried.

Fighting against his pain, Billy dragged
the phonograph toward him, meanwhile
explaining his scheme to Kiah. With fin-
gers that trembled in spite of himself, he
loosened the cover and wound up the ma-
chine. He slipped the waxen blank upon
the cylinder, adjusted the recording-sap-
phire with its chisel-like edge, and after a
minute’s rest, during which he mustered all
his reserve strength, he released the spring
and spoke into the horn:

“This is Bradford. My leg is broken.
Kiah is injured. Our dogs are gone. Send
help at once! We are in a hunting 7gloo on
the overland short-cut, about half-way
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dently the blood upon the koolitang was not
that of -the unfortunate native, but must
have come from the bear or one of the
dogs. Nothing could be done, however,
until help arrived.

During the balance of the long arctic day,
in the dim light which filtered through the
- frost-covered sheet of fresh-water ice which
served as a window-pane, Billy lay in a
sort of stupor. Each time he moved, if
ever so slightly, he could feel the ends of
the broken bone grating against each other.
. Then came the awful darkness of the
short night—ages long to Billy—when
nothing broke the silence save the distant
howling of a wolf and the moans of poor
Kiah.

When morning came at la.st B111y tried
to reach the alcohol lamp that he might
melt some snow and brew a cup of tea.
His effort was fruitless, however, as his
head swam and the smoke-blackened wall
of the snow-house seemed to revolve. With
a groan he sank back upon the robes; a
numbness, starting at his feet, crept over
him. Acting mechanically, Billy threw out
his right arm and pulled one of the soft
fawn-skin robes over his companion. The
next instant the numbing ‘wave reached
his shoulders. Faster and faster the circular
wall seemed to revolve, until finally all was
dark and cold.

BILLY opened his eyes. Something

warm was trickling down his throat.

The igloo was ablaze with candle-
light. The second mate—the rough-and-
ready doctor for the ship’s crew—was band-
aging his leg. Already it felt better, as the
painful grating was no longer possible.
Standing over him, with a flask in his hand,
Billy perceived Captain Noyes, his kindly
old face aglow after the strenuous fifty-mile
trip.
“Kiah?” murmured Billy, as his eyes

~ turned toward the group at the far end of _

the sleeping-platform.

“Two ribs and a collar-bone smashed,”
said the amateur doctor. “If the busted
ends of the ribs haven’t pierced hislung,
he’ll be as good as new in a few weeks.”

“And we’ll have you up. and around soon
after the break-up,” added the Captain.

“So the dogs fetched the ship all right?”
asked Billy as he grew stronger.

“One dog did—the one-eared one. Why?
How many did you send?”

Billy explained briefly.

“Then the wolves must’'ve got the

silver-gray,” assumed the master of the
Sunbeam. “It’s a lucky thing you sent
two.”

Asked for further details, the Captain
went on to tell of the arrival of the dog.

“It must have been just about sun-up
this morning when old Ikutlik came aboard
and hanged at the deck-house door. He
woke up some of the men for’ard, and they
tried to drive him away. Then he showed
the handkerchief and the record. One of
the men woke up the steward. He didn’t
know what to make of it, and was goin’ to
tell Tkutlik to wait until we got up. About
that time they woke me up and I came
out to see what the row was about. Ikut-
lik had the dog with him, and I saw that
it'’d come a long way. It was foot-sore,
and had a bleedin’ flank. I didn’t just know
what to make of it at first; then I thought
I’d put the record on one of the machines.

“You could’ve knocked me over with
rope-yarn when I heard your voice; and
you can bet those silver-fox skins that I
stirred up that bunch of natives! We
hooked up every dog in camp except the
one-ear, and here we are; and none too
soon to save that leg for you.

“And by the way,” the Captain con-
cluded “it’s a lucky thing that you’ve been
givin’ those concerts all Winter, otherwise
Tkutlik wouldn’t have known what a phono- .
graph record was. In that case he might’ve
eaten it.”

“Nobody but a Yankee would’ve thought
of that phonograph trick,” chuckled the
second officer, a sea-seasoned Nova Scotian.

“And this Yankee’s going to buy that
one-eared dog as soon as he gets back to
the sh1p"’ asserted Billy. ‘Furthermore,
he’s going to keep the dog as long as he
lives!”

And he did.
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rm-: Mosr FAMOUS OF THE BAD-MEN OF
% FRANK J ARKINS

HOWLING mob of fortune-
hunters crowded into Silver City,
New Mexico, in the seventies.
The uncovering of mineral wealth
was beset with great danger. The Apaches
were on the war-path. It was hazardous
‘to travel in the country without an escort,
but the magnet of wealth in the mines drew
men to the scene notwithstanding. In the
citizenship of the community there were
rough men, for the early days were typical
of those of other mining-camps isolated in
the mountains and distant from civiliza-

tion. -
In that community there lived a boy of
seventeen years of age, respected and loved
by all. He was a favorite among  the young
men and considered a model youth by the
old. He was gentle as a child. His face
was delicately molded, his skin as fair as
a girl’s, his hands small and fingers taper-
ing. Lithe, graceful, self-reliant, he gave
every promise of an honorable career.

This boy—William H. Bonney—was em-
ployed in a local store and was considered a
most accommodating clerk. The gruff com-
munity was convulsed with horror and

dumfounded with astonishment one after-

noon when the news- spread like wildfire
that Bonney had-hacked a man to death
with a butcher-knife and was fleeing for
his life on the back of a stolen horse.

The murder was particularly atrocious.

a2

It was the result of an a
young Bonney was cros
the boy had never been
instant he was transfon
within a few minutes
to murder, and in seeking a
left behind him a trail ac
he were following a maca
At the point of a revo
strangers to exchange |
seized the best mounts at
es along his way and spread
wherever he went. He follc
bres River toward Deming,
posse from Silver City. Clo:
escaped eastward over the
tains, when it was thought
for Mexico.

THE START OF A BAD-MA

WESTERN town was
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still defended ‘him; there 1
his friends declared, for
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ing terror in the Valley
the roughest men in t
the mind of the public
that time on his murder
hearts of men with fea
in Western history be
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but forgotten. As the Kid, he stands as
- one of the great historical ﬁgures of the
cow country;-one of the worst youths that
ever lived, prince of Bad-Men, the youngest
Bad-Man of all..

