


ON THE FIRING LINE 

JOIN A GUN CLUB 
Become An Expert Shot 

T
HE gun club is the place to ·practise and become pro

ficient with the shotgun. Trapshooting is not a' 'one
season" sport. It's an every-day, year-round recreation. 
Valuable gold and silver trophies and medals are given free 
to amateurs making high scores at tournaments where con
ditions encourage and protect amateur contestants. 

Get Into the Game Now 

Visit the gun club. Watch the shooters. Test your shooting 
ability by using a "visitor's" gun provided for interested spectators. 
Under members' instruction and the opportunity to shoot frequently 
and correctly you can become an expert at the traps. 

Read "The Sport Alluring " - the story of Trapshooting. 
Contains a complete description of this famous pastime. The 
chapter "Hints to Beginners" is the . "A-B-C" of Trapshooting. 
Send your address now for "Sport Alluring" Booklet No. 392. 
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A LINE from one of our "Camp-Fire" 
members living-at least I hope he is 

still living, for things have sort of heated 
up around him since he wrote-in onP of 

• the republics to the south of us:
. . . . but we have been cut off here by the 

revollos, and I am very doubtful if I will ship my
household possessions up until the -- Government 
has disbanded. We have been in the hands of the 
rebels for some days, and one of the mines was looted 
--even the ore on the dumps was canied away. 

Coming over here I met the Senor Don -
--- --- in --. He was· sampling the 
tequila at The Cantina of the Ten Thousand Lost 
Souls, and I talked to him. He told me the story of 
the massacre of the three hundred and twenty-eight
Chinese by the --ists, last May. We talked it 
over for three hours, going to the Sign of the Res
taurant and Hotel of the Golden Lion; but we fin
ished up in The Cantina of the Second Reunion of 
the S1.'ven Friends, where the tequila was to ·the 
liking of the Don. There, in the court, surrounded 
by banana-plants, sipping the raw spirits and eating 
salt, he. told me of the ruthless shooting of Chino 
children; the ravishing of Chino women and the 
beating out of the brains of the babies by dashing 
their heads on the tiled floors of the houses-and 
i�'s all t�e. He told me of the lining seven little 
girls agamst a church wall while a drunken revolto
walked down the line and shot them with a revolver 
-and _much more of this sort......:and it can be proved,
all of 1t.. If you want that story, I will send it to 
you, subJect to release upon the downfall of the -
Government (which will be in a couple of months)
and I will send you photographs of each separat�
horror.

Very truly yours,

THE. following letter gives one or two
. pictures of �exico over -a year ago,

�itten, as you will note, just after Felix
Diaz had been arrested after his first at
tempt at a revolution against Madero:

This mo�ing's P!lper says that Felix Diaz may be shot-which remmds me of him and Mexico City. In Fe�ruary, 1�11, I was in El Paso with the International. Aviators. While there I saw my first real batt!e, WI� rebe� stretched out in tlieir white cotton �u•ts taking tlie1r last sleep-in trying to get som«; p1ct!ll'es of same I saw my first real jail also -exit, mmu� one. camera, plus some experience. Count Gan�ald1 was in town incognito, waiting a chance to shp across the border which he did a day or two later. My friend whC: bad a penchant �o �lk to every�dy that looked as if he had a story m him, was talkmg to the Count not knowing who he w�s. }!:e sat blissfully in th� plaza at El Paso drawing P\ctures ,for the Count of how a BMriotmo!loplane s landmg-gear look d while Garibaldireciprocated with his drawi e ' It seems tliat it was all tak�!sin by about a dozen

secret agents of the Mexican Government, who 
promptly made up their mind we were friends and 
sympathizers of the rebels. When we were leaving 
Monterey a genial trio of cut-throats got us over 

, in a comer at the station and offered us one thousand 
dollars gold to go over to Chihuahua on some fool 
errand, and tried to-get us to accept the money
before them all. My train was just leaving; besides, 
I had seen that jail-never would get to spend that 
monev either. 

So they told us to go to a certain place when we 
got to Mexico City _and get a letter that would be 
there. We-went, or rather I went-it was near 
Felix Diaz's house. Well, when I got out of that 
dark, stone-flagged court, by the concierge, or mozo 
or whatever he was, I made straight for the lights of 
Alameda Plaza-and stayed there. 

In Vera Cruz one night, in a crooked, dark street, 
I was again approached and sounded, but I didn't 
sabe-deaf and dumb. 

We didn't pull off a flight down tliere on schedule 
time one day and I did triple time to tlie Diligencia 
Hotel witli about a thousand behind me chanting 

. "Murder los Gringos"-no, it wasn't a chant eitlier
sounded real pleasant. Met my friend on tlie road 
between two gendarmes and the jefe politico. He 
was yelling for "protection." I knew where my 
protection was-behind a barred door and one Colt, 
and I got tliere. 

Very truly yours, 

J
UST by way of hint as to some of the
stories in the next issue of ADVENTURE 

-the June number. Of course we think
they're good, or we wouldn't be publishing
them, so I'll not enlarge in that direction.

·The compl�te novel is "A Dash of Irish,"
by W. F. McCaleb and Eugene P. Lyle, Jr., 
a story of Mexico's war of independence 
against Spain. The central figure is Don 
Felix O'Donoju, and if you're as good an 
Irishman as I am you'll figure it out that 
he is a descendant of one of those Irish who, 
driven from their native land by the Eng
lish invaders, took refuge in Spain and else
where on the Continent and attained high 
place in the lands of their adoption. O'Don
oju is the only way a Spaniard could spell 
O'Donohue or O'Donoghoe. And that 
"dash of Irish" in Felix's Spanish blood 
brings strange things t<> pass. 

A new serial, in two parts, begins in June 
-"The Grenadier," by Donald Francis 
McGrew. The tale of a strong-jawed 
young American_ captain in Mindanao. 

A complete novelette, "Red Ned of Rem
ington's," byL. Warburton; "Campbell an' 
Me an' the B'ar," the first of a number of 
humorous stories by Frank Houghton, a 
new member at our Camp-Fire; stories by a.

D. Couzens, Talbot Mundy, W. Townend,
Edgar Wallace, Hugh Pendexter, and others.

ARTHUR SULLIVANT HOFFMAN. 
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E
VEN now, I am by no means please pay partic'ler attention, an' with 

positive how it all came about; your eyes open-not shut. See how I do 
though by reason of my friend- it! Don't think it's any pleasure to me. 
ship with Sergeant Truscott I It ain't. N ,nv/ Feet astride, harms hup-

know more than most people. ward - stretch! Trunk forward - bend! 
This is the tale: Slowly, 'oiler back-so." . 
On a wet November morning I was in And the small sergeant a dapper little 

the gallery of the garrison gymnasium, man_ with greased hair, ;chieyed �e _i!U
watching the various squads at work on possible, for I had proved the 1IDposs1bility 
the Swedish physical training, which at of that hollow back often. 
that time had just been introduced into At that moment I saw Sergeant Truscott 
the British Army. As I stood among the standing easy trying unostentatiously to 
great-coats I looked directly ·tlown on a catch my eye.' I gathered from this that he
squad of gray-shirted recruits, who were wished to speak to me, and nodded, fo� what 
being addressed by their instructor, a small Sergeant Truscott says is worth heanng. 
sergeant, whose speech was sorrowful: Sergeant Truscott was attached to the 

"Can't you see what you've got to do? class of :1on-commissioned officers w�o were 
It's no good doin' it anyhow, like a militia undergomg a preliminary course of rnstruc
reg'ment marchin' past; not a bit. Now tion before being sent up to Aldershot for 

Cof>yrirlrt, TQTJ, l,y The RidrwaY Com/any. All rirhts rey 
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training; though, as a matter of literal fact, 
he had received his crossed swords years 
back and was merely requalifying in the 
new system. 

Soon after, as it was a quarter to ele�en, 
the N.-C. O.'s were dismissed for a fifteen 
minutes' rest, and I went down-stairs. 

Truscott, who was coming out of the 
changing-room, buttoning up his khaki 
jacket over his red-and-black-striped jer
sey, met me in the entrance-hall. 

"Momin', sir," he said cheerfully. "rve 
got something I'd like to-tell you, but--" 
he hesitated- "it's rather long an'--" 

"I'll be down this evening with Captain 
Severn," I said. . "You'll be here then, 
won't you?" 

"Yessir, I will. It bein' only voluntary 
in the evenin', I have to attend, naturally. 
That is, as you might say, a hard an' fast 
rule that may not be broken." 

Whereupon Sergeant Truscott departed 
in search of cocoa and biscuits, well 
earned. 

When I entered the office opposite, Sev
ern glanced up from a large yellow poster 
that lay on his desk. 

Severn, a man of much brawn and mus
cle, was what is commonly known in the 
vernacular as "the tame acrobat" in charge; 
in other words, an Assistant Superinten
dent of Gymnasia. 

"There's some boxing on Monday night," 
he said. '.'Remember me telling you about 
that club that's just been started? You'll 
come, won't you? It ought to be rather 
worth seeing, and in any case I've got to be 
there, as a lot of the Tommies have leave 
to fight, and the General's going, too." 

"What'll it be like?" l asked cautiously. 
I knew these shows of old and had grown 
wary. "Would you go, if you weren't 
obliged?" 

Thus hoping to make sure. 
"Yes, rather. Hard hitting, if nothing 

else. You will come, won't you?" 
"Af! right, suppose so. You judging or

anything?" I realized that resistance was 
futile. 

"No� much," said Severn. "NQt if I 
know it! I'm a mere spectator." He 
t�ed to·the staff-sergeant. "0 Hawker,
I 11 have the N.-C. O.'s in here next hour 
for amttomy, instead of gymnastics. Just 
tell them please.'' And to me, "You'll
have to stop, too, old son. I'm great on
the bones and muscles."

II 

f1al THAT evening I was in the gym-
� nasium once more, leaning on the 

gallery-rail and listening to Sergeant 
Truscott. 

"At no other place on earth can so many 
sights be seen! Lord! I remember that in 
big letters over the old Aquarium at West
minster, where they used to have the box
ing kangaroo and high-diving from the 
roof. Look! Here you 'ave boxing-of a 
kind; wrestlin'-or what passes for such
that big gunner's good in his way, all the 
same-fencin', . gymnastics, ball-punchin' 
and wall-proppin'. Anyhow, did the Cap
tain tell you about the boxin' next Monday 
night?" 

"Yes," said I, ''he did. He showed me 
the poster this morning." 

"Well, if you want to see a fight, sir-a 
real fight, which is not an exhibition spar, 
but half a dozen fights and a Falls Road 
wake rolled into one, as you might so put 
it, you come!" ' 1 

"Is there anything special on?" said I, in 
my ignorance, having heard no rumors. 

"Special!" said Sergeant Truscott in 
much amazement. He coughed and lower
ed his voice impressively. "It's this way; 
Garnham-you've heard of him, 'aven't 
you, sir? Joe Garnham and Andy O'Brien, 
a sergeant in B Company, are going to box 
sixteen rounds, and it'll - be worth seein'. 
Look here, sir, I'd rather begin at the be
ginning. What one o' those two fellers 
does, the other has to do it, too, just to 
show that he's as good a man, if not better.'' 

Sergeant Truscott spoke very deliberate
ly, with many pauses, weighing his words, 
and keeping his eyes fixed on the groups 
beneath us, gray shirts and red-and-black 
jerseys intermingled. 

"Joe Garnham's by way of being a par
tickler friend of mine, is Joe. It was me 
persuaded him to enlist after he'd had 
trouble with his folks and left home. They 
keep a grocer's shop in Walham Green, a 
pretty tidy business, too, but Joe, he-
well, Joe's hasty at times and he couldn't 
stand the shop and bein' indoors behind 
the counter all day an'-- Well, I dunno 
the rights and wrongs of it, and it doll't 
matter, anyway. But Joe Garnham's 
about the best all-round man in the Bat
talion, good at everything an' doesn't know 
when he's beat. That's Joe. • _ 
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"Andy O'Brien, the other fighter-he's a Jess, with a mop of dark red 'air, an' gray 
little older than Joe, a year or. so-comes eyes that look at you steady-4ike. She's a 
from Liverpool. He's the very devil of a quiet girl is Jess with a trick of keepin' a 
man. A black-haired feller, with a chin good deal to herself. Yes, and a nice girl, too. 
that shoots out inches,- when 'e's angry, and "And both of these fellers, Joe and Andy 
a little black mustache, which don't hide O'Brien, is half crazed about her, and now 
his lips. A hard man is Andy, an' one not__,..- -you see 'ow things are. 
worth crossing, but a good soldie�yessir, 
the very best. I'm not in B Company, but "JUST before I left the reg'ment to 
B's as good as any. come over here for �s course, Joe 

''Now, sir, it's like this, then. Joe·never • · _, and me was walkin' across the
gives in, once he's set his heart on any- p'rade-ground one evening, and we heard 
thing, but Anay, so they say, 'd go through some one coming after us hotfoot. I turned 
heU:.fire itself to twist the devil's tail, if right-about, and there was O'Brien. 
he'd a mind to. So there it is, an' you can "'Garnham,' he says in a quiet way, 
guess what 'd be likely to happen if i,iose 'can I 'ave a word with you, by yourself?' 
two run up against each other. It'd be I said I'd stroll on an' wait, but a mo
more than a brigade field-day against a ment later Joe called to me and I moved 
skeleton enemy with tea an' buns. provided back to where they was standin'. 
afterward in the Soldiers' Home. "'Here, Duff,' 'e says-I never have 

"A matter of three months ago, Joe and found out yet, why they call me Duff
Andy were in the final of the Middleweight 'here, Duff. Listen to this,' says he. 
Championship of the Reg'ment. Joe was O'Brien was scowling. I could see he was 
just too heavy for a lightweight-'e'd won in a ten:1.per, even for him, and Joe was 
the lightweights the year previous-but he mad too; as mad as-as a Maxim mule on 
weighed all of twelve pound less than Andy maneuvers. 
notwithstandin'. My gun! I knew that "'This is between you an' me,' says
would be a fight, an' it was. O'Brien. ' · 

"I was in Joe's comer, of course, an' he "'I know, and fo� that"reason,' says Joe, 
fought beautiful; as if he were sparrin' like 'I want TrttScott to 'ear. Look,' he says, 
those two down there. Whether he 'ad turµin' to me, 'O'Brien .says I'm not to talk 
Andy quite beat, or not quite beat, I do not to Miss Dunn any more. Just that!' 
know. A close thing anyway with the odds " 'I said,' remarks Andy, 'that I knew 
on Joe. But in the last round Andy put her first, an' you'd no right to come be
his thumb out, an' not bein' able to use tween us. You've no right to shove your
his right at all, got smothered, sudden and self in where you're not wanted. Or are 
complete. . you quite blind, man?' 

"And when time was called he sat in his "'If Jess doesn't want me, O'Brien,' sez 
comer �� fill! eyebrows do�n oyer his J'?e, 'she can say so 'erself .. An',' says _'e, 
eyes an his chin stuck out like-like the 'smce when has a man any claim on a grrl, 
grip. of a Lee-Enfield. When the referee when he only knows 'er casual, same as 
says: 'Sergeant Garnham wins,' he never fifty others? If you were anything to her, 
changed 'is look-J1ot a scrap-not even she'd clear me out -- sharp, an' you 
when Joe comes over to shake 'ands: He know it. I've as much right as any one till 
just glared like's if 'e were thinking how she tells me not, 'erself,' he says. 
he could most conveniently kill Joe, an' the "'Do you think,' says Andy, 'for one 'ar f-
referee, and every one else in the place. minute, that I'm goin' to look on and let 

"�' now. comes the real trouble. The you 'ave a free hand'. to say what you �e 
fight s nothing at all. It's the usual, of and- Why, man alive!' he says, lookm' 
course. Have you ever heard of Jessie him up an' down. 'Man alive, I'd knock 
Dunn? Her father used to be in the artil- your head off before you did that!' 
lery, quartermaster-sergeant; him being "Made me laugh to hear them, talkin' 
chiefly noted for his figure, which is shaped quite low and peaceful; Andy with his jaw 
after th_e style of a beer-barrel. Doesn't out and his arms folded an' Joe smilin' 

• go runnm' arot,ind plowed fields, does old' with 'is 'ead cocked side�ays, and his
Tubby Dunh, if-there's a seat handy. . hands be'ind his back. Might ave been "Well, anyhow, she's a slip of a girl is discussin' the weather, the pair of them. 
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" 'Knock my head off, O'Brien,' says 
Joe. 'Knock my head off, eh?' Then the 
smile went and he answered very slowly: 
'An' what might I be <loin'? Sittin' still 
while you did it? No, Andy O'Brien, I've 
stood up to you before, and if you remem
ber what 'appened--' 

"He didn't finish and I knew what he 
was driving at, as plain as the three stripes 
on his tunic. 

"'Yes,' says Andy, 'oh, yes! With a 
broken thumb. ·But Garnham-p'r'aps 
you wouldn't like to try again, some day, 
would you? There mightn't be a bro�en 
thumb next time.' 

"And by the way he spoke I saw it was 
as good as settled, for those two men hated 
each other as much as it is in the nature of 
one man to bite another. 

" 'Try again?' says Joe. 'Any day, hour 
or minute you want me, O'Brien, I'm 
ready and willing. I hear you've been tell
in' people that that thumb saved me from 
being murdered. Oh, I'm ready! Only no 
hole-an'-corner business,' he says. 'I'm not 
for scrappin' in my shirt-sleeves back of 
the Morris-tube, with half a hundred band
boys and rookies yellin' and the Colonel 
an' Adjy an' a crowd of red-caps comin' up 
in the middle, and a visit to the orderly
room and a court-martial to follow,' says 'e. 

" 'Name your place, then,' says O'Brien, 
with a laugh as happy as a kid's. 'Name 
your place and I'm with you. I never 
thought to have you in the ring again this 
side of eternity, Garnham,' he says. 'An' 
now,' says 'e, 'there's just one more thing. 
Whoever wins has a free 'and with Jess, 
and the other keeps out o' range altogether. 
Seel That's fair for both.' 

"'Ohl" says Joe; 'and if by any miracle or 
another bad finger,' he says, 'I happen to 
win-such miracles 'ave happened before, 
Andy O'Brien-how do I know that-' 

" 'Whatever else I am,' says Andy, 'I'm 
not such a black.guard as all that. If you 
win, I keep off-until she tells you what 
she thinks of you, tha,t she's sick and tired 
of �ou, and .th�t �he never wants to see you
agam. Whicli,' he says laughin', 'she -
well will do.' And he walks away. 

"'Tha t, sir, was why they've settled to 
have a?othe_r fight for the Middleweight
Championship of the Regiment. They're 
goin' to have it out next Monday night 
down in �e tolV!1 here, as you saw on the 
poster this mornmg. Between you an' me,. 

I'm glad-knowin' what I do-that they 
didn't fight in barracks. It'll be a great 
scrap, though; real great. And best man 
or not-I 'ope my man wins. 

"Well, I must be off now, sir, just to 
show these rookies how to do a holler-back 
back-lift over the 'orse lengthways. You 
watch careful, too.'' 

III 

ACCORDINGLY, shortly before 
the hour of eight on the Monday 
evening following, Severn and I 

made our way through the crowd and en
tered the hall where the fight was to be 
held; Severn, because he had to; I, because 
if Sergeant Truscott's prophecy were ful
filled, I should see what would be worth 
seeing. 

The hall, formerly an auctioneer's sales
room, was long, low and narrow, with iron 
pillars down the center and iron girders 
supporting the corrugated iron roof. The 
platform was built close up against. one 
wall, between which and the ropes there 
was barely sufficient space for one row of 
chairs. On these chairs sat the judges, the 
timekeeper and a reporter or two, without 
interfering in the least with any lesser mor
tal's view. 

Dotted about the ceiling were electric
light bulbs, unshaded and dazzling. As the 
windows in the roof could not be opened, 
there was no ventilation whatsoever. But 
as the manager, a stout little man in a 
gaudy waistcoat, remarked to Severn, this 
was; "but a small matther and afther all, 
'tis the same for both bhoys.'' 

Severn, who had by this time reached a 
condition of dumb amazement, nodded. 

The scarlet of the soldiers' tunics showed 
up conspicuously against the sober blacks 
and grays of the civilians, and as Severn 
and I reached our seats, Sergeant Truscott 
tapped me on the shoulder. 

"All the Sergeants' Mess is here,". he 
whispered, "an' every one else-except 
Joe's other second, of course. The only 
time I ever wanted to see 'im, so naturally 
he's not shown up. Ginger's liable to for ... 
get almost anything when he gets clear of 
the barracks, but he swore faithful he 
wouldn't stop for a drink anywhere.'' 

And Truscott drifted away forlornly. 
Severn and I sat in the second row from. 

the ring, at the side nearest the dressing-
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room. With us-and for once in my life I 
found myself in the company of those who 
move in high places-was the General in 
command of the District, rather bewildered 
at his surroundings, and his Brigade-Major, 
an enthusiast to whom a fight was a fight, 
whether at the National Sporting Club in 
London or in a barn such as th.i&. 

A red-faced gentleman seated·immediate
ly in front of the General turned and 
beamed on us in the most friendly way 
imaginable. 
• His name was Sullivan, he said. He

came from Armagh and he followed the 
business of a com-chandler. Also he sold 
an occasional horse. I f any gentleman 
would like a drink, he knew where could be 
obtained the very best whisky in the North 
of Ireland. 

At • this, the General� who though an 
Irishman himself would have ignored Mr. 
Sullivan had it been_ possible, moved un
easily in his chair and' plunged into a hur
ried conversation with Severn regarding the 
health of the troops in the garrison. 

Later on, Mr. Sullivan, who .had been 
shouting genial insults at one Murphy on 
the other side of the hall, once again ad
dressed himself to the General, who bore 
his affliction in dignified silence. 

"'Twould be the pleasanthest thing now 
iver you seen if your honor and I would 
tak' the floor for three rounds. Two fat 
owld Christhiaiis like oursel's; the loser to 
pay for the dhrinks. No? Well, then I'll 
inthrojuice you to Jimmy Mulligan afther
wards; if he's sthill sober enough to be 
civil-shpoken you'll like the bhoy for his 
divilmint. You'll die laughin' at-his antics. 
Don't be worrying, I'll see we have some 
fun before daybhreak." 

But at this point an equally red-faced 
friend took the empty seat next him, and 
Mr. Sullivan of Armagh straightway en
�ed into a fierce argument concerning the 
pnce of a horse which he-the friend
wished to dispose of. 

"Dear me! It's close in here isn't it!"
said the GeQeral. _ ' 

The first few fights were very ordinary, 
more � ordinary, feeble to a degree, al
though billed on the program in large type. 
�erefore �e b�ck seats groaned their 
disapproval m a highly unorthodox and illegal manner, greatly to the stout manager's
wrath. 

A brief, unscientific scuffle between two
-· 

. 

lightweights had ended in less than one 
round, when, attracted by a sudden buzz 
of excitement, I turned in my chair and saw 
Truscott elbowing through the crowd near 
the door of the dressing-room. At which, 
realizing that the time had come, I felt 
nervous. and strangely unhappy, as though 
-explain it how you will-I, too, had 
something at stake. Everybody in the 
audience, from the .General down to the 
raggedest street comer boy, had heard of 
the Regimental Championship, of course, 
but only Truscott and I were aware of how 
much depended on �e next half-hour. 

1111 A DEEP roar went up as Joe Gam
;w-i ham, smiling unconcernedly, climb• 

ed into the ring. His two seconds 
followed: Truscott and a battered, red
headed private, carrying a bucket and a 
couple of towels. The red-headed private, 
the man who was liable to forget almost 
anything, knew more about bare-knuckle 
fighting, so I afterward was told, than any 
one else in the reginient. This was praise 
indeed, considering wh'ere and how the 
regiment was recruited. 

Another wild· outburst greeted O'Brien. 
He paid no attention to the noise. He 
never so much as threw a glance at the 
spectators, but stood with a coat thrown 
over his bare shoulders, talking to bis sec
onds, and carefully weighing the gloves in 
either hand. 

There was nothing to choose between the 
comers. The light must have been equally 
trying anywhere. But Garnham won the 
toss and seated himself on the chair on our 
side of the ring. Truscott fitted the gloves 
on his hands, while the red-haired private 
rubbed his anus and legs vigorously. 
• Then the manager, puffing with impor

tance, clapped his hands.
"Gintlemen," he shouted, "gintlemen, 

this is Sergeant O'Brien on me right hand, 
and Sergeant Garnham on me lef�. S�teen 
rollilds of three minutes each an'-gmtle
men I ask you once more, please to kindly 
refrain from applause ,durin' the roun's, an'
-if you fellas don't stop smokin' yersel's
'II be slung out, -- quick!"

He ended amid applause. 
The shirt-sleeved referee, a big sergeant 

in the Royal Irish Constabulary, stooped 
between the ropes, and the �eke�per, a 
cadaverous individual sitting with his back 
to the wall, said: "Seconds out!" 

I 
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I heard the red-headed private whisper 
to Garnham, "Good luck, an' for --'s 
sake, mind 'is right!" 

"Time!" 
Garnham jumped to his feet and ran 

across to meet O'Brien, snatching mechan
ically at his glove as he passed him and then 
wheeling quickly. 

If the fight had been decided on looks, 
and on looks alone, there could have been 
no doubt as to the winner. 

Garnham caught the eye at once; he had 
the better action, the better stance; if you 
care to call it so; his head slightly tilted, 
his left well up. He was as light on his 
feet as a bantamweight; a clean-built man, 
with fine lines and broad shoulders narrow
ing to waist and hips. Even though his 
face was grave, his lips kept twitching 
every now and then into a smile, so good
natured and so brimful of confidence that 
if for no other reason, nine persons out of 
t� sympathized, and wanted him to win. 

O'Brien was clumsy by comparison, heav
ily built and stocky, with great rugged 
lumps of muscle on his back and arms, 
huge deltoids, strongly marked triceps and 
a forearm like a blacksmith's. He fought 
in a crouching attitude, with his head cra
ning forward, his toes twisted inward and 
his knees bent, and both hands held on a 
level with his chin. He was no stylist, but 
a fighter through and through; the person
ification of brute force and energy, yet a 
clever boxer, if unorthodox. 

The two men sparred at first, with pat
tering footsteps. Then Garnham jumped 
in, right, left, and was out again. O'Brien 
gave way a step. Garnham jumped in 
again, as he did so, and O'Brien swung his 
r!ght, just flicking the other's ear. They crrded round and round, breathing quickly, un_til O'B_rien rushed, only to be met by a s�ra1ght dnve full in the mouth. A vague whisper went through the spectators, but h� �hook his head, and was back again, hittm� ou� 'Yith right and left, more like some 1rres1st1ble machine, than mere flesh a_nd blood. Garnham· ducked beneath his nght and fell on. him. "Break !" said the referee smiling. "Br k !" ' ea away And they shook themselves free. 
Garnham got in two beauties with eitherhand on chest and neck, and the bell rang.The seconds hopped into the ring andthe two men lay back in their chairs,

breathing deeply with their heads back and 
their arms stretched out on the ropes. In 
that first round Garnham had scored every 
point, and O'Brien had lost a tooth, so 
Truscott, ever an optimist, grinned broadly 
as he flapped his towel. 

"Seconds out!" and again, "Time!" 
When two men are fighting mad, as those 

two were, they waste no time in unneces
sary delay or in maneuvering for openings. 
Garnham led with his left, and was sent 
back half-way to the ropes by a punch on 
his ribs from O'Brien's right. O'Brien fol
lowed up hard, but Garnham slipped 
through his guard and fell on him. 

"Break away!" bawled the referee, and 
they flung each other off angrily. 

O'Brien went in again fiercely and took a 
half-arm hook on the jaw. 

"Break away! break away!" and they , . 
wrestled across the ring, holding and 
smothering, their faces grim-set and wrath-
ful, the flesh of their bare bodies glistening 
in the glare overhead. 

"Break away there, you men!" shouted 
the referee. 

They drew off, panting, and once more 
went to close quarters, both hitting out to
gether, right and left, and once more they 
clinched. 

The referee separated them as before, 
and Garnham caught O'Brien a couple of 
heavy smashes, left and right, over the 
heart. He grunted, shaking his head sour
ly, and, as though he had felt nothing, 
forced Garnham to the ropes with a terrific 
body-blow. 

Then the timekeeper put his foot on the 
bell and we all shouted. 

"'Tis a great fight," said Mr. Sullivan. 
"An elegant fight! The young fella is 
handy with his feet, but the other fella is 
the sthronger of the two." 

Garnham had received more than he had 
given, and breathed in quick labored sobs, 
while Truscott flapped the air into his 
lungs and the red-headed private sponged 
him down, hissing for all the world like a 
groom with a currycomb. 

Although on points it was still Garn
ham's fight, Truscott was worried as he 
stepped out on the ring. 

"Keep him well in the middle, Joe," he 
said, and dropped to the floor where he 
remained motionless, with his elbows on 
the platform, staring up at the men fight
ing. 
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• 
THIS time it was O'Brien who led.
Making not the slightest attempt
to guard, he drove Garnham from

one side of the ring to the other, giving him
no rest boring in with savage half-arm
blows, right and left, against the ropes, in
the center, back to the ropes again, while
the referee became purple of countenance
as he roared, "Break! Break, will yuh!" 

Garnham, still smiling but not with his
former self-confidence, gave back step by
step, always by skilful footwork avoiding
the corners, jabbing away at O'Brien's
body, on the same place time after time,
until O'Brien jerked up his chin for one
short moment. 

Then, like a flash, Garnham uppercut
him. He went to the boards but was up
again at once. Garnham rushed in, but
O'Brien made a half-turn, shoved his head
forward on to the other's chest and they
both fell, Garnham underneath. It was
like nothing so much as a shoulder-to
shoulder charge at football. Quite one
half of the spectators, red-coats, civilians,
boxers in mufflers and greatcoats, seconds
in their shirt-sleeves, were standing up and
yelling, but the referee was too busy now
to pay any heed to the uproar. The two
men were on their knees, wrestling and
scuffling and hitting as if such things as
the Marquess of Queensberry rules had
ne,·er been drawn up for their benefit.
Why the two of them were not disqualified
then and there, only that sergeant in the
R. I. C. knew; and he, if I judge aright,
would gladly have given up all claim to a
pension rather than put a stop to such a
fight. 

They scrambled to their feet again, not
nice to look at, their bodies covered with
blood. Then O'Brien swung his right
viciously and sent Garnham down full
length, half under the ropes. 

He lay there, choking, but the bell rang
and his seconds helped him across to his
corner. 

His lips and eyes were bleeding. He
seemed dazed. But the sudden shock of
cold water pulled him together again and
he laughed feebly. But we all, even the
most ignorant, knew that at this pace the
fight must soon be over. If Garnham could
not knock his man out in the next three
minutes he could never hope to win. 

And to all appearance O'Brien was in no
better plight. You could see that as he

stood up for the fourth round. He was
breathing �unevenly and big red blotches
showed on the dead white of his body where
Garnham had kept hitting him. But he
was the stronger man of the two. 

There was no waiting, of course. They
made for each other at once. But they
were tired by now, and the old fire and
dash had gone. Garnham led, but O'Brien
propped him off with his left forearm and
forced him around the ring, slamming in
slow sledge-hammer blows with his right,
grunting each time he hit, until he had him
penned against the ropes in the corner near
est to us. For the first time that night
O'Brien smiled. And then Garnham-al
ways a great fighter, never so great as now
-side-stepped quickly and ducked under
the swinging arms. I thought he was clear,
everybody did, but O'Brien spun round on
his heel and sent him across the ring with
a punch behind the ear. He fell heavily,
but was on his feet again almost immediate
ly, hanging on O'Brien's neck. 

O'Brien looked like a butcher with little
trickles of blood running dowi{ his cheek
and bare shoulders. 

"Break away!" 
Smack/ Garnham fell once more and the

timekeeper counted to "seven" before he
was up. When I caught sight of bis face
I felt wretched, for he had reached that 
stage where a man is not certain where his
hands are. 

Mr. Sullivan, who had not spoken for
some time, turned in his chair. 

"It's murdher! He's a glutton, that
young fella that's bate, an' it's shamed of
meself I am, settin' her"! all this time an'
not able to help him!" 

I nodded, sympathizing, and then of a
sudden I found myself wondering why in
that atmosphere of tobacco smoke and
Irish whisky and dust, my thoughts kept
wandering off to the clear wind-swept moor
lands, until I saw a sprig of sweet-scented
heather in Mr. Sullivan's buttonhole and 
understood. 

Ancly O'Brien had gone in to win, and
had rushed Garnham slap-dash to the ropes,
smiling grimly, slamming in left, right, left, 
right, piston-fashion, but with the engines
at half-speed. Garnham had just sufficient
strength left to keep his _guard up,_ but it
was no good. O'Brien felllted at his head
with his left-a clumsy, palpable feint
and, as the beaten man raised both hands
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helplessly, lashed out with his right at the 
mark. 

Garnham lay :flat on his back with arms 
twitching. 

"Nine!" and he was on his feet, stagger
ing about blindly. O'Brien jumped in, 
eager to finish him off, but before he could 
hit, Garnham had toppled over sideways, 
his head striking the bare boards with a 
thud as of a cricket-ball struck with the 
full force of the bat. 

The timekeeper counted slowly amid an 
almost. painful hush: "One-twol"�then 
the bell again, and the crowd roared its relief. 
Cl THE two seconds lifted Garnham 
� on his chair, his legs dragging limp-

ly; they sponged him� :flapped him 
with the towels and made him drink from 
the neck of a bottle thrust bet�een his lips 
until he choked and shook his head wearily. 
• Severn was on his feet at the ringside,

speaking to Truscott, who nodded and bent 
over Garnham. 

''Here," he said, "you're not goin' on, 
Joe. You're done. See:;- I'm goin' to 
throw up a towel!" 

"You're not!" answered Garnham hoarse
ly. "I'm not beat! It 'd take a better man 
than 'im!" 

"And yet," said the General-he too was 
• past surprise-"and yet we can't get a
heavyweight or a middleweight that will 
stay in the ring with the Yankees!" He
ended in a low growl. "They ought to
stop it!"

So the fifth round began. It was butch
er's work now; a massacre, not boxing.

Garnham reeled into the center of the
ring, with his left well up. O'Brien ran at
him. Smack/ • Smack/ He spun round and
went over in a heap.

The red-headed private had climbed on
the platform, ready .to enter the ring.
O'Brien stood over Garnham waiting, with
the same grim smile on his lips.

"Get back, O'Brien, at once! Do you
hear?" shouted the referee. The timekeep
er was standing with his watch in his left
hand, waving his right in the air, like a
bandmaster, bringing it down every time
he counted a second.

"One! - two! - three!" Garnham was
slow}y �truggling to �et up, his breath
commg m deep sobs, his brain and muscles
refusing to work together. "Four!" He
wa.s on his knees, holding the lower rope.

"Five!" On one knee, groping with his 
gloved hand for the top rope. "Six!" He 
had found the rope, and 'was swinging it 
backward and forward, trying for a pur
chase. • "Seven!-eight!"--and he was on 
his feet, still clutching the rope. 

O'Brien dashed across. Smack/ Smack/ 
Cruel blows; and the long drawn-out agony 
was at an end. 

Garnham relaxed-his grip, slid slowly on 
to the floor and lay huddled up with his 
legs bent and his arms covering his face. 

Whereupon chaos! I heard an indignant 
shout of "foul!" from Mr. Sullivan and saw 
the red-headed private clamber into the 
ring, snarling like a bull-terrier. He clutch
ed wildly at the referee, who had hold of 
O'Brien, and tried to swing round him. 
Whereat O'Brien's seconds, also in the 
ring, grabbed ·the red-headed private by 
the waist, and all three men crashed down 
in a struggling tangle. Truscott was in the 
ring also, seeing after the beaten man. He 
helped him to his feet but, as he turned to 
reach for the chair, supporting him with 
one hand, Garnham broke away, put up 
his fists once again and made for O'Brien, 
swaying helplessly. 

"I'm not beat," he said. "I'm not beat." 
Then he collapsed for good and all, and 
Truscott stooped and carried him to his 
comer. 

O'Brien had won, and all that crowd of 
yelling maniacs thought that he had been 
fighting for the Middleweight Champion
ship of the Regiment. But I knew better. 

And as I set it down, so it happened. 
IV 

&:I OWING to circumstances over 
� which I had no control, I had no 

opportunity of talking privately 
with Sergeant Truscott for some days. But 
on Thursday morning we managed to snatc;h 
a few moments' hurried conversation in the 
gymnasium. 

Truscott plunged into the middle of 
things at once. . -· "Well, sir, I told you th�t would be a 
fight, didn't I? Beat anything I.ever saw 
in my life! And I've seen a good few here 
an' there. Joe wasn't so very bad really. 
Face marked that's all, an' he didn't even 
go sick the �ext day. They never shook 
hands though if you remember, an' be
tween you an' 'ine I can't say I'm surprised.
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"When you 'ave one of the beaten man's 
seconds scrappin' with the other man's 
two, an' the beaten man trying to fight the 
referee, an' the winner sittin' on the floor, 
lookin' pretty far gone himself, and offerin' 
to out the loser again for a tanner, why you 
don't think o' shaking hands or anything 
else. More like a set o' Gyppy coal-'eavers 
fightin' at Port Said for a shank of a ham .. 
bone than or'nary human beings. But that 
was a fight, wasn't it! I told you what it 
would be. You don't happen to 'ave 'eard, 
sir, what the General thought of it, do 
you?" 

"Look here, Sergeant Truscott," said I, 
ignoring the question, "there's a lot more 
that I want to hear. When is Andy O'Brien 
going to marry Jessie Dunn, eh?" 

I felt a natural curiosity as to the sequel 
to the fight. 

Truscott gazed at me as though com
pletely mystified. Then his face cleared 
and he laughed. 

"Lord! I'd forgotten all about her. Let 
me see. The next afternoon, we saw Andy 
O'Brien walkin' across the square, dressed 
up in his walkin'-out kit, with 'is swagger-
stick and 'is sash all neat an' nice. 

" 'There he goes,' sez Joe. Very dismal 
too, was Joe, thinking of the blackness of 
his eyes and puffy lips. 'I hadn't a chance 
against him really; hitting him was like 
smashin' my knuckles against a brick 
wall.' 

" 'You may have smashed your knuckles,' 
I says, 'but you 'ave also pretty near 
smashed his face in. Win or not, there's 

not much to choose between you when it 
comes to looks. Fine sight, ain't it?' And 
I spoke the truth there. 

"Joe never said a word about Jess Dunn, 
but I knew he was thinkin' things over. 
Then 'e says, 'Duff,' says 'e, 'I'm going to 
try an' get out to India when the next 
draft goes.' 

"Andy came back later, lookin' like the 
Lancersrdeath's-head, and I-- But after 
all, though he is the biggest fool between 
here an' Bloemfontein, he isn't a bad chap 
in 'is way. I heard later what happened. 
Andy let slip the fact to Jess that they had 
fought for her. And, sir, if you'll believe 
me, Jess was so sick she said she'd never 
speak to him �gain. 

"Bit of a shock for 'im, eh? Poor devil! 
An' the following day, yesterday, she met 
Joe, who was equally to blame, of course 
and asked him why he 'adn't been near he; 
for so long. An' then she said if he 'adn't 
nothing better to do, 'e could take her out 
for a stroll. Girls are rum-things, though, 
ain't they? 

"That was the finish of the Middleweight 
Championship of the Regiment. Because 
-well, she's a will of 'er own, has Jess, and
she's told Joe straight he's got to chuck
boxin' altogether.