His appearance among the prospectors
and amid the mining-camps of the Oregon
Mountains was electrical. Here he con-
ceived the idea that to evade arrest he must
fight his way to the front single-handed.
He boldly traded horses, obtained credit,
bought supplies, because he could shoot
straight with a revolver and had threat-
ened the lives of a number of men. Then
with all despatch he pushed on to the Valley
of the Pecos. This was the scene of the
boy’s exploits in the taking of human life.

The Pecos Valley was filled with men
who had been driven out of Texas by the
Rangers, and Billy the Kid’sassociation with
these men developed his mania for shedding
blood. In his first altercation he realized
that it was his life or the other man’s. The
fact that he was quick-with a gun made

him feared. He became embittered against .

one of the stockmen immediately upon his
arrival in the Valley.

“T'll make this valley too hot for him
%n;d dangerous to his punchers,” said the

y

At once he commenced to use this man’s
cowboys as targets to practise on. He be-
gan a campaign that drew upon him the
enmity of everybody. The murder of these
innocent men, purely to gratify a spite
against their employer, made him a leader
among the bands of armed thugs of the
regxon He had at a bound become a celeb-
rity, and -every group of Bad-Men wanted
to claim him. But the Kid would have
none of that. By degrees he gat.hered a
band of his own.

_HOW MANY MEN DID HE KILL?

THE Kid killed more men, wantonly
and for sheer love of murder, than any
other man of whom there is a record in the
West. It will never be known just how
many he assassinated. He was a butcher
who took delight in slaying the defenseless.
He knew no pangs of conscience. He had
not one single redeemjng trait. He would
murder a friend as quickly as an _enemy.
He thought nothing of appearing before
a cook in charge of a “chuck” wagon, on a
lonely desert range, ask for something to

eat, compliment the man upon the quality
of the food he had prepared, with apparent
gratitude. He would ask him, as if the
idea had suddenly popped into his head,
whether he was an officer—or had been.
Then, as though in doubt, he would shoot
him in his tracks. This is no exaggeration.
A man whom he left for dead, and who sur-
vived long enough to tell the story, was
authority for the statement, shortly after
Iis arrival on the Pecos River. _

The boy was a terror before whom every-"
body fled. He rode the fastest horses, he
helped himself to the best there was in
every community he visited, wiggled out of
any number of tight places, and shot his
way to freedom a dozen times.

Shortly after his arrival in the valley, he
was persuaded, because of his reputation
as a Bad-Man, to assist in the arrest of
three men charged with murder. They
were captured without the firing of a shot,
placed on horses, ironed and started jail-
ward. To the deputy sheriff, who with him
followed the prisoners across a long, dusty
sand plain, he turned suddenly and said,

“Let’s kill those fellows.”

“Why? They haven’t done anything to
us.”

“They’re guilty anyway, and we'll just
save the county expense.’

“No, Billy, they have not given us a
chance to shoot at them—they have not
tried to escape.”

The deputy tried to argue with him, for
he could see the light of murder dancmg in
the fellow’s eyes.

The Kid rode forward, compelling the
officer to do likewise, and, according to the
story told, shot all three men. The deputy
spurred his pony, the Kid after him. They
exchanged shots, and the officer escaped
with a few wounds.

From that time on it was dangerous for
the Kid to enter a community. He raided
north through Lincoln County, which was
larger than many Eastern States. There
was not a line of railway or telegraph in it, -
and no telephones. It was easy to get
away. )

At that time there was rivalry between
the different outfits. The country was filled-
with Bad-Men, and they were about evenly
divided among the cowmen. Cattle-steal-
ing was a common thing. The Kid became
involved in a number of rows, and he took
sides. His reputation as a “killer” grew.
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Undoubtedly a number of these men
were killed as a result of trouble among
themselves, and the killing laid to the door
of the Kid. It was easy. He could not
deny it. No one would have believed him
if he had. Besides, the more murders cred-
ited to him, the greater the fear in which
he would be held.

COWBOYS FOR TARGET-PRACTISE

COMING up out of the sage-brush with

a few companions, near where.Carlsbad
is now, the Kid saw a number of cowboys
at a distance. They belonged to an outfit
to which for some reason he had taken a
violent dislike. Turning to his companions
he said:

“It takes practise to be a good shot.
How many of you can hit one of those
punchers at this distance?”

“It’s too far,” remarked one.

“You’d better commence to practise if
you think that. They’ll get you some day.”

“But look at the range.”

“All right. Watch me.”

He raised his revolver, apparently with-
out taking aim, and with his index-finger
along the barrel, pulled the thinly filed trig-
ger at the instant he had correctly pointed.
The Kid had the whole theory of shooting
down to perfection.

A cowboy swayed in his saddle. Then
the other members of the Kid’s gang began
to practise on the punchers, firing at them
as long as they were in sight. The Kid
fired but one shot, holding a loaded re-
volver in his hand, for he was taking no
chances with his own friends.

A MAN HE DID NOT KILL

THE Kid worked his way up the Rio
Pecos, to the Chisholm ranch, along a
trail of blood. Mr. Chisholm was tall,
spare and fearless. He had fought Bad-
Men, cattle-rustlers, and thieves generally
for years, and had made money. In some
way he became engaged in an altercation
witn the boy murderer, and in a flash the
Kid drew a tevolver.

1t was an awkward moment, and the old
man was equal to it.

“Well, B111y,” he laughed as though it
were a joke, “so you’re going to kill your
grand-daddy, are you?”

He looked at the young fellow in a father-
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THE TURN OF THE TIDE

THEN one day, even those hard char-
acters who professed to be his friends
were amazed by the report that for some
trivial incident he had killed a member of _
his own band. The outlaws were now as
anxious to end his career as were the law-
abiding people of the village. His friends
commenced to murmur. The Kid was now
reported in a dozen places at the same
time, and these stories he turned to his ad-
vantage by appearing at irregular, though
. frequent, intervals in widely separated cow
camps -for more than a hundred and fifty
miles north’ and south on the Pecos
River.

With his appearance new stories of vio-
lent deaths on the range were circulated.
Carelessly indifferent, he neither affirmed
nor denied the reports. No one could tell
what was going -en in the mind concealed
by a childlike face. His countenance false-
ly portrayed innocence to every stranger.
_ manner won confidence and drew

friends. Once his identity was revealed,
men shrank from him in fear. With hypo-
critical friendliness his acquaintance was
sought. When he arrived in any of the
towns he was received with every mark of
respect. He returned the salutations from
his horse, on which he sat with easy grace.
With apparent indifferencé his eye raked
the crowd. It was not his purpose to dis-
mount until he had ascertained whether
there was an enemy about him.

Most Bad-Men shoot in self-defense;

Billy the Kid differed from all others be- -

cause he killed in an endeavor to strengthen
and lengthen the chain of fear he was grad-
ually winding around the inhabitants of
eastern New Mexico. By this time he had
a valley one hundred and fifty miles in
length in a state of consternation. From
the Texas line on the south, following the
Pecos River up where the town of Roswell
is now, the Kid ranged at large like a roving
executioner. As to the numbers he had
killed up to the end of 1880, no one will
ever know. Nearly every murder was laid
at his door. He would not deny them.
Some insisted that he assassinated thirty
men, others fifty. No one knows. The
situation was untenable. He had now
reached that point in his career where he
killed for sheer love of murder.
Then something happened.
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Public demand on the part of the law-
abiding citizens, outlaws and Bad-Men
brought forward a man who was destined
to kill the Kid, and to bring about order in
the then most lawless section of the United
States. It had been impossible to get a
man to accept the nomination of sheriff
while the Kid lived. He had picked off the
deputies, shot a sheriff or two, and made
war, almost single-handed, on the oﬁicers of
the law. \

A SHERIFF COMES TO NEW MEXiCO

PAT GARRETT, a lanky Alabamian,
who had helped organize the Texas
Rangers and had assisted in driving the
Bad-Men out of Texas to the first water
west of the Staked Plains, was invited by
the cattlemen to locate in New Mexico.
They wanted him to restore order. The
only way that could be done was either to
arrest or to kill the Kid. :
Garrett’s record in Texas as a man-
hunter and Bad-Man tamer was known all
over the Southwest. In addition to being

" quick with a gun, he was absolutely with-

out fear. He had restored order in out-of-
the-way places in Texas when it seemed as
though he were walking to his death. He
struck terror to the border ruffian and the
frontier character who committed a crime
on one side of the International line and
evaded arrest by stepping to the other. It
was only necessary to tell a Texas Bad-Man
that unless he reformed they would send
for Garrett.

Garrett was as kind as a woman, slow to
anger, persistent as a bulldog. He never
shirked in the face of danger, and did not
hesitate to ride or stride single-handed into
the worst bunch of men that were ever
assembled in the Southwest. This was the -
kind of man necessary in eastern New
Mexico, which had been the receiving-
ground of the worst element of several States.

Garrett was induced to locate in Lincoln
City. He was a man they all walked
around. It soon became noised about that
when he had acquired a legal residence he
would become a candidate for sheriff.
Every cattle-thief whom he had run out of
the Lone Star State advertised him as a
man who would make it go hard with the
renegades who found in the Pecos Valley
the only place where they could live unmo-
lested. They alternated between fear of
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the Kid and of the lanky, impartial Texas
Ranger.

He was elected without opposition and
took hold with an iron hand. He was an
organizer, and men flocked to his standard.
They felt, instinctively, that at last a man
had arrived who could cope with the situ-
ation.

THE CAPTURE OF THE KID

N NOVEMBER, 1880, Garrett came

upon the Kid suddenly and captured
him, with several others, after killing one
man.

Word had reached Garrett that the Kid'

and his gang of three were located in an old
house a short distance from Sumner.

“We had better make plans to get him,”

said one of the deputies.

" “The plan is to get there before he gets
away. Ill tell you what to do on the
way.”

During the rapid ride he directed his
posse to spread out like a fan, the wings of
which bent backward with Garrett in the
apex and the lead. He took upon himself
all danger; he would not permit his depu-
ties to expose themselves unnecessarily.

The way led down a sage-covered “draw,”
with several bends made by sand-dunes
around which the road curved for a dis-
tance of about five miles. Before he reach-
ed the last bend he pulled up his horse, and
waiting for his deputies to come up to him,
in the even voice for which he was noted,
said:

“I am going to ride ahead. All atten-
tion will be centered on me. That will
give you a chance to surround the house.
I am going to take my time and walk my
horse. They may get me, but if they do
I want you to make certain that you get
him.”

The deputies withdrew to right and left,
advancing under cover of the sand-hills in
an ever-widening circle until they had sur-
rounded the house. Then Garrett rode for-
ward. From his position he could see his
deputies, who had dismounted, advancing
cautiously through the sage-brush. He
permitted his horse to walk slowly, as
though utterly unconscious of the presence
of the gang. At the door he called loudly.

Some one appeared at the window and,
firing a shot at the sheriff, dodged back.
It was done in an instant, but in that frac-
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of life left, or while Billy the Kid has,
either!”

Saying which he passed a revolver to
the boy who had struck terror into the
Pecos Valley, and said,

“You must get two of us now.”

Back to back the sheriff of Lincoln County
and the most noted murderer in-the South-
west stood. Each was armed. Each was a
dead shot. Each knew that if a fight start-
ed, the man who could shoot the fastest
stood the better chance.

“Now, Billy,” cautioned Garrett, “don’t
shoot unless I tell you-tb. Remember that
without me your life is not worth two bits
to-day.”

It was impossible to tell what was work-
ing in the mind concealed behind the child-
ish face of the Kid. It was equally as im-
possible to read the thoughts of the deter-

. ‘mined sheriff who waited with apparent

unconcern.  The crowd knew and feared
the Kid. With only Garrett to fight, the
members might have risked it. With a re-
volver in the Kid’s hand, they hesitated.

" Garrett was quick to see the advantage
he had gained. ’

“Now you will all move quietly away,”
heé announced decisively.

Sullenly the crowd obeyed.