"And I'm to have the privilege and honor 
of bein' best man!" 

But, as I said before, I am by no means 
certain how it all came about. On the 
whole I am more than inclined to agree 
with Sergeant Truscott that "girls are rum 
things," and leave it at that. 



lEMPEACB 
INTRUDES 
HUGH .PENl)E�TER 

'ILL ERING'S capture by Blis
son, the new sheriff, might have 
been passed up with only casual 
comment, as he was practically a 

stranger in those Montana parts. But the 
method employed to effect his arrest, plus 
the fact he was charged with violating the 
cattle-law while riding in the train of that 
redoubtable old sinner Jem Peace, spiced 
the event with more than ordinary interest 
and was, on this particular night, the sole 
topic of conversation at Gruder's saloon, 
making much for thirst. 

Only the elderly man asleep behind the 
stove, his head pillowed on his arms, was 
indifferent to the chatter. 

Lonesome White, much given to dwelling 
on the pathos of life, voiced the sentiments 
of one faction when he regretted the ruse 
which had laid the youth by the heels. As 
his vinous sympathy warmed he insisted: 

"It sort o' harrers me, fellers, to know 
the cub was decoyed here by being made 
to think his gal was sick and wanted to see 
him. When a man takes a chance for a 
woman it seems as if he oughter git away_ 
with it." 

I2 

"I don't see it," mildly argued Groder, 
pausing in his burlesque of polishing a 
glass. "If that was the case he wouldn't 
be taking no chances and wouldn't be de
serving no credit if he did git away with 
it. No, Lonesome; young Ering was in
vited to play. After sizing up the stakes 
he set in-and lost out. I'll admit, Lone
some, that there's po'try in the case what 
appeals to your po'try-like natur', but the 
law must be upheld even if we never skin a 
cat." 

As he concluded and silently appealed 
to his patrons, those who were wise in the 
ways of Groder nodded solemnly and scru-
tinized their empty glasses. • 

"I reckon we have to depend on Mr. 
John Gruder to put things clear and bright-
like," cunningly ad.mired old Bill Danker, 
who was always a partisan on the side fur
nishing the drinks. "The whole thing now 
is as clear as the nose on my face.". 

If his metaphor werel a bit dubious, es
pecially as the nose referred to· was a very 
red, bulbou� no�e, liberally streake� with 
fiery veins, it did not fail to have its ex
pected effect, and Gruder, with a little 
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beneficent gesture of the hand, murmured: 
"Drink up and have a little touch with 

me, boys." 
But Lonesome White, either careless of 

winning favor or else suffering from some 
temperamental defect, shook his shaggy 
head dogmatically and maintained: 

"Blisson oughter started in to make his 
record with a gun. It's a cheap city-game 
to write a feller his gal is sick and then 
pounce down on the tenderest feelings in a 
human bosom." 

"What's the odds what kind of bait you 
use so long as you bag the game?" testily 
demanded Groder. 

"When a feller's in love," declared Lone
some, "it seems as if he oughter have a 
showdown for his 'fections. Where's your ro
mance if love is to be hammered into a 
wedge and driv' into a man's bosom till it 
lands him in a log jail at Vezie?" 

Gruder sighed and was collecting his ar
guments anew, preparatory to crushing his 
opponent beneath large masses of logic, 
when the front door opened with a crash 
and terminated the debate. 

� THE newcomer, a man of some sev-
� enty years, slim of physique and 

bowed of shoulders, seemed to pre
dominate the scene once he had thrust his 
tobacco-stained beard over the threshold. 
Before the little gathering could fully sense 
his noisy intrusion he had advanced un
steadily to the bar, had incontinently el
bowed old Bill from his vantage-ground 
next to the bottle, and in a loud, raucous 
voice was demanding: 

"Gimme some whisky quick, Mr. Bar
keep, out of the bottle ye use yerself. I 
wouldn't swap my thirst fer a hundred 
head o' cattle." 

The thing was unpardonable. It hadn't 
happened in Gruder's for years. Gruder 
stared at the stranger stonily for several 
moments, giving his friends time to antici
pate what was about to happen. As his 
small black eyes narrowed each man fur
tively punched his neighbor. 

"I'm waiting," bruskly barked the 
stranger, tapping the bar with a lean fore
finger. 

"Say," purred Gruder in a low, thick 
voice, thrusting his head far forward to 
accent the tempo of his query, "who the 
-- be you?" 

The loungers indulged in a general sigh 

of satisfaction at the terse challenge of 
these few words. Best of all, it was mere
ly the prelude. For Gruder had an eye for 
dramatic effect and never went off half
cocked. 

To the amazement of the habitues the 
stranger rocked derisively on his heels and 
smiled dryly. He even had the hardihood 
to squint up his faded eyes in a palpable 
leer. 

"Who be I?" he drawled, cocking his old 
head to one side and blowing contemptu
ously through his beard. "Here's the only 
visiting-keerd I carry about." And he 
guickly rested the blue-black barrel of a 
.44 -across the top of the bar.· 

The line stiffened. It promised to be 
more entertaining than any one had dared 
to hope. Even Lonesome's sad face lighted 
up expectantly. Surely Gruder's was look
ing up. It might even swing back to the 
.fpll measure of its old-time reckless reputa
tion. The men took a hurried inventory of 
the windows and other possible exits and 
then waited contentedly for the climax. 

Gruder's gross face hardened under the 
menace of the gun, while his eyes glittered 
with cunning. It was the game he loved. 
Only it had been a long time since he had 
found a patron who would fight back. 

"You said whisky?" he smoothly asked, 
sliding his right hand under the bar. 

"Yas--whisky," grinned the stranger, 
shoving the gun forward. "Put yer hand 
on the bar and do it-slow." 

Relinquishing the butt of his favorite re
volver Gruder obeyed, the veins on his low 
forehead congesting ominously, and passed 
out a black bottle. Eagerly filling his glass 
with his left hand the stranger whimsically 
remarked: "I happen to be busted. Hope 
ye don't mind hanging this up fer a spell." 

In the argot of Gruder's this was the 
limit. 

"Who the -- be you?" gritted the in
furiated proprietor. 

Tossing off his drink the stranger leaned 
negligently against the bar and to the 
amazement of the men carelessly replaced 
his revolver in his coat. As he surrendered 
this advantage the wide-eyed line prepared 
to dodge and run. Stealthily Gruder's 
right hand crept back to his gun, his cruel 
eyes flaming with triumph. 

As his stubby fingers clutched the fa
miliar butt the stranger thoughtfully gazed 
at the rough ceiling and quietly obi;;erved: 
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"My friends is allowed to call me Jem. 
Other folks has to call me Mr. Peace." 

� "JEM PEACE!" exclaimed Groder, 
� dropping his gun. 

The loungers jerked their heads 
up sharply and old Bill was so overcome 
that he filled his glass twice. 

"Any one got any objections to that 
name?" mildly inquired the stranger, tufh
ing his gaze to sweep the line of startled 
profiles. 

Groder bit his lips. It was hard lines, 
but he had nursed discretion from his 
youth. He was ever ready for the ordi
nary bad-man, but Jem Peace was in a class 
by himself. 

"It's a name I admire," he cried, taking 
care to keep both hands frankly before 
him. "Gruder's feels honored to have you 
drop in, Mr. Peace. I thought you was one 
of them trouble-makers over Colton way. 
Have another touch on the house?" 

"I'm mighty proud to drink your good 
health," loudly proclaimed old Bill, gener
ously recharging his glass. 

The others, finding the tension thus 
wholesomely relaxed, now joined in bidding 
the celebrated rustler and gun-fighter wel
come. For many years old Jem Peace had 
been "ag'in the law," the despair of many 
a sheriff, the enemy of many a cattleman 
and the pride of the State press. Undoubt
edly he was guilty of many rascalities, but 
he possessed a whimsical personality that 
endeared him to all who had never paid 
tribute to his eccentric diagnosis of the 
common law. Like Robin Hood and 
Claude Duval, the old sinner was enveloped 
in the glamour of romance that tickled the 
imagination of many and made him vastly 
popular with hungry newswriters, also as a 
topic of conversation in drinking-bouts. 

"I ain't been up in this neck o' the 
woods.fer years," he smiled as he filled and 
emptied his glass at each invitation. "I 
hate like sin to pull up here broke, but I 
thought ye wouldn't mind." 

"The house is yours, Mr. Peace," laugh
ed Gruder, shaking the celebrated pistol
hand warmly. "You're just as welcome as
if  you had a million." 

,."See� ;!-s �ow ye feel that way, let's
h 1st agam, grinned the stranger. "Seeing 
as how there's a matter of five hundred 

• plunks on my_ head it shows I like good
company, to nde way up here. Looks like

I was spitting in the face of the reward, 
eh? Here's looking to everybody and to 
the devil with the sheriff at Colton and the 
new sheriff in this town of Vezie !" 

The conversation now dwindled into a 
monologue as the newcomer became obsess
ed with confidential impulses. Waxing 
biographical he regaled his amused hearers 
with many a boast of  his prowess as a law
breaker. 

"Yas," he garnished one lengthy pictori
al recital with saying, "I'm Jem Peace who 
the law loves so much it offers five hundred 
plunks fer my company-and here I be as 
cozy as a flea on a dawg, a-drinking of my 
licker and making new friends! Five hun
dred fer me and nobody seems to want it I 
Now let's licker to the health of Mr. Groder, 
what is a man ye can clasp to yer bosom!" 

Groder, who had been weighing the ad
visability of attempting to collect the re
ward, sorrowfully decided the game wasn't 
worth the risk and with a genial smile 
pushed forward the bottle. 

Suddenly the stranger's eyes hardened 
and his lean figure straightened. Old Bill, 
catching the full glare of the glittering 
gaze, backed away abruptly and uneasily 
asked: 

"Ain't the licker to your liking?" 
For an answer the newcomer replaced 

his glass untouched and strode back of the 
stove, where the sleepy old man was now 
sitting erect, gaping at the bar. "Say," 
gritted the guest of the evening, clapping 
the old man on the shoulder, "didn't ye 
hear me say every one up fer a house
warmer? Be ye deef?" 

"1-1 beg yer pardon, kind sir," apolo
gized the old man in a trembling voice, tot
tering to his feet and fumbling at his sharp 
chin nervously. "I reckon I must have 
fell asleep. Drink with ye? Gladly, sir." 

"That's better," growled the other, stalk
ing unevenly back to the bar. "I hate like 
sin to git fussed up, but it always riles my 
dander to have a man act offish and side
step his five fingers." 

"Here's to yer very good health, sir," 
meekly saluted the old man, raising his 
glass. 

"Drink he�, old un," hiccoughed the 
boaster, throwmg back his head to accom
modate his own potation. 

"Keep right where ye be," �owled the
sleepy old man. And the maudlin loungers 
were stupefied to behold a duplicate of their 
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new acquaintance's heavy gun tickling the tainly done good work, Mr. Dagget. If 
latter's neck. you'll join me I'll make you a deputy in a 

second. This makes two of the gang I've 
"REST of ye folks kindly keep yer nailed already, and I ain't been in office 
hands on the bar," gently advised only a mo1,1th." 
the old man. ''There's jive hun-· "Excuse me," politely reminded Dagget, 

dred dollars reward for this critter and I ''but l opine I caught this feller. Ain't 
need the money! Now, Jem, up with yer there five hundred dollars reward fer his 
pawsi Right-about, face. Stand quiet capter?" 
while I borrer yer weapon. Now we're off • The sheriff's face lengthened. The pay
with a good start. Fonvard,-march!" • ment of the reward would evidence that he 

As they reached the threshold the old . had had nothing to do with the _capture. 
man turned and advised: "I see ye have a "You shall have the money," he sighed. 
telephone. Jest kindly let the sheriff know ''When can I have it?" asked the old 
I'm coming with a prisoner. �d not man as he helped support the swaying pris
knowing but what some of ye may be pals oner to a cell. "I won't make no bones of 
of Jem's I'd take it as a favor if ye'd all saying I'm broke. A few hundred would 
keep indoors fer a spell." look bigger'n a - steer to me jest now. I 

"Who.- the -- is he?" faintly cried didn't go into this fe!" any glory. Ye're 
Groder as the door closed softly. welcome to all that sort of shJ,ff !" 

"Search me," shuddered old Bill, groping "Come back �to the office," eagerly in-
for the bottle. "AU I know is he's got vited the sheriff. As they entered this 
enough nerve to land Jein Peace. That room, after the sheriff had locked up the 
let's me ou� of his game!" _ prisoner's revolver, he turned and asked: 

• . "CAN it be possibl
.
e!" exclaimed 

� th�d_elighted she:rift after his visitor• had deposited his prisoner in a cor
ner and had handed--over a .44 Colt, show
ing the initials "J. P." _roughly carved on 
the handle. "I was afraid Groder· was 
trying to kid me. So, this is the notorious • 
Jem. Peace?" 

The drunken prisoner rallied at the words 
and fought off his stupor Jong enough to 
announce: "I'm Jem Peace. I'm here to 
intervoow the new sheriff, who's been .talk
ing sassy about me. I'll have his sculp 
afore I quit these parts." Then he subsided 
into a mumbling heap on the floor. 

...... "Caught him drunk and off his �ard,', 
chuckled the old man. "I'm Eel Dagget 
from over Colton· way. Sheriff Banks is 
aiming fer here, but I've got ahead of him.'' 
• . Blisson's. eyes· g!owed exultingly. Ever
smce -learmng the old outlaw was back. in
_his section of the country he had prayed 1 

he might keep away from Vezie. Only that 
afternoon, however, Sheriff Banks, of Col
ton, had telephoned • to be on the watch, 
that he was fo�wing Peace with a posse. 
But now the much-feared old villain had 
been trapped through his love for liquor 
and Sheriff Blisson would receive consider
able· praise, albeit another had effected the 
.capture. • 

"Great Scott!" he rejoiced. ''You cer-

"You want the money in a hurry?" 
"I should. say I do. I want to be well • 

down-country to-morrer. I can't stick 
round here." 

"Then what do you say to assigning your 
claim to me?" cunningly suggested the 
sheriff. "I'll give you four hundred for it 
now.". 

"Four hundred • and fifty and I'm on," 
returned the old man. "A hundred is too 
much to pay fer the accommodation. Be
sides, I'm leaving you to corral all the 
glory." 

"All right," agreed the sheriff, striving 
to conceal the joy in his face. "Wait here 
till I go to my room for the money." 

i""7 "HELLO, Banks," jovially greeted
� Blisson, as the sheriff from Colton 

entered the office, his person show
ing many traces of a long, rough ride. . ,,"Groder says you've beaten me to 1t, 
ruefully replied Banks. "The boys of the 
posse are down there now hearing how it 
happened. So you've nabbed Jem Peace? 
Well, it's worth two thousand votes. at y�>Ur
next election. I had hopes of baggmg him. 
I've been on bis trail for twenty-four hours. 
How does he take it?" 

"I was just going in to see what he 
wants for breakfast " proudly said Blisson.

' ' ·t "Come\and have a look. Ive got qm e a
houseful." 
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Unlocking the door leading to the cell 
corridor he stopped before the first iron 
bars and requested, "Cast your peepers in 
there." 

"Good Lawd! where did you pick him

up?" cried Banks, staring at the snoring 
figure on the bunk. 1'Haven't seen him 
round for several years." 

Conscious of a faint feeling spreading 
over the pit of his stomach Blisson weakly 
asked: "What do you mean? ' 

"Just what I say. Where in the world 
did you ever pick up old Forty-Rod Tomp
kins, one of the funniest characters in Mon
tana and one of the best actors in the world 
when drunk? He's the worst blusterer and 
bluffer and greatest coward if his bluff is 
called that ever came West. He always 
claims, when drunk, that he's some big 
gun-fighter. Last time I had him he was 
advertising himself as Jesse James." 

"What!" shrieked Blisson. "Isn't he old 
Jem Peace?" 

"Old Jem? Trying to kid me?" mutter
ed Banks. "This is old Forty-Rod, I tell 
you. Up to three years ago he was bother
ing the life out of every sheriff in the State 
by getting drunk and representing himself 
to be some member of the Hole-in-the-Wall 
gang, or the like. Some one would take 
him seriously and rush for a 'phone. Then 
out would ride a posse, only to find old 
Forty-Rod. What do you mean about his 
being Peace? Where is Peace?" 

"Lord knows; I don't. I thought he was 
Peace!" groaned Blisson. 

For several moments Banks was too 
dumbfounded to speak. Then he hysteric
ally cried: "If that ain't a rich joke on you, 
Blissonl But for Heaven's sake keep it 
quiet. If it gets out it will queer you for 
reelection. It must be hushed up." 

"Banks, I paid four hundred and· fiftv 
dollars for that old cuss. Took an assign
ment of Dagget's claim on the reward"
wailed Blisson. 

' 

"Gorrymightyl" yelped Banks. "Come 
back to th� office and give me the details." 

After Bhsson had recounted the doings 
o� the night, Banks thought fast and hard. 
Fmapy he declared: "It must be dropped. 
Don t let on you ever paid Dagget any

money. Simply say a stranger brought 
this fellow here. Say! Did this Dagget 
fumble his chin while talking?"

"Quite a lot," dismally replied Blisson. 
"Quick! Lead me to young Ering's cell." 
On arriving there they found it empty, 

even as Banks had feared. The door was 
unlocked and open. 

Sadly returning to the office Banks ex
plained: "The man who said he was Ed 
Dagget, from over my way, was Jem Peace 
himself! He trimmed off his whiskers a 
week ago, as I found ouLyesterday. Yes
terday I got word he was making this way. 
I knew he was planning to get young 
Ering clear. By Judas, the old rascal turn
ed the trick! When you went to get the 
reward-money he took the cell key from 
the nail and slipped down the corridor. If 
you ha:dn't given him that chance he would 
have stuck you up. He had bosses ready, 
of course-and that's the end of it."

While Blisson was scouring his vocabu
lary for fitting terms of reproa� to apply 
to Peace, Gruder entered the office. "Morn"-
ing, gents," he easily saluted. "Here's a 
letter the old guy who nabbed Peace asked 
me to hand to you, Sheriff. Dropped in on  
me right after midnight. Darned if I didn't 
have to bring it to show I liked his 
nerve." 

Blisson tore open the soiled envelope, 
read the inclosure and then silently handed 
the scrawl to Banks. The latter read: 

deer sheruf-1 give four hundred of the rewad 
money to ering and his gal. Wen you git this they 
wil be over the line and married. I kept fifty to 
pay me for my time. I hope the votters wont 
never lam about it all meaning the way you and 
me got foold, as it wuld dump you out of ofise. If
ering is caut agan it wil all come out in the pap
pers. You have a good gun of mine Joked in the 
saf. I tried. the door but it was Joked. Pleas leavE 
it at gruders sos I can cal for it. My motto is for
give and forgit. Yours truly-J. PEACE. 

"Thanks, Gruder," mumbled Blisson, · 
tearing up the note. 

"Oh, that's all right. I liked the old 
guy's nerve. Besides, he left a ten-spot 
with me and wanted me to tell you to tell 
old Peace that when he's set free there's 
several rounds of drinks waiting for him at 
my place!" 
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LfjWENTY-FIVE ,years ago the consequence, the knowledge of which was 
population of Port Darwin con- . gained from the cable news that came all 
sisted of the Government Resi- the way under the sea from Singapore. 
dent and others. The Govern- Oh, yes, the cable-operators let it out. 

ment Resident is • mentioned specifically . Trust a cable-operator in' a dead-and-alive 
because he was the only real circumstance- place like Port Darwin to contract the pre
the pomp and might of Her Britann)c vailing habit of gossiping! 
Majesty, Queen Victoria, personified and The population, beyond the Great Cir-
paramount. cumstance and the operators, consisted of 

Where is Port Darwin? Port Darwin a score of. white traders and some white 
only wants a push to send it, Residency and · wives, a few Malay servants, a couple of 
all, into Torres Straits'. T<Hiay, it is the Jap spies, a hundred or so Chinese miners, 
last port of call for vessels trading from rooting . and scratching for gold, and the 
Australia to the Orient. • To-morrow, it miserable remnant of a native tn"be. 
will be_ the first port of call for the Japanese It did not require Captain :Morton's 
army that seeks to conquer Australia. ostentatious salute to remind the Port 
Yesterday-well, say in Captain Morton's Darwinians that it was the Queen's birth. 
time--its dignity was all it got from the day, when he took the Harriet Constance
Government Resident, and the establish- into the anchorage, and opened on the de
ment of a cable station there to connect fenseless port with his battery, consis?Dg 
Australia with the rest of the world. of a brass gun, salvaged from an ancrent 

True, the pearl fleets and the trepang- wreck on Easter Island. Every one knew 
fishers honored it with a visit on occasions, it, because every one who was any o�e had 
to get water, trade off"valueless fish-pearls been discussing the Government Resident's 
for tick-fevered cattle and skeleton sheep, levee for the last month; and even the Gov
or break  up the place and the peace of Her emment Resident didn't hold a levee that 
Majesty's repr�entative. Generally speak- all had to attend, under pain of severe dis
ing, it slumb�red all day and gargled all pleasure, except on the Queen's birthday. 

. night, when. its handful of white people Then it was a question whether the 
wasn't solvmg problems of international function wasn't more in honor of thc.-
2 17 
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Resident than of the Widow of Windsor. 
• It certainly gave him the opportunity to
shine in all his splendor of uniform, cocked
hat, and gold-hilted sword, which poked
through his coat-tails like a ske>'7er through
a round of beef, as he stood in the shade
cast by the drooping Royal Standard, and,
after placing a limp fat hand in fifty others,
read out a message of love and good-will
from Her Majesty. He never admitted
that the message was not sent to him direct
from Windsor Castle, but was really a copy
pirated from the cable station as the orig
inal went through to Sydney.

It was balm to the liver-stricken soul of
the Resident to pretend that he was in
direct and-if circumstances warranted the
worry-daily communication with Her
Majesty. Nor was the balm any less sweet
because he knew that the gossiping popu
lation kne\V of his pretense.

.. CAPTAIN THEOPHILUS H. 
� MORTON, otherwise" Black" Mor-• ton, however, had sailed the Pa
cific [round. He knew what a circum
stance a British Resident was supposed to 
be, and he might have been a member of 
the diplomatic corps, so profitably had he 
benefited by' his attendance at flag-raisings, 
and annexations, and consular glorifica
tions; and so punctilious was he in the 
observances of custom and ceremony. 

"Bill," said he to the mate, as the Har

riet Constance r�n in past Signal Head with 
the Stars and Stripes at her peak, "this is 
the Queen's birthday, and it's up to us to 
remember it. Man the starboard battery, 
send up the only keg of black powder we've 
got, and a bucket of hot coals from the 
galley with a marlinespike stuck in 'em. 
I'm goin' to fire a salute." 

"You 'II blow the -- old hooker up, 
that's what you 'II do," replied the mate, 
who could never raise any enthusiasm over 
Morton's pleasantries. "Count me out 
of this shootin '-match." 

"Now see here, Bill," snapped the skip. per, "I don't stand for ceremony on thispacket: , Me �n' you 's got on pretty well,forgettin we re skipper an' mate· but if
I' , t t • ' . ve .go o remmd you who's who, an'what's w�at, by the Lord, I '11 do it, anddouble-qw� too I" His quick temper
�ooded. his face to apoplectic fulness.You Jest cut that back-slack, before Ichuck you overboard. And quit bad Ian-

guage, for I don't stand for that where I'm 
skipper. Get me? If you don't I'll show 
you how. I've got reasons for what I do, 
and if I ain't, my orders go! Yes, sir, 
don't forget that! My orders go! And 
God help the man o n  this schooner that 
don't believe it, and act as though he be
lieved it, mate or n o  mate. We fire a sa
lute of twenty-one guns, not a blamed one 
less. Now jump to it!" 

The mate did so. Relations with the 
skipper had been strained as the evil con
sequence of success, which had dulled the 
mate into a forgetfulness of what Morton . 
could be when he was crossed, or ill-luck 
dogged his steps. The mate was a coward; 
but he would have been brave to the verge 
of suicide, had he, seeing the old light in 
Morton's eyes-the light that had blazed 
forth on many an occasion when the skip
per had been earning his name by his deeds 
among the lonely islands-not heeded the 
warning its flashing conveyed to him. So 
he stepped lively, and had the old brass gun 
ready for action when the skipper came 
forward to honor the day. 

"If it hurts your democratic soul any," 
was Morton's final thrust at the surly mate, 
"you can think this is the Fourth of July; 
but if you learned your trade on: a river 
barge, I didn't. Port etiquette has got to 
be observed where I float!" and he banged 
home a pound of powder. 

The gun tugged at its las�gs as Black 
applied the hot spike to the touch-hole, and 
the crew fell back coughing with the vile 
thick smoke. In half an hour the awful 
ordeal was over, and the Harriet Constance 
was enveloped in a cloud of murk, to the 
glory of England's queen and the satis
faction of the skipper. 

"That'll show 'em we mean no offense, 
at any rate," said the big sailor, as he went 
below to wash the smoke and powder from 
his hands and face, and attire himself like 
a gentleman for his contemplated call on 
the Resident. 

Morton had blown into Port Darwin 
before a typhoon which convinced him that 
he could not get out of Torres Straits with 
his sticks standing while it held charge. 
With philosophy worthy of the Oriental, 
he had accepted the inevitable and run for 
the Port, anticipating with some degree of 
satisfaction the opportunity to repl�ish 
his supplies and fill the water butts. He 
welcomed the prospect of an �ly and 
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satisfactory deal with some wealthy Chinese 
in the matter of a little bag of pearls that 
reposed safely in his hip pocket . in close 
proximity to his revolver. 

How he had acquired the baubles belongs 
to another story. 'Meth,ods peculiarly his 
own ha.d given him the possession of twenty 
thousand dollars' worth without the arduous 
necessity of diving for them or hanging on 
for weeks to a fetid shell bed. Morton 
never lost an oppo�unity and if one pre
sented itself in Port Darwin for him to ex
change . pearls that might be seized by the 

• lluthorities for cash that could not be
claimed by any one, he was going to take it.
It was a coincidence merely that he made
the safe roadstead on the Queen''s birthday,
but his humor was to impress the Port that
his visit was a special honor for the occasion.
Hence the. salute, that on any other day
would have sent the population into fits.

Clad in his whitest ducks, and exuding a
generous aroma of palm-oil and frangipani,
applied with unstinted liberality to his
beard and thatch, Black called away his
boat with four men at the oars. The mate
recoiled before the overpowering perfume,
and sniffed, as Morton walked past him to
the rail.

"Takes me back to the Barbary Coast,"
he snorted.

"Well, you ain't asked for your opinion
concemin' my tonsorial effects " snapped
Morton. "Bargees ain't suppo� to smell
anythin' but tallow an' beer."

The mate flushed under the studied in
sult, and his lip rolled back. from his buck
teeth.

"We'll have the ship smartened up, Mr.
Hawke," Morton continued as \he stood
with his hand on the rail. "The boss pan
jandrum of this dump will return our offi
cial call later in the day, and there ain't no
guess comin' to you as to what happens
aboard this craft if she ain't just what she
ought to look when the visitation occurs.
I 'II be gone a couple of hours."

Morton was in his boat as the last words 
left his lips, and above the rattle of the oars 
he heard the mate express him at mail 
rates straight to Hades. 
. "Guess I'll have to take a couple of 
reefs in that fellow's sass when we get on 
the high seas again," Morton muttered, 
and turned.his boat's head for the rickety 
little pier, on which half the population 
awaited his coming. 

1111 MORTON brought alongside · in 
� his best fashion and dropped the 

yoke - lines. The crew up-ended 
their oars, and the American stepped out 
for all the world like a duly accredited repre
sentative of the power of which he wished 
Port Darwin to believe he was the am
bassador. Assuming his greatest dignity, he 
walked up to the Residency, and found the 
Resident indulging in his fourth whisky and 
soda, to recover from the ordeal just con
cluded under the droping Standard. 

"Morton, sir, Captain '.Theophilus Henry 
Morton, aforetime of the United States 
navy," he repeated with quiet emphasis, 
and disregard of truth, as he met the in
quiring gaze of the Resident. "Jest drop
ped in, Judge, to pay the respects of myself 
and country on this noble occasion. Sorry 
I could not get up in time for the levee, but 
guess my salute was all accordin' to Cocker 
or Hoyle." 

"Charmed to make your acquaintance, 
Captain Morton," replied the deligh!ed 
official; "charmed, I am sure. Speaking 
officially I may say that Her Majesty's 
representative is duly sensible of the great 
honor you have paid him, and it shall be 
his-er, pleasing duty to convey to Her 
Majesty the mark of respect which you
er, have accorded her natal day. .And now, 
Captain, my official reception being over, 
so to speak, otherwise adjourned until I 
visit your ship, let me, in my private ca
pacity, ask you what you drink?" 

"Well, now, I guess I'm warm enough to 
make steam of anything you've got with a 
stick in it. Thanks, I 'II take it my way," 
and Black tossed half a tumblerful of 
whisky down his throat, and threw about 
the same quantity of water after it. 

"Did I hear you say you were of the 
American navy, Captain?" the Resident 
asked. 

"�ou heard me say I was, Judge," re
plied Morton; "at present, I'm unattached; 
sort of auxiliary. Speakin' correctly, trade 
representative in the Pacific." - "Ah, yes, Captain, lots of trouble out
there of course, and' big interests to look
after 1 Well, .this port is· at your service,
and yours to command. I'll take you up
to the club myself and introduce you."

The Government Resident disappeared 
for ten minutes, and came back dressed in 
his less official white suit. With Morton 
he walked across to the Darwin Club, where 
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the skipper was duly presented to a score 
of men in the conventional dress of singlets 
and white pants. To some of the men 
Morton's name was doubtless fairly well
known; but they were all strangers to him 
save one fresh-faced Englishman named 
Ruthv�, trading for a big house in Shang
hai. 

"Morton, by all that's remarkable!" 
shouted Ruthven hilariously, as he gripped 
the hand of the big sailor. 

"Yours truly," acknowledged the skip.: 
per. "I kinder guess we've met before, 
somewheres. Was it in the Gilberts or 
the Ellice Group, friend?" 

"The Gilberts, Captain. What's brought 
you so far west of your longitude? Gun
boats or some new bed?" 

Morton frowned the young man to 
silence, and spoke of a special mission to 
Timor. He had no desire to be cross
questioned in such company by a man who 
might know too much about him, and he 
signaled Ruthven to a table where he called 
for drinks. 

"Now, Mr. Ruthven," Morton began, 
"let's renew acquaintance. Guess you 
know me better than I remember you. 
Don't know that I ever bought any copra 
from you, did I?" 

"Not exactly, Captain, but when you'd 
don� with the islands where I was picking 
up experience I don't think there was a 
pound of it to be had for love or money. 
You got the lot, and left old King Fala
kulu as berserk as a Malay run amuck. Oh, 
I don't bear you any grudge! Fact is, I'm 
real glad to meet the man who beat that 
old swindler, although your trick on him 
made me up sticks and get out for a health
ier place. But tell me, Morton, what did 
you net out of that deal?" 

"Well, I calkilate that if you bought it 
for what I sold it for, you wouldn't have 
el!ough change out of ten thousand to _buy 
Wllle for the broker " and the skipper 

iled "N ' sm. • 
" 

ow, Mr. Ruthven," he added 
qw�:>:• no _o:ff ense _meant, but I ain't 
walkm my history round with me. I'm �ot here for my health, and guess I don'tmtend no harm. I got certain business toattend to, _and .when I've done that, andgot your b!g c¥ef here properly filled withwhatever his poison is on board my schooner,I want to pet away to sea. Right at thismoment I m lookin' for water and freshmeat. Maybe1" he added1 "if I can meet

up with the wealthiest Chinese in this me
troplis I cap. do some trade. " 

-., RUTHVEN was rather disappoint
... ed when he found the big American • 

averse to telling more of his par
ticular exploit in which the Englishman 
himself had been a mystified sufferer; but • 
he appreciated Morton's desire for silence 
regarding his career, and cordially gave him 
all the information necessary to the ful
filment of his wants regarding the ship. 

"And if you want the richest Chink we've 
got in this port," said Ruthven, "I can 
take you along to old Louey Yick, How 
wealthy he is, I don't know. He's been here 
over thirty years, and has got goggle-eyed 
counting his money. What do you want 
with him, Morton? Oh, excuse me, Cap
tain, I forgot you don't care to answer 
questions! And now I mention Louey 
Yick," Ruthven continued, "do you happen 
to want a charter, Captain?" 

"Depends on what it is, where it goes, and 
what it means in hard dollars, or their ex
changeable equivalent," replied the skip
per. 

"Always a business man, Captain. Let 
me explain. This old Chinaman-he must 
be nearly a hundred, if I'm any judge of 
years-has been bothering the life out of 
me to find a hold that will pack a big fat 
thirty-foot, hungry alligator to China for 
him-" 

"Well, you certainly got off that pretty, 
Mr. Ruthven. Guess your Oriental col
lector of reptilian monstrosities must be 
about tired of looking for a ship that 'II take 
his charter. What's the provocation?" 

"It's something like this, Captain," 
Ruthven answered, enjoying Morton's 
whole-hearted interest in the strange ship
ment he was being asked to handle. "Old 
Louey did something awful in his own land 
when he was a young man. What it was, 
I don't know exactly, but it was something 
sacrilegious I guess. Probably he offended 
a Joss. An)"\Vay he had to get out, and 
lost no time about it. He was in 'Frisco 
for a while, and the Tongs raised merry
over him. Several attempts were made 
on his life, and Louey was drive1_1 out. 
Then he came here, and stood off his ene
mies pretty well while he . grew rich and 
worked up a sort of body�- I don't 
know how many people have been killed 
by him, or on his account, but anyway he 
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has lived in comparative peace for the last • 
11 

LOUEY led the white men through 
few years. his store to the back. There he had 

"Now he is about ready to die, and • · the alligator tethered by the tail to
though he will never pass out peacefully a six-by-four stake, round which the brute 
away from bis own land that • he hasn't had paddled a ring six inches deep with 
seen for forty yea.rs or more, he- dare not . dust. 'The reptile was apparently asleep 
go back. They have pretty long memo-· in the blazing sun with its nose buried in a 
ries in China, and what he did • in that puddle of mud that terminated the trick
temple up in the Kwang-Tung province ling stream from a near-by pump. Louey 
must be engraved on stone. The blight is walked quickly to his back door, shoved 
on him and his kin even unto the ninety- his hand into a crate wherein half a dozen 
n!nth generation it seems; but it isn't as wobegone chickens were ,huddled in fear, 
vigorous as it once was, because I happen and pulled out a scrawny rooster. The 
to know the old �p has been buying up alligator blew a bubble of mud, and cau
the curse at a pretty stiff :figure for some tiously opened one eye. 
years past. He figures now that if he can The Chinaman rejoined the skipper and 
get that 'gator home to China, and duly Ruthven. With a dexterous twist he de
presented to the priests, he will about wipe prived the screeching chicken of the few 
out the score, and can then get back and wing feathers it possessed, and :flung it at 
die like a gentleman. the ; reptile's head. Like lightning, the 

"For months he has been trying to ship brute shot up its long snout, opened its 
the brute-I guess it's to take the place of jaws, giving the spectators a :fleeting view 
the extinct dragon, or he'll palm it off as of its saw-like teeth, and brought them 
one-but none of the mail-boats will handle together again with a vicious snap which 
the thing, and every junk-crew is scared of cut the hapless bird in halves. 
it, or of Louey's curse and won't listen to "Holy smoke," cried Morton, "that's 
him. He's raised the price every time the deadliest brute I've seen. Say, Ruth
until there's quite a decent sum for ·the ven, your old professor ;of zoology has a 
skipper who will give the big brute deck- kinder funny way of getting back to his
space. I shouldn't think you would have Chinese heaven. I've got half a notion 
any objections to an alligator, Morton?" that monster will scoff half the priests that 

·"Not me," said the skipper. "I've try to handle him, and will scare seven
traded among the savage islands too long, bells out of what's left alive. And I don't 
and met too many missionized cannibals to quite fancy that granny knot in the cable 
lose �y sleep over an alli�tor. Guess I'll there, now I come to lo?k at it. Say, Louey, 
go. !1th you �d, �eet up with the zo� prop- is that the brute's bill of fare? Does he  
OSition. I didn t Just figure on· headin' for eat anythin' else?" 
Canton, but. it can be made worth while." "Him velly fond dog; no dog steal chick-

�uey Y1ck was a parchment-faced, en when 'gator about," and the old heathen 
shriveled-up specimen of a Chinese; but grinned widely. "Captain take him? Yes? 
as keen 3;5 a hack-saw. _He greeted Ruth- No?" 
ven cordially, and let his face slip when "Why, I wouldn't pack that brute on 
the . trader told ;hlm Captain Morton was my schooner for five hundred dollars, and 
anxious to � his alligator, and might, as I ain't particular what I take in the way 
a great compliment, agree to take the brute of cargo. You've heard that, I guess, 
to China.. Ruthven?" 

"What's he like?" asked Morton. "Some such rumor :floats around among 
"Velly ni' 'gator, alla same big lizzie. the islands," said the trader with a smile. 

Captain he take him China makee plenty "But say, Morton, � think you and your 
money. I pay fifty poun'," said Louey, men· between you, can crate that beast up 
eying the �aptain critically, to see what good enough t� get him over to China, and
effect the pnce quoted had on him. if you don't hit old Lou too hard, I guess 

"Let's get acquainted with the circus he'll pay anything for the favor. Shall I 
first, old buck, before we talk terms but make the bargain for you? It will oblige 
�e another guess at a startin' po�t for me greatly, and ma�e old L?uey think I'm
this deal. Where do you keep the menag- no end of a good fnend. I ll tell you why
me?" asked Morton. after. Here, Louey, Captain Morton will
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ship your alligator for you for one J:mndred 
and twenty pounds spot cash, and half a 
dozen crates of chickens. You can throw 
in a crate of dogs if you like, to make sure 
the brute won't be starved. Now don't 
haggle, because the Captain is a friend of 
mine and wouldn't do this for any one else. 
It's dirt cheap too, so just say the word." 

"What if 'gator get lost?" 
"Why, you old Jew, you've got to take 

that chance! If you don't, your alligator 
will stay here and eat your fortune -Up in 
chickens. Captain Morton will look after 
him all right. I 'll go bail for that," said 
Ruthven. "You must have a big case 
made for him though, and help to get him 
aboard. Now, is that all fixed?" 

Louey Vick agreed. Ruthven and Mor
ton walked off in the direction of the 
club. 

"Now look here, Morton," said Ruthven, 
as they walked through the one and only 
street of the Port, "I know what you 're 
thinking of; but don't do it unless you can 
do it decently. If that brute gets lost ex
cept in a legitimate way, I 'll be in a devil 
of a bad stew, besides losing the monopoly 
in sandalwood that this morning's job has 
given me. The old wreck back there has 
all the sandal-pullers by the wool, and his 
stinkin' old dog-eater is worth more in his 
eyes than all his wealth. " 

"I savvee, sort of passport to heaven. 
But don't you worry:, young feller. Yours 
truly don't generally stand for any asper
sions on his character--" 

"Oh, shut up, Captain! I've cut my 
eye-teeth since we last �et. What you do 
when you leave here doesn 't concern me at 
all, and we don't want to quarrel about it," 
answered the Englishman, firing up. "All 
I want you to do, is to remember I put one 
hundred and twenty pounds in your pock
et, and did you a good turn. You'll never 
land that alligator in China. I doubt 
whether you intend sailing for that coun
try; but do me the favor of saving my face 
with the shipper." 
• "Say� Mr. Ruthven, you sure are kinder

fresh to talk that way to Black Morton,
but blow my bolt-ropes if I don't like you
for it! Guess my shippin' papers exempt
me from liability for fire, shipwreck, acts
of God and piracy. There's a whole ocean
of leeway for you. Jest you fix up the af
fair as you like with your foreign friend,
and we'll quit in the momin'I Now we're

back at this thirst-dispensary of yours, 
let's liquor. Snakes!" 