Held at bay, Garrett placed the Kid
aboard the train which arrived a few mo-
ments later. :

/It was a strange sight—these two men,
each armed, banded together for mutual
protection. On the cars Garrett disarmed
the- Kid and delivered him safe into the
hands of a jailer at a distant point, where

- protection could be afforded to the black-

est as well as the most youthful of the Bad-
Men of the Southwest.

THE KEEPER AND THE ‘MAKINGS.”

THE Kid was tried in another county.
He had no friends and no defense.
There were plenty of witnesses against him
now that he was a prisoner. He was de-
fended by an attorney who made a brave
fight. But he was sentenced to be hanged
at Lincoln in July, 1881. He was brought

- back and confined in a jail built after the

manner of Mexican houses, of adobe brick,
with thick walls around a court or patio.
There were two doors, one giving out to
the street, the other to the rear. The rear
door was.latticed with steel and locked and

bolted, as was also the front door. The
Kid was imprisoned in the gallery on the
second floor, reached by a pair of stairs.
The town of Lincoln was filled with men
who flocked there after his return and who
waited to witness the execution.

The day before he was to be hanged,
half a dozen horses stood in the street,
lines: thrown over their heads—all that is
necessary to make a cow-pony remain in
one place.

The Kid called from the gallery to the
warden.

“Hi there, Bell! I'm going to swing to-
morrow. Give me the ‘makings,’ will

" you?”

“Seguro, Miguel,” shouted the warden,
laughing. (Translated into English, the
answer meant “Sure, Mike.”)

The Kid stepped to the stairs; His hands
were manacled in such manner that he
had little use of them. The warden reached
in his vest pocket for the cigarette-paper,
which he placed in his left hand, and with
his right felt in his hip pocket for a sack
of tobacco. .

Like a flash the Kid raised his manacled
hands agd struck Bell square in the tem-
ple. The warden staggered. As he did so
the Kid jerked Bell’s revolver from its
holster, and dealt the jailer a blow on the
head that crushed his skull.

“Unfasten the jewelry, and we’ll both
get away!”

He shouted these words to another pris-
oner standing inside a cell. The Kid had
been allowed the freedom of the galleries.
He passed the keys taken from the pros-
trate warden to the man in the cell, who

.unlocked his handcuffs. Then, leveling the

warden’s revolver at the prisoner, he hissed:

“Give me back the keys!” -

It was the work of but a moment to
reach the barred gate that led into the
street where the horses stood. A glance,
and he took it all in. From where he stood
he could see the form of the warden. Lev-
eling his revolver, he fired .a shot that
ended his life, and then shot the man who
blocked the door. N

Once outside, he started a fusillade of
bullets up and down the street to keep
everybody in the houses. In another in-
stant he was on the best horse and had
stampeded the others so that pursuit would
be delayed. In a few moments he was out
of sight.
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A FORTY-EIGHT HOURS’ CHASE.

GARRETT was about twenty milés
away at the time, after some rustlers.
Word was sent to him and he returned
post haste, heard the story from excited
lips, and stopped only long enough to sad-
dle a fresh horse. Accompanied by a few
friends he took the Kid’s trail. He rode
all that day and night, all the next day,
and the next night. He was close upon the
youthful murderer a dozen times. The
Kid knew this. The only way he would
attack Garrett was from behind. He would
assassinate him—not fight him. He did
not fight anybody.

At the end of forty-eight hours of flight,

when tired out, Billy the Kid stopped at
the house of a man named Maxwell, near
Sumner. Retiring, he figured, doubtless,
that Garrett would have to pause for rest
also. He did not know that the iron-jawed
sheriff was changing horses at every chance
—that he was going without food and sleep.

It was early the second morning, prob-
ably about 3 A. M., when the silent sheriff
saw in front of him the cabin in which the
Kid slept. He and his men dismounted
and approached the house. Garrett reach-
ed the porch with his deputies and quietly
stepped into Maxwell’s room.

There are several accounts of what took-
place. One is to the effect that Garrett
left his deputies stationed outside beyond
the house. He was whispering to Maxwell,
when the Kid, who was a light sleeper,
awoke, and tiptoeing across the porch, en-
tered, revolver in hand, and asked,

“Who was that who just came? Where
is he?”

From his position Garrett could see him
distinctly, and had the Kid been looking,
he might have distinguished the form of
the sheriff, standing by the bedside of Max-
well. The Kid had his revolver in hand,
prepared to use it. Garrett knew that, and
fired the singlg shot that killed the Kid.

A second story is to the effect that Gar-
rett reached the porch or gallery of the
house, and leaving his deputies to face the
other doors that opened out on it, passed
into Maxwell’s room, and, learning where
the Kid was sleeping, pushed the door open
suddenly, with the cry,

“Hands up!” and fired.

This story is to the effect that the Kid was
only half awake at the time he was killed.

Adventure
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QUONG TARTS PEARLS

AN INCIDENT IN THE
CAREER OF BLACK MORTON,
BUCCANEER_ & P

LEONARD MATTERS

' S THE tide turned, the schooner
swung sluggishly with it and
dropped back slowly on her hook,

. almost brushing with her stern

the dragon figurehead of her neighboring
‘Hongkong juhk, the big pearl-shell eyes
of the dragon seemingly staring wide at the
effrontery of the smarter vessel. The
Harriet Constance shuddered like a sick
being when she was brought up at the end
of the cable, and her nose pointed to the
foul ooze that did duty at the entrance to
Alligator Creek as a beach, while the dirty
scow she had jostled swung betwixt her
and what wind there was.

Like a swarm of flies stirred from ab-
sorbed and pleasant occupation when the
mangy cur on which they have been busy
shakes himself and seeks a fresh repose
round. the street-corner, where the sun has
slunk while he has slept, the mass of flotsam
and jetsam that had clung lovingly all the
afternoon to the schooner’s sides broke into
disorder when she shifted her berth in the
stagnant water.

4

When she settled herself in hér new posi-
tion the mass busily sagged after her and
once more sheathed her with a filagreed
mesh of leaves, rotten mangrove apples,
decayed fish, and all the noxious garbage
from the pearling fleet. Under her counter,
that which could not cling to her sides
bobbed round in an eddy, as though playing
“tag” with her slimy rudder. .

The ebbing tide exposed another hundred
feet of stinking mangrove swamp, and the
last rays of the setting sun beat it fiercely
as though making a final effort to extract
all the stench and fever fromthe mud. A
little farther out, where the entrance to the
creek widened into a little bay with a nar-
row stretch of clean sand, the decaying
oysters sweated and added their pollution
to the atmosphere; and, all around, the
junks and luggers, hanging like leeches to
the shell-beds, contributed their varied
and nameless stinks to the reek.

There was hardly any breeze, and even
when the sun dropped like a red coal into
the sand-ridge across the bay there was no
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relief. Swarms of mosquitoes came out of
the swamps, bloodthirsty and determined,
and fell in hordes on everything that
gasped and lived in that fetid atmosphere
which filled the nostrils and sickened the
palate. Everywhere the polyglot floating
population of a couple of hundred beings
worked and sweated at the pumps or at
the diving gear. The little white beach,
above which a couple of rough shacks stood,
was dotted with moving figures. All in the
community save one were too busily occu-
pied to feel the heat or choke with the
stench. : N

Morton stirred under the little awning
stretched over his schooner’s after boom
and groaned. The pretense at sleep and
rest was no good. It was all up now that
the mosquitoes had arrived, and he hoisted
his seventy-six inches of massiveness on to
its bare feet, kicked the greasy pillow down

"the companion and walked to the rail.
He was naked, bar his singlet and duck
pants, and his big black face was a picture
of disgust and nausea.

“Suffering Moses!” he grunted, “talk
about the plagues of Egyp? They had
nothin’ on this stinkin’ hole!”

And slapping his big paw to his cheek,
he brought it away, red with his own blood,
pressed from the mangled score of mos-
quitoes he had exterminated at their ban-
quet. He grabbed the hurricane lamp from
the oily islander who came aft at that mo-
ment to fix the lights for the night, and,
unscrewing the cap from the fount, filled
the cup-like hollow of his hand with kero-
sene, which he smeared over his face in the
faint hope that it would cause the voracious
insects to sheer off. They were stink-proof.

“Where’s the mate?” he demanded of
the islander, as he shoved the lamp back
to him. “Not back yet?” ’

“No, boss,” replied the trimmer, Tutuila
Tommy.

Morton received the answer with a grunt,
spat viciously at a dirty shark that looked
cock-eyed at him from the offal it was
nosing, and told the native to refill the
lamp. Lighting a cigar, he leaned on the
rail and smoked furiously while he thought
and watched the night descend on the scene.
His break from New Caledonia with the
convict friends of De Passey had been suc-
cessful, and he had cleaned up a lot of easy
money over the affair. There had been one
joyous week in Sydney with Sam House,

Ad'vex

lay, Filipino and Moorman—Morton cared
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ven less for the score or so
had drifted into that Sar-
©y and would never leave it.
» scalawags of all nations.
in the Straits a place quite at-
s way. And being there, where
had'something of a career to
rget, prying into a neighbor’s
nd particularly into his antece-
the offense of all offenses, un-
Better be caught with the fifth
rfere.in a Tong war among the
1 evince too great a curiosity as
man’s past.

So, as long as a man minded his own
business, didn’t entice a rival’s best diver
away more than once in a season, always
kept his gun handy, and avoided the shad-
ows when he walked on shore at night, he
was tolerably safe. In case this last state-
ment should leave any misunderstanding
to the effect that life was placid and un-
eventful, let it be added that human exist-
ence in those parts in those days was pur-
chased daily by ninety-nine per cent. of
struggle; and he who laid himself down to

_sweat all night had the_ satisfaction of
knowing that he had earned another day’s
life and would live it—that is, if he had
taken the necessary precautions against the
dangers of the night. .

Taking the society of Alligator Creek by
and large, it had no more desire to see the
British white ensign than had Morton. The
.arrival of a war-ship would have been the
signal for a general scramble. So, even if
any one knew of “Black’s” doings in the
past and felt an itch to “peach’ on him,
the general welfare of the community erad-
icated that itch. The man who wrote—
if there was such a man—*“Where is the
carrion, there is the bird of prey,” under-
stood pretty well the second reason for
Morton’s presence in Alligator Creek.
Where an honest man would fear to tread,
the plausible Yank delighted to be. Neither
knife, nor gun, nor even the more danger-
ous pearl-shell, spinning, edge on, through
the air with the speed and accuracy of the
Roman discus, had any terrors for him.

THERE was picking there for his
sharp beak, and, like a king condor
hovering over the lesser hawks and
falcons, he was there among the scum of the
Orient waiting the chance to claim his share.
For two days he had watched, and not

51

being overburdened with Micawber-like pa-
tience, or faith in things turning up, he was
getting restless.  _ .

“Guess I'll have to start somethin’ round
hére,” he muttered, as he thought over the
last two days.

His reflections were cut short by the
rhythmic thur-ruck, thur-ruck of oars against
thole-pins, and he fixed his attention on a
phosphorescent streak which told him a
boat was approaching from the shore. The
streak widened to a disturbance of some
dimensions, and the schooner’s dingey shot
alongside. -

“———1” said the mate, as he joined the
skipper. “That place beats the band.
There’s more decayin’ shell to the square
inch than ever I figured to suffer and es-
cape from alive. This bunch has had a bully
time on this patch, Cap.” _

“Well, I guess I don’t want any Smart -
Alec to tell me that,” growled Morton. I
got eyes and nose, ain’t I? And don’t I
know when Chinks and Japs and Malays
and Dagoes ain’t fightin’ that they're
makin’ dollars too blamed fast to attend
to their natcheral dooty of knifin’ one an-
other? I ain’t been smokin’ hop or chewin’
betel-nut to lose my five senses, have I?
Has there been a single fight this hull
darned day? And they’re stuck as close to-
gether as crows on a dead sheep. When
they fight I'll know it’s up to me. If they
don’t, we’ll start somethin’. What’s got
you, anyway?”’

“Say, Black, if you’re goin’ to be sosnake-
headed because you can’t get away with
somethin’, guess I ain’t got any news but
what’ll keep just as well till you can treat
your mate civil,” replied the mate in an
injured tone. ‘“Because you can see what
any man can see, it don’t follow that you
know all there is to this workin’ bee. I
didn’t come here to tell you what you know,
but what you don’t. Guess I'll wait,
though.”