"What's wrong now?" asked Ruthven, 
as the skipper rapped it out. 

"Why, nothin'; just a little business I 
forgot to mention to the keeper of the zoo. 
Guess that alligator scared it out of my 
think-box. Makin' a cautious allowance 
for the natural lyin' proclivities of this 
burg, and doublin' the sum which a Chow 
will plead guilty to possessin', what might 
be the taxable worth of Mr. Yick?" 

Ruthven looked amazed, and studied 
Morton's face curiously. Seeing the skip
per was in earnest, however, he thought a 
moment, and then answered: 

"The old chap must be worth at least 
ten thousand pounds. He's had a great 
time here, and sandalwoo°'d has nevet' been 
higher· than it is now. Yes, I should say, 
that's a moderate estimate. What makes 
you so keen about his wealth? Oh, I 
forgot, too! You wanted the. wealthiest 
Chink fu Port Darwin. Well, you've met 
him. What on � is the game· you are 
playing in this God-forsaken hole anyway, 
Morton? Whatever it is, yo� want to get 
away infernally quick." 

"A matter of some trade in a line you 
ain't interested in, son. Pearls! Guess I 
can talk business with Lou direct, when I 
meet him again. If not, it's his loss, not 
mine. Now I'll go see about my stores 
and water, and slip aboard. I've got your 
High Muckamuck booked for a souse on my 
ship' this afternoon, and there's that armor
plated reptile to get berthed, too. Come 
along yourself, with the official outfit.,. 

� THE two men drained their glasses. 
liie..J Morton rose, passed a few words 

with some of the club-members he 
had met an hour earlier, and left the place. 
A few minutes later he was aboard the 
Harriet Constance. He cast a critical eye 
about the freshly scrubbed decks and the 
neatly coiled ropes, and called the mate. 
To Hawke he told the story of the alligator, 
and instructed him to arrange for its re
ception, with particular emphasis on the 
necessity for having the brute's head in a 
well-hitched bowline, its tail ditto. The 
skipper went on deck in time to see a boat 
put off from the landing-stage. She flew -
the blue ensign. Morton called his crew 
to the rail, and awaited the arrival of the 
Goverment Resident and staff. 
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• "Looks like the advance agent for a.
circus," grunted Captain Morton, as the
boat drew alongside. Besides the •Resident.
in his uniform, ·the skipper saw the figure
of the Port's solitary policeman, whom he
presumed to be chief of staff, the latter
consisting of a Eurasian clerk, in a lawyer's
wig and gown, and a nigger major-domo 
with a loin-cloth, a bright scarlet jack.et
and a bearskin busby. The pompous

. official was hoisted aboard, followed by his 
minstrel troupe. Morton bowed gravely, 
saluted, and bade them welcome. In the 
stuffy ca.bin, the Resident agreeq__.to divest_ 
himself once more, on the Queen's birth
day, of his official capacity; and the skipper, 
skilfully sweeping the table clear of cock.
roaches, which threatened to demolish the 
biscuits and cheese, broached a bottle of 
champagne which he had received with 
eleven others, as a parting gift from Sam 
House in Sydney. The exchange of com
pliments extended. over three bottles, and 
the Resident took his departure on feet 
that strove valiantly to keep the deck from 
rising and smiting him. Morton assisted 
him over the side, and apologized pro
fusely for the seeming discourtesy in not 
extending him a. parting salute according 
to Cocker. • 

"Our ammunition is cleaned out" said 
Morton, "so if your Excellency afu't par
ticular, we'll cut out the fireworks, and 
just dip the old rag." 

"Not'all, not'all, Cap'n. Charmed 'm 
sure. Esselent wine, esselent. See you 
'gain t'night." 

The Resident :flopped into his boat, 
waved his limp hand in an effort to salute, 
as the Stars and Stripes came down with 
a run, and was rowed away to sleep off the 
day's excitement. 

"The silly old duck," said Morton, as he 
went below and carefully stowed the 
broken case of wine under his bunk. 
"Plain, this one-hoss place hasn't learned 
who I am yet; but, by snakes, it's about 
time some news· � showin' up from 
Sydney, and guess 1t ll have this dump 
crazy, when it learns who-its Big-Chief has 
been honoring I Time· for that museumspecimen to show up too. We jest ought to ha.ve that ugly beast lashed up proper, 
before we tum in to-night." 

"Schooner ahoy!" 
Morton stuck his head above the companionway and fo�d a boat coming. 

. alongside with Ruthven in it, palpably 
excited. 

"Chuck us a rope, skipper," yelled the 
Englishman, "and don't waste �e. That's 
the style." 

Morton tossed the rope, and Ruthven 
scrambled aboard. 

"Look here, skipper," he said as he 
joined the master of the schOQner and 
walked aft, "there's somebody else in this 
pdrt who knows you, and doesn't like you. 
He saw you this morning, and the place is 
full of stories about you. By this time, I 
suppose they've decided you're here to 
cut all our throats and sack the bally 
place. I'm provedoring your schooner, so 
I'm in duty bound to have some communi
cation with you; and to tell you the truth, 
I'm glad to get away from the questions 
that were being fired at me.. Your bloom
ing cargo will be alongside pretty soon, 
and my advice to you is, to get out as soon 
as you can. There's . some talk about 
wiring down to Sydney, to look into your 
history. One of your boat's crew must 
have talked this morning. It's none of my 
business to see you held up; neither is it 
to inquire into what you've been doing 
lately, and particularly what brought you 
so far west, but I don't suppose they'll get 
a glowing testimonial to your character 
from Sydney, where I'll bet you're better 
known than liked." 

"That so?" said Morton. "Well, let 'em 
nose out all they can. If that's the whole 
official outfit tha.t has just left, after 
drinkin' twenty dollars' worth of the best 
champagne that ever sizzled over a parched 
gullet, it can't harm me any, and for two 
pins I'd go ashore and straighten the place 
out some." • "Don't be a fool, skipper. The Port is
scared of you, I'll admit, now they know
who you are, but don't think you've got
an island trading-station to handle. They're
a tough lot ashore. My advice is to get
your goods and pack off. If the Resident
js sober enough to give the word, �ey'.ll
have a message down to Sydney within
ten minutes of his arrival, and they'll come
after you. And if it weren't for that --'
alligator and getting in right with its owner,
I'd say good luck to 'em. 

"Here's your stores and water, and there
comes the barge with the r�tile. When
you've ·signed up for the last-named, I've
got the coin for the fi;eight, less what you



-

24 Adventure 

owe my concern; and you blow by, while 
the wind's favorable. My men can lend a 
hand to get the beast aboard, and when I 
see you run past the hill, I'll feel a bit 
better." 

"Guess I'll go, Ruthven, but I'll take my 
time. Than.ks for the tip-off you've given 
me. I'll remember it when I come back 
here some day, and teach this place manners. 
Bill, unshackle the peak haly' ds, fore and 
aft, and get all hands on that package 
comin' alongside. We'll stow that first. 
The other stuff won't want much hand-
lin'." 

The barge, with Louey Yick's peac� 
offering, made fast, and the work of hoist
ing two tons of wriggling alligator inboard 
was put under way. 

II 

THE Government Resident's cutter 
slid alongside the little pier. The 
crew dropped their oars, and assisted 

the staff in, safely landing the dignified 
but unsteady representative of Her Britannic 
Majesty. Half a sco_re of excited citizens 
greeted him with excited questions; and, 
forgetting his official importance, impera
tively demanded with one voice, that he 
place an embargo on the Harriet Constance,
and prepare to resist an invasion in force. 

"What's all the trouble? Constable, do 
your duty, disperse mob! If don't go 
quietly, read Riot Act," was all they got 
from the Resident, who proceeded leisurely 
toward his house followed by a select 
deputation from the citizens. The Vice
President of the Progress Association in
formed the chief official that the port was 
harboring a notorious rh:aracter, whom they 
had every reason to believe had designs on 
the town; and though international courtesy 
had • demanded that he be hospitably 
received while he was believed to be a 
well- conducted mariner, the information 
since made available, rendered it necessary 
that some inquiry should be made. 

"Rot," said the Resident, "Morton's good fellow, no harm at all. What do youknow about him anyway?" 
"Well," said the spokesman, "we don't know anything definite, except he's got a bad reputation, but we think it's up to you to find out more. .lie's come from Sydney, not so long back, and it's a safe thing to make some inquiries there. At 

least we think so, and whether you do so 
or not, we're goin' to. That's plain." 

"There you are,"' replied the Resident, 
with a superior smile on a sobering face. 
"Morton's , from Sydney, therefore he's all 
right or they wouldn't let him out. All 
moonshin�, this scare. You fellows want 
to drag me into inter-er-national embroglio. 
He's my official guest. I'll dQ nothing." 

"Then we will!" 
And with that parting shot, the deputa

tion cleared off to the cable-station, and 
sent off a message, composed after much 
argument, asking if the Harriet Constance
and her skipper were known, a!}d whether 
the papers she held were in order. While 
waiting the answer, the party adjourned to 
the club, and discussed the whole situation 
over many drinks. The discussion and the 
drinks worked up a desperate state of 
affairs which the quiet Port faced, and a 
score of strategic plans were laid for r� 
sisting the attack every one agreed would' 
be made that night. 

The big telescope, usually focussed on 
the far point beyond which Port Danvinians 
were wont to look for the first sight of an 
expected vessel,was directed at the schooner, 
and every eye peeped through on to her 
decks where the skipper and his crew were 
still busily making Louey Yick's alligator 
comfortable. An hour passed. The Sl:lll 

sank low, and the stillness of the tropics 
fell upon the little settlement. A watcher 
at the telescope saw Ruthven put off in 
his boat from the schooner, and duly an
nounced it. Then he broke the news that 
sail was being made on theHarrielConstance. 

"What's that?" the company cried in 
chorus. 

"Morton's preparing to leave. There 
goes his tops'l." 

There was a rush for the telescope. At 
that moment, in burst a messenger from 
the cable-station, frantically waving a 
telegram. 

"Here it is!" he yelled; "this'll make the 
Resident sit up! Morton's a -_- thief, a 

4 pirate, and a blackbirder. The Sydney 
people want us to hold him." 

The Vice-President of the Progress Asso
ciation was duly placed in possession of 
the telegram: 

American schooner Ha"iet Constance, Morton, 
Master charged by French Consul, acts of piracy. 
Other �mplaints pending. .Government Resident 
fully advised. 
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"That settles it," said the Vice-President 
of the P. A. "Now we'll see what this 
cocksure big-wig is going to do. Hello, 
Ruthven, heard the news?" 

"No," replied the Englishman, who came 
in at that moment. "Anything new about 
the Yankee? You fellows had him tied 
and hanged, when I left you a couple of 
hours ago. What's the excitement now?" 

"Why, man alive, this fellow's a regular 
cutthroat, and here's our fat-headed Resi
dent been boozing with him, and enter
taining him like a lord, just because Morton 
fired a salute and called on him. Look at 
this." 

Ruthven read the telegram, and gazed 
' at the speaker. 

"Well, what are you chaps going to do 
about it?" 

"Do? We're going to put that up to the 
Resident. He's got to act now. Even 
if Morton don't intend to raid this place, 
he's a fugitive from justice; and as law
abiding citizens, tryin' to keep these parts 
clear of his kind, who are much too plentiful, 
it's our place to lay hold of him." 

"Then you've got to stir yourselves, and 
look out you don't get hurt," said Ruthven. 
"I've lea.med something about this fellow 
from his own lips, that I never knew before, 
and though Morton was a decent enough 
chap when I was in the Pacific-at least 
he was no worse than a good many more
he's likely to prove a tough handful for 
you fellows. He's going out on the flood, 
to-night, and I've got an idea he'll get 
away all right." 

"We'll see about that, Ruthven. Let's. 
see the Resident," and the club was 
emptied in a second. 

- THE Resident was volubly excited
lire when the party called on him, and

was shouting orders to his "staff." 
"The infernal scoundrel," he yelled, "to 

think of him imposing on me! On me of 
all people! I swear you all in as special 
constables to assist, if necessary, in the 
arrest of Theophilus H. Morton, otherwise 
Black Morton, and the detention of the 
ship Harriet Constance," he rai�ed his hand, 
and augmented his police force with a wave 
of it. 

"Gentlemen," he added, "this man 
Morton, who has imposed upon us all this 
day, is charged with divers crimes on the 
high seas, and in the territorial waters of a 

friendly power. In plain words, gentlemen, 
he is a pirate and has been guilty of assisting 
convicts to escape from the French settle
ment of New Caledonia. The complaint 
was lodged in Sydney ·only to-day, on the 
arrival of the long-overdue French mail
boat, and I have instructions to hold him, 
pending the arrival of a warship. As the 
true character of the man was not known 
in Sydney till to-day, we may excuse our
selves for having been misled into treating 
him as an honorable visitor. Constable, 
here is your warrant. Proceed to ex�cute 
it," and he.indicated the way to the pier. 

"Well, of all the cool cheek," said Ruth
ven, "that fellow has it." 

"Hasn't he though!" exclaimed the Vice
President of the Progress Association. 
"Imposed upon! All of us! Why the 
blithering idiot simply fell over himself 
when the Yankee fired that salute, and 
hailed him as a brother. Another bottle 
of wine and he'd have kissed him. Any
way, we've got him stirred up now. Come 
on." 

The party charged down to the pier, and 
tumbled into the waiting boats, the lone 
constable taking charge of the attack on 
the schooner, which lay head on to the 
mild breeze off the land. Her topsails 
were set, and her mainsails swung in the 
topping lifts. To the ears of those in the 
rapidly approaching boats came the clank 
of the capstan-pawls, as the cable was 
hauled in. 

"Lay into it, men, or he'll get away!" 
cried the excited policeman, fearing that 
the capture of the year was about to escape 
him. " Schooner ahoy! " 

"Belay there," sounded a stentorian voice 
from the forecastle head. 

The windlass stopped with the anchor 
almost broken from the harbor bottom. 
In the gathering dusk, Morton stepped to 
the rail, and answered the challenge: 

"Hello, fish-face, what's the occasion for 
this call?" 

"In the Queen's name, stand," ca�ed 
the policeman. "I'm coming aboard with
a warrant for the arrest of you and your
ship. I caution you not to move your
vessel." 

"That's nice an' interestin', old sport.
Come aboard on the port quarter, and
bring yo\lt' friends. There seems a ta!na
tion big bunch of yo� to handle one lit�le
ship anc1 lone ship-master, but you re

C)ne 
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welcome. As for movin' my 'ship, why,--... ,. ·."Give it 'em, boys!" cried Morton, and 
she sails from thisTmudholeJ in" just fifteen the Kanakas, yelling with delight, up-ended 
minutes. Maybe it'll be useful to you to a quarter sack of flour, grabbed from 
know how an American gets under way. Ruthven's stores on the deck, and shot its 
Come aboard." contents down on the upturned faces in 
�.- Morton gave hurried orders to the mate, the boat. There was a volley of oaths, 
who was squatted on top of the crate con- but the shooting subsided, and the boat 
tain.ing Louey Yick's alligator, and a drew off. 
message in Kanaka to the colored hands "Now, gents," said the skipper, as .lie 
at the capstan. Then he stepped. to the faced his captives, his finger flicking the 
rail and watched the first boat, with the trigger of his weapon, "I'm a man of my 
policeman, make fast to the dangling rope. word. No shootin' irons on this craft, 
The policeman, revolver in hand, came unless I carry 'em myself. I invited you 
scrambling up the side of the schooner. aboard, peaceful and quiet. You've brought 
Morton leaned out, grabbed him by the this trouble on yourselves, by attackin' my 
belt with one hand, to assist him, and with ship in a feerocious, menacin' manner, quite 
the other, jerked the weapon from his hand unnecessary. That kinder business don't 
and tossed it into the water. go with Captain Morton. No, sirs. If any 

"There's no need for shootin' irons on man wants nice gentle treatment, he'll find 
my vessel, 'specially when you come on a me mild as the dove from the ark. If he 
peaceful job sech as libelin' the Ha"iel wants fight, why, he's goin' to get a stomach 
Constance," he said; "guess the foremast full when he bucks me aboard my own 
will do you. Lash your warrant there, craft. I don't like surprise-parties. Now 
accordin' to statute made and provided." what's it all about? Speak up, officer." 

The policeman found himself propelled "You murderin' bloody-fisted cutthroat!" 
violently in the direction indicated. Hard shout«;<! the policeman, . backing before 
on his heels, up the rope, clambered the Morton's advance. "I have a warrant for 
other members of the boat's crew, but your arrest and the detention of your ship, 
Morton disarmed every man, as he came on a charge of felo� in the waters of a, 
aboard, with the exception of the Vice- friendly power. When I get you ashore, 
President of  the Progress Association. That I'll lay another charge of assault and 
gentleman was slow and portly. His gun battery, resistin' arrest, and felonious in
was still in his pocket, and he had barely tent. I again call on you in the Queen's 
started the ascent of the schooner's sides, na.Die to submit, and come ashore as my 
when the other three men picked them- prisoner." 
selves off the deck, and rushed at the skipper; "Say, son, you're rather free with the old 
while a fourth, still nursing a bloody nose, lady's name. If she's to be dragged into ' 
which Morton had to smite, seized a slat of this riot, guess the President of the United 
wood, and staggered forward. Morton States won't mind takin' a d� too. In the 
turned in an instant, and drove them back name of the President, and the Governor 
at the point of his revolver. of the State of California, 'Frisco bein' my 

THE moment's respite gave him 
time to attend to the Vice-President , who fumbled for his revolver with 

one hand and swung from the vessel's rail by the other. He got the weapon out but the skipper was too quick. His big fist caught the only armed man under the ear before the trigger was pulled and th� deputy constable flopped into the water. The sudden immersion restored him to consciousness, and he yelled a w'aming to the second boat, which dashed to the starbol).rd bow, its occupants firing wildly while they hooked on and prepared t�clamber aboard. 

port of register, get off my deck. If that 
don't shift you, why stay, an' ye'll go the 
way I want you too, when I've got time 
to manhandle you." Morton side-stepped 
the party and sprang ,on to the poop. 
"Heave on that capstan, Tommy," he 
yelled to the native in charge of the fore
castle. "Stand by your toppin' lifts, come 
in on the main-sheets, an' shove the helm 
hard-a-port." . 

He also shouted something to the mate, 
who sat a silent spectator of the way in 
which his skipper handled a boarding-party, 
while his heels dangleq within a few inches 
of the sniffing snout of the alligator, safely 
caged in the waist of the schooner. The 
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REAKF AST was over at the Lower 
Laberge Detachment, Yukon Ter
ritory, and the cook was at the 
back door, dividing the remains 

on. ''Now hit the trail, m'lad. Nobody's 
asked you to stay to lunch. A few more of 
you loafers stopping over on patrol and 
we'll be down to dog-salmon here. Mush 
along, sonny-mush along!" of a saucepanful of congealed porridge 

among a snarling rabble of Alaska dogs. 
Young Jack Blount, constable of the (S;l BLOUNT laughed boyishly, for he 

Royal Northwest Mounted Police, stood in - was gorged to repletion on th� Ser
the middle of the floor, buckling on his re- geant's porridge, tea and flapJacks. 
volver-belt over his fur-trimmed "parkee" He slammed the detachment door after 
and listening to the :final instructions of the him and presently· slid down the inclin� to 
weather-beaten Sergeant. the level of the lake. Then he struck out 

"And when you get to Upper Laberge," for Upper Laberge with the long splayfoot 
the Sergeant was saying, "give my love to gait of the snow-shoer. 
Forty-Mile Grainger and tell him I hear From White Horse, which was the head 
there's to be an inspection of detachments. of navigation on the Yukon, the Winter 

"Here's the Dawson mail," he continued, trail ran down the winding course of the 
handing Blount a bulky package "�d river to Dawson City, a distance of about 
here," producing a slip of paper, "is'a little four hundred miles. The trail cut comers 
billy-doo the El Dorado Trading-Company .where the stream took too pronounced a 
has sent down the line. Better look it over curve but in general it kept to the frozen 
yourself, then pass it on to Forty-Mile." surfa�e of the river, a natural highway 

Constable Jack cast his eye leisurely down which is one of the few concessions of Na
the page, which had "$500 Reward" printed ture to man in the Northwest. 
in big black type across the top. The route was broken into stages of 

"Huh!" said he. "Seem to want him , about thirty miles in length, each stage be
b3:d,1Sergeant. 'For embezzlement. An- ing marked by a relay-station of the El 
tome Le Beau. Black hair and eyes full Dorado Transportation Company, a road
beard, . stout, with . smooth appear�nce. house and a detachment of the Royal 
Ears pierced for earnngs.' Um! Bet he's Northwest Mounted Police, which kept 
a cute-looking thing, Sergeant " watch and ward over the trail, patrolling 
. "The price he';, worth looks a blamed the intervals between detachments. 

S1gh� cuter to me, . �bled the Sergeant, Of these patrols the one on Lake Laberge 
tuggmg at an unwilling boot. was the most unpopular. From Upper La-

"Therel" he gasped as the boot slipped berge to Lower is about thirty-two miles.
28 
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The lake is half that distance in width and • � THE spreading glare of the sun on 
the trail runs down the middle of it. The � the white field forced h:im to._close 
whole frozen body is hemmed in by a vast- his dazzled eyes for . a • moment. 
ness of desolate mountains framing a When he opened them again, the purple 
sheeted plain. • patches �heeling about his vision slowly 

It was Forty-Mile Grainger who.remark- focused-themselves into a little black speck 
ed that the scenery was discouraging to on the trail ahead. 
any one who had.hitherto regarded himself Constable Jack Blount rubbed his eyes. 
as the noblest work of God. One may Optical illusions were common in the 'ever
travel for hoµ.rs without a hint _of.progress lasting snows, but. presently he was con
being given by those mighty brooding peaks vinced that the speck ahead was a man-
as they gaze down in unchanging aloofness. possibly a comrade. • 
But others besides· Forty-Mile have re,. "It's funny I didn't see him before," he 
marked this quality of the Wmter Yukon muttered. -- . 
-this breathlesS, frozen quiet, this tense • • As he quickened his steps to overtake
expectant waiting-for what? The Day of the figure, the mystery of its sudden ap
Judgment, perhaps, when she shall yield • pearance was solved. There was a juncture
up_ the battered remains of those ·who have with the trail of a line of snow-shoe prints 
been lured to her treacherous frozen bosoin. leading in from the old Hootchi Cut-Off on 

But there was nothing at all depressing • the right-hand shore. Blount had thought 
in the scene to Constable Jack Blount as he that trail impassable. 
left Lower Laberge and skirted the lake. The stranger was mushing along at a 

It was a frosty day. The morning was stiff pacer his head down an� his arms 
far enough advanced for the sun to be swinging. It took half an hour of hard 
bathing the Western peaks with rose-red. traveling through the deep snow before the 
The air was clear a.nd bracing and the con- constable ranged.alongside. 
stable was young-still young enough for "How do, stranger!" Blqunt hailed, pant-
each glittering mountain to be the imagined ing. 
harbor of some relic of the primitive past, • At the unexpected voice in the wilder�
or some mine of fabulous wealth;· and the ness the stra.J;1ger shied like a startled jack
sunlit, sparkling trail stretched ahead with rabbit. He whirled around on Constable 
endless-golden poSS1oilities. Blount with frightened alacrity. H_e _gasp-

As he pushed forward on bis snow-shoes ed out an inarticulate word; susp1oously 
he insensl'bly drifted through varying de- . like a curse. But, pulling himself together 
gree!; of day-dreaming to the one that with an obvious effort, he returned the 
haunts all exiles-the dream of . Going other's greeting with some show of enthu
Home. To walk up the elm-shaded street siasm. 
of that little Eastern town some warm He was a puffy-cheeked, olive-tinted inSpring evening-in full uniform, of course dividual with a week-old ·stubble of beard 
-and turn in through the old familiar gate . on his chin. .His small black eyes were 
up the path to the vine-covered porch--! alive with restless suspicion. He was still 

"I'd ·knock at the door like a stranger!" nervous as he spoke to Blount, but more 
he chuckled. He w:as only twenty-one, was than half concealed it behind a very dis
Constable Jack Blount. "No! I'd walk in arming unctuousness of manner. a.nd take them all by surprise." ''How do you do, officer," he remarked, 

Then came the vision of the Girl and her apparently having noted the inch .of yellow 
strange, shy greeting. Or would she cry stripe on Blount's breech.es between the 
out his nam_e and his !lrinS be filled with bottom of his "par}tee" and the top of hissudden millinery? Heigh-ho! But. they stockings. "A beautiful day. I perceive were dear companions of the trail those you are going my way. l am sure your· day-dreams. Some of us who were Blount's company will afford me a great deal of-

--fellows know how dear. • ah-gratification." 
"I've served long enough to get fur- He smiled benignly upon Constable Jack, 

tough," muttered Blount, awaking from • who felt abashed by this Chesterfieldian 
� dream � the practical. "But the • politeness. 

• , • · 
pnce? No have got! It .would take three "Afraid I scared you some," he ventured 
huv.dred." by way of apology, pacing abrea�t of the 



30 Adventure 

stranger, who was swinging forward again 
with his rapid snow-shoe stride. 

"My dear young man," replied the other 
in a rounded, oratorical mann,er, "it is 
most certainly my place to apologize for 
the abruptness of my demeanor when you 
accosted me. But I am constitutionally 
nervous, and imagining myself alone in 
'these wilds traversed by few'-- You 
understand?" 

He smiled in a deprecating manner, as if 
amused at his own weakness. 

"Too bad, isn't it?" said Constable Jack 
Blount, vaguely sympathetic. Neverthe
less, he dropped a few paces behind the 
affable stranger so that he would not have 
the unenviable task of breaking trail. 

"Yes, a most unfortunate affliction," said 
the Chesterfield of the snows, and lapsed 
into a silence that was tinged with interest
ing melancholy. 

"You're a parson, aren't you, sir?" in
quired Blount after a while. 

"Why-ah-no/' said the stranger, a 
shade of hesitation in his tone. "That is 
to say-I have been engaged for a number 
of years in-er-in instilling moral pre
cepts into the minds of the-the aboriginal 
Siwash tribes. 

"But I am not," he added, in a more as
sured tone, "a regularly ordained minister 
of the gospel. Alas!" 

He heaved a sigh of profound regret, but 
presently went on: 

"I strive, however, in so far as I may, to 
emulate the noble example of that self-sac
rificing band of workers who are seeking to ameliorate the condition of their lesser brethren by th�ah-inculcation of moral and religious standards, as well as by-ahjudicious eleemosynary measures." "Sounds :fine!" said Constable Jack Blount, grinning with delight behind the affable stranger's broad back. "I suppose you come from Dawson?" 

The Chesterfield of the snows knelt downto tig�ten a thong of his snow-shoes. Thequestion J:?Ust have escaped him. Blount repeated it. The man straightened upslo�ly and darted a slight glance at thepoliceman. 
"Ye�/' said �e, takin:g the trail oncemore, -I rested m Dawson for a short timeafter my labors among the Creeks. 1 amat present on �y way t<? Vancouver, where

I expect to deliver a senes of lectures illustrating the deplorable conditi. ons among

the Siwashes, for the purpose of raising 
funds for the erection of a mission to pro
mote social intercourse and-ah-Chris
tian good fellowship among the inconglom
erate elements of Dawson and, by palliating 
racial differences, weld them into a cohesive 
and harmonious whole." 

The satisfaction with which the pious 
gentleman rolled forth these sounding 
phrases. was equaled only by the delight 
with which_ Constable Blount heard them. 

But suddenly the latter was struck by a 
seemingly preposterous thought. What 
first suggested it he could never tell, but 
the grin slowly faded from his face and he 
stared at the back of the man ahead of 
him. 

How did that description of the El Dor
ado embezzler go? "Black hair and eyes, 
full beard, stout, with smooth appear
ance--'' 

It all tallied, except for the beard. That, 
of course, could be, and undoubtedly had 
been, shaved off for disguise. Constable 
Jack Blount edged up Jlearer the snow.:: 
shoer ahead, intent upon examining the 
head more closely for that final mark of 
identification, the ears pierced for earrings. 

The man had them!-a minute_ puckered 
depression in the lobe of each ear! 

CONSTABLE JACK BLOUNT'S 
heart leaped with exultation. But 
could it be possible that one so full • 

of ingratiating sentiments and lofty ideals 
was nothing more than a vulgar criminal? 
that a man who exuded righteousness at 
every pore col,l}d be a whited sepulcher? 

Gradually the policeman's increduli ty 
vanished, and he saw only a vision of five 
hundred dollars upon a background of 
Home! . , "And they say dreams go by contr:riYI' 
he muttered, hitching the butt of his re-
volver to a handier position. 

For a hundred yards or more the two 
men continued their splayfoot march in si
lence but it was a silence fraught with the
wild�t excitement, for one at least. To
Jack Blount that hypocritical figure ah ead 
had become a sinister thing; yet-no! That 
figure was more like the game the hungry 
hunter has yearned for days to see through 
his sights. It represented the gratification
of that hunger which was gnaw_ing at the
young man's senses; the longrng to go
Home. .., 
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· ! As -he slowly drew his revolver from itsf holster, the vision shone bright in the to-
[ morrow ahead.. In full uniform,· at the
t door� His mother would open it- and he
i• 

would· stand at salute while his identity
1 slowly crept into her dear 014 heart andmind. And his father, the old man whospent his days reading Dick.ens by. the :fire

side--how -he would smile with pride inhis big soldierly son come home from �e
great Northwest! 

I 
l i
I ' 
\ 

And Constable Jack could almost seethe expression of his young brother's face
at the tales he· would have to tell of his
adventures; and this greatest adventure of
them all, the capture of Antoine LeBeaulThen-the Girl!--

"Steady, boy, steady!" he muttered.
This was no time for soft dreams. He
must be hard as nails, as merciless as the
law which urged him to do his duty without sentiment� 
• But-five hundred dollars reward�d

Home! It stiffened his nerve and muscleand he leveled the revolver at the manahead of him. i "Antoine Le Beau!" he cried sternly,· "Ii arrest you in the name of the King!" 
� And that is where Constable Jack Blount
I made his great mistake. He was thirteen
f . miles from Lower Laberge detachment,• nineteen from Upper. He was alone witha probably-desperate man, and there were

no witnesses of what.might happen, save
the slen� sneering, white--swathed peaksand the frozen sheet of the lake. The affable stranger spun around as
sharply as his snow-shoes would permit.His face was twisted with rage 8.1}.d onehand slipped to his pocket. 

"Keep that hand out of your pocket!"
• commanded Blount, moving the muzzle -0f
the service revolver a step nearer. "Upwith it-both of them!" • • 

"Sacr-r-rtl" snarled Le Beau, like a tiger."You go to--!" 
The mask of benevolence had fallen from

him. The buried hand leaped from hispocket and there was an object in it. which
he whirled high above his head. 

He -struck at Blount before the other •could me. The constable leaped aside. Even then the heavy object in Le Beau's
hand came in contact with the right side of
ms head, glanced off, tearing his ear,. and 
descended . with . terrific force upon his.
shoulder.

');he weight of the object and the force
. of the blow jerked the sand-bag-for that
is what it seemed to be-from Le Beau's
hand. It fell in the snow a little to Blount's· right. Before· the embezzler could recover
it, Constable Jack had rallied. 

"Halt or I fire!" he cried, swaying dizzily.Le Beau was desperate. He suddenly
turned and, with a curse, went floundering
toward the left shore of the lake, his armsswinging and his snow-shoes flopping wildly.

"I've got to kill him," muttered Con
stable Jack, taking aim at the flying figure,
which seemed all at once to be everywhere
but between the sights. At the same time the world became an
inferno of loud thunders and the snow
turned red before the policeman's eyes. 

"I'm goingl"·was Blount's thought. With the last flicker of consciousness he -
exerted his will to press the trigger. He

•• heard the explosion of the service-revolver.Then he sank into a gloom, out of which he
seemed to hear a voice crying with infinite
weariness and regret: 

"And I might have gone Home!"
II

IN A trapper's hut, long since aban
doned, some eight miles from the
scene of the fight and on the right

shore of the lake, Constable Forty-Mile
Grainger was frying flapjacks in an atmos
phere filled with tlie aroma of bacon fat. Grainger was attached to the Upper La
berge detachment and his patrol extended 
half-way down the lake toward Lower Laberge. The hut was the turning point and 
a favorite place for rest and refreshment.
Forty-Mile calculated that if Blount came
up the lake that morning with the des
patches he would have a hot flapjack for
his ·detachment partner and some humancompany on the eleven-mile mush back to
Upper Laberge. . Grainger was big, and blond, and his
handsome face was stamped with an un
usual commingling of virility, refinement
and humor. With his parkee removed and
his sleeves rolled up over the flapjack-pan
he· looked what he was-a full-grown lion.

Presently Forty-Mile Grainger laid downhis turning-knife and went to the door.Shading his eyes against the blinding snow
sun, he stared out upon the 111,ke and <:11uck
led. Constable Jack Blount was commg.
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Forty-Mile was about to return to speed
ier manufacture of flapjacks when his at
tention was arrested by something unusual 
in Elount's gait. 

It was worse than the usual semi-drunken 
sway of  the snow-shoer. 

"It's no canteen gait either," muttered 
Forty-Mile, and he went to get his field-
glass. 

"Boy's all in," said he, aloud, when he 
had taken a long look. 

He reentered the shack, slipped on his 
parkee and strapped on his snow-shoes. 
Five minutes later the big fellow strode 
out over the lake in the direction of the 
staggering Blount. 

Within a mile of the hut Constable Jack 
paused, swayed and rubbed his eyes. He 
seemed to see that rescue was at hand, for 
he suddenly waved his left hand-the right 
arm swung helplessly' at this side-and 
dropped in a heap. The fall almost buried 
his body in the snow, but Forty-Mile kept 
his eyes fixed on a little dark sp�t on the 
white plain and forged ahead with greater 
speed. 

When he reached the side of the uncon
sciou·s man, he gave merely one glance at 
the tom . ear and the blood-soaked head 
and shoulder. 

"Humph!" he grunted, heaving the lad 
up his arms and sliding him into position 
around his back and neck. 

Without another sound he swung with 
his burden toward the hut. He was breath
ing heavily when he deposited Blount on 
the floor before the rusty, smoky stove. 
But he did not pause to rest. He tore the 
snow-shoes from the young constable's feet, 
removed his moccasins and socks then
dosed him liberally from a flask. ' 

"And I might ha' gone Home " muttered
Blount, opening his �yes. ' 

"There's tea and flapjacks," said Forty
Mile, smiling down into the blood-stained 
pallor of the face. "What happened Jack?" 

"Le Beau," said Blount feebly but with
a world of bitterness. ' 

''Don't know the frog." 
Blount groped with numb fingers for his 

wallet. 
"In there with the mail," said he. "Fivehundred-dollars-r'ward.'' 
Forty-Mile extracted the contents of thewallet. He laid aside the Dawson mail andglanced over _the �l Dorado advertisement.He saw the 51tuation at a _glance.

"So. You met the gentleman and lost 
out. Well, that happens to the best of us. 
Cheer up. There's credit in placing his 
whereabouts, anyway. We'll close in from 
White Horse, Livingstone Creek and Ky
nock. Don't worry about that." 

''.But that isn't it!" cried Jack Blount, 
the liquor warming his blood and stimulat
ing his feverish brain. "I'm a rotter-a 
slabsided rotter-that's what I am!" 

"Easy, lad, easy," Forty-Mile Grainger 
cautioned, as Blount sat up and began to 
pound his own head with his fist. 

''Easy-yes, too easy! To let a frog-ea.t
ing, fat-faced, sanctimonious windbag of a 
Cheechawker buffalo me like that! And I 
might ha' gone Home! Do you undei:stand -
that, Forty-Mile? I might ha' . gone 
HOME!" 

"Still feeling that way?" said Grainger 
softly. He had sat many a night at the 
detachment listening to the lad's des� 
tions of the Home dream. ''You'll get over 
it." 

"You don't understand!" cried Blount, 
with a queer split in his voice. "You don't 
understand. I was just thinking about it
about the mater and the old man--and
and the Girl-when the good God put that 
man:...._five hundred dollars cashl-put him. 
in my hands, mind you, and I-and I--" 

"So?" said Forty-Mile, and over his face 
came an expression of understanding and 
pity. ''You poor devil!" 

''Don't pity me!" pleaded Blount, and 
tears of weakness and chagrin and exhaus:
tion were running down his cheeks. "It 
was my chance and I just wasn't good 
enough. Five hundred dollars in my 
hands! And he had no gun, nothing but a 
measly sand-bag-and it's all I've got for 
my pains!" 

He drew the sand-bag from the breast of 
his parkee and dropped it with a thump on 
the floor. Next minute he was doubled up 
with his head on his knees, sobbing like a 
little boy. 

He was only twenty-one, and his head 
was queer from the blow. 

Forty-Mile Grainger stood over him, his 
mouth working oddly. He glanced· from 
the miserable figure to the sinister bag on 
the floor. All at once his jaw set and his 
eyes gleamed dangerously. 

There was silence in the hut for a few 
minutes. Then Grainger stood• up, after 
tightening the thongs of his snow-shoes .. 
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"I understand, boy," he said, examining 
the cy�der of his service-gun. "I'll take 
a tum around. You'll feel better in a 
while. Then turn to and make a fresh 
batch of flapjacks." 

� THE door of the shack closed after 
� him and he strode away on Blount's 

backtrail, his eyes fixed on the snow 
and his mouth working with a slight chew
ing movement. 

"I'll bring you back, M'sieu Le Beau!" 
he·muttered. "That boy's going Home/"
- Five minutes after Grainger went out,

Blount lifted his head with a curse. He •
felt ashamed of his emotion, but-it-it
was mighty hard. He was glad it had been
Forty-Mile and nobody else. He some
times felt that Forty-Mile had . a 'home
somewhere and had moments when he han
kered after-somebody. But nobody ever
knew what Forty-Mile's secret was. None
knew why he had come among us in the
Northwest. - .

Constable Jack Blount pulled himself to
gether. He washed the blood from his 
head, limbered his arm a bit and took an
other mouthful from the flask that Grain
ger had left on the floor beside him. Then he 
did his best with a fresh batch of fla.pjacks. 

But every now and then the irony of the 
morning's events came back upon him with 
a rush. Then he would stop and fight back 
the emotions that tore his soul. The five 
hundred dollars that would have taken him 

. back to the Girl and Home seemed to 
dance mockingly in the air wherever he 
looked. He was suffering from a slight 
concussion, and the room was full of dan
cing spots. 

Noon passed. He ate some of the flap
jacks and drank some tea. Still Forty-

• Mile did not return. He went outside to
look for him. He could see no human be
ing on the white plain. Oddly enough, he
could see no trail but his own. Where was
Grainger's? It was a painful puzzle, but
his brain was too addled to reason it out.

When he went back into the hut his eyes
fell on the sand-bag. With a bitter curse
he picked it up and cried:

"Your five hundred dollars!" 
He weighed it in his hand. 
"Shot!" he muttered. "Would ha' killed 

me if he had landed it square and fair. I 
s'pose I ought to be thankful for that
which I'm not!" 
a 

He examined the bag. It was what 
miners call a "poke," made of buckskin and 
tied at the top with a thong. Blount un
tied the thong and turned the bag upside 
down. 

Crash! Jingle! 
A prodigious quantity of gold coin ava

lanched to the floor and individual pieces 
tinkled and· rolled into the four comers of 
the room. 

Constable Jack Blount stared for a dazed 
moment. Then he gave a yell. 

"Sand-bagged with a poke stuffed with 
bullion!" he cried, dropping on his knees 
and frantically gathering up the money. 
For five minutes h:e was scurrying around 
the floor on hands and knees, like a dog 

- after a rat, perspiration streaming from his
face as he hunted for hidden gold-pieces
and returned them to a pile in front of the
stove.

When the last piece was recovered, he
squatted on the floor and stared at the as
tonishing thing, while. he smoothed the
empty poke across his knee. . . 

Then the. temptation leaped into his
brain. He counted up the stuff. There
were one hundred and forty-two five-dollar
gold-pieces.

"Seven hundred and ten dollars!" mut
tered Blount. "I could-I could go Home
on that. --. ! I could buy myself out for
good!"

He ran his hands feverishly through the
coins, then sprang to bis feet and rushed
to the door. Forty-Mile Grainger was not
in sight. Forty-Mile Grainger did not
know. He would tell Forty-Mile, but-
Something whispered "no." Forty-Mile
might not-understand.

With a glow of cunning in his eyes, Con
stable Jack Blount came back to the pile 
of gold and dropped on bis knees beside it. 
Madly he poured the stuff back into the 
poke and tied it tight, so tight that it 
would not give forth a telltale chink. Then 
he stuffed it in his breast and sat .down to 
think. 

Again the dream. The pleasant streets 
of that old town came before his mind's 
eye. He heard the church bells ring and 
beard the drone of the organ. He found 
himself pretending to sing the lines of a 
hymn .while his truant eyes wandered to 
the brown-gold hair of the Girl in the pew 
ahead. He heard his mother's whispered 
"Amen," and presently be was shaking 
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hands with all the townspeople out on 
the gravel-drive before the little church. 
Then they all went h ome to dinner, and 
over the steaming roast he saw the dear 
familiar faces, and heard the old man say 
grace. 

The poke of gold was burning against 
his breast. It was his! Nobody knew. 
There was only one who might ask. Forty
Mile Grainger. And Forty-Mile could tes
tify it was a sand-bag. What became of it? 
He had thrown it away. He was not well. 
The blow on the head. The sight of the 
ironic thing maddened him. It was out 
there, of course; lost in the depth of the 
big snows. 

And he would go Home. 
It was only the thought of Forty-Mile 

Grainger that hurt. Big, clean Forty-Mile, 
who couldn't tell a lie, to whom you could 
not lie if once his steady gray eyes fell upon 
you. Could he lie to Forty-Mile, the man 
to whom he had poured out his very soul 
in the long white nights; the man he look
ed up to with all the envy and respectful 
awe of a mere lad? 

Then, too, there was his honor as a con
stable of the Royal Northwest Mounted 
Police. If he stultified that honor, could 
he go Home and hold up his head as hav
ing been a member ·of that clean, virile 
body of men? 

And that brought him to Home again. 
The sweet salt of a kiss seemed to touch 
his lips, the dear appeal of the fireside 
circle. There was no end to this life, none 
but· shattered health and nothing-a-month 
and the canteen. His people were poor. 
Another year and he could leave. What 
then? Enter as a mere beginn�r into some 
new sphere of life, an apprentice with his 
juniors for superiors? 

No, he would keep the money. It would 
help him to a new start. Principally and 
primarily-it would take him Home. 

But--
The afternoon passed slowly, and still he 

sat there before the stove. He was un
aware that the fire was out and the arctic. 
cold was creeping up from his feet. His 
blood was aflame. His left hand clutched 
the poke in his breast and he was all un
conscious of the dull throb of his injured 
shoulder and head. . . . . . 

Suddenly he stirred and looked around 
him, It was a miserable place to be in and 
the silence was appalling. It was typical 

of the comfortless life of the great North
west, but it was fraught with an old thought 
that had never seemed so new as now. 

His honor as a man, the kind of honor 
that made Forty-Mile Grainger something 
bigger and better than the rest of the 
crowd. He would tell Forty-Mile about it 
some day and the big fellow's smile would 
be reward enough and compensation for 
what he had given up. 

l9 HE SLOWLY took the poke of gold 
� from his breast and laid it in the • middle of the floor. Then he arose, 
took his side-arms from the nail where 
Forty-Mile had hung them, and laid the 
armed belt in a clasped .circle around the 
money. He stood off and looked at it, 
and he nodded his head bravely but grimly. 

That buckle, those service arms, they 
were as the guardian arm of the King. 
They were the symbol of his honor as a 
man and a servant of the King. That belt 
was the sacred circle, the line impassable. 

The door quietly opened and Forty-Mile 
Grainger came in from the,. swift-gathering 
winter dusk. The big fellow stood curious
ly watching Constable Jack Blount, who 
was studying his queer little grouping on 
the floor. 

"Well?" said Forty-Mile. 
Blount started. Then he colored deeply 

and pointed a trembling finger at the poke 
and the encircling service-belt. 

"I-I'm glad you've come ha.ck," said 
he, with a quiver in his throat. ''I wanted 
to go Home-you know. That Le Beau 
cracked me on the head with his gold-bag. 
It's full of yellow stuff. I put the belt 
round it--" 

That was as far as he got. He choked 
and turned his back on Grainger. 

Forty-Mile's eyes flickered oddly as he 
looked down on the enshrined buckskin 
bag. He understood. He sympathized, 
while his heart was glaq fo� "the boy.':

"Friend o' mine," said he, qwetly,
"you've done yourself proud. And fou
needn't worry. You can still-go home.' 

He laid a hand upon Blount's left shoul-
der. mil. "I overhauled Le Beau not a quarter e
from where you ·fired at him. He was 
stone-dead -shot. You didn't lose _your 

man. And you can go hoIIle �e mmute 
after you bring him � and stgn the El 
Dorado's receipt!,, _., _ .' 

.. 7: 
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rnHEY had shot the President of
Andesia. Flags were flying, bands 
were playing, bells were ringing, 

. and the whole city of La Pifia was 
on a spree. Ribaldry and debauch was the 
program for the day. 

But in the midst of all this national re
joicing up on that bleak plateau far above 
the clouds of the continent of South Ameri
ca, there was one unhappy soul, one who 
co�d not join in the noisy acclaim nor wor
ship at the Bacchic shrine. This was Will
iam Plunkey. 

William was in love, and went about with 
a face as cheerful as a short-circuited arc
lamp on a dark night. His days were long 
and wretched, his nights robbed of repose. 
A black-eyed Madonna whom he had never 
�et �ad twisted his heart-strings and left 
� m a very miserable, wobegone con
dition. 

�h111�ey was a little bald Englishman, 
thirty-eight years of age, and as guileless andgentle. as a girl. Though not by naturegreganous, he was forever playing the part
of a �?d Samaritan. If a gringo was in jailhe mimstered to his needs and made his
stay pleasant; if he was sick he doctored
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him; if he was d�d he gave him a decent 
Christian funeral and said prayers that 
made strong men tremble as the body was 
unceremoniously pushed into the niche in 
the wall. 

But as he never drank anything stronger 
than tea and refused to waste his hours in 
the gilded cafes, he was never popular for 
more than a day at a time. 

Plunkey was. employed as a clerk in the 
office of an American company that was 
building a· railroad across the wide-stretch
ing plateau of Andesia. He came to La 
Pifia from South Africa, having· journeyed 
over the busy trail that stretches across the 
wide Atlantic from Capetown to the famous 
southern seaport of Buenos Ayres. In his 
room there w,as always a roll of blankets in a 
comer awaiting the arrival in town of the 
next broken-down wanderer, for there was 
ever a constant stream of restless adventur
ers of all nationalities trekking up to the 
lofty Cordilleras where the glaring sun 
scorches by day and the cold wind freezes by 
night. Creed or color, breed or brogue 
made no difference to Plunkey. One and all, 
he fed them and clothed them and found 
them work. 
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ii SPIKE TAYLOR, was one of these
adventure-seekers who had strayed 
far from !}le blue skies and sunny 

seas of the lands of the palm and the tama
risk. Chased out of Ecuador for aiding 
arid abetting a revolution, Taylor stowed 
away on a sailing-vessel and landed sev
eral weeks later in the bay of Mollendo, 
through the thunderous surf of which he 
swam ashore. By beating his way in an un
believable manner across the leprous desert 
of Peru he :finally landed in La Piiia, his 
health gone, his clothing barely sufficient to 
dust a piano with. 

Immediately Plunkey took the wanderer 
under his wing, nursed him back to health 
and strength, gave him clothes and found 
him work. 

Spike was thirty-two years of age, long 
and lean, genial and gay, brimful of lawless 
activity. Inasmuch as he had sojourned 
many years in the "poco tiempo" countries 
south of Panama, he was wise in the ways of 
the native, and it was therefore natural that 
he should eventually drift down to the mark
et-place in search of a wife. 

There is but one royal route-to the heart 
of a maiden in Andesia. Not by the time
worn philters of diamonds, candies and hot
house flowers may the prize be captured, 
but with a sewing-machine, a small, self
starting, demountable-rimmed, hand sew
ing-machine, with U. S. A. emblazoned 
across its fly-wheel in gilt letters. The pos
session of one of these emblems of civiliza
tion elevates a girl far above her sisters, and 
gives her a standing in the community equal 
to that acquired by an American heiress 
when she marries a titled gentleman from 
the other side. 

Of course Spike knew this, and the mo
ment he appeared in the market with a 
shirt-making machine under his arm there 
was almost a riot. The crowd of would-be 
brides blocked traffic for an hour. At the 
end of that time the wife-hunter made his 
selection, handed over the engine and receiv
ed the parental blessing. Whereupon every
body got gloriously drunk, according to the 
cust om of the country. The lucky girl was 
a bare-legged, bare-footed Chola of eighteen 
with a delicate, primate-like arrangement of 
facial beauty, an arm like a butcher and a 
twenty-eight waist. No, not- even when 
viewed through smoked glasses or at a dis- , 
ta,nce of a hundred feet, did she look even 
passably pretty, but she had that pathetic, 

clinging, true-till-death look in her eyes that 
snares a man sooner or later. Of a truth 
this game called Life is most artfully con
trived. 

In due season the wedding-ceremony was 
perpetrated 'neath a festal bower of trailing 
vines in a llama-stable. This was_not ac
cording to the custom of the country, but it_ 
was raining heavily at the time and the 
cathedral roof had numerous weak spots in 
it, the condors having torn away several of 
the rafters for use in building their nests. 

The groom was tastefully haberdashed i.n 
an Irish tweed, with a rose as big as a boiled 
New England dinner in his buttonhole, and 
was attended by Plunkey in the capacity of 
best .man. The bride, who was thrown 
away by her father, was decked in fine lace_s, 
garlanded with flowers @d embalmed with 
sweet-smelling perfume and imported kero-· 
sene-oil. 

There were many presents, but space for
bids a detailed waybill. The principal 
ones were: Bride's father, a bacalao (dried 
codfish) suitably inscribed; bride's mother, a. 
mahogany club suitably spiked; bride to 
groom, a red petticoat; groom to bride, an 
oil-stove, a plaster saint, and a frying-pan. 
Padre Mendoza, the officia_ting clergyman, 
donated a lot of black beans and red pep
pers, but unfortunately one �f the guests 
tried his hands at shoplifting and, for an 
amateur, he was very successful. 

■ THE honeymoon was spent on a trip
to the slaughter-house, after whic:h

. the happy couple started light house
keeping in the home of the bride's mother 
and fifteen or sixteen other members of the 
family, not to mention a transient popula
tion of loafers and a wonderful collection of 
mongrel dogs, cats and other domesticated 
beasts of the field. 

The days went by in proper order, Sunday 
bobbing up regularly at the end of each 
week as it was ordained. Ere long Mrs. 
Taylor was wearing shoes and stockings, 
erasing the glow from her nose with powder
ed limestone-rock on the end of a rag and 
dressing as punctiliously as a fine lady. 
She was exceedingly proud of her alliance 
with the superior white race. 

After a month of married bliss, Spike re
signed his position as timekeeper on the new 
railroad and sent his preciosa out to work. 
He believed in the old, elemental, as-it-was
\11-the-beginning order of thip.gs under 
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which the man stayed at home and the wom
an went out .to earn the daily beans. Be
yond the venture of a doubt, those Pharisees 
and Philistines and Zulus and Egyptians 
had the right idea concerning man's 
majesty. 

While Mrs. Spike maltreated the laundry 
of the nobility on the rocks down by the 
river, Spike sat in the sun like a potentate 
of old, contentedly smoking cigarettes and 
chatting with his father-in-law, a toothless, 
gargoyle-faced Aymara who spent most of 
his time in a state of dreamy drunkenness 
produce$1 by copious draughts of a throat
excoriating juice called f>i,sco. It was a glori
ous existence, an endless succession of 
undistinguished days. 

Plunkey, the Good Samaritan, came quite 
frequently to visit the happy couple, with 
the result that the desire for a mate began 
to burn vigorously in his bosom also. He 
could not sleep, his appetite failed and he 
took long, lonely walks in th� moonlight 
communing with the.angels. He was really 
in bad shape. 

But the rose will not bloom for ever, 
neither will the bee buzz nor the cat call. 
There is an end to all human and connubial 
happiness. One summer afternoon the 
hydra-headed, green-eyed, prehensile-jawed 
monster of jealousy came sneaking into the 
little rabbit-warren of a house in which 
Taylor and the multitude dwelt. 

It was one of the wedding-gifts that 
caused all the trouble, to wit, the dried 
codfish. Because Spike could not with
stand the indescribable odor emanating. 
from this desiccated man-eater of the seas • 
hanging on his bedroom-sitting-room-dining
room wall, he very gallantly presented it to 
a dark-eyed belle next door whose olfactory 
nerves were not so highly developed. 

Upon hearing of this, Mrs. Taylor was 
wroth, very wroth, for she had intended 
saving the fish for the silver-wedding feast, 
in accordance with another custom of the 
country. After a fruitless attempt to extri
cate the orbs of the lady next door, she 
turned her attention to her husband. In 
the latter case she was abundantly success
ful. First she batted him playfully with the 
club, then she drove .a knife between his 
filth.and sixth ribs, upward and forward, 
coming within a millimeter of severing his 
windpipe and making herself a lonely wid-

. ow. It was a narrow escape. 
Of course Mrs. Taylor immediately re-

gretted the operation that she had so rashly 
performed. Racked by shame and remorse, 

• she bathed and bound her husband's wounds
and put him to bed. Spike was a perfect
patient and never complained, not even
when his sorrowing spouse completely im
mersed him with her tears.

As for Plunkey, he received the news of
the catastrophe bravely, but it did not
diminish tjie fever of his passion one dram, -
for he knew full well that the course of true
love is always more or less obs�ct�,
and that Spike's little encounter with hi�
matrimonial adversary was merely sent to
try him, to put him through the test of the
refining fire and make him a better, a nobler
husband. • .

Six weeks dragged by. At last Taylor
was able to leave his bed. The moment he
did so, he put his arms about bis wife's
waist, struck a dramatic attitude, and
said:

"Genevieve, I forgive-"
No, it won't work. The happy-ever

after finale is too thin to get away with in
this case. You shall know the truth, even
if it does shatter a beautiful romance.
What really happened is this:

Spike secured a divorce. Seizing a
double-barreled shotgun, he drove his wife,

• her mother and father, their sons and their
wives, their dogs and their cats, across the
Cordilleras. Reno papers please copy.

THE·day this happened was the day 
some one jokingly assassinated the 
newly elected president. The whole 

town was drunk with joy and liquor, not 
because of a lust for blood, but because 
the deceased had attempted to put a stop 
to the practise of revoluting, and revolu
tions formed the sole diversion of the 
people. There wasn't a moving-picture 
show in the whole Republic. 

As Spike came loping down the hill with 
the agile step that goes with a merry heart 
or a pay-day, he chanced upon Plunkey 
walking with head bGwed low and every 
mark of dejection and despair. For a while 
they chatted on subjects of general and in
ternational interest such as wireless telep
athy, the price of Ii ving, Christian Science, 
golden sunsets, mountain lions, aeroplanes, 
astrology, Chinamen and steam-heat. Then 
in a sudden explosion of confidence Plunkey 

disclosed the unbelievable information that 
he was in love. 
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Taylor was amazed beyond words. 
Speech failed him for a time. Eventually 
he recovered, and plied the unhappy swain 
with questions. Plunkey answered them 
all like a trained witness, and laid bare the 
secrets of his breast as he had never done 
before, going b�ck._ through t!te ye:1rs to. the
days of his youth and relating his vanous 
love affairs in chronological sequence. Spike 
was intent to hear - At last he spoke: 

"Plunk," he said, laying an affectionate 
hand on the other's shoulder, "you're a 
friend of mine. I was a stranger, and you 
took me in. The best thing I could do to 
reciprocate would be to put strychnin in 
your soup or give you a hypodermic in
jection of nitro-glycerin. • You saw what 
happened to me. Can't you find some oth
er hobby besides marrying a semi-savage? 
Join a revolution, become a bull-fighter, a 
presidential candidate, a gun-smuggler or a 
missionary; anything but a benedict. These 
women are too boi�terous, too playful with 
weapons. No man ought to marry a Chola 
unless he can wear a suit of armor 
night and day. Wait until you get back 
to the Old Kent Road where you can get 
a nice rosy-cheeked lassie with blue eyes 
and false teeth and a cultivated taste for 
bitter beer." 

The Englishman shook his head sadly. 
His case was chronic. For a moment there 
was silence. The wind carried with it 
the sounds of jubilation from the city 
below. 

"Then, if you must continue your mad ca
reer, listen to me," continued Spike earnest
ly, "and I will put you wise, as they say in 
the Estados Uni.dos. No girl admires a 
non-combatant or a non-commissioned offi
cer on the battle-field of love. She wants a 
mud-stained, blood-stained warrior to come 
along at a six-cylinder, seventy-horsepower 
gait and sweep her right off her feet with 
declarations of devotion and presents of 
sewing-machines. You're too mild and un
obtrusive. Tum loose the smoldering fires 
of your heart, become hectic, fervid and pas
sionate, and she's yours. Your Spanish 
isn't exactly the pure Castellano, but it'll 
do." 

Plunkey smiled a benevolent smile and 
blushed. 

"I'l l  try it, Spike," he said gently. "It never fails," �eclared Taylor, as he
made a move to continue his way down the
hill, "never." 

NEXT morning as Spike sat dolce far
nienting in the sun outside the old 
homestead, now so strangely quiet 

without the family and the family pets, 
Plunkey came to him with radiant face, 
the glow of his soul shining through hi!, 
skin. 

"I took your advice," chuckled the Eng
lishman happily. "I talked to her last night 
on the balcony." 

Spike rose and extended his hand. 
"Hearty congratulations," said he \'\ith 

a grin. "Tell me all about it." 
"I touched 'er on the shoulder and she 

didn't mind a bit," cried the Englishman in
great glee. 

Taylor laughed till the tears came. 
"You're on the home run. The end is in

sight," he said. "Now go oyer to Calle 
Comercio and buy a sewing-machine, and 
the girl's yours. Also stop o,·er at the Pa
dre's on the way down and arrange about the 
ceremony. It's ten pesos \\-ith music, and 
five without, but if you ever heard the An
desian equivalent of 'The Voice that 
Breathed o'er Eden' played on a bamboo 
flute, you'd prefer the without.'' 

With this injunction the lo,·e-sick one 
departed, chuckling happily to himself. 

A couple of days went by. There being 
no sign of Plunkey, Spike concluded that he 
was away on a honeymoon, but on the third 
day the Englishman appeared. his face a
perfect picture of distress. 

"It's all over,..- he moaned in anguish, 
dropping into a chair. "I bought the finest 
sewing-machine in La Piiia and gave it to 
the girl, but it was wasted money." 

Taylor looked troubled. Never before 
had the oracle refused to work. There was 
something wrong. 

"She didn't refuse to accept the machine, 
did she?" 

"Oh, no," said Plunkey, "that's where the 
rub comes in. She took it, then told me she 
was married. She 'ad a "edding-ring on 
all the time, but I was so excited I never 
noticed it. 'Er 'usband is a rubber-man 
down the Beni. 'E'll be 'ere next week 
on a visit. I 'ad to go back to the Padre and 
tell 'im the wedding was postponed. '_..,. 

Spike objurgated soothingly. 
"The cat!" he exploded. ·'You must get 

out of that house right away. Phmkey. If -
hubby finds out you gave the sewing-ma
chine to his wife he's liable to get jealous and 
hara-kiri you any hour of the day or night. 
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Surgery comes natural� these hot-blooded 
caballeros." 

Plunkey shivered; his face turned very 
pale. 

"I wish I'd never seen a girl," he muttered 
desperately. "I was 'appy--" .• 

Spike lifted a gentle protesting hand. 
"Plunk," he said, "till Gabriel blows that 

fortissimo blast on his horn, and puts the 
kibosh on this planet for all time, there's 
going to be women in the .world, and wher
ever there's women there's wo. The two 
are as inseparable as corned-beef and cab
bage. You couldn't get 'em apart with a 
meat-ax. But don't give way to melan
cholia. Get another room and look around for 
another pretty girl. There's more fish in the • 
sea than ever was made into fishcakes.' '  

Silently the Englishman rose and walked 
slowly out of the room to the street. He 
was very miserable. 

The following day he secured lodging in 
the most aristocratic section of the town, 
where the natives always wear shoes and 
bathe themselves regularly every six 
months. Society in La Pm.a is divided into 
two clas.ses-the proletarians and the am
plu'bians. The working-class never bathes and 
. the bathing-class never works. This is true 
reciprocity. It beats Socialism all to pieces. 

Plunkey's new room was in a fine old 
megalithic mansion with gaudily painted 
pictures of tropical jungles on the patio 
walls and all modem conveniences inside-
empty kerosene-cans for wash-basins, Cir
casman-walnut bureaus made out of old 
packing-cases, and sanitary mattresses stuff
ed with shavings and cinders. Every room 
in the house had a cobble-stoned floor and 
faced the ocean. Of course the ocean was 
five hundred miles away as the crow flies 
but there were lots of mountains and deserts 
in between to look at on fine days. 

For a week nothing happened, and Time 
the great healer was sealing up the cracks 
and crevices in Plunkey's heart. He began 
to eat well, sleep well, and take an interest 
in current topics and smallpox. 

On Sunday morning, as he issued forth for 
matins at the missionary's, it chanced that a 
beautiful senorita, decked in black silks and 
satins for mass, came out of her room on the 
opposite side of the balcony. She was the 
loveliest creature he had ever seen. 

Her haughty face was a delicate peat-color, 
her amorous eyes black and shiny as a pair 
of patent-leather shoes. Lips-you never 

saw such lips. Pink in the shade and scarlet 
in the sun, they fitted her mouth perfectly 
and sheltered her snow-white teeth from the 
cold night-winds. Her figure was on the 
telegraph-pole order-tall, willowy and 
graceful. 

Of course this knocked Plunkey off his 
perch again, and when the roll was called at 
the missionary's he was missing. He went 
around the town in a circle, his head awhirl, 
his heart aflame. Delight fairly bubbled 
out of him. Hope shone on his path once 
more. Of a sudden he remembered Taylor, 
and decided to go to him for advice. Like 
a man fleeing from a visionary snake, he 
tore up the hill. 

When he reached the little house, Spike 
sat in the back yard plucking the feathers 
from some kind of a winged biped that he 
had kidnaped from a neighbor's pen while 
said neighbor was at church endeavoring 
to square himself against everlasting damna
tion and other advertised atrocities. 

"Hello, Plunk," said Spike, wrenching out 
a quill. "I thought this was a squab, but I 
find it's a dwarf ostrich. How's everything 
in the ajf aire de coeur department?" 

In an excited voice Plunkey told of his 
new love. 

"Didn't I tell you that you'd find anoth
er?" inquired Spike, pointing an accusing 
feather at the Englishman. "I knew you 
would. This time, however, you must act 
difi'erently, for she's one of the four hundred, 
the elite, the amplu'bious. You must deck 
out your P.erson to the best advantage, get a 
guitar ancl try your hand at the wonderful 
out-door sport known as serenading. You 
can't give a sewing-machine to a lady-you 
only do that with the Cholas, the bourgeoi
sie. Sing some of the old Spanish love
songs that Louis IV used to warble to Helen 
of Troy on the docks at Madrid years ago, 
songs that start off with a swell of violent 
passion and fade into groans of hopeless 
longings." 

Plunkey smiled weakly. 
"No, I mean that,'' continued Spike 

earnestly. "The beautiful old troubadour, 
R6meo and Juliet, won't-you-come-�>Ut-to
night-to-night style of courtship 1s still 
fashionable down in these old-world, red
roofed, Latin-American countries. Can you 
play a guitar?" 

For answer Plunkey shook his head. �., 
"No matter," Spike went on. ''You can 

easily get a man to play for you, but you 
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must sing personally - you can't do that 
by proxy. The rules of the game forbid it. 
There's a beautiful song called 'La Golan
drina'. It's about a nightingale or a parrot or 
some other feathered songster that fell out 
of the nest and broke its yoke before it was 
properly hatched. It's full of pathos and 
sorrow and sadness. There's a tear to every 
line, and a waste-paper-basketful in the 
chorus. The girls fall for that kind of stuff 
every time. You can get the song at the 
bookstore, but don't bother to learn every 
one of the forty-six verses-just the first 
verse and the chorus will do. 

"Sing as you never sang before, until she 
comes out on the balcony. If she throws 
a rose you're in solid, You can call again 
and bring the music. But if it's anything 
more substantial than a rose-say a water
pitcher or an empty bottle-that's a meta
phorical way of letting you know that 

. you've drawn a blank. It's the most prac
tical, time-saving system of she-loves-me, 
she-loves-me-not ever invented." 

Plunkey grinned. 
"I might try it as a last res_ort," he said, 

"but serenading isn't much in my line." 
For an hour they chatted, then Plunkey 

withdrew, declining Spike's invitation to 
remai,n until luncheon was ready. All 
through the end.less afternoon the English
man wandered about his new abode in the 
hope of catching__ a glimpse of the senorita, 
but in this he was unsuccessful. He was 
restless, terribly restless. When dinner
time came he could barely touch his food. 

At eight o'clock the military band, preced
ed by eight little drummer-boys, came troop
ing down the street and with it half the pop
ulation of the capital city. The band-con
cert on Sunday evening is the social event of 
the week in La Pina. Everybody of note 
comes to promenade round the Plaza. It is 
a wonderful scene and has all of the gaiety 
of Easter Sunday on Fifth A venue, with 
none of the bloodshed. 

His face distorted by a miserable, heart
hungry look, Plunkey joined the excited 
-mob of natives. Of a sudden he spied the
senorita walking with an old white-haired
dueiia, a bare-footed Indian girl trudging
behind. His heart almost leaped from his
body, his pulses rattled noisily.

For half an hour he followed at a safe dis
tance, eying the shapely lines of the fair
one's back, then he overtook her and wheel
ed sharply that he might meet her face to

face. But the girl stared at him with eyes as 
cold and unfriendly as a bull's. 

Again and again Plunkey passed her by, 
on one occassion going so far as to raise his 
hat; all to no purpose. She dealt him notb-
ing but frozen, disdainful glances. Fer
vently the Englishman praiyed that she 
might faint or have a slight attack of some 
harmless kind of paralysis or locomotor 
ataxia, that he might rescue her, but nobody 
in heaven or anywhere else paid any atten-· 
tion to his prayers. 

If only an Indian would run amuck, or a 
mad dog, or an earthquake, or_ a volcano 
-even a red-hot meteor from the skies 
would have been acceptable. But there was 
nothing doing in the holo�ust and cata
clysm line. Everything was disgustingly· 
serene, all nature at rest. It was the Sab
bath day. 

After an hour of agonizing music the band 
bellowed forth the national anthem, and the 
crowd dispersed. Sick and weary, Plunkey 
trudged through the darkness to· the river's 
brink. For a time he stood listening to the 
angry roar of the mad waters, then he. 
plucked off his coat preparatory to jumping 
over the n"ne-foot precipice to death and 
destruction. Yet again he hesitated, lost 
in retrospection. Finally he said good-by to 
the surrounding landscape and prepared to 
leap. Just at that moment he remembered 
something-the office. 

It would be wrong to leave without giving 
the usual week's notice. His sense of duty 
was very strong. Muttering tender male
dictions, the poor fellow drew on his coat 
and crept sullenly to his little room, there to 
toss and turn on his hard, hard bed. All 
sorts of bold schemes hatched themselves in 
his fevered mind. One of these was not 
only bold but brilliani. 

That was to set fire to the house and at the 
risk of his life dash through the conflagra
tion to save the girl. There would be no 
danger of the firemen robbing him of this 
opportunity to achieve distinction, for they 
had never been known to arrive at the scene 
of the disaster within twenty-four hours. 
Unfortunately, just as he was working out 
the details, he fell into the clut�es of 
Morpheus. 

00 NEXT morning Plunkey rose and
went to work, but h!s mind was far
away from the debits and credits

and trial-balances. He was worried and ill 
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at ease and squirmed and wriggled uncom
fortably on his seat. It was a long day, but 
at last five o'clock came. 

As the setting swi was turning the white 
glitter of snow and ice on the mc;,:untains into 
·gorgeous hues of raspberry and strawberry,
Plunkey traced his way through the winding
streets to the home of Seiior Taylor. Spike
was slicing -up an ox-tongue with an old
machete when the Englishman entered.

"Hello, Plunkey," he said, looking up. 
"Sit down. You're just in time for dinner." 

The Englishman shook his head sorrow-
fully. • 

, 
"I'm in no ·condition to eat, Spike, but_ I 

thought I'd pay you a visit anyway." 
. "Sure, Mike, you're welcome." 

So saying, Taylor drew up a chair and sat 
down. For a moment there was silence. 

"I met an old lady-friend of mine to
day," said Spike at length, with a roguish 
smile, "and she lives in your house." 

Plunkey's eyes brightened. 
''What's� like?" he demanded eagerly. 
''Tall, slim and slender. She's the girl 

you're in love with. I knew her in Lima 
years ago. I told her all about you; that 
you're a good friend of mine." 

The Eng]isbman came to his feet with a 
startled cry and a ruddy blush. 

"Is that the truth?" 
Spike nocided his head, and began to 

eat. 
Plunkey danced with glee, his face was 

aglow with color. 
"What did she say?" he inquired briskly. 
"She said she'd be glad to have you sere

nade her," replied Taylor. "She is tired of 
hearing the love-sick youth of La Pina. 

''Honest?" 
"Sf seno, ." 

Plunkey grabbed at his hat. 
''Then she shall 'ave a serenade," he de

clared emphatically as he opened the door, 
"and ·this very night. I won't make any 
attempt to sing Spanish, but I'll do my level 
best in English." 

a . AFI'ER considerable difficulty, the 
� amatory Englishman engaged a ma-

hogany-complexioned hombre to ac
company him on the guitar, the arrange
ment being that the musician would render 
some dreamy Spanish love-song, to which 
Plunkey would supply the words. Prompt
ly at 8 P.K. the orchestra arrived, and at 

• 8:01 it began to rain. An hour passed -

while they waited beneath a balcony; an 
hour of untold anguish for Plunkey. 
. At 9:30 he could hold himself no longer, 
and the musician, who was a dobie brick
layer by profession and a stanch member 
of the union, was demanding double pay for 
working in wet weather. At first Plunkey 
balked, .but in the end he consented and paid 
the money in advance. 

. In a drenching downpour the two stood 
in the center of the courtyard, and under
neath the fair one's window began the sere
nade.- To the tune of "Tu no sabes"
Plunkey sang "Juanita, Juanita, Lean Thou 
Dear Upon My Heart," illustrating the 
words with fantastic but appropriate ges
tures. 

His voice was a burro-profundo, and the 
expression that he jerked into the old, old 
song that sister used to play on the piano 
whenever Aunt Polly and Uncle Sam came 
to the farm was wonderful. Every note 
just reeked with pathos. 

Harder and harder it rained. As Plunkey 
couldn't sing without throwing back his 
head and placing his face almost parallel 
with the heavens, his mouth became full of 
water at each note, but like a man fighting 
for life he gulped it down and filled the wild 
night air with his agonizing supplication. 

Fifteen long minutes went by, but no 
rose came out of the dark,ness, no water
pitcher, no empty bottle. The serenadee 
was reserving her decision. Dripping �e 
a deep-sea diver just emerging from a swun 
on the bottom of the ocean, Plunkey doub
led, trebled and tripled his efforts. At last 
the window opened. For a second the hesi
tation and suspense were awful. Then an 
angry male voice shouted: 

"V dyase al diablo." (This is Spanish, but 
it isn't nice Spanish-"Go to the devil!" in 
fact.) 

In that moment the castles Plunkey had 
builded in the air toppled over. His head 
dropped on his bosom with a crash. 

The musician ceased thrumming and 
looked up at the window from whence came 
those bitter words. 

"No estd la senorita?" he inquired. ("Is 
the senorita not at home?") 

"She left for the country this afternoon," 
vociferated the voice in rancid tones. 
"She won't be back for a week." Then the 
window closed with a bang. 

Despite the discomforts of his saturated 
condition the music-maker chuckled loudly, 

' . 



42 Adventure 

for he had a keen sense of humqr; but 
Plunkey, looking like an orphan too late for 
a picnic, turned and staggered up the stair
way to bis room. _All hope and happiness 
was dead. 

Next morning when the Englishman 
woke bis body ached all over. There was 
an excruciating pain in his chest. He at
tempted to rise, but could not. At nine 
o'clock the Indian girl came to make up his 
bed. He was then delirious. A message 
was sent immediately to the office where he 
worked, and two of his fellow-clerks appear
ed a little later with the best native doctor 
in the city, a little sawed-off body-snatcher 
with a face like a bear. 

After his examination, the mUico advised 
in solemn tones that the sick man be sent to 
the hospital forthwith, and this was done. 
A gang of Indians carried both bed and pa
tient through the streets. There are no 
ambulances in Andesia. 

� IT was not until eight days later that 
� Taylor heard of the illness of his 

friend and, although the time was 
nigh to midnight, he raced to the hospital. 
There a white-robed sister led him breath
less and hatless into the little dimly lighted 
room. 

"Hello Spike," said the sick man weakly, 
"I'm glad you came. I serenaded the seno
rita the day you saw her, but found out that 
she had left for the country." 

"I guess she's back now, Plunkey," 
answered Taylor with emotion. "You bet
ter hurry up and get well. She's just crazy 

about you,she says,and wants to meet you." 
Plunkey raised his head a little. 
"I'd like to see 'er now," he said, with eyes 

that were eloquent in appeal. 
For_a while Spike meditated, then he tip-

toed across the room. · . 
"I'll be back in a minute," he whispered 

as he opened the door. 
Half an hour later Taylor returned with 

the senorita, her head and shoulders en
veloped in a black silk mantilla. _For a 
second the girl hesitated, then she crept 
quietly to the bedside. 

Plunkey's eyes glistened and a smile 
trembled on his lips. By a supreme effort 
he sat up. 

"Gringo, my gringo," sobbed the girl, 
taking the wasted hand tenderly in her own 
and dropping to her knees. "My gringol" 

Plunkey's lips moved, but he could not 
speak, for the end was very near. Present
ly the sister came forward and laid a crucifix 
upon the bed. A long moment passed. 
The room was very still. With a seraphic 
smile on his ashen face the Englishman 
dropped back. _ It was all over. 

Silently Spike led the girl out. Without 
ever a word they walked together through 
the narrow streets until they reached her 
home. At the door of the old house Taylor . 
took off his hat. 

"Seiiorita," he said unsteadily, !'as a total 
stranger I must apologize for disturbing you 
at this late hour of the night-and causing 
you to come with me to . the hospital, but 
__ ,, 

"It is nothing seiior," answered the girl. 
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No one until now had questioned his 
judgment of what to do and when to do it 
in the everlasting battle to keep the dis
trict from becoming more of an eyesore 
than it was. MacCarn, as he studied the 
Inspector, sensed the nearness of some
thing bigger, something more cruel than a 
mere "call on the carpet." 

"Sure, I know who he is," he said. 
"He's the toughest, meanest, wickedest lit
tle crook in the district. He's the leader of 
the Trilby gang over by the tracks, and 
he's got them nerved up to where they think 
they're running the officers over here. Of
ficer Reagan got one of them-Bull Klein 
-put away for thirty days, for having
stolen lead pipe in his possession, and
they've promised to get Reagan as soon as
Klein gets out of stir. He's due back Sat
urday. Squint Leary was bragging last
night what they were going to do to Reagan
when Klein is back, so I picked him up and
threw him in the wagon to get their goat.
It's the only way to break their nerve, In
spector. They won't do anything without
Leary leading them. I didn't want him 
around when Klein comes out. 

"He's Mike Grogan's nephew, that's who 
.he is, you big boob!" sneered the Inspector, 
as if he had not heard a word. "And I'm 
running this division now. Do you get 
mejlt. I'm running this division.'' 

He shook his head and rolled his cigar 
around angrily. 

"Lay off of 'em!" he growled menacing
ly. "Get me. Lay off the Trilby gang and 
Squint Leary. I'm running the division. 
Don't be so -- important.'' 

MacCam's gray eyes widened just a 
trifle. What lay behind this interference 
by the Inspector was becoming clear. 

"Do you mean leave them alone alto
gether, Inspector?" he asked. 

"That's what I said; keep your hands 
off." 

"And Reagan-" MacCarn's lips tight
ened a little at the comers, "are you go
ing to leave young Reagan on that beat 
along the tracks, Inspector?" 

"Huh?" 
"They'll be getting Reagan, sure, In

spector," said MacCam. "They've been 
bragging that no officer must touch them. 
Letting Squint Leary go like this will nerve 
'em up to anything. They'll put it over. 
on Reagan some night after Klein gets 
back. He's nothing but a fool of a boy, 

Reagan, though he's married and got a 
kid, Inspector. But he ean't live on that 
beat after he's touched the Tri! bys-now." 

The Inspector again leaned back con
temptuously. 

"Say! Who the -- do you think you 
are, anyhow?" he said slowly. "Do you 
want to. tell me how to do everything in 
this division? Or do you want to go back 
in the harness? Huh?" He stared the un
impo�t-looking MacCarn up and down •
sneenngly. "Reagan's a pet of yours, ain't 
he? Married a niece of yours, I hear. 
Well, let me tell you something: Reagan 
stays where he is." His fat underjaw shot 
o�t hideously. "He got too important for
his own good, too."

MacCam stood looking at his command-
er with a sliglit parting of the lips. He 
had a way of dropping his thin face, with 
the thin straight nose, down between his 
enormously broad shoulders, and when he 
did this his deep-set eyes looked out 
through the heavy, overhanging brows. 
The Inspector, looking up sideways, was 
slightly disconcerted. He had always 
thought of MacCam as a small man. Now 
he saw that he was only broad out of all 
proportion to his height. 

"You keep your hands off 'em," repeated 
the Inspector, "for your own good." 

-· 

� MAcCARN went out without a
:tall word. He felt the veins in his neck• begin to swell, and he would not let
the Inspector see him display any feeling. 
In the squadroom he ran full tjlt into Swan
son, the old desk-sergeant, coming on night 
duty. • __ . 

"Ole," said MacCam quizzically, "why 
don't you go over to Mike Grogan's saloon 
and lick Mike's boots for him?" 