“All right, Bill, go ahead. Wise me up.
I'm ready to listen.”

“You're talkin’ about fight. There’s
goin’ to be a dandy among this bunch as.
soon as some one starts it,” said the mate,
mollified by Morton’s improved mood and
the present of a cigar. ‘“The Dagoes and
the Japs are sore because Quong Tart’s
men beat ’em here by three weeks; and
what’s more, there’s a Tong war right handy
among the Chinese. This bed has been a
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bonanza for pearls, and the Chinks have
got the best of ’em. Seems things is this
way:

“0ld -Quong put his crews on a sort of
divvy-up basis. All the lay is pooled, and
one of Quong’s own trusties receives the
pearls and has his own men to open the
shell. They’re all Hip Sing men, and the
others in the bunch, who are Suey Ngs,
smell graft with a big G. They don’t trust
the Sings any. Ling Foo told me. The
pearls are pouched by Sam Sing, that eddi-
cated guy ashore, and I guess he keeps ’em
with him all the time up in that shack.”

“That all?” Morton asked.

“No, it ain’t,” replied the mate; “that
fast lugger, lym beyond the junks, sails
for Sydney day after to-morrow, and if it
interests you it’s ‘Good-by pearls.’”’

The skipper was gazing medltatlvely
across the bay. Close at hand lay the la-
teen-sailed junks of the Chinese, packed as
close as they could be hauled over the rich-
est of the bed. In the deeper water, but
still within stone’s throw, were two Italian
fishing-boats, and behind them floated the
Jap luggers. From here and there came the
monotonous {um-tum of the Chinese fiddles.
More melodious sounded an Italian boat-
song, such as Black had often heard when
he frequented the Dago quarter in ’Frisco,
and from the fo’c’s’le head of his own craft
came the wheeze of a concertina and the
plaintive crooning of a mission song by his
island crew. Morton listened a while, then
turning on his heel, walked aft, threw him-
self down and tried to sleep.

“Sore as a boil over somethin’,” mut-
tered the mate, as he watched his captain’s
unceremonious departure. ‘“Guess I'll turn
in.” And he did.

II

‘Bl IT WAS as black as night could be
u‘»‘-“ and still as the water when the mate
: was roused from sleep by a hand on
his shoulder. He grabbed for his revolver
instinctively, but Morton’s voice reassured
him that his throat ‘was not going to be
cut by a Chinese pirate.

“Get up, Bill,” said the skipper. “I want
you and one of the hands. Don’t wake the
dead, man! Move quietly, can’t y’r?
Bring the gun, and this auger, and get
Tommy. Tell him I'll belt the the off
him if he makes a noise. We’re goin’ vis-

slashed and severed whatever tackle they
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leaving in their course a
of damage that would take
ir. As they pushed off from
Dago boats, Morton chuckled

Ys-any bad blood, this’ll stir it
he said in a voice sweet and
contrast with his tone of a few
ious. “The Dagoes and Japs
ore when they find the Chinks

haven’t suffered any, will they?. They .

won’t want to pile up on the Celestial sin-
wers at all, when they guess who did this!
There won’t be_a Tong war, but say! I
don’t know anythin’ if there ain’t the finest
scrap you ever seen when the yellow skins
resume divin’ and begin to laugh.”
“You’re a devil, Cap’n, to think this out;
there’ll be murder inten spasms before sun-
up,” replied the mate. “Let’s get back
and quench. I'm drier than a smoked-out
'oss.”
! The boat was headed for the Harriet Con-
stance, Morton humming blithely the same
mission song the Kanakas had been singing
the night before. In the anticipation of
some stirring excitement when the results

of his midnight work were discovered, his

temper had undergone a complete change
and he was happy.

Silently the boat ran into the deeper
shadow cast by the schooner, the mate
made fast, and the thrze swung themselves
aboard, the skipper warning the Kanaka to
keep quiet about the expedition.

“If you say two words about it, or set it

" to music,” he threatened, “I’ll bite both
* your darned ears off! If you shut up, you

can get drunk on kgve when we hit Tutuila
. again, and I won’t do more’n half kill yer.
~ Saveer, Bill, let’s lubricate.”

I' A SOFT, cool breeze from the east =

was gently' rippling the water, the

hum of the mosquitoes had died
away, and a faint light flooded the sky low
down over the schooner’s bowsprit when
Morton stirred from his rug on the after
deck. He yawned, rose, and stretched his
limbs, which had stiffened with the damp
air. ’

From the junks near at hand. there rose
little spirals of smoke, indicating that the
morning meal was in course of preparation,
and a savory smell wafted aft from his own
galley. The Chinese were already busying
themselves with their diving tackle, and

presently Morton would hear the regular
clank-clank of the pumps. Farther off, he
heard a ripple of laughter from some gay
Italian sailor. Ashore, the bell-birds were
giving forth their resonant chiming netes.
It was a scene of peacefulness. The night
had passed, and between its departure and
the advent of day there would be one sweet
hour of soothing softness.

Even the skipper felt the sweetening in-
fluence of nature in her kindest mood in
those parts. It was nothing new for him to
witness the dawn in the tropics, in scenes of
grandeur and beauty among the coral
islands, the memory of which made Alliga-
tor Creek compare almost unfavorably
with a sewer; but that comparison only
heightened his appreciation of the soft touch
with which nature had laid her hand on the
repulsive picture which the broad day
would reveal in all its hideousness. With
all his roughness, his villainy -and his ex-
ternal resemblance to a sore-headed bear,
Morton had a delicate sense of the beau-
tiful. His finer feelings were as fine as his
visible nature was coarse. Fgr ten minutes
he stood there drinking in the purer air,
enjoying the calmness of the scene, and
watching the day steal forward to rout the
rearguard of night. How much longer he
would have remained in his reverie can not

.be told. He was roused from it by a yell

of dismay and rage from the same laugh-
ing voice that so lately had harmonized
with the dawn.

“Up with the curtain! The play begins
said Morton aloud. ‘The Dagoes have
discovered things. There they go!”

A chorus of cries and curses smote the at-
mosphere. Morton could hear every word
that was said, and he didn’t need an aca-
demic knowledge of Italian and Greek to
understand that the Dagoes had discovered
the loss of their boats and the wreckage of
their diving tackle. Rage and grief min-
gled in a rapidly increasing tumult, as the
crews rushed about their decks; and the
noise brought the mate alongside his skip-
per. '

“Hear ’em,” cried Morton; “there’s
music for you, but jest wait.till the Japs
get hep to things! Guess that won’t be
long now.”

At that moment further cries rang out;
and presently the whole fleet was alive with
a babel of tongues. The Japs had realized
they were in the same hash, and yelled and

19
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ran about their luggers like beings possess-
ed. The-shouts were taken up by the Chi-
nese; and in a moment crew was shouting
to crew, the sufferers relating their losses
and those who had esciped taunting and
‘teasing the unfortunates. And when the
Chinks, finding themselves in no way in-
jured, began to-lower their tackle and send
their divers down, a perfect storm of mad-
ness possessed the others.

“There’ll be bloody murder now,” said
the mate, “you see if there ain’t.”

“The sooner the better, Bill,” answered
Morton. “We’ll help it along.”

And picking up a big yam from a sack
near the galley, he drew his long arm back
and shot the missile with all his force
straight at the head of a grinning Chinese
on the nearest junk. The aim was good,
and the Celestial went down with a grunt.
Believing himself attacked by some one on
the nearest Italian craft, the yellow victim
of Morton’s strohg aim was up in an in-
stant. R

"~ With a weird yell he made for a heap of
- shell which the first diver had just sent up,
and picking out an oyster as big as a plate
and as sharp as a-saw, he hurled it with all
his might at the Dago skipper standing in
the waist of his ship, gazing ruefully over
the side at the damage to his gear. The
shell hummed through the air with deadly
directness. Only the play of the light
breeze on the flat broad sides of the missile
saved the scalp of the skipper, who heard
the whistle of the shell too late to have
ducked his head to avoid it. The slightest
lift of the breeze sent the shell up a few
inches, and with a rip it buried itself in
the mainsail loosely gasketed to the boom.
The Italian straightened himself and shout-
ed excitedly:

“Swine! Dey trowa de bletty shell!
Dey trowa de bletty shell!”

III

fY8 MORTON had started something.
il In a moment the air was thick and
noisy with flying shell, wrested with
so much labor from the mud-banks. The
 Dagoes simply heaved the whole of their

week’s ‘“take” on the junks or into the
sea. Shell spun in all directions, striking
decks, sides, spars and gear; whizzing, zip-
ping and clattering like hail. The Japs
caught the fever of strife. Knives and re-
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tained; and seeing the sampaps, crowded
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an they could hold, making
set, he gave the word to his
ospped himself into thedingey,
ed rapidly away from the

steered for a little opening in the
swamp, through which he could

ther land behind, and running her .

k of firm mud and sand near

: swamp ended ,and the clean

the wider bay began, he jumped

wed by two of his crew. Even.as

iped through the ankle-deep mud

of shots told them that the rein-

its had reached the junks and had

thrown themselves into the fight, which

would rage for another hour and keep

every one too busy to worry about the

Yankee skipper and his raid on Quong
Tart’s treasure-house.

Although out of sight of the shacks and
the shell-strewn beach, Morton was easily
guided by his nose; and breaking his way
through the mangroves to the drier sand
béyond the beach line, he led his gang to
the rear of the huts, unperceived by Sam
Sing, who stood at the water’s edge, a
white-clothed, awe-stricken spectator of the
struggle going on out there in the bay.
Black disdained to care whether the soli-
tary Chinaman left ashore saw him now or
not.

His sole reason for his stealthy approach
had been to prevent the guardian of the
treasure getting.a chance to clear off with
. the loot, which was certain to be hidden in
the huts or close to them; so, biddinga
man keep a sharp eye on Sing, he ordered
the others to get busy.

Both roughly built houses were thorough-
ly ransacked and their contents thrown
about without ceremony; but the search
was futile. There was no trace of the little
bag for which they hunted so keenly; and,
when everything had been turned over, the
cracks between the boarded walls inspected
and the mud floors prodded, and nothing of
value came to light, Morton grew impatient.

“Let’s have that Mongolian pirate up
here,” he growled. “I’ll make him come
through double-quick. What you got there,
Tommy?”

The bright Samoan native had seized on
a Chinese fiddle and was already making a
hideous attempt to extract music from it
when the skipper put the question.

“Music, boss,” replied the islander.

“Well, you drop it, my son. Got enough
squeal on the old hooker already. Business
first.”

AT THIS moment Sam Sing be-

came painfully aware that the camp

had been raided, and he came run-
ning up, half-expecting to find that some
of the combatants from the fleet had made
a rear attack on the land position of his
countrymen. Yelling, he dashed for the
nearest shack and was half-way through
the door when the skipper lurched round
the corner, seized him by the pigtail and
swung him face about. )

The Chinaman had seen only the Ka-
nakas, and his face, when he found himself
in the strong grip of the big white giant,
was a study of surprise and pain. With a
smothered “ Whaffor?” he fell on his knees
before Black. :

“Kinder surprised, eh?” Morton said.
“Well, I guess you've come just in time to
save the family home from ruthless de-
struction. ~ Listen. I got jest two minutes
to stay, but before I go I want certain
jewels which ain’t fur off, and I'm goin’ t
get ’em. Savee?” -

“No savee. Wot you want?’”’ cried Sam,
as Morton gave his queue an extra tug.

“You will in a minute, you yaller snuffler!
I want a bag of pearls you’ve got hidden
round close handy, so pass ’em over, and
don’t monkey any!” the skipper ordered.
“I don’t want to fry you on that fire, be-
cause I hate the smell of a Chinaman; but,
by the Lord Harry, I’ll do it in just thirty
seconds if I don’t clap my eyes on what
I want! That’s just how she stands.
Your men have knocked my ship full of
holes with their rotted firin’, and I want
payment, good and plenty. Now we’ll
start right in, and to be sure I don’t have
to kill you for some trick you’ll try to play
T’ll just hang on to this wig of yours.”
to his feet, and Sam, comprehend-
——— ing very well what was wanted, and
satisfied that the big sailor meant what he
threatened, marched ahead of him to the
shack for which he had made a rush but a
few moments before. They entered the
hut, and the captive’s eyes searched the
floor where lay the contents of the place in
a confused heap just as they had been
thrown.