"What for?" deman.ded Swanson. 
"Well," said MacCam, passing on, "then 

you might be an Inspector, and then you 
needn't care whether you were a man o� 
something else." 

Out on the grimy iron stairs of the sta
tion - house MacCam placed his right foot 
upon the iron railing and apparently pro
ceed�d �o devote himself to a �reful :-tudy 
of his nght shoe. He felt a little sick a 
little chilled. It was the nearest to feeling 
shocked that he had been in years. He. 
knew, better than any one, that the town 
then was in the hands of a gang that had 
organized the vice and crime industry as it 
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seldom had been organir.ed before. It was 
a year with the lid off, a year when hell 
screamed. Mike Grogan was the gang's 
master in the Bad Lands, and Mike retailed 
the criminal privileges as licenses were sotd 
in the city hall. To make the . privileges 
good he had to have his own man for In
spector, He had him. It was Mike Grogan 
who l'ail the Second Division headquarters. 

MacCarn knew this, and it was nothing 
extra.ordinary to him. But what he had 
met in the Inspector's office-that was new. 
Never in his long, ugly experien� had he 
seen a commander deliberately make an 

offering of ·an officer to appease the furies 
of a protected gang! 

And it had to be Tom Reagan, too, big, 
fearless, boyish Tom Reagan, husband to 
MacCam's niece, '\\:ith a family jus�started 
in -a little easy-payment cottage in the 
suburbs, and the joy of living shining in 
his blue Irish eyes. MacCam had stood 
godfather to the first child. Another was 
destined to arrive soon. 

And off· there in the dark by the railroad
yards Tom Reagan was walking his beat, 
twirling his club and whistling light-heart
edly, while from behind box cars, foul saloon 
doors and other lurking places the Trilbys 
watched him, grinning their sly, wolfish 
grins, viciously confident under the protec
tion they had bought, one .JNay or another, 
fr�m Mike Grogan, and lusting in contem
plation of what would happen when Bull 
Klein cam,e out of stir and Squint Leary led 
them on. Reagan had got too busy for his 
own good, too. So the Trilbys were to be 
allowed to pay him off in their own peculiar 
way. The Inspector said so. Mike Grogan 
said so. And MacCarn-lreep your hands 
off them, for your own good! . 

"--. l" murmured MacCarn, raising his 
head. 

He thought of the Inspector, flabby and 
prosperous, of Mike Grogan, powerful in 
the Party; of Reagan and Nell and the 
�by; and the low collar grew tight around 
his neck. He looked _up at the red-brick 
station-house behind him. Dirty and foul, 
reeking with the ugly atmosphere of an old 
police station as it was, MacCam had come 
to regard the place as home. To loaf 
around its gloomy rooms in the slack hours 
was recreation to him. But now he moved 
away, as if the sight of it filled him with 
loathing. He began walking slowly up the 
dark street toward the Bad Lands. He 

held his head down. He c!id not hum. 
Occasionally he tugged at the white tufts 
of hair in his ears. And by these signs any 
one who knew MacCam would have known 
that he was troubled. 

Two blocks up the street, in the heart of 
the Bad Lands, MacCam paused before the 
ill-lighted window of a tiny tobacco-shop. 
A printed card hung in the window. It an
nounced that on Saturday night the Trilby 
Social and Athletic Club would give a ball 
and entertainment at Oberpeck's Hall. The 
card seemed to hold unwarranted interest for 
MacCain. He stood there studying it and 
pulling at his ears. 

Saturday night. Bull Klein got out Sat
urday morning. Oberpeck's Hall was over 
at Green and the tracks, 0'.11 Tom Reagan's 
beat. Let's see. To-day wasMonday. Hm. 

II HE STOOD there for some time,
apparently studying the various 
brands of cigars and tobacco dis

played-in the window, until no one save the 
little hunchback Jew proprietor was in the 
shop. The hunchback did a little business 
in cocaine through a rear entrance to his 
back room. In return he was MacCam's 
tried and trusted "stool-pigeon," one of the 
half-dozen varied characters who let the 
veteran detective know the faintest whis
pers that went through the dark channels 
of the underworld. 

MacCam entered and called loudly for a 
plug of tobacco. 

The hunchback glanced cautiously out of 
the window as he turned to fill the order. 

"You noticed the card, didn't you, Mac?" 
he muttered as he cut the tobacco. 

MacCatn nodded. 
"Tell Reagan to keep away from Ober

peck's Saturday," said the storekeeper. 
"I thought so," said MacCam, digging 

for a coin. "What have they got framed 
up, Max?" 

Max slipped the plug into an oiled-paper 
bag and as he handed it over the counter 
said, "Fake rough-house. They start a. row 
when Reagan's passing. He butts in, and 
they get him. Bad stuff." 

MacCam pocketed his purchase. 
"All right, Max," he said. 
As he came out of the store a thin-faced, 

weedy young fellow with close-set eyes 
passed by. He turned and grinned at Mac
Cam in open contempt. It was Squint 
Leary. 
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MacCam made no sign that he had seen. 
He continued on his stroll, outwardly placid, 
only indicating by the occasional tug at his 
ears that he was disturbed. 

"Tell Reagan to keep away from Ober
peck's on Saturday night?" No, he thought 
with a touch of fierce pride, that would do 
no good, not with big Tom Reagan. That 
would be like waving red at a bull. Things 
were not done that way in the Bad Lands 
-not by MacCam. And he was the man
who must do it, of course, or Nell would
be paying for Tom's masses before that sec
ond kid was born.

He faced the issue squarely, with a little 
joy in his old fighting heart. On one side, 
Mike Grogan, the Inspector, Squint Leary 
and the Trilbys. Against them, MacCam, 
alone. And Tom Reagan's life for a stake. 
A big game, overwhelming odds. But had 
Grogan and the Inspector and Squint Leary 
known what was going on in MacCam's 
mind then they might have paused and 
pondered. For in the maze of the Bad 
Lands lay hidden many strange things that 
were an open book to MacCam. He used 
them but seldom; never had he used them 
ruthlessly. But he kept his fingers con
stantly on the hidden wires. And now, 
with the Inspector's orders-"hands off"
clear in his memory, he was not thinking of 
right or wrong, not considering his mission 
in the district. His back was against the 
wall. . He was only trying to think of the 
wire to pull to cheat the Trilbys of their 
prey. 

In front of Oberpeck's Hall, a dance-hall 
over a saloon that fronted on the railroad
yards, he waited for Reagan. 

"Well, Tom, boy," he said, "the Trilbys 
are giving a dance up here Saturday night." 

"They'd better be decent about it, then," 
quoth Reagan promptly. "They'll do no 
hell-raising on this beat so long as I'm walk-
ing it." 

"You know they're out to get you, don't 
you, boy?" . "Get nothing!" spat Reagan contemptu
ously. "They haven't got nerve enough to 
get anything that looks like a man. Rolling 
drunk coal-teamsters is their best. If they 
start any rough stuff Saturday night I'll 
fan 'em with me shillalah till they'll wish 
they ney,er �as born."

''Yes, said MacCam, looking him over, 
"yes, you're just that kind of a -- fool, 
Tom. But you are what you are. Better 

that-do your duty as long as you're wear
ing the badge---'-than the other thing, no 
matter what some may say." 

He went away, back into the heart of the 
Bad Lands, still strolling slowly, still pulling 
occasionally at the hair in his ears. Present
ly he stopped short and held up his head. 

He had thought of something. It was a 
tough thing to do. He had never done 
anything like it. It was pretty rough. But 
the devil can be licked only with hotter fire 
than his own. And Nell and the kids need
ed Tom. 

When he went on now MacCam walked 
briskly. He hummed unmusically through 
his nose. He had found the wire. 

II 

CJ MAcCARN now left the Bad 
� Lands. He went south into the 

tenement district where smelly, dis
orderly shops took the place of saloons and 
dance-halls, and poor working-people occu-. 
pied the upper :Boors. Before a double, 
four-story tenement with a single hall he 
stopped and stood for a moment in thought. 
Then he went briskly up to a tiny two-room,, 
:Bat at the rear of the third-floor hall and 
knocked sharply on the door. There was 
no answer. He knocked again and, stoop
ing down, spoke through the key-hole: 

"Come on; open up, Sadie; it's Mac
Cam." 

After . a while there was the sound of 
somebody shuffling around inside, the light
ing of a gas-jet, and a disheveled girl of 
twenty, chalk-white and trembling with 
fright, opened the door. 

MacCam pushed in and closed the door 
behind him. 

"Sit down, Sadie," he said. "I want to 
talk with you. Go on. Sit down and make 
yourself to home." 

He seated himself, and, fascinated with 
terror, she followed bis example. Her fin
gers played with the front of the wrapper 
she had slipped on and she was panting for 
breath. 

"What is it, Mac?" she gasped. "What's  
happened? You-you don't want me; 
Mac?" 

MacCam laughed in great good humor. 
"What would I be wanting you for, 

Sadie?" he said. "There ain't anything on 
you now, is there? Only thing I know I 
could want you for is that sucker dying of 
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knock-out drops when you. was sitting with 
him in the Tivoli, but, pshaw! you'n' me're 
su�h good friends you know I wouldn't say 
anything about that, don't you, Sadie?" 
• The power of speech or motion left the
girl as be talked. She sat and panted and
stared, half dead with fear.

"Sure," said MacCam, heartily, "you 
know that, and that's why you're going to 
do me a favor now, and not say a word 
about it. Ain't you, Sadie?" 

After a while-after a struggle with a 
choking throat-the w_ords came in a whis
per through her dry lips .. 

''What is it, Mac?" 
"Ain't you?" he insisted. 
"Yes, Mac," she whispered. She nodded 

eagerly, gulping convulsively, her eyes still 
held helpless by his. 

"Well, Sadie, it isn't much." MacCam 
crossed his legs easily. "But it looks kind 
of funny. You know you can trust me, 
though, don't you? So you needn't stop to 
ask questions. I want you to lock up the 
place here and beat it, fade away, disap
-pear, for about a week. Understand?" 

She nodded, but her lips moved piteously. 
"Oh, --, Mac!" she pleaded. "Bull'll 

go wild. You know he's crazy jealous now. 
You know what Bull is, Mac!" 

MacCarn looked at her steadily, his head 
held on one side. 

"Sadie, who's been keeping it dark about 
that sucker in the Tivoli? Who's been ta
king care to see you don't get hurt? Eh, 
Sadie?" 

''You have, Mac. I know it. You been 
good to me." 

"Well, then, ?'you think I'm going to 
steer you up agamst any trouble now?" 

"But, Mac--" 
His gentler manner left him like a flash 

and she shrank from what was in his eyes. 
"All right, Mac," she cried. "I'll do- it. 

I won't say a word. Don't-don't go back 
on me, Mac, please don't!" 

MacCarn. looked a� her in a way that
'!'ent well wtth the pnest-like clothes. 

"S di "h 'd . a e, e sa1 , senously, "I ain't doing
this only for yo°!' good. I'm doing it be
cause I got to do 1t for somebody else-just 
got to. But I �ell you, my girl, it's going to 
be. the bes! thing I ever did for you. It's
gomg to give you a chance to be free-if
you want. to be. Now get your duds on
and beat 1t out of here, right away." 

"Yes, Mac." 

m 

■ BULL KLEIN came out on Satur
day morning. At ten o'clock the
Superintendent of the Bridewell 

. gave him a nickel for carfare and put him 
outside the limestone walls, a free man. At 
eleven, Klein, stunted of body and fang
like of mout9, stood in the tiny flat at the 
end of the thirdJloor ball and stared around 
blankly at the empty rooms. It took him 
some time to grasp the meaning of it. He 
saw a half-loaf of bread on the table and 
felt of it. The bread was a week old and 
as dry and stiff as wood. Klein hurled it 
furiously to the floor and came down-stairs 
with new ).in.es in his stupid, vicious face. 
MacCam was lounging carelessly at the en
trance .. 
, "Why, hello, Bull!" he said, as if sur
prised. 

"Hello, Mac!" said Klein. 
MacCam looked at him carefully, then 

he put his hand over his mouth and began 
to smile. 

"Just get back, Bull?" 
"Just got back." 
"Hm." MacCam's smile grew broader. 

"Heard any news?" 
"Ain't seen a soul." 
"Been up-stairs yet?" 
"Sure," said Klein. 
MacCam tried hard to control the grin 

that was spreading over his face, and sud
denly he gave way to uproarious laughter. 

"Well, they certainly played you for a 
fish, didn't they, Bull?" he said lightly; 

Klein stared at him. Ideas did not come 
swiftly to Klein. 

''I guess women are about all the same, 
ain't they, Bull?" continued MacCam. 
"Still, you can't hardly blame Sadie. She's 
built that way, and then she always did 
have kind of a leaning for Squint, didn't 
she? But Squint-it was hardly right of 
Squint to get you put away the way he 
did. That wasn't square stuff." 

"What're yuh talkin' about, Mac?" blurt-
ed Klein fiercely. 

MacCarn stopped laughing and looked at 
him in surprise. 

"Oh, that's so," he said. "You haven't 
been around any yet, have you?� I forgot. 
Well, in diat case, I didn't mean to say 
anything, Bull. I ain't said a word.'' 

"You 'n' me never had any trouble, Mac," 
said Klein. "What d' yuh mean?" 
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MacCam grew serious. 
"Bull," he said, "didn't you kind of won

der how Reagan come to know you had • 
that lead pipe?" 

Klein did not answer. 
"Who knew about it besides yourself?" 

persisted MacCam. "Only the rest of the 
bunch. Well-they been giving you the 
laugh, the whole gang of 'em, ever since." 

MacCam shook his head• slowly. "I 
didn't think Squint would do it to you, Bull, 
but I guess a man will do anything when 
he wants a woman, eh? Hard luck, Bull." 

"What d'yuh mean, Mac?" 
"Ask somebody else, Bull. I ain't saying 

a word. It's none of my business." 
"I never made no trouble for you, Mac," 

pleaded Klein. "Go on,Mac;put me next." 
"Oh," said MacCam, as if irritated, "go 

ask anybody. Ask Max. And, say, Bull, 
I hear Squint is going to bawl you out at 
the dance at Oberpeck's to-night. He's 
showing you up, right." 

Klein pulled his hat down over his eyes 
and went straight down to the tobacco-store. 

"Seen anything of Sadie, Max?" he de
manded. 

The little hunchback looked away and 
hung his head. 

"Come on," snarled Klein. "Has she 
been running around with Squint?" 

The huncliback nodded. MacCam had 
coached him well. "'Bout a week," he said. 

Klein stared like a man in a dream. 
"Gimme a package o' Bull," he said, rous
ing himself. 

He began to drink, and he drank stead
ily, alone and in silence, most of thl! after
noon. His eyes stuck out like two shiny 
marbles, but otherwise the liquor had no 
apparent effect. Toward evening he smiled 
slyly to himself and started for home. Nep
the tenement he met MacCam. 

"Mac, what'd yuh say 'bout Squint 
Leary showin' me up at the dance to
night?" he asked. 

"Oh, he knows you won't dare to come 
around," laughed MacCam. 

"All right," said Klein, leering hideously. 
"Aw-11 right/" 

IV 

� IT WAS near midnight'' that night
� when one of the Trilby gang who

had been looking out of a window 
of Oberpeck's Hall espied Officer Reagan 

across the street1µ1d, turning, whistled shril
ly. Instantly somebody broke a chair with 
a crash against the wall, and at the sa�e 
time a beer-bottle went flying through a 
window. A roar of wild shouts followed. 
The gang.surged in a knot to one corner of 
the room, struggling, s�ping, cursing. 
The women fled. The hall immediately was 
like Bedlam turned loose. 

It was an excellent stage-effect. The real 
thing hardly could have exceeded it in 
noise and fury. But in the midst of it Bull 
Klein. came stalking in through the door 
and made his way deliberately across the 
floor toward the choice crew around Squint 
Leary. They looked at him and jumped 
back. Bull had a big revolver in each 
hand. 

Across the street Tom Reagan answered 
the call of the row like a buck to a rival's 
challenge. He drew his club and sprang 
eagerly forward. The next instant he 
found himself lying face down in the cin
ders, with his arms spread-eagled in two 
grips of steel. 

"Steady, boy, steady!" hissed MacCarn, 
holding him down. 

"What the --!" roared Reagan, strug-
gling. 

"Steady, Tom, steady. Just a minute. 
Ahl" 

Up in the hall the crack of a shot punc
tuated the scuffling and brought it to a 
.stop. For an instant the hall «.as still. 
Then another shot. TI!en a wild, many
tongued roar. Then a fusillade of shots, .a • 
medley of cries, groans, curses and stamp
ing feet turned �e hall into a _tiny hell. !t
was brief, much like an expl0S1on. Then m 
the stillness that followed came the sound 
of many feet hurrying away into the dark. 

AN HOUR later Mike Grogan was 
talking over the telephone ·with the 
Inspector of the Second Division. 

"Gimme the straight dope on the doings 
over at Oberpeck's," he commanded. 

"They got to shooting each other,".said 
the Inspector. "All drunk, I guess. Leary 
and Klein and Hickey are in the mor�e 
and three others in St. Luke's. The Tril
bys have put themselves out of business." 

At that moment, off in the darkness of the 
Bad Lands, Plain-Clothes-Man MacCarn 
was steadily patrolling his beat. And �e .
was hutnroing, unmusically and through bis 
nose. 

•◄ 
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H
E HAS always seemed to me theprince of all adventurers: a man whose nostrils sniffed the breath 

sniff of battle as eagerly as most of us. a flower; a man whose virile person�elig�ted in the zest of danger, who wasu_ivanably willing to stake his all on thenght; a man hardy, determined, daring, resourceful, bold, yet never reckless; withala man who knew when to let well e oughalone and steer the middle path of caution.. t ha�pened to be born with royal blood� s �ems; but that is of small account.very mch of territory, every subject he�s,!e has fo�ght for, and it is t? his credit

rope's• last feudal ruler, was born at Niegoch, the ancestral home of his house, onSeptember 25, 1841. He came of the wonderful line which has given rulers to Montenegro for more than two hundred yearsand which was oue of the foremost families ofthe ancient principality for centuries beforethat. The Petrovich dynasty has reigned inMontenegro since 1696, when the rule of thehereditary vladikas, or prince-bishops, wasinaugurated. But for hundreds of yearsbefore that date, even before the time of thefirst Black Prince, Stephen Chrnoievich, thePetrovich were an honored family, whoboasted the rank of voivode or lord.
THE MIGHTY WARRIOR-MONKS 

d e domams handed to him by hispr� ecessor, fifty-two years ago, have beenlti er more than doubled in extent and pop-
th � through the might of his sword and ALL of the men of this line have been�� ch ty of his brain. . _ men of great personal prowess, excep-
lfo�te:las Pe�rovich Niegoch, Czar of tional military ability, statesmanship and
Brda egro, Pnnce of the Zeta, Voivode of political cunning, and possessed of marked
4 

' and Gospodar of Tchernagora, Eu- pers9nal magnetism. Living, for the most
49
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part, lives of strictest celibacy,quaint mix
tures of the warrior and the monk, they pre
sided over the destinies of their tiny nation 
with a sense of responsibility that you will 
not find equaled by the standard of any rul
ing dynasty in Europe. 

At the beginning of its existence, Monte
negro was ruled by successive dynasties of 
princes, of which the last was the Chrnoie
vich. In 1516, however, the system of gov
ernment was changed, and what were known 
as elective vladikas were installed. These 
elected bishops were assisted in the adminis
tration of temporal affairs by a civil gover
nor, but the vladikas were seldom of the 
monkish sort. They were elected by the 
voivodes and people in open assembly, and 
afterward ordained, and in the generality of 
cases they were much more used to a suit 
of armor than a soutane. 

After one hundred and eighty years of the 
elective vladikas, the people decided to alter 
the system somewhat. Experience bad 
proved to them that the casual election of 
rulers bred weakness. It was resolved to 
try the scheme of centering the power in 
some strong family by making the office 
hereditary. Of course the crown could not 
be handed down from father to son, because 
by virtue of his office the Prince-Bishop was 
forbidden to marry. But he could be suc
ceeded by a nephew, and down to recent 
times that has been the custom. 

One ruler of the Petrovich was succeeded 
by his brother's son. Strangely enough, 
there was never any jealousy among the 
nephews who were passed over. 

For instance, the father of Czar Nicholas, 
Mirko, known· as the "Sword of Montene
gro"-the most famous warrior· the little 
land can boast and a stalwart bulwark 
against the invasions of the Turk3 which 
threateneci Montenegro until 1878, when 
Russia put a stop once and for all to Mos
lem aggression in Europe - was twice 
passed over for the throne, the second time 
in favor of his own son. Yet he fought 
cheerfully both for his brother and his son 
and never showed a trace of ill-feeling, al
though, as has been said, he has always been 
regarded as the best leader the Black Moun
tain men ever bad. 

To tell the story of Czar Nicholas, the 
first of the Montenegrin rulers to wear a 
kingly crown, means the telling of the story 
of his country throughout his reign. 

It is not a story which can be lightly told, 

either, for it involves descr iption of several 
of the most stirring combats which_ have 
taken place since the days of the Crusades. 
It means a delineation of the smallest na
tion in the world, the most compact and, in -
some ways, the most successful. It .means 
a review of all the countless pol itical ques- - • 
tions which have rent southeastern Europe 
in the past half-century and more. It means 
a. recitation of facts unknown to most
Americans, which postulate a state of civ
ilization almost unbelievably primitive in 
this day of the wireless'and aeroplane. 

In the first place, it is necessary to give 
a brief sketch of the land of Montenegro, 
orTchemagora-"The Black Mountain," to 
call it by the name its inhabitants love best. 
Montenegro was colonized in the last decade 
of the fourteenth century by noble families 
from Macedonia, Servia and Bulgaria, the 
pick of the old Slav a!jstoqacy, who fled.
from their upland castles in the Rhodope 
hills after the battle of Kossovo in 1389,
when the Turks completely crushed the 
Christian power in the Balkan Peninsula, 
and the great Bulgar-Serb Empire, which 
had been numbered among tl1e might iest in 
Europe, went down to everlasting defeat. 

From that time on, the story of :tv1on te
negro is the story of endless battles, wars, 
sieges, raids, forays and encounters with the 
Turks, varied occasionally by combats with 
the Venetians, who made sc,·cral abortive 
attempts to scale the impregnable road 
known as the "Montenegrin Ladder," which 
runs from the Bocca di Cattaro up to Cet
tinje, and, later, combats with the French 
and Austrians. 

Time and again the Turkish Sultans and 
their viceroys, the Pashas of Albania, Bos
nia and the Herzegovina, endeavored to con
quer the tiny land. F:.0' four hundred and 
fifty years, army after army, led by the 
Janissaries and the best g�erals Turkey 
could produce, attempted to conquer Mon
tenegro and failed. During the first hall of 
the last century the warfare bel\"Yeen the 
little principality and its great enemy was 
almost unceasing. In the reign of Danilo -
II., uncle of Nicholas, a number of tremen
dous battles were fought. 

In fact, when Danilo was_assassinated
incidentally, he was the only Montenerrrin
ruler in centuries to meet death in that �ay
-a renewal of hostilities was already immi-
nent. Danilo was the first o( the Pr inces of
the House of Petrovich, it may be well to
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add,.__ to �rd the ecclesiastical functions 
of the hereditary vlacµkas. 

At the time he succeeded to the throne 
he was in love with a beautiful Serb lady, 
and he secured a change in the order of 
things, so that he might gratify his desire to 
marry her. But inasmuch as he left no male 
heir, the traditional custom of the house 
was preserved at his untimely death, and his 
nephew Nicholas succeeded him. Nichola?i, 
however, will be succeeded by his own eldest 
son, Danilo, third of that name, who will 
be the first ruler of Montenegro to follow his 
father on the throne since the days of the 
last of the Black Princes. 

A WESTERN TltAINING FOR KINGHOOD 

F
IVE years before the time came for
Nicholas to ascend the throne, his des

tiny had been determined upon, and as his 
uncle was a man of considerable foresight 
and no small intellectual attainmep.ts, it 
was determined that the heir-apparent 
should be given a first-class Western educa
tion in preparation for his assuming the re
sponsibilities of leader of his people. 

Accordingly, after a preparatory course 
in the home of his aunt in Trieste-where he 
imbibed principally hatred of the Austrians, 
who were becoming almost. as danger-9us 
enemies of Montenegro • as the Turks-,--:he 
was shipped off to Paris, where he studied 
at the Academy of Louis-le-Grand, and ob
tained some proficiency in French, Italian 
and German, besides Serb history and other 
more usual branches of knowledge. At this 

• time the educational facilities of Montene
gro were almost nil. Few people, other than
the priests, knew how to read and write.

One of the stories his subjects have al
ways liked best to tell deals with this period
of Nicholas's life, when the set routine of
Paris irked him, and the oppressive atmos
phere of the class-rooms stifled him and he
sighed for the fresh air of the gaunt moun
_Wns where his childhood had been spent.
To this stage of his. career his poetical devel�
opment owes .much

..!_Beyond question, the
�ly separati<?n fr�m hol?-e was markedly
mstrumental m stimulating the fanciful
creative vein which afterward made itself
manifest in work that has entitled him to a
place among the leaders of the renaissance
in Servian literature.-

Even if Nicholas had not been a king he
would have deserved commendation and a.

distinctive place in the history of his country 
through his literary endeavors. Besides a 
volume of poetry, he has written several 
poetic dramas, including "The Empress . 
of the Balkans" and ".Prince Arbanit," 
all dealing with Serb history, and declared 
to. possess unusual merit by French review
ers. Indeed there is much Serb poetry of 
unusual , beauty which is unknown to the 
rest of Europe, simply for lack of a sympa
thetic translator. 

Nicholas has only shared the lot of many 
of his subjects in remaining unknown to the 
book-lovers of his generation in other lands. 
One can imagine the celerity with which a. 
volume by the Kaiser would be seized upon. 
Yet nobody has even attempted to trans
late the writings of a man who has been 
proclaimed a genius of the first rank in the 
columns of the Revue des Deux M ondes and 
other critical publications. ! 

Whenever young Nicholas could escape 
from the dull round of his studies in Paris, • 
he would seek the fresh air of the woods and 
mountains, going on excursions to Versailles 
or St. Germain or to country districts more 
remote. He learned from the best French 
masters to shoot and ride and fence, so that 
in after-life he was able to vie with the most 
accomplished of his voivodes in these manly 
pursuits: The traditions of his· House he 
had imoibed in his cradle, when his mother 
sang over him the ballads made by the old 
bards centuries back, in which the stories 
of invasion and massacre, primitive as the 
sagas of Iceland, are described with a cer
tain savage zest. 

He was not quite nineteen when he was 
called to take his uncle's place. Two months 
later he married Milena Voukovich, daugh
ter of one of the principal V9ivodes, who had 
been a brother-in-arms of his father, Mirko. 
The Czarina Milena is still one of the hand
somest women in Europe. She stood 9houlder 
to shoulder with her husband throughout 
all the trials and adversities of his event
ful reign, �t times when he wa{driven from 
pillar to post by the Moslem hordes that 
were poured through the defiles of the Lov
chen range in wave after wave, so that ev.en 
the brave Black Mountain men quailed 
under the attack and sought safety on the 
impassable mountain heights. 

They had peace of a kind for a year, and 
then war brolie out with redoubled violence. 
The insurrection of the rayahs, or Christian 

. peasants of the. Herzegovina, aroused the 



I 
• 

52 Adventure 

sympathies of the ?.fontenegrins, and young 
Prince Nicholas found his hands full trying 
to obey the injunctions of the Great Powers 
to refrain from hostilities and keep his fiery 
subjects in check. 

For some months he held out against the 
wishes of the nation, with somewhat dubious 
success. He honestly did his best to remain 
neutral; he even consented to allow the 
Turks to send their convoys across Monte
negrin territory. But he could not be 
everywhere on the frontier at once, and 
whenever his back was turned, the Monte
negrins flew at their hereditary enemies. 

A series of "frontier incidents"-"fron
tier incident" is the designation for any 
fracas along the Montenegrin border which 
results in fatalities-followed close upon 
one another's heels. The Turks grasped 
eagerly at the chance they had been looking 
for. Omar Pasha, Viceroy of the Western 
Provinces, one of the bitterest foes of Mon
tenegro, threw a huge army across·the fron
tier, undeterred by his previous defeats at 
the hands of Mirko. It was reasoned in 
Constantinople that young Nicholas had 
earned the dislike of his subjects by his 
peace policy, and that now, while there was 
turmoil in the Christian camp, Turkey 
might find it easy to crack the nut which 
bad resisted so many efforts for so many 
hundreds of years. 

THE BOY-GENERAL 

B
UT things did not turn out exactly •

as Turkey had anticipated. A great 
part of the principality was overrun, most 
of the villages were destroyed and ruin 
stared every one in the face. Omar's army 
had entered the country in three divisions, 
aiming to comb it from side to side, and ma
king their principal effort against the valley 
of the Zeta, which might be called the high
road of Montenegro, the main artery of its 
life. But, led by the giant fighter, Mirko, 

• and their boy-prince-in whom they trusted
implicitly, once he had sanctioned war
the Montenegrins took up unflinchingly the
struggle of their fathers. The Turks were
assailed from every height, from the sides
of every pass.

True, the valley of the Zeta fell into the
invaders' hands, but on little else could they
keep their grip for long. The war was
fought with a fierce, unrelenting fanaticism
which is all but incomprehensible to the

Western mind. ·The story of this bitter 
warfare reads like the Scandinavian sagas.. 
It is difficult to believe that such battles 
were actually feught by modern • men in 
contemporaneous times.· 

The deeds that were done sound like the 
achievements of the God-Men of the myth
ical age, or the half-imaginative accounts of 
the ancient Norse sea-kings. 

,Indeed, what saga could surpass the tale. 
of how Mirko and his twenty-six followers 
held the Upper Monastery of Ostrog above 
the Zeta against thousands of foes and beat 
them off? Or of how Mirko and the boy
prince, with a mere handful of followers 
and the barest kind of rations to subsist on, 
defeated the Turkish army in a pitched 
battle at Rjeka? 

In return for a series of unparalleled disas
ters, the whole might of the Turkish Enf. 
pire was concentrated against this handful 
of mountaineers. Thousands of trained 
soldiers, the best soldiers Turkey· could put 
in the field, the Albanian battalions and the 
Imperial Guard that had taken the place 
of the Janissaries, were despatched to the 
front and, after sixty battles, the Monte- • 
negrins were glad to meet their foes haH-
way. 

They conceded some unimportant points 
and won a breathing-�pell. They needed it 
badly. It was not valor they lacked, but 
food. The scanty crops of the rock-bound 
land had been laid waste, and scarce a fam
ily but was starving when peace was de
clared, while, although the Turks could n{?t 
win their mountain peaks, from every peak 
the besieged looked down on serried battal-
ions and grinning cannon. - ----

Cholera followed in the· wake of famine, 
and despite the assistance of France, which 
sent shiploads of com to arrest the ravages 
of hunger, many who had survived the bul
let and steel of the Turkish armies were 
carried off by the scourge of disease, among 
them Mirko, "the Sword." . 

The loss of his father was a great blow to 
young Nicholas, who had often relied upon 
his judgment and advice. But no man, 
however young, could have gone through 
the experiences which had been tlJe prince's 
lot during the few years of his reign without 
learning much thereby. -

Nicholas realized that it was as certain 
as such things could be that sooner or later 
he would have another war with- Turkel. 
on his hands� He set out to prepare for 1t 
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almost before hostilities had been-concluded� 
He secured large quantities of modem 
rifles and artillery-an arm in which the 
Montenegr:ins had been sadly crippled
and instituted a systematic plan of military 
organization, • on the model of the greater 
European nations. - • 

The result was that Turkey feared to 
wring from Montenegro aJl the privileges 
the Sultan had really gained under the last 
treaty. The war had been as exhausting in 
its way for the Turks as for the Montene
grins. .They Ji.ad brought home to them 
the old proverb, of· which no Montenegrin 
knows the beginning, that "In Montenegro 
a small ariny is defeated; a large army 
starves to death." Omar P.asha had wasted • 
thousands of lives on this cluster of barren 
rocks, and what had been gained by it? 
Exactly what so many previ9us generations 
had gained-hard blows to be nursed and 
hopes of future revenge; nothing more. 

During the next - fourteen years there 
were many covert outbreaks along the fron
tier. In fact such affairs have always been 
regular topics of gossip in Montenegro up to 
the present time. In that wild land it is so 
easy to slip across the border �d do a little 
raiding and burning, and then slip back 
again, that any man with a good rifle to try 
out and a roving disposition can scarcely be 
blamed for abandoning himself to the temp
tation. Of course the Prince could never 
participate in such affairs himself, and out
wardly he frowned upon them. But they 
took place teg!!larly, and he made no deter
mined effort to prevent them. It was good 
shooting practise, and. as such worth niore 

'·than minted gold in building up efficiency 
and morale. . And P:rince Nicholas was 
waiting his next chance. 

FIGHT FOR YOUR BROTHERS! 

hot blood and desperate courage to throw 
int"o the balance for the principality this 
time. There was the result of all the scien
tific preparations Nicholas had been making 
for fourteen years. 

His increased standard of efficiency told 
right at the start, when he was able to rally 
20,000 men to his standard-the largest 
army Montenegro had ever put in the field. 
Instead of waiting for the Turks to attack, 
he pressed the war into the enemy's coun
try. At the head of his army he crossed 
the frontier into the Herzegovina, and 

. smashed Mouktar Pasha at Vuchidol, win
ning a victory which placed the entire 
duchy at his, mercy. In the meantime, 
while Servia was being soundly thrashed 
by the Turks, Nicholas's cousin, Bozo Pe
trovich, at the head of the southern army, 
twice defeated Mahmoud Pasha at Medun, 
and, after a siege of four months, captured 
the city-a prize the - Montenegrins had 
sought for many years. 

JT ·cAME in 1876, . when Servia de- By this time the Turks were fully awake 
dared war all by herself against Tur- to the seriousness of the situation upon their 

key, and Montenegro threw in the whole • western flank._ Russia had not yet struck,
force and weight of her 190,000 inhabitants and the Sultan's advisers were •nxious to 
with Servia's 2,000,000. There had been . be rid of this crafty enemy who always 
some rumor of a Russian declaration of • seemed to elude their blows. But in order 
war against the Sultan. But Montenegro to gain time to bring tip forces that they 
did not wait for this. That was not the confidently expected would be able once 
Montenegrin way "Fight for your broth- and for all to humble Montenegro's pride, 
er:s against any odds:" that is the Monte- the Turks sued for peace. And with the 
negrin creed, and Prince Nicholas acted knightly trust which is one of the traits of 
upon it.· The blood of Tchemagora ran as his nation, Nicholas sent commissioners to 
hotly as o f  old. But there was niore than- Constantinople in . the Fall of the. year.
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But, as he might have known, the negotia
tions came to nothing. In the interim, too, 
peace had been made with Servia, that , 
country having thanklessly deserted her 
little ally, and Suleiman Pasha, at the head 
of a great army released from service in 
Macedonia, was despatched to resume oper
ations against the Black Mountain men. 

But Nicholas was ready for them. He 
was not the son of his father, stout old 
Mirko, for nothing. Moreover, he joined 
t.o Mirko's ·headlong valor a cunning sa
gacity which the older man had lacked. 
Feigning flight and demoralization, the 
Prince withdrew up the valley of the Zeta, 
theater of his first military operations, and 
Suleiman pressed hotly after him. Nicholas 
even permitted the Turk to occupy the 
historic monastery of Ostrog, which had 
never before felt the tread of Moslem feet. 

But this was all he conceded. In the 
narrow defiles of the upper end of the val
ley the unwieldy columns o( the invaders 
were ambushed and overthrown. They 
were taken completely by surprise and al
most surrounded. The Montenegrins slew 
until they were weary of slaying, and at 
last, with a loss of half his men, Suleiman 
made good his retreat, faced with the un
welcome task of having to explain to his 
master a boastful despatch in which he had 
asked to be appointed first Turkish gover
nor of the principality. 

By this time Russia had decided to cast 
, in her lot with the tiny segment of the 

Slavs who held out against Moslem op
pression in southeastern Europe, and the 
thunder of the Russian cannon reechoed 
through the Rhodope passes. Nicholas, 
born general that he was, having assured 
himself that he had no more to fear from 
Suleiman for the time being, detached 
Bozo Petrovich with a small force to watch 
the southern marches and the remnant of 
Suleiman's army at Spuz. With the rest of 
his levies he hastened across the principal
ity northward to Niksic, just across the 
Herzegovinian frontier. 

By means of a series of combats that he 
afterward loved to style "Homeric" in his 
moments of reminiscence, the Prince com
pelled Niksic to capitulate, an achievement 
which, in his people's opinion, overshadow
ed all the others of the war, for Niksic had 
stood for centuries i- threatening outpost 
of the Moslem power at their very gates. 
Then, unwearied by the months of steady 

:fighting, the Prince countermarched his 
army to the south, pressed on to the sea
coast, and for the first time in the centuries 
of Montenegro's existence, the :Montene
grin eagles bathed -ih the brine of the 
Adriatic. Antivari and Dulcigno both fell, . 
and Skutari-the "bloody Skutari" of the 
Monten·egrin ballads-was besieged, when 
news of peace came. 

Well might Nicholas sit back content. 
In a succession of campaigns that had met 
with unbroken victory, he had pushed for
ward his frontiers in every direction. He 
had reduced every Turkish fortress within 
striking distance of his frontiers, save 
Skutari. Most important-of all, he had ex
tended his conquests to the sea, and now_ 
might expect for his country to have that 
connection with the outer world which only 
a seacoast and ports can give. 

Indeed, although the Congress of Berlin 
was not so generous to Montenegro as had 
been hoped and Dulcigno ,ms restored to 
the Turk, still the area of the cmmtry was 
doubled, the population increased by 100,� 
ooo, and Antivari and its harbor confirmed 
to Tchernagora. 

Well might Nicholas be content. He 
had already achieved more in his reign than 
any of his predecessor.s had been able to 
do. He had not only preserved his coun
try's integrity as they had done, but he 
had also enlarged it and added to its pres
tige and given it a place of importance in 
the eyes of Europe. 

For a few days after peace was declared 
the younger inhabitants of the principality 
feared that their swords must rust in their 
scabbards. But without any assistance 
trouble blazed out along the ne,v frontier, 
where the residents of several Albania.n dis
tricts, which had been arbitrarily aclclcd to 
Montenegro by the Berlin Congress, re
volted against their new masters. -Alba
nians and Montenegrins _went at each other 
hammer and tongs, as cheerfully as if they 
bad not just concluded a ferocious two 
years' war. 

The Great Powers began to .fear that 
this spark might start some new conflagra
tion. Accordingly strong representations 
were made at Constantinople that the 
Porte should meet the principality half
way. In other words, at Prince Nicholas's 
suggestion the Pow_ers intimated that Tur-
key should hand back Dulcigno to its con
querors and accept in return the Albanian 



The Adventurer King 55 

districts which· preferred Turkey's rule to 
the Prince's. 

The Turks demurred, but a naval dem
onstration off l)ulcigno, together with 
various significant movements on the part 
of Nicholas, convinced them that they had 
better yield. So Nicholas and his Black 
Mountain men entered Dulcigno for the 
second time. 

It was then that peace came in earnest
peace of a certain kind, that 'is. For it 
verily seems as if Montenegrins could never 
live without some measure of :fighting. 
From :i88o until the ·Fall of :1912 the land 
remained outwardly at peace. Commerce, 
which it had never known before, was born 
with the achievement of a seacoast. Under 
the impetus of better public education and 
a benevolently despotic rule, Nicholas's 
subjects waxed steadily happier and more 
prosperous. His army reforms, which had 
been only partly carried out when war with 
Turkey began in 1876, were broached again, 
and inany matters of state placed upon a 
more systematic basis, for Nicholas was a 
man who could see,his country's defects as 
well as her virtues. 

THE PEACE OF THE BLACK M:OUNl'AIN 

BUT simply because· civilization pro
gressed in these times of unwonted 

outwar� peace, it must not be supposed 
,that the young bloods of the principality 
were deprived of their ac�tomed sport. 
Far from it! The Turk, to be sure, had 
been almost completely obliterated from 
Montenegro's borders. _ Only where they 
were contiguous with Albania did the fez
topped sentinels guard the opposing block
houses. Austria was now the power the 
Montenegrins fee.red and hated most. Aus.: 
trian. governors ruled Bosnia and the Her
zegovina, and the sanjak of Novibazar, 
between Montenegro and Servia, was occu
pied by Austrian troops. 

Conversely, Austrian gendarmes and 
frontier patrols were just as good targets 
for Montenegrin rifles as Turks had been, 
more especially when the Bosnians and 
Herzegovinians, blood-brethren of the Mon
tf'negrins, rose in revolt against the Aus
trian overlords, as they occasionally did. 
Of course, these things were managed very 
cannily. It was seldom possible for the· 
Austrian Government to bring the blame 
home to Nicholas's subjects. When they 

did, upon rare occasions, Prince Nicholas· 
was always outwardly stem with his recal
citrant young men and straightway ba.n
ished them from his dominions. As soon 
as the trouble had blown over, though, 
they would slip back again, and nobody 
would be the wiser. It was lots of fun for 
the Montenegrins, it kept the flame of re
volt .in Austria's annexed provinces from 
utterly dying down, �nd the Slavs through
out the Balkan peninsll.U!, thoroughly en
joyed the reports of the .iffistrian casualties. 

.Now and then, by way of change, the 
Montenegrins would raid Albanian terri
tory, and occasionally the alarm would 
spread through the frontier villages that 
the Mallissori tribesmen or one of the other 
Albanian Mohammedan clans were on the 
war-path. The beacon-fires would blaze 
on all the mountain-tops, and the young 
mountaineers would strap on cartridge
pouch and bayonet and set out for the rally
ing-point, burning to equal the wild tales 
of combats told by the veterans of '76, '60, 
'58 ·and all of the campaigns which had pre
ceded them, in the reigns of Danilo II. and 
his predecessor, Peter II. 

So passed more than thirty years-event
ful they would have been called in, any 
other part of Europe, but somewhat dreary 
for Montenegro. Prince Nicholas and the 
stately Princess Milena grew older, and 
their nine children grew from toddlers to 
manhood and womanhood, six :fine girls 
and three strapping boys, each of them a 
six-footer; with the proportions of a half
back, like all of the men of their race. 

The girls married well: one of them King 
Victor Emmanuel of Italy, whose subjects 
love her, even as her own country-people 
love her; another, a _Russian Grand Duke 
close to~ the throne; a third, Peter Kara
georgevich, formerly pretender to the Ser
vian throne, who succeeded the assassinated 
King Alexander and led his countrymen to 
victory in the stirring campaign of the 
Balkan Confederation last Fall. She did 
not live to share her husband's good for-
tune, however. 

The other and younger girls will either 
marry sons of the leading voivodes of their 
own country or else foreign princelings. It 
is an axiom· of European courts that no , 
husband is too high-born for a princess of 
the House of Petrovich. They can wed 
where they choose, and perhaps will give 
further point to their father's famous 
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remark to the foreign -diplomat who once 
twitted him on his country's scarcity of ex
ports. 

"Perhaps," answ�red Nicholas gently, 
"yet we export queens and the mothers of 
kings, women that all men are eager to 
wed." 

When Nicholas first came to the throne 
he assumed the state of his ancestors. Now, 
although Montenegro had been independent 
all the hundreds of years since Kossovo, the 
only independetl.t Christian country in 
southeastern Europe for centuries, perhaps 
the only country in Europe which had 
never been conquered, her ruler was only a 
plain Highness to other rulers. Nicholas 
and his subjects thought this inadequate to 
the dignity of the position and the prestig� 
of their race, and some years back he pro
claimed himself a Royal Highness, the sev
eral powers of Europe all ratifying his self
promotion. Finally, in 1910, on the fiftieth 
anniversary of his accession, he proclaimed 
himself Czar, and again, without a mur
mur, the Great Powers assented, willing to 
admit that no rank was too exalted for the 
man who had ruled Montenegro as Nicholas 
had ruled it for fifty years. 

THE CRUSADER-KING 

50 • LONG ago as 1868, of his··own free-
will and without any pressure-indeed, 

in the face of the opposition of many of his 
advisers-he voluntarily· granted the coun
try a constitution and abrogated his des
potic powers, in form at least-for as a 

• matter of fact so long as Nicholas lives
the government of Montenegro will be a
benevolent despotism, by and with the glad
consent of the people.

i Since then he has granted other reforms
and has done everything possible to pro
mote the individuality and talent for self
government of his subjects. But he ha�
never permitted anything which might
hinder his country's military prowess, for

all through the years of peace that followed 
1880 Nicholas neYer forgot that he was 
Prince of a race of warriors, in practical ef
fect the Grand Master of an order of cru
saders, whose ancestors had founded it in 
the Dark Ages to be a bulwark of Christen
dom and a bright sword for the Faith. 

It is as fierce, ruthlessly fanatical cru
saders that I like best to think of Nicholas 
and his people: such crusaders as followed 
Richard the Lion-Heart to within sight ·of 
the walls of Jerusalem; of the same caliber 
as the Franks of the Fourth Crusade, who, 
under Dandolo, Count Baldwin and Mont
serrat stormed Constantinople and set up_ 
on the shores of the Bosphorus a Latin Em
pire that might have checked the Moslem 
tidal wave had Europe backed them up. 
Of such stuff are Nicholas and his Black 
Mountain men, medieval, scarcely ci,-ilized, 
perhaps, but such fighters as the world sel
dom sees in this day of scientific destruct.:on. 
Men, too, who ar_e willing to adventure 
their all, to stake their last cartridge, upon 
the issue at stake, so be it seems the right. 

Great men-mighty men-at-arms-true 
adventurers! Can't you imagine how Ed
ward III. and the Black Prince and Sir Wal
ter de Manny and Du Guescl in and Chan dos· 
and the others who set the standard of 
chivalry at Cressy and Poictiers and many 
another hard-fought field, ,rnuld have wel
comed Nicholas and his father, :tvlirko, who
always fought with a song on his lips; and 
Bozo Petrovich, and old General Martino
vich, fighters who fought after the manner 
of the thirteenth century, rather than the 
twentieth, for the ideals that the thirteenth 
held highest? 

If you have blood in your Yeins that 
races a trifle faster in tin1es of danger and 
peril, I think you will agree \Yith me that 
you would prefer to change places-pro
vided you had to be a king at all-with 
Czar Nicholas, Prince of the Zeta, Voivode 
of Brda, and Gospodar of Tchcrnagora, 
rather than any other monaJch of them all! 
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DOWN TliE OLD·MlSS1SS1PP 

NOW Tt-tR�E MEN AND A MOTOR·BOA.°r 
t>RlFTED INTO AMUSING Al>V£NTU'RES 
t\MONG TH.I: Nl\JER-FOLK �.]'-"

RAYMOND S·SPEARS 

SYNOPSIS-Calliper, Wattics-and ·coaner, of Utica, N� Y., are loafing down the Mississippi by motor
boat. They pick up a clever and.affable stranger named Doldrum; who knows all the devious ways of the 
!i�er and river-folk, to.which they are very green. ·Doldrum as�ists them.in getting back their boat when 
1t 1s stofen by Steve B:un, a.homeless river-rat. Steve has to swrm ashore from the stolen boat. At Hetecs 
Landing, Steve begs a meal from Lillian Lotus Quallam, a beautiful girl born on the river, who runs a soda
water boat. Just then the motor-boat lands in at Hetecs and Steve hastens off. Doldrum, who is rather a 
mystery, goes up-to1VD and amuses himself' by picking the pockets of·a crowd.and stuffing the spoil in the 
pockets of a darky. Suspected and. jailed, D·oldrum cheerfully picks the jail-locks, lifts the guns of the 
!=fO�� who want to lynch him, and-gets the three tenderfeet to·hµrry off, with a story that once a year Hetecs 
1SVJS1ted_ byth_e ghost of a mob. He has told them so much of the mystery of the rivi;r-bottoms that they al
most believe him, and are starting down-river when they hear, from the darkness. a woman's scream for help. 

CHAPTER Vil·
STEVE BAIN-IS IN LUCK..

HEN . Steve .Ba� wandered upt?wn, after the soda�waier-boatgirl had fed him; he was.the poorest man 4t town, exc�pt for his full meal._ He had no coat,.Iio hat and-only a_ dollar m money, but he was a cheerfulnver-rat for all that. · H� .strolled along!hrough the back street unobtrusively, lookmg_ at_ what be could see, .and wonderingw_birns1cally what he would do next. Whenrugbt fell, he ventured o:ut into •the mainpart of the town, and passed tp.e-post-officeas the sta�e drove up. He continued ondown Mam Street into Jail Street and �cross from the jail, he spied· a shack. H�mspected the shack, and ·found 1t full of
. c�tton-bales, one of the ba_les broken open.

"Jest 'zactly my luck!" he muttered to
himself, and crawled into ·the cotton, with

• a piece of burlap spread out to keep the
stuff' from filling his m�uth, eyes and 
nostrils. In two minutes he. was sound •
asleep. · • •. 

Miss Quallam, the soda-water�boat lady,
. was up-town, too, calling on Mrs. ·Merri

was, • an old river friend ·of J:he family. The
Merriwases had dropped down the Tennes
see River out of the Big Holston, years be
fore, on their way to Texas, but after �ev
eral trips on the Mississippi in house-boats

• had settled at Hetecs Landing on a little
place where they raised garden-truck, and

•. were growing rich, selling vegetables to the
town and to the plantation-owners, for all
·the farmers thereabouts .raise nothing but
. cotton. They heard the howling . of the
mob, and Mr. Merriwas excused himself, 
while the ladies went into less general· and,_

57 
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much more intimate conversation than had 
prevailed before. 

It was Miss Quallam's scream that the 
four on the launch heard. When she had 
arrived at the landing, Miss Quallam found 
her house-boat gone, and no sign of it any
where on the river. And with the boat had 
gone her mother. Of course the daughter 
screamed, for there was nothing else. to do. 

AWAKENED from a sound sleep 
by the hoarse roar of the mob, Steve 
Bain had stumbled out of the bale 

of cotton in the shack, alarmed and hardly 
more than half awake. He knew the tem
per of mobs, and when he looked out into 
Jail Street and saw the mob coming, with 
a rope across its front, he did not stop to 
wonder what he had been doing that any 
mob should be coming to hang him. He 
darted out of the shack, swung around the 
comer into the shadow and headed for the 
river, as naturally as a coon takes to trees 
when pursued by dogs. 

He raced blindly, with the terror-of those 
who never know when fate will overtake 
them. He leaped a board fence at a bound 
and broke through the badly rusted wire 
fence on the other side of that field. Clear 
of the edge of the town, he came to the 
levee. At the landing-eddy he swung down 
to the soda-water-boat and, without stop
ping to consider, he cast off the lines and 
sprang aboard. When she had given him 
the snack, Miss Quallam had casually men
tioned that she was going to go up-town 
visiting that evening, but had forgotten to 
say that her mother was going to stay 
aboard to watch the boat-and her mother 
had gone to bed early that night. 

• Steve Bain made no·noise when he went
afloat-trust a shy old river-rat for that! 
When the lines were cast off, he poled the 
boat out into the eddy, as softly as a chip, 
and the reverse current carried it up the 
eddy, out into the main current and down
stream, with no more disturbance than a 
drifting canoe. 

"Lawse! Ain't I in luck!" Steve mut
tered, listening to the distant roar of the 
mob. "I wondeh what they" 'lowed I be'n 
<loin'? Shot I seen one ole woman lookin'
at me right sharp-an' a feller done the 
same! Lawse, I'd shore be'n in trouble if
I hadn't yearn them comin'I" ' 

With natural caution, he slid into the
soda�water cabin and tried the cabin door.

It was locked, and Steve let the knob tum 
noiseless back to normal. Hanging on the 
wall behind the counter was a cloak, which 
he slid over his shirt. After a glance at 
the receding Hetecs Landing lights he curl
ed up on the floor, to go to sleep again, 
leaving the cabin-boat floating down the 
river. He had made his getaway and, like 
a fox, found a new hole. If it was not so 
warm and comfortable as the inside of the 
cotton-bale, it was infinitely safer, for the 
time being, at least. Anyhow, the morrow 
would take care of itself. 

As he lost his senses,...he snuffled gently, 
''Lawse!" he muttered, ''won't Lillian 

Lotus be b'ilin'-an' that mother of hern
a feller could see her ten mile, she'll be 
that bet up!" 

So the soda-water boat floated away 
down the river at about four miles an hour 
( the river was pretty low) ami a few hours 
later it swung into the Willans Eddy, -where 
it floated around and around, down the out
side next to the river current, and up the 
inside next to the bank, a turn around every 
forty minutes with monotonous regularity. 

MORNING came, and dawn. Steve 
slept on, as tired men will. Sud
denly he was awakened by a shriek 

and, when he opened bis eyes, he found 
himself looking into the muzzle of a short 
double-barreled shotgun. At the breech 
was a cold gray eye and a sallow fac�. 

"Whar's my gal? Whar's my darter?» 

the specter demanded, and Steve rolled his 
eyes. 

"Lawd!" he begged, rolling up to his 
knees and clasping his hands before him, 
"don' shoot, lady! Don' shoot!" 

"Whar's that gal, you dod-fo'sak.en riveh
rat? Whar's my precious little Lillian Lo
tus? Talk up er I'll blow your darned haid, 
off!" 

"Lawd, I ain' done no harm to nobody, 
lady. I jes'-- Don' p'int that gun that
away-hit mout go off--" 

"Bet yer life it might! Wbar's that 
gal?" '- / . 

"She's-she's back to Hetecs, ma'am
she tole me-she 'lowed she'd-she e.'C

paicted she'd-you see, I'm-I'm Stevens, 
an' she said-I'm Steve Bain. You beam 
about me, ma'am--" 

"Yes, you river-rat. No good I've beam 
of you! What you <loin' yere?" 
L "You see, lady, we don' harm no river-
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folkses-you know that. Real river-rats 
jes'-jes' rubs the bank--." 

"Yes-that's so!" 
"Well, you see, your darter-,-she 'lowed 

-she 'lowed I should tak.e cyar of you all. 
You see she's-you know--" 

"Well, what do I know, you dod-ratted 
tongue-tied numbskull- You talk right 
up er I'll shoot the liver· an' lights outen 
you! What about i;ny darter, now? Lawse! 
Settin' you to take cyar o' me! Who eveh 
hea.m of sech a thing!" .• .."Yassum, you see, when she 'lowed she'd
-when she reckoned she git married---"

''What? What? Lillian Lotus Quallam 
marrit? I'll kill her •man! What · she do 
that for? ·Who'll take cyar of me?" _ 

"That's jes' hit, Mrs. Quallam.' Lillian 
knowed I war jes' a faithful, stiddy, good
hearted ole river-rat, an' she said you an' 
me could run the sody-water boat. She 
knowed you'd be mad, her tt1arrying one of 
them--" 

"WJio'd she marry� some dod.:. rat
ted-·-" 

''No'm. A sport. A feller�ne of so)lle 
fellers into a gasolin�" 

"One of them four fellers in the Moon
shine? Lawd, an' I neveh knowed hit! 
Goodness! When'd they do their courting? 
I'll husband her manr· Mebbe you think I 
won't! An' she 'lowed you'd take cyar of 
me! She take a sport, an' giKC you to me? 
Lawd! Why-why--" 

'.!'he old wo!ll3.9 stormed up and down, 
while Steve wiped the sweat from his face, 
sympathizing with ,her and dodging her by 
turns, as her temper changed. 

"Yassum," he said, "Lilliim 'lowed you'd 
be peaceable by the time you got to Mem
phis, and then she 'lowed I'd let her know. 
She took th_e. train to Memphis, ma-'m, an' 
she'll be ·wrutin' there." 

- "Train from Hetecs Landing? You're
lyin' to me, you--"

"No'm-stage from Hetecs 'cross to Obion, an' the' train from thar. An' I 'lo'!ed we'd: �oat, ri�t on to Memphis, neveh stoppm , an git thar whiles you was 
•-good an' fresh, an' hadn't forgot what y01r . 'lowed to say to her an' her husband--" ''Tliey's sense in that. To Memphis by train? Well, I reckon we'U trip'r right through to Me1!1phis without tying a line!" ''Y�l I ll pull right out this yeah·eddy, an' we'll drap right down!" 

Steve shuffled out of the girl's old· cloak, 

• 

and set the sweeps; to_row out.of the eddy. 
In a few minutes they were in mid-current 
again, with Steve taking frequent glances 
astern, happy in the loneliness of the river 
up-stream. There was no wind and no 
sunlight-a balmy southern Autumn day, 
but when Mrs. Quallam called Steve to 
breakfast a little later, there was a whiff of 
wind, which increased suddenly to a dry 

--gale, -which drove them broadside at the 
caving wooded bank just above Forked 
Deer Island. 

_ In spite of the united strength of the two 
on the oars, it seemed as though they must 
wreck under the bank. 

Just as they dropped the sweeps to pick 
up poles, however, hoping to ease them
selves into some narrow eddy, a little bayou 
opened before them in the bank and, by 
hard work, they guided the boat into this 
and a hundred yards \!.p it to where they 
could make a fine landing against a cypress 
snag, which bridged the mud along the bayou 
and. extended up to the level bottoms. 

"Whew!" the old lady remarked, draw
ing her lean arm across her forehead. "That 
was some pullin'! Dod rat the wind! If 
it holds, we won't git into Memphis fer a 
week!" 

"No'm!" 
"But when we do git in, -- hc'p my 

gal's husband!" 
"Y assuml" 

� S
. TEVE was restles

.
s, for the

. 
last

� thing his kind could do was keep 
still and do nothing. He took the 

axe, went up the snag and cut up some dry 
kindlings. - Then he cut up an ash limb for 
body wood. The gale, however, kept on, 
and in an hour or two amusement and occu-

• pation in the slough were gone. Steve fidg
eted from end to end of the cabin-boat,
up the bank and back again.

"For the Ian's sake," Mrs. Quallam ex
claimed at last, "cayn't yo' sit still!" 

"No'm. I jes' gotter be doin' sunthin', 
ma'am!" 

''Well, you take Lillian's squirrel-rifle 
theh, an' go huntin'. I cayn't stan' 
you-all's flaxin' around. I like things quiet. 
Get aout with ye. An' if you hain't back 
fo' noon-time dinner, yo' can go hungry. I 
ain' goin' to have no meal settin' around 
unet all the afternoon." 
� "Yassum. I'll come back. Theh's ducks 
back yeah in the bottom bayous--" 
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"You git a duck er two, an' we'll have a 
pot-pie. You could take the shotgun, on'y 
I cayn't shoot a rifle, an' a lady never 
knows when she'll need pertection on this 
ole Mississipp'!" 
. ''Yassum. They's bad, mean, triflin' 
menfolks down this yeah river!" Steve re
marked, with piety in his expression. - "I 
won't be fur away, an' ef I hear any shoot
in', I'll come hellbentferelectionl" 

"Git a coon if ye can, Steve. Lillian ain' 
killed a coon in I don't know when, an' 
seems like I be'n gittin' coon-hongry. Say, 
what feller was it my gal married?" 
r. "Why-why, a feller named Calliper, er
Calliber er some sech name. I seen it writ.
I seen it on hisn's launch!" 

"Calliber, eh? I'll .44-caliber him, if I

eveh ketch 'im in a lonely bend, you bet I 
will!" 

"Yassum. Them sports is awful triflin'. 
Well, I reckon I'll go git a 'coon." 

"All right. Good luck!" 
"Thankee, ma'am!" 
Steve ran lightly up the cypress snag into 

. the woods. He heaved a sigh of relief. 
"Lawse!" he muttered, "hit shore strains 

a feller, talkin' to one of them sharp ole 
river-ladies! Old Mrs. Quallam's a sharp 
ole lady, she is! I shore better git her that 
roast coon, er she'll git discontented. These 
yere woods is full of coons an' possums an' 
mebbe one'll be out, hit bein' kinder cloudy. 
Um-m. I wonder if Old Man Quallam 
didn't leave some ole clothes-a feller needs 
a coat, this kind of weather. I gotter git 
one somehow!" 

CHAPTER VIII 

A PRETTY GIRL IN DISTRESS 

D
OLDRUM had been skirting close to the bank as he steered the launch 

M oonskine in the river current. He had 
just scanned the lower landing-eddy three 
times in quick succession, trying to dis
cover the soda-water boat which had been 
moored there, and was wondering if it had pulled out, when he heard the scream. He knew the voice, and a curse of hearty proportions welled up to his lips and hungthere unsaid. 

"Now dod rat it, we gotter go lady-rescuing!" he thought in his heart and sure enough, the next instant, he hea�d the gallant sportsmen exclaim in unison: 

"Run in! Run in! There's a woman. 
screaming!" 

Doldrum hesitated for a fraction, but 
Wattics started the engine, so Doldrum put 
the wheel over and ran 'the launch to the 
bank, where the young woman stood, shout
ing to them as they came. The search-light 
revealed her-Lillian Lotus Quallam, sure 
enough! 

"Oh, gentlemen!" she cried, "my boat
my soda-water boat's stoled! And my 
mother's aboard of it!" 

"Come right aboard, madam! We'll pur
sue it!" Calliper exclaimed. "We're only 
too glad to assist you!" 

She was certainly a most attractive pic
ture of a girl in distress on the bank, with 
the blue-rimmed spot-light around her, but 
she was a wise river-girl none the less. 

"Who all mout you be?" she demanded. 
"The Utica launch. We were here this 

afternoon. Just dropped in." 
"Where yo' be'n? .Oh! You're them fel

lers was on the jail steps to-night--" 
"Why, yes, ma'm--" 
"Well, that shanty-boat ain't far down 

the river. Hit's on'y ten o'clock. Hit ain't 
drifted more'n ten-fifteen miles." 

"Come with us. We'll pursue it. Or 
we'll go on alone." 

"I better go with ye. Maw'll be scarl!d 
to death, if-if they ain't throwed her over
board!" Her voice caught, and she came 
up the gangplank to the bow deck, helped 
by Calliper. As she came aboard, at the 
bow, Doldrum leaped ashore �rom the 
stem unnoticed by his comP.amons, and 
climbed the levee noiselessly, whispering in 
his heart: 

"Ain't this the dod-rattedest luck a feller 
ever had? Hyar I was all set up an' comfy 
for the Winter. That's what comes of 
havin' everybody know yer. I couldn't 
meet that Lillian. She'd shore split on 
me!u 

He sat down at the side of the levee, be
hind a gum-tree, and watched the launch. 
The three men on board were busy, two 
poling out from the bank the third starting 
the engine, and, when the boat was nicely 
going, all three gathered at the stern to 
console and comfort the lady in anxiety 
and distress. 

"Lawse!" Doldrum muttered. "Look at 
that! If those fellers ain' the shiflesses', in-: 
nocentes', dod-rattedes' fellers ever come 
down Ole Mississipp'! Theh goes their 
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boat, nobody at the wheel, three--quarter
speed ahead, an' a-swingin' all over the hull 
river! Lawse!" 

The Moonshine moved out toward mid
stream, and as her rudder swung, so head-

- ed the boat._ It ran in half-circles, some
• long, some short. One minute the search

light pointed to the east, the next to the
west, and againit swept the levee, and re
flected on the d.ouds, as the launch careened
on a short tum.

"Ain' �t the mos� exasperatin' thing!"
Doldrum contihued,_ as the boat :floated
.P,way in the night, working down-stream,
with an occasional dart up-stream, and
quartering toward the banks and eddies.
"How come that kind of fellers has so much,
an' -the res' of us .so darned little? Sho!
Wa'n't I a dod-ratted fool to let 'em git
away. _Lawse! I oughter tol' those fellers
that was a ghost yellin'. Shucks! A feller
never does think .of nothin' when· he'd
orterl Well, I cayn't stay tell daylight in
Hetecs Landin'. Somebody'd shore think
sunthin', if they ketched me hyar. in. the
mohnin'l"

,r..; HE CLIMBED to the back of the
- aa= levee and· piked. away down-stream,

his back humped µp, disgusted with
himself and with all the rest of the world to
boot. He felt that he had been wasting bis
opportunities. But after a while, _when he
was out of sight of Hetecs Landing, and the
levee -was running through ilie wilderness
of the bottoms, he fell into his stride and
into a pleasanter mood.

. He could hear owls hooting, the low
noises of squeaking mice; the churring voice
of 'possums and the rustling among the
trees. It was only a point in the wilderness,

• where the levee crossed the sag- at the head
of an old river-lake. As soon as he had
passed the sag, he came to cotton-fields
again, and these had bther sormds of their
own, _other glooms and fantasies. As he
tramped on, the exasperation in his heart
shaded away, growing lighter and lighter,
and before long he was whistling like a
bird, almost prancing down the back of the
levee, care-free and light-spirited.

Il luck had turned. against him, so much
the worse for luck. If he had lost one
ch.!.nce, it was not the first tini.� And if
he had failed_ to make the most of his op
portunity, another opportunity wotild be
coming along after a while. -In any event,

thinking of the day that had come to a, 
close, he had a laugh coming. Time had in 
some measure mollified his recklessness and 
softened his temper. 

"I'm glad I didn't_ kill those fellers!" he 
admitted to himself, sobering down a bit. 

. "I used to do a lot of meanness thataway, 
but shucks, they ain't no need on it! Those 
doughheads was more fun livin' than .they'd 
be'n daid. Course, if I'd black-jacked 'em, 
I'd had the launch. But then I'd had them 
on my mind. Like's not, they got friends. 
Lots of that kind has 'em. An' if they'd 
found out they was rnissin', mebbe I'd b.c'n 
hunted around more'n common, an' .had 
lots of trouble. A feller always does have 
trouble if he kills somebody they ain't no 
need of it; Um-m. -Mebbe, soon's they 

- drop that gal, I kin take up with 'em again.
Walk.in' ain't bad. I'd lots rather be set up
the bank this kind of weather'n when hit's
raining er b'ilin' hot. Lawse! I don' want
to git back to Hetecs Landin' when they
cayn't find none of their guns- nowhar !
Lucky thing foh me and thein city sports I
found that push-cart! Whoe-e! I had mob
guns an' if I'd cracked a gun-store--
whoe-e-el" ._

He laughed as he thought of the night's
adventures, then gave himself up to the
joys of hitting the levee.

A thousand times he had tramped down
the levee. He had traveled the levee-top
when the sleet was falling, and to stop
meant dying, cased in ice. He had strolled
down the levee in bright moonlight, when
the mocking-birds were singing and the
orioles were answering from the gums. He
had plodded along the levee, miles upon
miles, when at intervals he met the levee
guards, -the men who were watching lest
the high water on the riverside break
through the bank and flood the cotton
lands behind. He had waded through the
snow on levee-tops, -and through mud and
through fragrant flowers and soft grasses.
Two or three times, driven by hunger, he
had worked on levees, from the core to the
sodding. He knew the levee down Atchafa
laya, the Reelfoot Levee, the St. Francis
Bottoms Levee-all the levees from Cape
Girardeau to New Orleans, and he had been
pressed into levee-protection gangs at East
St. Louis and Helena and down The Coast.

As he tramped along, the refrain that
stirred his heart welled to his lips, and he
began the old Levee Walking-Song:
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"Oh yes, we'll walk this levee round, round, round, 
Looking for the boss that can't be found. 
Oh yes, we'll walk this levee round, round, round, 
As we tramp, tramp, tramp upon the cold, cold 

ground. 
Oliyes--" 

Swinging as he walked, loose-jointed, hls 
arms hanging. free, he strode on, his voice 
raised and his heart buoyant. Far out in 
the bottoms the sound of his song pene
trated to the negro-quarters and to the 
rooms of the great plantation mansions, 
starting the sleepers into wakefulness, and, 
as they lifted their ears from their pillows, 
they would think: 

"There goes a levee-walker. Um-m. He 
sounds like he was happy!" 

And he was what they all thought
happyl No care could rest heavily on his 
shoulders, for he would shift it. No whim
per of conscience tormented his heart, be
cause he had never had one. No longing 
for a home ever troubled him, for he had 
never had one! There was no desire that 
he could not gratify, no danger that he 
could not dodge or overawe, no dread that 
could make him shrink, no hunger that he 
could not satisfy. He laughed while he 
sang, as though he were the only utterly, 
hopelessly, helplessly happy man in all the 
world. 

But as the night lengthened out into the 
harsh, cold, weary hours of morning, his 
song flagged, and his gait grew less buoy
ant. He watched the east for signs of 
dawn and, night-bird that he was, he cast 
sidelong glances out across the bottoms 
and, at one place, he climbed a low tele
phone-pole to break the wire. That was 
in a lowland, and he contrived to hide the 
break among the wild grap�vines, for he 
did not want any word to go down the 
levee to catch and hold a little man who 
had never restrained his propensity to pick 
pockets, in season and out-those of friends, 
strangers, jailers or his own boon compan
ions. A broken telephone-wire bears no 
tales. 

Dawn came, and the levee entered a wil
derness again. Doldrum, his levee-walking 
ecstasy nearly gone, began to wonder where 
he would get his breakfast or dinner or 
supper. It was, happily, a fair dawn and 
before the wind r�se, squirrels were Ie;ping 
among the trees, and in one place a coon 
started ·across the levee in front of him-a 
fat, black coon. In a swift rush Doldrum 
overtook it and with a broke� limb he 

smashed its nose. He bled it, dressed it, 
snipped out the strong corns and s,v1lllg it 
over his shoulder-fifteen pounds of good 
meat. 

I;le laughed. 
''Lawse!" he chuckled. "I shore'll git a 

dinner outen this yere! A-man don' eveh 
starve to death on these yere Old Bottoms 
-who-e-e!"

Looking to right and left, he. stopped and
scratched his ear. 

"This yere's somewheres down Forked 
Deer Island way. There's always shanty
boats there. I bet I better cross over to 
Forked Deer. I'd love to have some old 
shanty-boat lady roast this coon for me! 
I'll cross over to the chute and see." 

So he cut down across the levee into the 
woods and, striking the head of a crooked 
little bayou, he followed it for nearly half a 
mile. Then, rounding a little turn, he stop--
ped short with an exclamation: 

"Sho!" 

IT WAS the lost boat of Lillian Lo
tus Quallam, and on the bow was old 
Mrs. Quallam, sweeping the deck 

with the vigorous indignation which most 
ladies manifest against a dirty floor. She 
was mumbling to herself, and Doldrum 
heard her say: 

" 'Pears like men-folks is the most trifiin', 
muddy-footed, thickest-headed pussolis in 
all the world. Why couldn't that feller 
scrup hisn's feet off?" . • 

"I expect he warn' no gentleman," Dol
drum remarked in a penetrating voice. 

The woman jumped and flapped her arms 
with surprise. 

"Lan' sakes!" she cried, squinting up at 
him. "Where'd you come from?" 

"I jes' been walking the levee, Mrs. Qual
laml" 

"Shol Oh, it's you is it? Well, what's 
your name this time? Ever senct I knowed 
you, you never had the same name twict. 
Lawse! Les' see-you was Billy Okal an' 
Sam Goodberry, an'--" 

"I'm Billy Oka!, this time!" Doldrum told 
�� 

"Be'n up to some meanness, I expaict?" 
<'No, honest I ain't. I ain't killed no

body that I can remember in I don't know 
how long!" 

"Shucks, you got a short mem'ry, you 
fellers have. What you got there?" 

"A coon. I batted his nose on the levee 
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this momin'. I 'lowed I'd find some river
lady would roast him an' gimme a bite!" 

"A coon! My lan'I I be'n sufferin' fer a 
coon. I'll cook 'im, Mr. What's..yer
name!" 

"Doldrum." 
"What! You 'lowed hit were· Billy 

Okal!" 
"I plumb forgot!" 
"Lawsel Well, come abo'rd. Look out 

(or that slick place on the cypress. My 
Ian'! That is a coon, ain't hitl Two-year
old an' fat's a hog. Youm! I'll snatch that 

- bide off an'--"
"Where's Lillian Lotus?"
"What you s'pose that gal went an'"

done? She went an' married a feller named
Calliber--"

''What!"
"Y assuhl Oh, wait'll he meets hisn's

mother-in-law. Lawdl I he'n sufferin' to
git a holt of him. I'll .44-caliber him, the
.triflin', no-count spo'tin' white trash!"

"Geel Why-why-when'd that-_-"
''Lawd! I don' know,.an' that spo't sent

a river-rat to took cyar of me. Cut me
loose from Hetecs Landing last night, when
I was asleep, and hyar I be, blowed in by
the wind, an' jes' a h'ilin'. I want to meet
that feller to Memphis. They 'lowed I'd
get oveh b'ilin', time I got to Memphis!_
Fust time Lillian Lotus eveh did cut up
such a caper. Gettin' married! Lawse!"

Mrs. Quallam threw her weight on the
broom, h� indignation was �o great. Had
there been the least speck of dirt on the
deck, it would have been discouraged for
life after that.

Doldrum made no answer. He searched
his mind for somethingto say, but thought·
better of it. When a man doesn't know .
where he is at, the best thing to do is say
nothing or tell a lie or change the subject,
but if the other is talking, let 'er talk! That
is good river-sense. What one doesn't say
never comes back at hiin.

Mrs. Quallam took the coon and led the
way back to the kitchen, where -Doldrum
sat down and crossed his knees, while Mrs.

_ Qua11am made the fur fly. She expressed
her approval of the work already done on
the coon, and when she had hung the car
cass out on the stern deck to cool· she sat
down a minute to pass the· time of day
with her visitor.

"My Ian'!" she laughed and ch�ckled. 
''Hit's the bes' joke you ever heam tell on. 

That feller went out coon-huntin' this mom
in', an' hyar I got a coon hung up already!" 

"What feller?" 
"Why that feller my daughter sent to 

cut me loose and float down the river
Steve Bain--" 

"Wha-a-at!" Doldrum exclaimed, start
ing _to his eet, and shrinking with appre
hension, reaching to feel of his hip-pocket, 
'.'an' I ain't got no gun!" 
· "Why-what's between you an' Steve?"
the woman asked.

� JUST then there was a hail from 
mr! up the bank, and Mrs. Quallam 
' • • •• trotted to the bow to answer, while 
Doldrum rolled his eyes and thought: 

"Ain't I a dam fool! I never saved one 
of them guns for myself!" 

"Come right abo'rd!" he heard Mrs. 
Quallam say and, glancing through the 
window, be saw Calliper, in all the glory of 
corduroys, new shotgun and relieved ex4 

pression coming down the cypress-log, lurecl 
by the genial welcome of Mrs. Quallam. 

"You see," Calliper was explaining, "I 
became confused here in the Bottoms. I 
could not find my way. 'My name's Calli
per-Ralph Calliper, and I'm from Utica, 
New York. Not at all used to these level 
flats, and so I was lost--" 

"I see," Doldrum heard the woman an. 
sw�r. "Um-m. A purty gun yo' got there. 
Lemme see it?" 

"Certainly. A very beautiful ligh!
weight-- • Eh-what!" Doldrum heard 
him say, then, from Mrs. QuaUam: 

"I'll what you, Mr. Twenty-Two-Caliber 
man, you, I'll l'arn you to go 'loping with 
a river-lady's darter! Hands up!" 

CHAPTER IX 

THE RIDICULOUSEST THING 

ON BOARD the Moonshine, careening
away down the Mississippi, with no 

one at the wheel, the three sportsmen, Cal-. 
liper, Wattics and Coaner, were sitting be
fore Miss Lillian Lotus Quallam, the soda
water-boat girl, while she explained. 

She said she had gone up-town to visit 
the Merriwases, and that her mother had 
said she was going to bed early. The boat 
was well tied to the bank, two half-hitches 
and a bight around the line at each stake, 
excepting on the snag where the port-
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stern-line was tied,· and that was a turn 
around the snag and two bights on the 
line-those knots never would slip, she de
clared with emphasis. 

As_ i;he talked, the boat tipped first one 
way and then the other, and there was a 
rattle and a chug to the movement that she 
didn't fully understand. After one sudden 
turn, she exclaimed: 

"My land! Has the wind come up?" 
The three "guessed not" in unison, and 

Calliper remarked: 
"We were just going to start down the 

river to travel at night. Doldrum there 
said it would be an interesting experience." 

''Doldrum? Who's he?" 
"Oh, he's an old river-sportsman-friend 

of ours. Mighty good fellow. Knows all 
about the river." 

"Been on the river long?" 
"Yes--off and on for ye;i.rs." 
"I don't remember that name. Never 

heard of him. Gracious! How this boat 
does tip an' turn. Is he steerin'?" 

"Yes-in the stern. You see, we've got 
two wheels on this boat. We , can steer 
from the stern by �e engine, or from the 
bow there, here in the cabin." 

"With all them curtains up! Lawse! 
How can a man see to steer a night like 
this, with them curtains up? Gracious! 
He's steerin' like a runaway mule-wagon! 
We-e-el" 

The boat was tipping first one way, then 
the other. 

f'I bet I know what's the-matter!" Wat
tics grinned in a low voice. "I bet he wants 
to be introduced!" 

The three sportsmen chuckled and the 
girl nodded her head, smiling. It was per
fectly natural that the one condemned to 
steer the boat while a lady in distress-a 
very pretty lady-was being entertained 
by his three comrades, should devise a 
means of compelling attention. 

With some obvious reluctance, Wattles 
moved aft to relieve Doldrum at the wheel 
so he could hear the lady's story. He open
ed the cabin door and stepped into the 
cockpit. 
• "Better go inside, Doldrum," he said, in
a voice to be heard above the engine, "I'll
take the -- Heyl Fellers! He ain't
here. Doldrum's gone!"

He stood there in the light of the cabin, 
staring thunderstruck at the vacant wheel. 
The other two men came rushing aft and 

crowded behind him in the narrow aisle be
tween the staterooms. 

"That's so. He is gone! Where on 
earth!" 

"You numskulls!" the girl yelled behind 
them, "grab that wheel! Shut off .the en
gine. Lawd a-mercy!" 

She sprang to tl_ie cabin-wheel herself, 
peered out into the gloom ahead, her eyes 
blinded by the glare of the cabin-lights, but 
just then the search-light revealed a caving 
bank straight ahead, and the boat shot at 
it-but only for a,n instant. With a quick 
turn of the wheel, she put it hard down, 
and the boat turned fro@ the bank, leaning 
far over. 

"She handles nice!" she muttered to her
self, and then aloud, in sharp command: 
"Put out the lights there! Put 'em out!" 

An instant later the lights on board all 
went out, and the girl, th.rowing open the 
windows before her, strained her eyes to 
grow accustomed to the darkness. Far 
along the river' she spied a Government 
light, and _way astern was another one. 
Getting in line between them she held the 
launch, while she leaned out the windows 
to get the lay of the banks an.d the flow of 
the current. 

"Lawse!" she-exclaimed. ''We're head-
ed up-stream!" 