MORTON dragged the Chinaman
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“No here. Gone,” he wailed, throwing

his hands about.

“Won’t work, son; you jest got to find

’em, and quick’s the word!’ thundered
-Morton. “They’re here, and you know
it!”

What the skipper would have done to the
hapless victim was barely indicated by his
move toward the smoldering fire of leaves
and paper bark, when Tutuila Tommy ran
up, still holding tightly to the battered old
fiddle that had attracted his attention as
the most valued prize of the raid. Sam
threw one wild glance at the Kanaka, and
stretching out his hands; plunged toward
him. Morton understood. The search was
ended, and with one .hand still tightly
clutching his captive, the skipper seized
the weird instrument with the other.

“We’ll swap, Tommy,” he said. “Hold
our excited friend, or he’ll commit hari-
kari. I’ll operate on the fiddle.”

Grinning, he tore the skin from the fid-
dle and brought forth a gaudy bundle of
silk. = Hastily he unwound it, found what
he sought, and as hastily stuffed as fine a
lot of pearls as he had ever seen into his
trousers pocket.

“Bring him along,” he said as he turned
toward the beach once more; “there might
be a gun somewhere round, and we don’t
want even a real mad Chink to plug us as
we go.”

Dragging the Chinese with them, they
made their way back to the dingey, ran
her out ahd pushed off. Morton had no

. intention, however, of taking Sam out to

the fleet to raise a further riot, and before .

the water deepened he took a last firm
grip on the protesting treasurer and gently
dumped him into the mud. The dingey was

headed for the lugger which had been visited -

during the night, and Morton ran alongside
her while an armistice was in progress be-

tween the w
crew were all
tures carried «
nearest Dago
ran alongside
aft, hailing him
disinterested arb

“Leave me ¢
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out of%hl:a bay.:
dozen times.
into little butto
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that floated like
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water to the Harriet
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schooner’s rail the a
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THE DEATH CUP

BY HUGH PENDEXTER-

URNIS BEVEN, with as keen
a nose for gain as any other
hunter of dollars in the city,
-leaned forward in his chair and
stared expectantly at Ezra Stackpole But-
terworth, founder of the Bureau of Abnor-
mal Litigation. - The old lawyer dropped
his gaze thoughtfully and made meaningless

markson the desk blotter. Finally hereplied:

- “I am retained, Mr. Beven, to safeguard
the interests of the company. What you
have told me about Professor Thomas

" Thandyx parallels, however, the information
-furnished me by my assistant.

must admit, despite your confidence in
- your friend, that-the circumstances sur-
roundmg his death, followed by the coro-
ner’s verdict of su1c1de, warrant. my client
in refusing to pay over to you the sum of
fiftty thousand dollars until the situation is
fully cleared up.”

But you

“Hang it, Mr. Butterworth,” cried Beven

in an exasperated tone, “Thomas Thandyx
was not a man to take his own life! He
was absorbed in his experiments with the
‘bolometric apparatus and was, I believe,
on the verge of making some astounding
discoveries in ray - measurements. But
.whether he succeeded or failed in his in-
vestigations, he was the last person on

' earthtotakehlsownhfe”

Mr. Butterworth nodded non-committal-
ly and quietly replied:

“Possibly. you are correct. But the vial
of sulphate of atropin found near his per- .-
son and the hypodermic syringe found in
his clenched hand are indisputable evi-
dences, till offset, that he took his own life.
Then there was the dilation of the eyes, one
of the characteristics of atropin poisoning,
which, you know, is analogous to bella-
donna.”

Beven produced a card and pencil and
wrote rapidly. Then he curtly asked:

“If you could be convinced the professor
did not commit suicide, would you advise
your client to pay over the money?” -

“Most assuredly,” readily replied Mr.
Butterworth. “And once the company is
convinced to that extent, there will be no
need of any urging from me.”

Rising and fingering the card impatient-
ly, Beven frankly observed:

“For the life of me I can’t see why the
company retained you, Mr. Butterworth,
capable lawyer though you are. I should
say this was a case for a medico-lega.l ex-
p rt ”

The old lawyer’s tone was cold and for-

‘mal as he replied:

“The Bureau of Abnormal ngatlon,
sir, is called upon as a last resort in: many
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peculiar cases. In many instances we re-
fuse to accept a retainer because of the ab-
sence of any unique ingredient in the case.
In this instance we accepted the retainer
solely because of the irrelevant statement
of Annie McCabe, the domestic, who, while
on what was supposed to be her death-bed,
told the coroner that on entering the room
in the evening and while stumbling on the
professor’s. dead body she saw one or more
large eyes staring at her from out of the
darkness. But despite my first interest in
the case I must insist that if Professor
Thandyx didn’t die of atropin poisoning,
self-inflicted, his case bids fair to baffle the
toxicologists. »

“T appreciate your feelings,” said Beven.
“It all seems incredible to me because of
my long acquaintance with the man and
my knowledge that he would be the last to
even contemplate such a rash act. Busi-
ness interests are calling me to Albany for
a few days and I will leave my address on
this card so that if anything happens which
requires my presence you can communicate
with me. And in bidding you good day I

- do so feeling confident that in doing justice
to your client you also will'deal justly with
me.’

“You may rest easy on that score,”
stiffly rejoined Mr. Butterworth, taking the
card and filing it away.

As the door closed behind his visitor, he
pushed a button, and as if Waltmg for the
summons his tall, thin assistant stepped
into the room.

“Jethuel,” briskly announced Mr. But-
terworth, “I am your audience. Recite all
the details bearing on the death of Pro-
fessor Thandyx.”

“Going over what you already are famil-
iar with, sir?” cautiously inquired the as-
sistant, locking and opening his long fin-

ers.
8 “As if I had never heard of the case,”
directed the old lawyer.

5% THE assistant half closed his eyes
,) to get a mental photograph of the
59 known facts and after arranging
them in sequence, he began in a low mono-
tone:

“Nine months ago Professor <ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>