From behind her she heard an excited 
conversation: 

"Where'd he go? When'd you see him
last? What on earth! Goodness gracious! 
I declare! What do you suppose! I can't 
imagine!" 

"Say, gentlemen!" she remarked dryly, 
"I 'low I'd hire s9mebody to swear fo' me, 
if I couldn't do no better'n that!" 

"Eh-what?" came in confused embar
rassment from the cabin behind her .. 

"I reckon we'd better drap up into the 
eddy under that sand-bar an' git thin__gs un
twisted. I declare! If we'd ever hit that 
cavin' bank we'd be'n sunk under! One of 
you git aft, an' when I holler, you stop 
that engine. Git now!" 

There was a scramble, muffled bumps and 
exclamations, and then one of the men . 
groped his way to the engine. He struck a 
match so he could see the throttle, and two 
minutes later, when they ran into the eddy, 
she called: 

"Slow down! Now git forward there an' 
get the anchor ready to heave oveh!" 

A man crawled through one of the open 
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windows, and a m,inute later he said, in a 
subdued voice: 

"All ready!" 
"Stop 'er!" 
For a moment.the launch glided through 

the quiet waters, and the girl turned the 
search-light on the bar, a hundred yards in
shore. When the boat came within forty 
yards of the bank, she ordered: 

"Now heave 'er!" 
There was a sharp splash, and the noise • 

of dragging rope over the gunwale. 
_ "Got bottom?" she demanded. 

''Y essum!" 
"Well, let 'er pay out there! Hold fast! 

Now tie it. Hit's always best ·to tie the 
anchor-line to the boat, gen'lemen!" - . 

She sniffed, and three faces flushed, un
seen in the darkness. She reset her back 
comb, then remarked: 

"Better turn on them lights again theh!" 

■ ALL four blinked a few times, then 
the girl's dark eyes roved from face- to face of the three men, who rolled

their eyes from side to side under the curious, 
amused and wondering scrutiny. 

"Gentlemen!" she remarked after her em
barrassing gaze, "you shore are the most 
plumb amusin' men I eveh did see runnin' 
loose on this yere old Mississipp' an' I 
seen lots and lots of 'em, too!" 

The way she said it, it was almost· a 
compliment from the heart. If they had 
been men happy in any kind of eminence 
or superiority, they could have felt proud, 
-but they did not. They shufileli and wrig
gled and wet their lips.

"Yessuml"Callipersaidafter a longpause. 
At that, they all burst into a laugh� and 

the girl's merriment led them all. 
"Oh, law!" she cried at last, "if this yere 

ain't the plumb ridiculousest thing!'' Then, 
with sudden thought, she sobered instantly. 
"Gentlemen! Where do you suppose my 
maw is? Who stoled her shanty-boat?" 

They all sat down and looked at one an
other. 

"And what became of Doldrum?" Wat
tics added. "I can't-I can't get used to 
this old river! Things happen so!J' 

"They do, for a fact!" the girl assented. 
'The last time I lost maw was at Helena. 
She got tore loose in Helena into a cyclone! 
Lawsel Hit were a week before I found 
her, down to Friar's Point!" 

"Gracious!" Calliper exclaimed. 

_ "Dear me suzl" the girl remarked with 
equal gravity. Wattles started to laugh, 
but on a glance from her, he thought bet
ter of it. 

She was sitting at the head of the fold
ing-leaf table, in a comfortable cane chair. 
Wattles was at the foot of the table, in a 
little dining-chair. Calliper was on the 
right side, Coaner on the left. The three 
were gazing at her uncertainly, and she was 
surveying them with calm, direct, almost 
puzzled looks, which were anything but 
composing. A little scowl of anxiety creased 
the broad expanse of her smooth forehead. 

"Who all mout you.be, anyhow, gen'le
men?" she asked at last. "How come hit 
you're down yere on the Old Mississipp'?" 

"Why, we thought we'd like to travel. 
We came through the Erie Canal, to Lake 
Erie, then to Chicago and down the Illinois 
to the Mississippi, and here we are!" 

"Two-three thousand miles an' nobody 
hindered you? Nobody stoled your boat? 
Ain't be'n aground, er busted up?" 

"Well-er-yes. We've been aground!" 
"I heard say a feller stoled your boat to 

Tiptonville." 
"Yessum. We were at Reelfoot--" 
"Gen'lemen, you must be mighty good _ 

fellers, er God'd punished your ignorance, 
yessir. He shore would!" 

The three men puzzled over the remark 
in silence. 

"Who's that feller Doldrum?" 
"Why, he used to deal in automobiles, 

but kind of neglected his business, he liked 
the river so well. We met him at New 
Madrid--" 

"New Madrid? Um-m. What kind of a 
looking feller was he?" 

"Why, a little man, smooth-shaven, but 
reddish whiskers. He bas awful big hands. 
He's a great joker-he'd make a fortune 
picking pockets, he does it so slick!" 

"Um-m. Doldrum-Doldrum! I never 
heard that name before, but that descrip
tion sounds powerful familiar, gen'lemen." 

"Perhaps you know him--" 
"Like's not. Well, gen'lemen, hit's after 

eleven o'clock!" 
"That's sol I beg your pardon--_" 
''Hubl What for?" 
The men were confused, but Calliper said: 
"You'd better take that stateroom on 

your right, by the door. It's the one Dol
drum had. The light's on the right of the 
door!" 
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"Thank you, sub! Good night! To-mor-
• row we scour this old Mississipp' from
Hetecs to Memphis!" 

"You bet we will! Good night!"

lQO SHE went to the little stateroom,
m:,g and the three men sat for a time, 

gazing from one to the other. There
was nothing particular they could say, or 
wanted to say, but they had a lot of think
ing to do.

When she was in the stateroom, the girl
admired its neatness, cleanliness and fit
tings. The counterpane was white as 
could be, and there were clean towels, wash
bowl, clean sheets-everything that could 
• be desired. She stooped, after the first
glance around, to look under the bunk, and 
what she saw caused her to smother an ex
clamation. 

"Land alive!" she whispered, drawing out
four or five revolvers. She drew out an
other bunch of the weapons, and in a few 
minutes she had more than a hundred re
volvers, single and double-barreled der
ringers, automatics, hammerless and ham
mer, bulldogs, police, army, navy-all the

kinds of pocket firearms that she had ever 
heard of. Some were nickel-plated, some 
blue-barreled, some brown. Some were new 
and some were old and rusty. She examined 
a dozen or two, and found every one of 
them loaded.

"For the land sakes!" she whispered.
"Ain't those fellers real gen'lemen! They 
'lowed I might feel worried yere, and they 
let me have this yere room with all them 
guns! Sho! Now what do them fellers 
want of all them guns? My Ian'! They 
must think we river-folks is real desprit, 
an' 'lowed if they got shot-up, they'd do
some shootin' themselves." 
• Sitting on the little chair, she looked over

the weapons with the pleasure and appre- _
ciation of an expert. 

"They's shore real gen'lemen!" she re
peated, "but shucks! Ain't they innocent!" 

CHAPTER X 

MR, BAIN IS CARELESS WITH THE TRUTH 

S
TEVE BAIN hunted faithfully that

morning, trying to get a coon for old 
Mrs. Quallam. He was carrying a carbine 
.25-20 rifle, and when he tried it, it shot 
beautifully. Only he could see nothing to 

shoot. The roai:ing ,Yind seemed to have 
driven even the squirrels to cover. He 
worked over to the levee. and then over the· 
levee into the woods behind, but all in vain. 
No game was in sight. 

Finally he struck back over the levee and 
through the woods to the river-bank and, 
tramping down the bank, he was peering 
into the eddies, hoping to get a shot at .a 
duck or a wild goose-:-and luck suddenly 
favored him with an avalanche. 

In one of the eddy edges was a sand-bar, 
sheltered from the driving dry gale, and on 
the sand-bar were a dozen great wild geese. 
The g� were half asleep, squatted on the

sand, and their eyes closed, except for the

watchman. He sat up with his eyes wide_ 
open, and his ears straining. to catch any 
suspicious sound. His back was toward 
Bain as he peered over the edge of the �. 
screened by some greenbrier. 

Bain threw up his rifle, caught the bead 
on the back of -the watchman and broke 
him down. Then, as the other geese start
ed up, shaking their heads, he drove the 
bullets into them-one-two-three-four, and 
as they took wing, paddling in the water, 
he dropped two more. There were -seven 
dead geese, and two of them were floating 
in the current, a few yards out. 

� HE RAN down the bank, hoping the • 
11111 wind would drive them in and, a 

hundred yards down, he raced out 
into full view of the launch Moonshine, 
moored in a narrow eddy, wliere it had 
been driven in by the wind. 

"Why, hello, Steve Bain!" a woman's 
voice rang out, "I'll get them geese forye!" 

And, sure enough, Lillian Lotus Quallam · 
tossed a grapple from the launch, and drag-
ged the fine birds in. 

"Lawse! I didn't reckon to see you hyar!" 
Steve exclaimed. 

"No more'd I expect to see you. Come 
down the levee?" 

"Yassum. I got some more geese up 
yere, Miss Lillian. I'll go get 'em!" 

"All right. Come back pretty quick. 
Dinner's most ready! Lawd!" in a whisper 
"I'm plumb glad to see a real river-man!" ' 

Steve grinned and went up the bank 
whe�e he picked up his five ge<:'se, and cam; 
luggmg them down, a few minutes later. 

"I plugg� 'em �enter every time!" Steve 
remarked with pride. The girl picked up 
the geese one by one, and looked them over. 
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Out of the cabin ca.Die Wattles, who also 
looked the geese over with interest and ad
miration. Steve glanced at him apprehen
sively at first, and then, seeing no sign that 
Wattles recognized him, he described the 
shooting of the geese. As he praised the 
rifle,' the girl glanced at it, and then started 
almost impercepboly. She excused hersl'lf 
a minute later, and went into the cabin. 
When she came out, she walked up to 

, Steve, then, in a flash, drew a long .44 on 
his breast. 

"Steve Bain!" she said hoarsely, "where'd 
you git my carbine? Where's m_y maw an' 
where's my boat?" 

''Land sakes!" he exclaimed, dropping 
the Clfbine and staggering back, "I plumb 
fo'got hit was yournl" 

"You stoled that boat. You done any 
meanness?" she demanded with cold anger. 

"No'ml No'm!" he shivered, his hands 
in mid air, "I-I--" 

But words failed him. 
"Git a rope, Mr. Wattics!" she ordered. 

''This yere's a river-rat, an' that's- my gun!" 
"Yes, ma'am!" Wattles exclaimed, and 

returned with a ball of trout-line. 
"That's the stuff-you stick him up, an' 

r I'll tie 'iml" she ordered. "You fellers al-
• ways ties granny-knots! If they's any harm

come to my maw, Steve Bain, we'll shore
sink you in the riveh, yassuh!"

''Lawdl" groaned Bain, "I ain't done her
no harm, Miss Lillian! I jes'-1 jes'--"

Words failed him, however, when he
thought of what he had done, and in his
imagination he pictured the two women
when they should get together and hear the
truth. "La.wdyl" h_e thought, "two on 'em,
an' both women!"

Lillian bound his wrists, and then tied
him to a chair in the cabin. She sat facing
him for a minute, glaring in his eyes, and
he rolled his head from side to side, looking

' longingly out over the wide river. 
"Oh, I got ye, Ste�e Bain!" she told him, 

"you ne�'t look into the riv.er thataway. 
You'se gwine to tell me where my maw is, 
an' how come hit you gotmy carbine theh. 
Tell me now. You betteh speak!" , 

''Yassum--she 'lowed she'd go to Mem.-
o' phis!" 

�. 
I 
I 

''What? She pulled out an' left me? 
Hol' on nowl" 

''Yassum. You see, she 'lowed you'd 
be all right to Hetecs Landin' to your 
mends-" 

"She runned away, you say--" 
"Yassum-you see, Miss Lillian--" he 

hesitated-a moment as he searched his im
agination, and in another moment he bright
ened up considerably. "Yoq see, she 

-knowed you'd be all right, an' she feared
you all'd make a row, her gettin' mar
ried--"

"Maw married! You say she got mar
ried! Lawse--" • 

"Yassum, Capt. Collender--" 
"That old store-boater? Sho! Maw mar

ried him? My Ian'!" 
"Yassum, he come down in his stern

wheeler, tied in to the soda-water boat an' 
took 'er right down to Memphis a-whoop-. • '"mg. 

"But-but-'' her suspicions awaken
ing-"how'd you git my gun?" 

"Why she seen me watchin' her 'n him, 
an' hit was the fust thing handy, an' she 
gin it to me, an' said I should pike down 
the levee an' not say nothin'. You see-" 

"Don't that just beat the Dutch!" she 
cried, helplessly, "maw marryin' that old 
feller, an' me never s'pectin' nothin' at all. 
Lawse! Well, Steve, I'll untie you. You 
ain't to blame." 

"No'm. You don't spose your maw'll be 
mad, me tellin' on her?" he asked, with 
some alarm. 

"Shucks! If you hadn't told, I'd bored 
you chock full of holes. But I'll make that 
old Captain Collender think he's got a ' 
daughter-in-law as is one-him stealing my 
maw thatawayl" 

"Lawse! Yo' shore could make it hot fo' 
. him, Miss Lillian!" 

She laughed, shutting her teeth. 
"Had yo' dinner?" she asked. 
"No'm, I ain't et none senct I left Hetecs 

last evenin'." 

"PO'R devil!" she remarked sym
pathetically. "Well, I'll have din-

. ner on in a jiffy. Hit's be'n warmin' 
an' bakin' up bout long 'noughl Where 
you s'pose them other fellers is? My Ian'! 
I hope they ain' gone an' got lost hyar � 
the Bottoms. I'm plumb anxious to git 
away an' see that new paw of mine. Lawsel 
If ol_d �o�en ?on't beat anythin', runnin' 
off 3es like little gals sixteen year old.
You'd think they never had been :married
before!. ,Why didn't she tell mel �t
she gom to wear when she gits married,
anyhow? She ain't got a dress to do hit in!"
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"She 'lowed she'd git one to Memphis," 
Steve suggested. 

"I reckon that's what she'll do. Land 
sakes! Such <loin's! Well, set up!" 

There was a footstep on the stt"m gun
wale, and,in came Coaner. 

"My!" he commented, "lucky thing I 
had my compass. I 'most got lost a dozen 
times. I wandered over to the levee three 
times, and I didn't know when I came to 
the river whether to go up or down. I 
thought I never would find the launch!" 

"Where's Calliper?" 
"I don't know. I haven't seen him since 

we separated chasing two squirrels!" 
"Get 'em?" Bain asked. 
"No, but I wounded the one I was after!" 
The listeners all laughed, for hunters al-

ways say that. 
They ate their dinner-beefsteak, fried 

potatoes, hot bread, sorghum and other 
things that the sportsmen and Doldrum 
had stocked in the larder. 

"I got some geese," Bain volunteered, 
and Coaner left his meal to stare at the 
great birds on the bow deck. 

"My!" he cried, "I'd like to kill a wild 
goose!" 

"You'll see a lot of 'em on the river!" 
Bain told him. 

"Bain's an old river-man," the girl re
marked slyly. "He had a beautiful launch 
stolen from him once!" 

Bain squirmed and his eyes popped. 
"Is that so!" Wattics exclaimed. "You 

know, a man stole this launch the other 
day up to Tiptonville. Mr. Barkens-ho
t�l-man there-he shot at him several times 
as he climbed the bank, after he swam 
ashore." 

"He did?" Bain remarked, looking at the 
girl, who was demurely cutting her steak. 

"Yes. How'd you happen to lose yours?" 
"I was plumb neglectful!" Bain remarked. 

"I left hit into an eddy, and a feller, er 
gang of fellers, took hit." 

"That's too bad!" 
"Yessirl I be'n rubbing the bank eveh 

senct." 
"Say, Steve, you didn't see anything of a 

man to Hetecs named Doldrum did you?" 
the girl asked. 

"No. Why?" 
"Why, he was on this launch, and now 

he's missing. Cayn't find him on board. 
Mr. Callfper ought to be coming back pretty 
soon. I m afraid he'll be lost tool" 

"Perhaps we'd better go look for him?" 
Wattics suggested. 

"I guess you had. Steve, will yQU take :
these gentlemen looking for that fellow cal- , 
liper?" 

"Yassum." 
The two sportsmen got out their guns, 

and Steve waited while tliey fussed around,.
putting on their leggings, their shooting
coats, their'shooting-caps and filling their •
pockets with shells of various sizes. 

"Better take that rifle, Steve," the girl 
suggested, seeing that the river-man was
diffident about it. 

"Thankee, ma'am. I didn't know it was 
yourn!" 

"That's all right. Ma's awful free-hand
ed thataway. I be'n wanting a new one---a 
.25-35-hit holds up better on long range. 
For geese you know." 

"Y assum. The .25-35's a mighty good 
caliber." 

I!•� "LAND alive! What's that?" the 
i!J girl cried, as there was a heavy 

thump on the stem, and a man . 
came staggering into the cabin. 

It was Calliper, hatless, his coat open, 
his eyes staring and his hat gone. 

"Mercy!" he gasped. "Mercy! What a 
country!" 

"Why, what's the matter? Been lost? 
We were just going to go out and look for 
you." 

"Lost? No-not very bad, but there's a 
crazy old woman over there in the woods 
in a house-boat on a cove. She took my 
gun and held me up. But it wasn't loaded; 
I ran away. We better get right away 
from here. "She's awful' crazy!" 

The party gathered around with real in
terest to listen to the man's story. He bad 
been hunting, and came to a cove or stream 
of water. An old woman had invited him 
to come on board, and had asked to see 
his shotgun. The minute she got it, ¥le 
aimed it at him, and said she would make 
a prisoner of him, and keep him till �er 
daughter came back. But, luckily for�, 
he had formed the habit of never carrymg 
a loaded .gun on board a boat, so the gun 
she aimed at him was unloaded.. He 
dashed off the boat, up the bank and into 
the woods, and straight to the launch. 

"We better get right out of here! She's 
such a crazy old womaJ.1!" Calliper ex
claimt"d .• 
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''Might's well!" the girl assented. "I

wanter get to Memphis. My ma's went an' 
eloped with a feller! Steve here happened 
to know all about it. You'd jes' soon drap • 
down with us, Steve, hadn't you? You 
ain't no place to stay?" 

1'Y essum." 
1'We need somebody knows the river 

abo'rd, Steve! Who you reckon that old 
woman was, hold.in' up Mr. Calliper that-
away?'' 

111 couldn't say. I neveh heam of that 
kind/' Steve answered, rolling his eyes un
, certainly. "Some women gits powerful 
lonesome down yere on the riveh, if they 
ain't used to hit!" 

''Yes, I reckon she's jes' lonesome crazy. 
Well; the wind's laid an' we better pull 
out. He'p 'em with the boat, Steve, an' 
I'll get Mr. Calliper somethin' het up fer 
dinner. Hit's powerful wearin' on the 
nerves, gittin' stuck up with a gun that-
awayl" 

''Myl I was so surprised, I didn't know 
what to do, till I • remembered the gun 
wasn't loaded. I heard her snap the trig
gers as I come through the door." "What kind of a 'boat was it?" 

"Myl I didn't have lime to notice!" 
' Steve sa.w that the ropes were coiled up, 
the gangplank taken in, the engine in work
ing order. Then he went to the wheel. 
When they were out in the current, the 
waves rolled high, but the wind had gone 
down considerably. Wattics and Coaner 

• stood on either side of Steve as be drove
down the channel. He pointed out Forked 
Deer Island and the chute and the great
bend. They told him of the attempt to 
steal their boat, and how cleverly Mr. Dol
drum had thwarted the thief by plugging
the carbureter.

At that Steve exploded: 
"That's what! Wa'n't that a ref.'lar 

Yankee trick! Ho.law!" , 
He recovered himself in a moment, and 

stood for a long time apparently listening, 
but mumbling to himself. He had learned 
a new trick, and besides he was wondering 
what the old lady up· in the bayou would 
think when he did .not return in time for 
dinned 

"Ain' I lucky I beam Cap'n Collender 
was goin' down to the Lower River!" he 
thought to himself. "He'll leave ·Memphis 
this evenin'. an' we'll chase cla'r down to 
Red River. Shol I_ ain' made such a. 

plumb comfy trip senct I stoled that shanty
boat up to Evansville!" 

CHAPTER XI 
MRS. QUALLAM FLAXES ROUND 

D
OLDRUM, listening to Mrs. Quallam
in the soda-fountain cabin of her boat, 

heard her give 1,1, squeal and then a yell of 
"Halt!�' He heard the prisoner spring out 
the cabin-door and up the cypress log, and 
he half rose from his chair, expecting to 

· hear shots. Instead he heard the two
clicks as the gun-hammers fell on empty 
shell-chambers. He glimpsed Calliper's 
long, lean form sailing over the bayou-bank,
out of sight into the brake.

• "Shol" he whispered to himself, "that
feller is shore leamin' riveh-sense! He 
knowed that gun wa'n't loaded. Hue-e-e!" 

Mrs. Qualiam came storming aft, rear!ng 
about the empty shotgun and lamenting 
the escape of her daughter's husband, as 
she called him. 

"Great guzzard!" she cried. "Ain't I an 
ole numskull! I mout of knowed that gun wa'n't loaded, the way he handed it over! 
If I'd on'y had my gun. Lawsel Of all 
the tamation luck!" 

"I thought of takin' a pop at 'im as h� 
clumb the bank!" Doldrum remarked sym
pathetically, "but you know a feller don' 
like to mux in on anybody else's business." 

"Well, I reckon hit's jes' as well you 
didn't. You see,· I could a pied se'f-de
fense, but they wa'n't no excuse fer you. 
We'd had to sunk 'im in the riveh, er in the 
bayou. Sho! I neveh did kill nobody, an' 
I reckon I'fn too old to begin now. But 
doq-rat that feller, marryin' my darter! I 
bet he'll recklect his fust meetin' with his 
mother-in-law!" 
. Exasperated as she was, she had to 

chuckle, and Doldrum.laughed aloud. 
"Lawse!" he said, "he never touched that 

cypress landin' but twict, and he tromped 
a hole in the top of the bank four inches 
deep, when he hit the level an' stretched 
out fer home!" 

"Now don't that beat all! That feller 
lied to Steve! He said he war goin' to Mem
phis, an' hyar he is in Forked Deer Brake. 
What you make of that?" "Mebbe the� changed their uundsl" . , "Change then- grandmothers! They Jes 

fooled Steve Bain, that's what they done!
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Drawed the fog oveh hisn's eyes. They's 
sportin' down this ole Mississipp', they is. 
Good land alive! I ain't basted that coon! 
Don' that beat all? I'd orter be'n bastin' 
him. Well, of all things! I ain't got that 
coon in the oven yit! An' hyar I be'n suf
ferin' fer coon all the Fall! Lan' sakes! I 
don' know what is comin' oveh me. I 
cayn't remember nothin'! I keep lickin' 
the calf over and over ag'in, an' ag'in I 
fergets to bait my hooks! Well, I s'pose I 
ain't so young's I used ter was. Lawse! 
But this yere coon's a dandy! He's good 
an' cold, an' if dinner is late, hit'll be good 
in proportion, yassuh! Sage an' orifon 
dressin', rolled crackers an' bacon-drippin's, 
a pinch o' Cayenne pepper an' half a spoon
ful of black pepper, two spoonfuls of salt 
an'-lawse! If I cayn't layway a man, I 
ain' £ergot how to roast a coon! When I
fergits how to cook, I'll be ready to drap 
ove'board! Now I gotter mix some hot
bread, You like Illinois biscuits er plain 
sody-biscuits bes', Billy Okal-Goodberry
Doldrum-what's-yer-namc?'' 

"Why, Mrs. Quallam, I'd trust to your 
jedgment on cookin'!" 

"Sho! You riveh-fellers is always soft
soapin'I Well, I'd ruther have plain sody
biscuits. I never did cyar for them Illinois 
grease top-biscuits. Now, sez I, I gotter 
hump myse'f." 

Doldrum watched the oank uneasily, and 
he picked up the double-barreled shotgun 
that stood in the corner, to make certain 
that it was loaded. It would be no joke to 
have Steve Bain come on board, carrying a 
handy little carbine-rifle, with himself �it
ting there unarmed. Steve would surely 
recognize him, and even the presence of a 
lady would hardly prevent him from be
ginning active hostilities, if he had the ad
vantage. 

IS BUT as the hours passed away,
Steve did not return to the boat. 
The smell of the roasting coon filled 

the cabin-boat, and the old lady flaxed 
around and around, getting things into good 
condition for dinner. She set the table and 
dished out a hunk of jelly-like apple-butter. 
She beat up fl.our and condensed cream and 
water for milk-gravy. She basted the coon 
with a long spoon, mumbling and muttering 
the incantations which good cooks say when 
they are very busy and have an unusually 
fine meal in the making. 

She watched the clock, and sent Doldrum 
up the bank to get a good _dry chunk of 
willow. 

Doldrum took the shotgun with him-"to 
shoot a squirrel," he said. But he was glad 
that one barrel was loaded with buckshot. 
He brought back the armful of willow, and 
the hot fire that flamed up put the finish
ing brown over the outside of the coon. 

When she had forked it out on a goose
platter three feet long, she began to won
der if she had forgotten the salt, or the 
pepper, or the sage, and she was sure she
hadn't turned it quite often enough. Dol
drum, man-fashion, bore her doubts and 
questionings and fears with inward rebel
lion, but open assurance that he guessed it 
was all right. The table was all ready, the 
Missouri sweet potatoes steaming in their 
dish, the hot biscuits, nearly three inches 
thick, steaming three at a time .beside the 
plates, the others keeping hot in the oven; 
and the river-woman was holding her chin 
as she surveyed the table, to see if she had 
forgotten anything. 

"Well," she admitted, "!t's all set except 
the gravy, and that's comin' to a b'il in 
the .drippin'-pan, an' the coffee's all ready. 
Phew! Now I wonder where that tamation 
Steve Bain isl I told him if he didn't come 
back in time, he'd go hungry tell supper! 
But I s'pose he got atter somethin' er 
other. Well, let's set up and eat, Mr. Forty
Seven-Names. My Ian'! I plumb £ergot to 
put on the drinkin'-water. Well, if you 
want a drink, you can h'ist the bucket into 
the river. I'm too damed tired to wriggle!" • 

She sat passively, breathing deeply as 
Doldrum drew the carving knife through 
the dark meat, and spooned a sweet potato, 
a slab of apple-butter, dressing and a slice 
of meat on the top plate. She broke a bis
cuit in three and helped. herself to a ladle 
of gravy, watching with approval the a"id
ity with which Doldrum helped himself, 
having set Steve Bain's plate to one side. 

"I bet my gal's man never had no better 
set-up than this!" she remarked, as she be
gan to eat. "You know, lots of them folks 
lives up the banks hain't no idea what it is 
to enj'y theirselves. I had one of them 
sassiety women ask me onct if I didn't 
suffer a great deal on the river! Wa'n't 
that all-get-out! Well, every critter to his 
own chankin's, as my old man used to say. 
I'm satisfied with what the Lord gives me!" 

When they had eaten, Doldrum helped 
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clear up the table, in spite of �e woman's 
protests, and he insisted on wiping the 
dishes. She put what was left of-the coon 
and hot-bread 3:Ud sweet p<>tatoes into the 
warmer, remarking: . · _ 

''I expect Steve'll be hongry i'-5 a dog 
when he gits back. Hyar 'tis most three 
o'clock! Hit won't be so good. But I ex
pect hit'll be eatable. Lawse!" 

When the wind began to go down, she 
grew more and more restless. She looked 
at the sky, went up to the top of the bank
and :finally told Doldrum to go see ir he
couldn't find Steve, or some trace of him. 
Taking the shotgun and. a fistful of car-

. tridges, he circled back to the levee, then 
crossed over to the river and came down 
the top of the bank. His eyes ranged from 
the flocks of geese and ducks in the sky to 
the tracks in the soft ground underfoot, and 
the surface of the river fifteen feet down 
the crumbling bank. 

His eye caught a yellow glint among the 
fallen leaves, and he found a .25-20 shell. 
There were several other empty shells of 
the same kind there underfoot, and when 
he looked around to see at what the car
tridges had been emptied, he observed the 
sa.11'1-bar and the goose- and man-tracks on 
it; smooth surface. There were �ddish 
stains, too, and some feathers. 

''He shore killed some birds theh!" Dol
drum remarked to himself. "Some shanty- . 
boater, like's not!" 

He looked carefully at the man-traeks, 
but was uncertain as to the kind they were. 
But a little farther down-stream he came 
to an eddy where the bank was well track
ed up, and here were the sharp-toed, trim
outlined tracks that meant sportsmen. A 
film of grease shining on the water and the 
sharp bow-nosings in the muddy sand 
showed that a launch, had been tied in 
there, and that very recently. 

He studied the tracks and signs • a long 
while, as river-men with plenty of time do. 
He saw where the bleeding geese had drip

,ped, and he noted the many footprints. He 
observed that one man had leaped fro,m the· 
top of the bank and • slid three feet down 
the slope, then made • another jump, and 
finally cleared the bank altogether. 

"That feller was-jes' a climbin'l" he mut-
tered . to himself, and then, with sudden • 
revelation, he cried, "Why, that's that 
M oonshind Lawsel Calliper hadn't quit 
runnin' when he got yere. Theh's a lady's 

shoe, too; Lillian Lotus's as I'm a sinner! 
Um-m. • The wind drove 'em in yere, an' 
that's how come hit Calliper stumbled into 
the old lady's shanty-boat! Lawse! Ain't 
she rearin' about her gal! I bet that 'was 
Steve Bain killed them geese. Them fel
ler's hadn't no .25-20, an' Steve had Lillian's 
rifle, by thunder! That's jes' what hap
pened. I ,wonder what Steve told Lillian? 
Well, i,f he don' come back, the old lady'll 
let me he'p float her boat down, I bet! • I'm 
gwine to tell her Steve's stoled that little 
rifle. That'll make her mad, an' mebbe I 
kin git to Memphis. Um-m. That's jes' 
what I'll do, an' if he ain't stoled the gun, 
when· he comes back-hue-e-e! I don' 
wanter meet that feller with my back to 
'im. He'd jes' soon shoot a feller as look 
at him, Steve would. I neveh did b'lieve 
in killin' anybody 'thout you had to. Well, 
I'll go give the old lady a_song an' dance!" 

Pal HE CONTINUED down the river-
� bank till he reached the bayou, then 

walked up to the cabin-boat, and 
aboard. There he gave Mrs. Quallam a 
faithful account of the things that he had 
seen in the soft river-bank ground, includ
ing the girl's footprints. 

"Don"t that beat all�get-out!" she ex
claimed. "That's what that gal wanted to 
Hetecs! She 'lowed I'd betteh stay abo'rd 
an' watch the bo't. Great guzzard! An' 
she sent that Steve Bain oveh to git her 
rifle! Wa'n't I an old ninny, lettin' him 
git hit _thataway. She always did set a 
store by that rifle. • Well, great land of 
Goshen, if I ain't all which-ways. The 
wind's.laid. You'n me'll pull out'n this, 
an' I'll chase them folks cla'r to N'Orleans, 
dod-rat 'em. Loosen up them lines. Sl,,ove 
off, an' we'll float to-night. Hit'll be good 
floatin'. The water's fallin', an' hits good 
weather. Think o' that gal o' mine 'lopin' 
thataway! Good Ian'! Gals gits sech trap
sin' no 'count notions in their haids nowa
days yo' cayn't trust 'em nowheres at alll 
Ketch that sweep, Mr. Man! If you kin 
pull a better oar nor I can, old's I be, you's 
a better man than mos', I'll tell ye that!" 

They rowed the boat down the bayou 
and out into the current. It was nearly 
sundown, and there was not a gust left, 
from the gale that had been blowing all the 
midday, to raise a wrinkle on the surface of 
the gleaming yellow river. 

The woman remarked that they'd better 
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make the bend, instead of trying to cut 
through the chute of Forked Deer, to which 
Doldrum nodded  assent. 

"Makin' that chute costs time!" he said. 
"They ain't no current to the foot of it, 
an' you got to pull your lights out on the 
oars!" 

"That's so. Well, you keep 'er stiddy, 
an' I'll git supper." 

He sat down on  a chair on the bow of 
the boat, with a foot resting on the oar
post, leaning back against the cabin. The 
boat was floating broadside to the current, 
swinging lazily, like the bar of a compass, 
back and forth. There were a few white 
clouds in the sky, and along the river to 
the west were the woods, whose trees came 
to the brink of the bank. Perched in the 
top branches of a tree was a hawk, waiting 
for a flock of blue jays or robins to fly out 
over the river where they would be unable 
to escape. Against the golden cloud where 
the sun was shining flew a flock of geese, 
and the gleam of the light outlined them 
with flickering fire, from bill-tips to the 
ends of their flashing wings-from the old 
leader to the tired gosling lagging at the 
end of the long V bar. 

Turning his head, he could see the snag
dotted Forked Deer sand-bar, the purple 
willows and the grim woods. ln the fore
ground was the heaving, coiling, undulating, 
bright yellow waters, with here and there a 
sodden leaf turning and diving in and out 
of sight. If marching down the levee had 
stirred his enthusiasm and quickened his 
steps, floating in mid-Mississippi smoothed 
the frown of apprehension from his fore
head, softened the set of his jaw and re
laxed the pose of his little figure. 

Now and then he chuckled softly, partly 
from exhilaration, partly from sheer con
tentment. Once around the bend he swept 
the banks far and near with his gaze, and 
scrutinized a little white shanty-boat in 
the eddy, down at the point-Jim Caeley's 
boat, he knew, for that was Jim's bend, 
where he had fished for nine years. Jim 
must have a lot of money buried or hid
den somewhere-and he knew how to take 
care of it, tool 

Inside, Mrs. Quallam was fl.axing around 
getting ready for supper. The noise turned 
Doldrum's thoughts to wondering what 
Steve Bain had told the sports. He won
dered, too, what Steve's plans were. 

"Steve neveh killed nobody to amount to 

anything," Doldrum muttered, ''but he's 
mighty slick losin' fellers from their 
la'nches. Y assuh, I expaict that's Steve's 
la'nch now-as good as hisn!" 

CHAPTER XII 

CALLIPER CA YN'T PULL LOOSE, NOHOW 

T
HE girl found a comfortable seat in the
stem of the launch, leaning her back 

and head against the cabin, where she could 
look back up the river. Calliper sat down, 

• �pposite her and facing her. From time to
time his glance followed her gaze, far up
the gleaming river and its wonderland of 
sand-bar, island, wilderness, liigh-flying mi

grants and the. awesome current, whose
grandeur was heightened by the swell and
wake of the launch.

He could look at the girl, stare at her,
without offense. Her mind was, seemingly,
at rest. Once in a while she sighed, her
bosom heaving. Her profile was firm, her
lips were rich in color and curve, her nos
trils broad, her eyes dark, her lashes long,
her forehead beautiful. Calliper gazed at
her with increasing interest and wonder.

He had never seen a girl like her before.
Her sJtin was smooth, and though ten thou
sand river-winds must have driven against
those cheeks, there was not a wrinkle nor a
blemish on them, th,ough three tiny lines in
the comers of her eyes told of the sun's
glare ·across the water, and, doubtless, of 
experience in looking the world fearlessly
in the eye.

For months Calliper had been traveling.
He had been around the Great Lakes,
watching fishermen and visiting the far
places. For years and years his thought
had been upon the lifework that he had
been called to do-the ministry. With good
heart he had studied, labored, given up his
whole mind to the things that needed him.
This year he had decided to give over to
getting a perspective on the studies that
he had made, so he had gone out into the.

• open. For weeks and months he had seen
no one except his two friends and the
wayside peop1e. Now he sat staring at the 
prettiest cabin-boat girl in the Mississippi
Basin with emotions that astonished and
subdued him.

He could not speak. He dared not ven
ture to speak. He sat looking at her with
an intensity and persistence that in some
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measure alarmed and troubled him. Reso
lutely he turned to look at the river, at 
the vast flood, but overwhelming wonder 
though it was, it drew his attention surely 
and irresistibly back to the countenance of 
the young woman who had never been out 

• of sight of the river, who knew it with the
intimacy of long association and experi
ence and who would, unquestionably, be
unable to endure any other mode of life,
unless-unless-- On this word the
young man dwelt in his thoughts.

Dimly, in the far background of his mem
ory, an idea danced up to plague him. His
mother, his sisters-the young women that
he knew back home-were not like her. He
could see them in his mind's eye-slender,
filigreed, pretty girls, mostly blue-eyed, now
that lfe tho.ught of it, and tall. Some could
play tennis and golf; some were parlor
ladies, and some were motor-car-girls.
Nearly all that he knew would, on a Sun-

• day morning, walk down the fine clean
streets of Utica, -with Bibles and lesson
papers and missionary-envelopes-gloved,
precise, gentle, sweet, good! But this girl
was good! She was strong, too, a great,
strong, beautiful girl, who knew things all
those other girls had never dreamed of
knowing, who was experienced in the great
school of life, who was brave amid dangers
that might well make strong men quail.

It seemed to Calliper as though the Fates
bad contrived to bring him to the presence
of this exotic, this strong and capable wom
an, for some purpose which he could inter
pret only in an uncertain and half-con
scious way. If in his memory h�r voice
boomed with unnatural weight and a trifle
harshly, he excused it because he realized
that to carry in a Mississippi River storm a
voice must be heavy and deep.

How long he sat there he could not
guess. It was while the last gusts of the
dry gale blew themselves away, while the
sun sank lower and lower out of the west
ern sky. It was while the heave and rock
of the storm waves subsided, and the wide
surface flattened out, and became smooth
and shining.

As the sun sank there came a change in
the afternoon. One moment there was a
balmy restfulness; the next a raw chill of
apprehension and expectation. She sensed
it as well as he did. She shivered and
sprang t o  her feet.

"Whltt you reckon my maw wanted to 

·go marry that ole store-boater for, any
how?" she exclaimed, "Don't that just
beat all?"

"I can't imagine!" he answered, half un
consciously. "ls the river ever more beau
tiful than it has been this afternoon?"

"No!" she answered, her tone changing,
"but I never did see Old Mississipp' when
it wasn't-wasn't--".

"Incomprehensible and wonderful!" 
"Yassuh. Hit holds anybody! When hit 

grips ye, you cayn't pull loose, nohow_!" 

[ro SHE entered the cabin, and Calli-
� per filled the lubrication-cups of the 

motor, which was running smooth
ly, with a sweet unobtrusive purring. When 
he followed her inside, she was at the 
wheel, with Wattles on one side, Coaner on 
the other, holding the course down the river 
like some daughter of Neptune. Steve Bain 
was at the oil-stove, making ready to get 
something to eat. 

With a pang, a feeling of resentment, he 
heard her bandying words with the two 
men. He could not quite he� what about. 
He sat down where he could talk to Bain, 
and Bain told him a long story of how he 
had tied-in just above Fort Pillow, a few 
years before, when ine whole face of the 
bluff caved in. 

"I'd 'lowed to drap down right under the. 
blufI next day," Steve said, "but, lawse! if 
I'd done that, I wouldn't be'n hyar to�day. 
Hit throwed a wave thirty foot high on the 
fur side the bank, an' they picked up two
hundred-pound cat-fish out there on the 
Bottoms. My shanty-boat was lifted right 
up and throwed on top a ten-foot-high 
bank, an' I had to dig a slide for hit, to 
git back into the water ag'in." 

The incident fell flat on Calliper's 
thoughts, as did other things that Bain told 
about, as he cooked and baked and mixed, 
getting supprr with the true versatility of a 
river-man. He was at home on any river
cra(t, on any island, towhead, sand-bar; in 
any town or wilderness. 

"They've lit the Gov'ment lights!" the 
girl called back. "I expect we'd betteh 
light ourn!" 

''1'11 do it!" Calliper exclaimed,. almost 
eagerly, and he soon had th_e side and 
mast lights burning. The little motor w!s 
started, so that they could have a light � 
the cabin. The girl came aft and took the 
other wheel, the curtains were drawn, and 
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the cabin-door closed, so that the glow of 
the light would not interfere with the pilot's 
sight. Wattics followed, and when she was 
on the steersman's seat he threw a thick 
sweater over her shoulders. 

"It's a raw night!" he remarked. 
"Thank ye kindly!" she said softly, not 

turning her head. "I don't expect we can 
trip very far to-night. But I want to get 
to Memphis. I want to git there before 
them old folks pulls out. Lawse! I'm shore 
obliged to you gen'lemen, lettin' me go 
down thisaway with you-all! The steam
boat don' come down tell day after to
morrow.'; 

"We're only too glad of the chance to be 
of assistance to you!" Wattics answered 
with emphasis. 

For a time they stared into the gloom in 
silence. She was alert, anxious, uneasy, as 
she turned the wheel over and back again. 
The responsibility of the night running was 
on her shoulders, and it was a dangerous 
night, with opacity mingled with false light. 
Over the surface of the river spread a faint 
mist in long undulations. No sooner had 
this appeared than she exclaimed: 

"We cayn't do bit! We got to tie-in. 
We'll drop in below this sand-bar and an
chor in the eddy there. Lawsel I'm plumb 
disapp'intedl But we mout hit a .snag er 
ram the bank!" 

The boat swung down the crossing, then 
she steered it up into the eddy under the 
point. She stopped the engine. Wattics 
went forward over the cabin and threw 
over the anchor. A minute later, the Moon
shine was swinging lazily, stem up-stream, 
in the reverse current. 

''What'd you stop for?" Coaner asked, 
opening the door. 

"Hit's misting up right smart!" she told 
him. "Hit aren't safe, running down 

•nights like this. I 'lowed we'd better drap
in yere now. I've floated lots of nights,
and we could float. But I don' reckon we'd
betteh. They's men cuts loose an' goes to
sleep floatin' all night in their shanty, but
I never could!"

Wattics lighted the engine-pit and wiped· 
off the fine piece of machinery work. It was 
a beautiful engine, and the girl sat down 
to watch him. He told her about the parts, 
the advantages and the disadvantages, the 
strength and the weakness of the motor. 

"I should think you would have a motor 
on your boat," he suggested. 

"I did reckon to, some time;" she told 
him, "but I never had no chance to learn 
about engines, an' maw was always set 
ag'in 'em. She 'lo:wed they warn't safe. 
Her brother blowed up in one down Plaque
mine way. She's be'n sot ag'in 'em eveh 
senct!" 

"They're safe enough if you know about 
them. Why, you handled the throttles 
when we landed int" 

''Yes. I be'n on 'em some. But I ain't 
no hand to fix machinery! That's quite 'a 
trick!" , _ 

"It's about the best there is." 
He tested the batteries, went over the 

bearings, tried the bolts for loose parts and 
burned his hand. He snatched it away 
with a sharp, wordless exclamatjon. 

''Don' you fellers eveh swear?" she asked. 
"My Ian'! Any man I eveh seen befo' 
would've tore the roof off. Ain' you got no 
salve er somethin' to put on yo' knuckl�?" 

He went into the cabin and got a First 
Aid wallet. She bathed his hand, then 
wrapped it with a bit of bandage. 

"That fixes it all right!" he remarked, 
with just a shade of extra meaning in his 
tone. 

"Shucks!" she exclaimed, with a toss of 
her head, adding with real sympathy, 
"there'll be a blister theh ;is big's a two-bit 
piece!" 

''No matter!" he remarked, going on pol
ishing the engine. ''You've always been on ' 
the river?" 

"ALWAYS. I was· bom on a 
shanty-boat in Arkansas Old �outh. 
Maw come out of Rock River when 

she was nineteen years old. They nev' had 
be'n nowhere, she an' paw. They 'lowed to 
trip to St. Louis. They never had be'n 
thirty mile from home. They neveh went 
back, 'ceptin' to visit. I be'n theh-lawsel 
Of all the pent-up, shet-in, dusty an' suffo
catin' places I eveh was in, you take one of. 
them back towns on a crick yo' kin jump 
acrost! I cayn't see how folks stan's hit. 
They say some of them folks jes' stays th� 
in one place, Winter an' Summer! Suff enn' 
Moses! I'd die, shet in thataway. I expect 
you-all's used to travelin' aroun'?" 

"Why, no, not very much. Never so far
as this before. I lived in Utica all my life, 
except when I went away to college." 

"You,.re eddicatedl I knowed you was• 
An' them other two? Are they eddicated?" 
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''Yes, both college-men:__ Princeton- and 
Harvard. I'm a Cornell man." 

"Shot I knowed you were!" 
"Why? How's that?" 
"Beca'se-beca'se--" she hesitated. 
''We tossed up, Coaner and I did-Calli-

per's a preacher and doesn't gamble-to see 
whether we should tour Europe . or come 
down the Mississippi.� won. We started 
in September. We just wanted to rest up 
-get away from the work and things."

''Yes, I expect we-all's plumb amusiil' to
you-uns?" , . 

''You seem like old friends, good friends, 
if that's what you mean." 

''No--'' 

"Jabbahl Set up!" Steve interrupted 
them. "Roast goose an' hot-bread an' all 
them fixin's. Hu�!" 

They gathered around the table, with the 
girl at the head, toward the bow, Steve and 
Calliper at the foot, and the others on either 
side. There was an ins�nt's hesitation, 
while Calliper asked a bl�ing. 

A great young goose sm_oked on the table, 
and Wattics slashed it into brown chunks. 
He served it with dressing, and there was a 
great bowl of brown gravy. In a minute 
all were eating like famished river-men. It 
was a delicious meal, and the three sports
men patted Steve on the shoulders. " "', 

.The best COOK we've struck yet!" they 
cried and, after they had eaten and had all 
tu�cd in to help with the dishes, except 
_ 111s3 Quallam, they leaned back in comfort, 
except for Steve, who wriggled uneasily in 
the glare of the light, under the eyes of all 
o_f them, especially under the amused scru
tmy of the young woman. 

"SteYe, I reckon you-all ain'· had much 
sech comfort as this have you?" she asked him. ' 

He glanced uneasily from one to another. "I b ' e n  m good bo'ts before," he an-swered boldly. "An' I be'n in po'r ones, tool Lan'! I come out'n the Ohio one time, in a Holston River canoe-eighteen foot long, two foot wide an' seven inchsides." 
"Gracious!" Calliper excla-imed. 
::How'd that happen?" Wattles asked. 
,Why, you see, I'd be'n-I was-Ime n another feller was 'fraid the Winter'dket�h us, a_n' s� we picked up that canoeout n a drift pile, an' whittled a couplepaddles •. Then we started. We come ri�htdown, night an' day, tell we got mo/ to

Memphis, an' theh we got a good skiff/' 
"Do boats cost much down here?" 

Coaner asked. 
"Well, that depends," Steve answered 

judiciously. "Hit depends - on who has 
'em, an' how tjght they hangs on to 'em!" 

The girl laughoo and, as the sportsmen 
looked toward her, doubtfully, she re
marked: 

"Steve'd call a log raft a good bo't!" she 
said. "I seen him droppin' down Arkansas 
River onct on two logs, settin' on a dead 
hog an' wearin' a stand-up collar!" 

"That's so. I neveh will ferget that 
time!" Steve chuckled. "Them clothes be
longed to a feller in a sawmill camp. He 
played a crooked game of cyards, he did, 
an' he'd got all my money. Then he got· 
my coat an' shirt, an' I hadn't nothin' but 
my vest an' a pair of pants. Well, when I
seen he was crooked, I cut through the side 
of hisn's tent one night, an' got all my 
money back, but he'd sold my dotes to ah 
nigger, so I took hisn . .I heam of him at
terwards. He hadn't no clothes left, an' 
nobody'd let 'im have none, so he had to 
cut a suit out of bed-quilts! Lawse! I'd 
jest loved to seen that feller hitting up that 
road, in them fancy home-made clothes, 
luggin' a yeller suit-case, an' ev'rybody hol
lering as he stepped off! I wore that white 
collar more'n half the Winter, but hit 
ketched ii.ah when I hung hit up over the 
stove one night, an' I neveh did get to get 
anotheh one." 

The listeners laughed, Calliper a little un
easily. 

"What a ·strange sense of justice pervades 
the river atmosphere!" he mused. 

"Does which?" Bain asked, starting up 
suspiciously. 

"I was just wondering why you do not 
appeal to the law when some one wrongs 
you, that was all!" he explained. 

The girl smiled almost pityingly. 
"They ain' no law on the riveh-not that 

kind!" she remarked. "This yere is riveh
Jaw!" 

She drew a heavy automatic pistol from 
her bosom and held it out flat on her 
hand quickly. • The three sportsmen 
straightened up, and Steve grinned with ad
miring appreciation. 

"Do you-do you carry a pistol?" Calli
per asked doubtfully. 

"Suttin'ly. I guess if you fellers can 
carry a hundred an' seventy-two pistols an' 
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The Guzzler's Grand Prix 

The men who had brought 'the horse 
across channel were diligent but uncom
municative. They took no notice what
ever of Eyre and Crawford, but attended 
to the horse, and slept above the stable. 
Early each morning they led him out for 
exercise, and once each day one of the men 
would mount him and let him out on the 
race-course for a rousing gallop. On these 
occasions neither of the men appeared to 
notice Eyre or Crawford, nor to wonder, 
even, why they watched so closely and fol
lowed the horse so closely through the 
streets. 

"D'you get the cunningness of Old King 
Cole?" _asked Crawford, .two days before 

· the rac-e. "How's that for keeping quiet,
eh? The touts are probably watching his
stable all this time, and he's leading them
a rare old dance, I'll bet! Still, we'll keep
both eyes lifting. We tracked the -Guzzler
down, and if we can do it, others can!
They'll nobble him yet, if we don't look
out!"

) 

00 SO, WITH the exception of their
daily trips as far as the course and 
back, to watch the Guzzler exercise, 

they saw nothing whatever of the city that 
amazed them so. Jane Jolliffe did the ex
ploring, and brought them back what news 
she could garner from the world outside, 
and she kept coming every hour or two to 
find out whether the horse was still un- . 
ha.rmed. After the first day her visits be- • 
gan to lengthen out, and the • periods in 
between them diminished somewhat. She 
and Eyre appeared to find a fund of things 
to talk about, and Crawford seized on those 
occasions to smoke his pipe alone. He 
swore that he enjoyed it-a lie that has 
possibly been forgiven him since then. 

Two days before the race she came back 
with the information that her father had 
reached Paris with Tarantula. 

"He's got him stabled right beside the 
course," she said, "and I went right up and 
spoke to him. He seems more than ever 
anxious that I should stay where I am and 
:watch, and he says there's more reason 
than ever for supposing that somebody will 
try to use-foul play!" 

"Did you tell him we were here?" asked 
Eyre, who had formed his own opinion, 
quite apart from anything that Jane had 
told him, of Mr. Jolliff e's honesty. 

"No," she said, ''I didn't." 

"Does he suppose you're staying here all 
alone, then?" 

"I suppose so." 
"Watching a strange stable, to try and 

prevent foul play?" 
"Not that exactly. He wants me to 

bring him news the moment anything oc-
curs." 

"Um-m�m!" said Eyre, and that was all 
he did say. But he evidently thought a 
lot, and kept on thinking. ,For, two hours 
later, he referred straight back to the same 
subject. 

"Waiting for the information, is he?" he 
remarked. "Well, I think he'll have to 
wait until the race is over!" 

Eyre would probably have been right in 
his surmise, for he and Crawford were fully 
capable of standing guard, but they both 
contrived to overlook one most important 
detail. They had shaken off the man they 
knew as Harry Singer-left him behind. in 
England to get as drunk as he could af
ford to on the little cash that they had let 
him keep-so they no longer had that gen
tleman to reckon with until the race was 
over. Then they could settle with him 
and be done with him for good and all. 
But they had forgotten the fact that Freddy 
Sharpe, against whom Jane Jolliffe had ex
pressly warned them, was a singularly as
tute individual. They kept a bright look .. 
out f9r him, but neglected to consider the 
likelihood of his hiring some one else as 
deputy to do his dirty work. Which, of 
course, was just exactly what Freddy Sharpe 

' did do. 
He waited, though, until the psychologic 

moment. He put off doing anything until 
the day before the race, when all the sport
ing papers had begun to give up hope of 
Guzzling Dick's appearance. The odds 
against Tarantula had shortened down to 
even money, for it seemed probable that he 
would have no competitor worthy of his 
form, but the bookies were still offering no 
more than ten to one against Guzzling Dick, 
for Colonel Cokely had a reputation as a 
maker of surprises, and his money was not 
known to have been wagered yet. 

� THE evening of the day before the 
... race was drawing in. Eyre and

Crawford, their veins tingling with 
excitement, were vigilantly st�ding guai;d
Everything around the stables was qwet 
and as it should be, when Jane Jolliffe 
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returned from an exploring expedition to an
nounce her failure to discover any sign of 
Colonel Cokely's arrival on the scene. 

"That seems strange!" said Crawford. 
"I've never heard of his running a horse of 
his without being there to see the race. 
Did you try the Jockey Club?" 

She told him she had not. It was the 
one place where she had not had nerve 
enough to make inquiries. 

"Then I'll go myself," said Crawford. 
"Why not ask the men who're looking 

after the horse first?" suggested Eyre, and 
Crawford consented. 

"Sure!" said both of them together, when 
Crawford approached them and put his 
question as offhandedly as he could man
age. "The Colonel's in Paris. Why?" 

"Where's he staying?" 
"Dunno!" they ·answered. And not an

other word could he get out of them. 
"Then there's nothing for it but the 

Jockey Club!" said Crawford, and dashed 
away for a cab. 

Jane went around to her hotel, and Eyre 
was left on guard alone. Ten minutes later 
still, one of the men in charge of Guzzling 
Dick passed out through the archway on 
some errand or another, and the other man 
went up into the loft above the stable, leav
ing the stable-door unguarded. That did 
not trouble Eyre in the least, for nobody 
could reach the stable except by passing 
him, and he watched every one who went 
under the archway with eyes that would 
have recognized an Englishman at half a 
glance. 

�- WHEN three Frenchmen, dressed 
� i n  overalls, walked through the arch 
- • . he took no notice of them. To him
they were just three jabbering foreigners,
of rather more than usual size, and rather
more than usually noisy. Even if he had
been suspecting Frenchmen of sinister de
signs, it would never have occurred to him
that conspirators would laugh and joke-

. with one another as they went about their
' business. So they passed him unques
. tioned. And they reached the stable-door

unquestioned too, and entered "it. It was 
then that Eyre woke up. 

He reached the stable with a rush, dash
ing through the doorway fifteen seconds 
a fter the last of the three men had· disap-
peared through it. 

He was greeted by the sound of plung-

ing, and stamping, and by something else. 
A fist shot out, and landed straight between 
his eyes with a force that would have sent 
most men to the land of dreams. It only 
served to arouse Eyre's dander. 

He let out blindly, for the blow had dazed 
him, and he could not see his assailant. 
But he hit something, and whatever it was 
he hit went down in front of him like a 
log. 

When his brain cleared, he saw one of 
the three men in overalls standing bent 
forward like a blacksmith, with Guzzling 
Dick's near hind leg held tight between his 
knees. The third man held a mallet and, 
as Eyre looked, he brought it down with a 
crack on the horse's fetlock. 

Pandemonium followed. The man who 
held the horse's leg let go. The horse 
lashed out with both hind legs like a charge 
of dynamite, and Eyre rushed in. The 
third Frenchman was down on the floor, 
spluttering • still, and trying to regain his 
wind, but the other two were very much 
alive, and they met Eyre's rush half-way, 
with a savage fury that almost took him 
off his guard. 

He seized one by the throat and the 
other by the waist, .and bore both of them 
to the ground. 

A fight ensued that beggared description 
-with a savage horse lashing out frantical
ly within a foot of Eyre's head.

The noise was terrific. They yelled, and 
Eyre cursed, and the injured horse did his 
best to kick the stable into splinters. Sud
denly, when Eyre's grip on one French 
man's throat had almost throttleq. him, and 
a rain of blows from the second French
man's fist had brought the blood streaming 
down Eyre's face, the third Frenchman re
covered his wind sufficiently to rise. For 
half a second he stood looking at the malee, 
then • he sprang in and aimed a savage 
kick at the Sergeant, which landed on the 
back of his head and put him out of action. 

Instantly the other. two sprang up and 
kicked him. They would have killed him, 
probably, had not the stableman who
should have been on guard come rushing 
down the stairway with only half his 
clothes on and shouted an alarm. 

The Frenchmen had scarcely turned to 
meet him when two gendarmes made their 
appearance -in the doorway and arrested 
everybody!. 

The stableman who had gone off on an 
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errand returned just at that minute, and 
since he had evidently had nothing to do 
with the actual fighting, the gendarmes left 
him in charge of the horse. An ambulance 
was brought, and Eyre was -thrown in it 
and driven t>ff. But the three Frenchmen 
and one groom were marched away in hand
cuffs. Behind them, and talking to the 
Frenchmen volubly in Gascon French, there 
walked a square-shouldered man of middle 

• height, and evidently prodigious strength,
whom they addressed from time to time as
M'sieu Sharpe. He had turned up when the
fighting was all over, but he seemed to take
an all-absorbing interest in it.

11111 ONE hour later Eyre had sufficient
lllJ lY recovered from the kick to have
• · explained to him by a police official
that he stood charged with the offense of
criminally injuring a horse, and endeavor
ing to kill the three men who had tried to
prevent him doing it. The information was
given him through the medium of an inter
preter, who,however, de4ined pointblank to
translate his indignant explanation of the
facts. He was told that he would be
brought· before an examining magistrate
next morning.

At that 'selfsame minute Crawford re
turned from a fruitless search for Colonel 
Cokely, to find one lone stableman engaged, 
with a bucket of water and· a sponge, in 
attending to a swollen fetlock that -quite 
evidently would prevent the horse from • 

• running on the morrow in spite of all his 
efforts. 

"What's happened?" demanded Craw
ford in an awestruck voice. 

The stableman looked up at him an9 
1eowled.' 

"Get out o' here!" he snarled. "So that 
was what you were hangil.ig round here for, 
was it-you and your ten�foot friend! You 
dirty, low-down scum of a stable-sneak! 
Get out o' here quick, or I'll have you ar
rested like the other one!" 

"Arrested? Wh;i.t d'you mean?" 
"Get out o' here, I said!" 
The stableman dropped his sponge and 

walked toward the door, with the evident 
intention of summoning assistance, so Craw
ford thought discretion best. He stood out
side the door, and asked him further ques
tions, but could get nothing out of him be
yond a string of choicely worded threats. 

• So he - left him, and went round to find

Miss Jolliffe. He knew of no other way of 
obtaining information. She could talk 
French, at least. 

CHAPTER XII

COLONEL COKELY .CONTRIVES 

"J DON'T see what we can do, Miss Jol-
liffe," said Crawford 'dismally', on the 

morning following. "The best thing we 
can do is to go and see the race. We may 
as well get that much satisfaction!" 

''I_ don't even like to pretend to enjoy 
myself," she answered, "while poor Ser
geant Eyre's in jail on a false charge!" 

"All the same," said Crawford, "he'll like 
to hear about the race when he gets out, 

• and he'll like to hear about it at first-hand,
too!"

They were tired and sleepy, both of them.
They had spent the whole night and half
the' morning in rushing round Paris in a
vain endeavor to secure the unlucky Eyre's
release, and they had failed, whichever way
they turned. They had tried the police
station first, and had not even been allowed
to see him, or send a message to him. In
fact, it was only after an almost intermin
able search that they had discovered, even,
which station it was where he was con
fined.

Next, they had tried the Consulate, to
find it. closed. When they had returned
there in the morning and had explained
their mission, they had been rebuffed.
They had even been to the British Embassy,
and an official there had told them that it
was not the policy of the British Govern
ment to interfere on beh&ll of lawbreakers.
If Sergeant Eyre was guilty, he would un
doubtedly be punished in accordance with
the law of France; and if he were not guilty,
he would be released. The official. refused
even to send a message through to Eyre.

Jane Jolliffe had gone in search of her
father, and had told him of the horse's in
jury. He had feigned distress at the news,
but ,she had had no difficulty in detecting
an undertone of exultation in his voice. A
moment later she had heard him, in the
next room, telephoning to somebody or
other, whose name she could not catch, to
bet heavily on Tarantula. She had insisted
on his coming at once to Eyre's assistance,
but he had refused her firmly. He affected
to be shocked at the idea of attempting to
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help a man who would injure some one 
else's horse. 

"Let him rot in jail!" he said. "The 
low-down blackguard!" 

Jane had spoken up for Eyre, and had 
asserted her absolute knowledge that he 
was falsely charged, but her father had 
laughed at her cynically. He told her to 
"go and tell that story to the Horse Ma
rines," and seemed so jubilant, and so de
termined to believe in Eyre's roguery, that 
Jane lost her temper. 

"You've never even met the man!" she 
told him. 

"And I never even want to meet him!" 
he answered her. 

In the end they quarreled seriously, for 
his joy at the injury to Guzzling Dick was 
much too evident, in spite of his efforts to 
conceal it, and she became convinced that 
it was her father, and none other, who ·was 
at the bottom of the whole business. 

She had sought him out again in the 
morning, though, to make a final effort to 
induce him to come to Eyre's assistance, 
and she found him on the race-course. He 
pointed out Colonel Cokely to her. She 
saw only his back, as he disappeared 
through a gate leading off the course, but 
her father told her gleefully that he "never 
saw a Johnny look so glum in all his life!" 

And he refused more peremptorily than 
ever to have anything to do with Eyre. 

"You say he's one of Cokely's men?" he 
asked her. "Then let Cokely help him!" 

And that was the last conversation that 
she ever had with her father. 

!191 SHE went off at once, to try to 
� overtake the Colonel, but he had • disappeared already in the • crowd
outside the course. 
1 "Let's go to the race." said Crawford. 
"If it don't do Eyre any good, it won't 
hurt him and there's just the chance that 
we may run. up against the Colonel there. 
If we do, I'll speak to him, whoever he's 
with! He's not fond of watching races, 
though, unless a horse of his own is run
ning. I don't mind betting that he's gone 
straight back to England, and left the 
horse to follow him. And by the by Miss 
J olli:ffe, talking of England-have y�u got 
any money? Mine's all gone-what with 
cab-fares and one--thing and another. You 
see, Eyre and I betted pretty close to every 
penny we could raise on Guzzling Dick, 

and didn't leave ourselves much more than 
enough for our return-fares. We counted 
on the Guzzler's winning! If I happen 
to see an English bookie on the course I 
can get a little bet down on Tarantula on 
credit, and raise money that way--other
wise I'm broke, and so's Eyre." 

"I've got about ten pounds!" she told 
him. -

"Um-m-m! That's scarO::ly enough for 
you-let alone us two! D'you think your 
father might--" 

"As long as I live," she said firmly, "I'll 
never touch another penny of his money! 
It's all dirty money! He doesn't get it 
honestly!" 

Crawford whistled. 
"Well, never mind, Miss Jolliffe!" he 

said, with an attempt . to appear cheerful. 
"Maybe_we'll meet the Colonel, and any
how we're not right .up against it yet. 
There's maybe worse to come!" 

� THEY reached the course ten min-
� utes before the time set for the first 

race, and were too busy working 
their way through the surging crowd to 
have time either to see the race or find an 
English bookie who might know Crawford 
or even look for the Colonel. In the inter
val between the first race and the second 
they could only realize the practical impos
sibility of finding any one they wanted in 
that throng. 

Jane Jolliffe was for buying tickets for 
the Paddock, but Crawford pointed out to 
her the need for economy in the present 
state of her finances. 

"Keep your money!" he advised her. 
''Let's get opposite the grand stand, and 
keep a bright lookout for him. Then if 
we see him, let's buy one ticket, and I'll 
go in and speak to him. What's the use of 
throwing money away until we know he's 
there?" 

The Grand Prix was the fourth race of 
the day. While the secona and the third 
races were being run, they pressed up 
against the railing opposite the grand stand 
and strained their eyes to catch a glimpse 
of the only man in France who ,could save 
the situation for them. Once Jane thought 
she caught sight of him, _but the man she 
pointed out to Crawford turned out to be 
some one else and their hearts went down 

. . ' agam with a flop. 
Then the numbers went up for the Grand 



The Guzzler'$ Grand Prix 215 

Prix, and the course and the crowd became 
a bedlam of shouting maniacs all striving 
for a good position from which to view the 
race. There was still no sign of Colonel 
Cokely anywhere. He had probably gone 
home. 

The course was cleared by mounted gen
darmes, and a sudden silence fell on the 
scrambling crowd, as one by one the horses 
:filed out on the course-led by Taran
tula, curveting and prancing as though he 
felt fit for the one race of his life. 

"Six to one!" yelled an English bookie in 
the crowd. "Six to one, Tarantula!" 

"How's that?" asked Crawford. "He 
was evens yesterday!" 

Suddenly he gripped Jane Jolliffe's arm 
with a strength that made her squeal. 

''Look! Look, Miss! Those are Colonel 
Cokely's colors!" 

"Four to one, Guzzling Di&!" yelled the 
bookie. "Fours the Guzzler!" 

There was· a rush to bet with him, and 
somebody on the grand stand flashed him 
a signal. 

"Three to one Guzzling Dick!" he 
shouted. 

Crawford and Jane Jolliffe turned and 
stared at one another. Were they mad, or 
dreaming, or had a miracle happened? 

They had last seen Guzzling Dick in a 
dark courtyard-stable more than a mile 
away, with a, swelling on his fetlock like a 
water-b�ttle, and his near hind leg raised 
off the ground because he could not bear 
the pain of lowering it. And here-glossy 
as brown satin, prancing tnd snatching at 
his bit like a steam-fed devil, and with all 
four legs in -perfect working order-came 
the self-same Guzzler, bearing an English 
jockey on his back who wore the green and 
gold and gray of Colonel Cokely! 

"And there's the Colonel!" exclaimed 
Crawford. "There he is-see!" 

It was none other .., than the Colonel. 
There was not a doubt of it. He was stand
ing against the paddock-railings, watching 
each of the thirteen horses file out onto 
the course, and smiling the grim smile that 
his Regiment knew so well. 

"You'll excuse me, Miss," said Crawford1 

"but I'll be -- if I understand it!" 

all HE UNDERSTOOD the race, 
al1 though. There was no mistaking 

. any part of it, or Guzzling Dick's 
share in it, either! The Guzzler got away in 

front, and streaked ahead until he led the 
field by ten good lengths. And there he 
stayed, with the rest-Tarantula included
galloping their hearts out in a vain effort 
to reduce his lead. He flashed past the 
winning post alone, and Colonel Cokely 
came down to the paddock-gate himself to 
lead him in. 

"Come on, Miss!" said Crawford, seizing 
Jane Jolliffe's arm, as the crowd surged out 
onto the course again. "Let's go and catch 
him before he gets away!" 

"Eyre and I have won seven hundre.d 
pounds between us!" he told her as they 
ran. 

CHAPTER XIII 

JANE JOLLIFFE FINDS HERSELF NOT ALTO

GETHER UNPROTECTED 

A
N APPLICATION to the Embassy,
when made by Colonel the Honorable 

Kingston Cokely, was rather different, it 
' seemed, from one having exactly the same 

end in view when made by Sergeant Craw
ford. The Colonel took his time, though, 
before he made it. There was the horse to 
be seen to1 first-the real Guzzling Dick
and the other horse that had masqueraded 
as the Guzzler, to such good purpose! 

He saw them both into their horse-boxes 
and off on their way to England before he 
found time for other matters. 

In the meantime Crawford went to the 
police station and waited for him there, 
on his instructions. Miss Jolliffe sat with 
him, refusing pointblank to return to her 
hotel until she knew for certain that Ser
geant Eyre had been released from durance 
vile. She remained seated when Colonel 
Cokely at last stalked in, accompanied by 
some one from the Embassy, and though 
each saw the other, neither bowed. 

Five minutes later, Eyre was produced 
with his head in bandages, and looking 
more like a bespoiled mummy than a Brit
ish sergeant. His size was almost all that 
had been left of him apparently. Craw
ford swore lustily at the sight of him, and 
Jane Jolliffe ground her teeth. 

"I would like to say," said Colonel Coke
ly, "that this man bears a most exemplary 
character. He has been twelve years in 
my Regiment, and I know .all about him, 
Has he been before a magistrate?" 

"Not yet, sir,"_ said the police official. 
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"He was not considered well enough to be 
arraigned." 

"Ahl Well, there are certain matters 
that I would lik� to inquire into in your 
presence. Possioly you have a competent 
interpreter available? You can then satisfy 
yourself whether it is worth your while to 
proceed against him, and I can decide 
whether to take his part or not." 

The police official agreed readily enough 
to that, having a positive yearning to see 
justice done, since the Embassy seemed in
terested. 
• "You spoke of a letter?" said the Colonel,

turning to Sergeant Crawford. "Produce
iU"

Crawford produced the orders that Pike 
had sent to Harry Singer, instructing him 
to "nobble" Guzzling Dick. The only word 
in that that needed interpretation was "nob
ble," and Colonel Cokely had· to manage 
it. The official interpreter did not have 
the word in his vocabulary. 

"Now, tell your version of the story," he 
ordered Eyre. 

Eyre did so, in about fifty words. He 
cut it short for several reasons, not least of 
which was the fact that his mouth was al
most out of action as a result of the French
man's hammering. 

"What possessed you to come to Paris 
at all?" asked Cokely. 

"Wanted to see you get fair play, sir!" 
he mumbled through unwilling lips. 

Colonel Cokely coughed. "Quite quixotic 
of you!" he remarked. 

"No, sir! Not altogether!" 
"Ahl Well, you see how it is," he said 

to the police official. "This letter proves 
that these two men became aware of a plot 
to injure a horse of mine. At about the 
same time, and from a different source, I 
became aware of the same thing. I keep 
my affairs to myself, as a rule, and with
out telling any one except my trainer and 
two grooms whom I could trust, I sent an
other horse, that looked very much like 
Guzzling Dick, across to Paris. I had him 
labeled Guzzling Dick, and had my name 
written on the label, in the hope that the 
-ah-criminals would mistake him for the
real one, as it seems they did.

"These two men, however, made the 
same mistake. They seem to have been 
anxious to prevent any such thing happen
ing, and they followed the horse to keep an 
eye on him. The horse was injured, and 

this man Eyre seems to have caught the 
_men who did it in the act, and there you are!" 

"But are you certain," asked the police
man, "that these soldiers were not inter
ested in having the horse h�? Can they 
prove the contrary?" 

The Colonel turned on Crawford again. 
"Have you won any money on the race?" 

he asked. 
"About seven hundred pounds, sir!" 
"At starting price?" 
"No, sir. We sent the money to Flush

ing, at a quoted price." 
"Have you the receipt for it?" 
Crawford dived into his pocket and pro

duced a printed slip. 
"There you are, sir," he said. 
The Colonel took the slip and handed it 

to the policeman without so much as look
ing at it. 

"That ought to make things clear," he 
said. 

And the policeman admitted that it did, 
for surely no two men would attempt to in
jure a horse on which they believed they 
stood to win a sum of seven hundred 
pounds! 

"Can you take him before a magistrate 
at once?" asked the Colonel. "I'd like to 
have his case dismissed as soon as possible. 
He's due to be back on duty to-morrow 
afternoon!" 

"I believe so," the official answered, and 
he sent a messenger to make absolutely sure 
that the magistrate was sitting. 

"In the meantime," said the colonel, "if 
you'll allow me, I would like to have a lit
tle talk with Eyre." 

1ma THE policeman allowed him to take 
iffli Eyre to one side where he could not

be overheard, and the giant stood 
in front of him as meekly as a child, and 
quite evidently wondering. 

"Now, understand me, Sergeant!" the. 
Colonel said. "I have no intention of in
terfering in any way with your rights. If 
you want to go ahead-why, go ahead! 
The law in France is very strict in cases of 
assault, and you can have these Jnen severe
ly punished if you wish. But-and let me 
remind.you again that you can do exactly 
as you wish-if you prosecute tl10se men, 
you will have to drag in both Pike and 
Jolliffe-and; if you drag them in, I fail 
to see how you can keep Jolliffe's daughter 
out of it! 





THE CAMP-FIRE 

A MEETlNC·PLACEto.rREAOERS.WRlTERS aiw AOVENTU RERS 

I
N THE Camp-Fire two months ago,
in connection with Donald Francis 

McGrew's "The Wail of the Pogaree," I 
quoted Mr. McGrew long enough to indi
cate that legends of the Silver Creese are 
very real and living matters in the Philip
pines. You may chance to recall how the 
old dato, half mad with grief for his son, 
fashioned the jeweled Silver Creese and with 
it defied the God he had previously wor
shiped, how he never came back from the 
mountain and how the Silver Creese went 
on to other adventures, always bloody. 
And I wouldn't tell any more than that 
because Mr. McGrew was writing the stories 
of these adventures. 

Well, "Two and the.Silver Creese" in this 
number is one of the stories about the 
Creese, except that it isn't, and the follow
ing letter from Mr. McGrew adds to its 
-interest:

• It is a true story, save that it was a string of
pearls instead of the Creese, and was told me by 
the same priest who related others you have read. 

I wish you could have spent a few evenings with 
that priest and me. Once in a while, when the moon 
was very soft, and the shapes of memory had fast 
hold of him, he would call me."My boy of the long 
ago." I never could get him to tell me that story; 
it always made me feel peculiar, anyhow, when he 
said that. But' I liked the old fellow fine, and I 
have him to thank for many evenings of pleasant 
talk, as well as a great many oth�r things a man 
gains by coming in contact with a gentleman and a 
scholar. 

N
OW as to "The Winner," in this issue:

Mr. Townend tells me that something 
very, very like that happened in Belfast a 
few years ago, when two sergeants fought 
for the midd�eweight championship of the 
regiment. 

deal more before he is through with this 
old world. Some day we'll have the highly 
amusing tale of "The Commandeered Bar
ber," a reminiscence of insu"ecto days, 
which he has contributed for the amUSC!"' 
ment of the rest of the Camp-Fire. Mean_"'.' 

while we have in this issue "The Cost of the 
Battle -Lust." Follows the letter with 
which the story was first submitted to the 
magazine: 

Los Angeles, Cal.

Enclosed please find "The Cost of the Battle. 
Lust," a story founded upon the actual experiences 
of the author in Mexico during the retreat of the 
shattered insurrecto army at the battle of Tia 
Juana, June 22, 1911, aft�ee hours of fighting 
against overwhelming odds. 

This army was in the command of Genera_\ 
--, a soldier of fortune under five flags, and on. 
whose staff at this and other engagements I had 
the honor of serving. The "army" comprised 150 
Americans, all of them adventurers and fighting 
purely for the "fun of the thing." 

At the battle of Tia Juana these Americans, term
ing themselves insurrectos, marched out and fought 
1500 federal soldiers under Governor Vega of En
senada, Lower California. We left more than one
third of our number on the field. The enemy lost 
approximately 250 men. The battle was fought , 
twenty-two miles from San Diego, California. Our 
wounded, numbering forty, were butchered to a 
man. ,,

I am a newspaper reporter in this city, and at the 
time had penetrated the war-zone and joined the 
rebel army for a story. The description of this re
treat and the pleadings of the wounded that they be 
carried away to escape massacre have never been 
printed before. I never got a chance to hand in roy 
last story to my paper from the field, because I was 
jailed with the rest of the fugitive army and penned 
in the military prison at Fort Rosecrans for five 
days. 

This was the last battle of the revolution of 1911. 
We had been fighting for Madero against Diaz, but 
on Madero's ascension to the presidency we prompt-
ly raised the standard of Ricardo Flores l\fagon, a • 
man whom most of us had never heard of before, 

AS AN insurrecto in Mexico, newspaper but who is now serving eleven months in the U.S. 

. reporter in_ Los _Angeles, cow-puncher - prison on McNeil's Island for violation of neutrality
laws as a direct result of our enthusiasm for him. Ill the San _Lws Obispo country, actor in General -- is serving three years as a result San Francrsco, real-estate salesman in of his Mexican experiment. 

Sacramento, etc., Fred V. Williams has, Sincerely, 
for twenty-five years of age, had his share FRED V. WlI.LiillS. 
of exciting times and h d . P. S.-Lower California was held by these Amer-expects to ave a goo 1cans for three months against the combined forces 
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of the Government. It was only after the close of 
the revolution in the east that the Govemment'"\Vas 
enabled to concentrate its attention on us, which 
ended in our defeat. Machine guns did it. 

THOUGH it was finished nearly a year
- ago, we still get constant demands for

back numbers of ADVENTURE containing 
Honore Willsie's "Kut-le of the Desert." 
Our stock of the July, 1912, issue is entirely 
exhausted. Frederick. A. Stokes Company, 
443 Fourth Avenue, New York City, will 
bring the story out in book form early this 
Fall under the title "The Heart of the 
Desert," and all future inquiries should be 
addressed to them. 

H
ERE is the letter that accompanied
Ledward Rawlinson's story in this 

issue when he first submitted it to us: 

Herewith "Plunkey, Troubadour," another story 
of Bolivia, which I hope you will like. I could sign 
an affidavit to about ninety per cent. of the story. 

Everybody got drunk the day they buried Plun
key, for no one realized his worth until after he was 
gone. That night at dinner a number of exiles 
stood up in the dining-room of the Hotel Guibert and 
drank a toast to his departed spirit. It was one of 
the most solemn yet ridiculous things I have ever 
witnessed. 

LONG ago I meant to explain, to those
who noticed a letter from H; Bedford 

Jones in a previous "Camp-Fire," that Soan
ge-taha found Man-Who-Makes-No-Shad
ow again, on a "lost forty _ acres" µp in 
Michigan. Mr. Jones blew into the office 
one day and told me about it, he ,being the 
former gentleman. Those who didn't notice 
needn't worry. 

-----

BORN in Ireland, an orphan at eleven 
and without a single relativ�, selling 

papers on London streets, printer's devil, 
milk-seller, cabin-boy. This much and 
what follows I learned about Edgar Wallace 
-whose "Carlew Deals in Riffs" is in this
issue-by means of a letter he sent me from
England, saying, "I send you some stuff
which has been written about me. I neither
indorse nor deny anything which is in
it! Except the main facts are fairly ac .... 
curate." 

At fourteen he had been half.:Way round 
the world; at sixteen was keeping time for a 
contractor at four a week. At seventeen he 
joined the British a.rµiy and served his 
country for six years in• the infantry and 
on the medical staff. 

Probably no English writer knows as much about 
"Tommy Atkins" as Edgar Wallace, and no writer 
save Kipling is as well known to the British soldier 
as the author of "Smithy," a book which enjoyed 
a phenomena:! sale in 1905. 

With his corps to South Africa in 1896; 
Mashonaland Rebellion; Benin Expedition. 

It was while Wallace was in South Africa that his 
work-he was writing poetry for the local papers-
attracted the attention of Rudyard Kipling, who 
was on a visit to the Cape. Kipling asked the young 
soldier to dine, and gave him a memorable piece of 
advice: 

"Your stuff is all right. What you want now is 
a little spit and polish." 

Of his rapid rise as war correspondent, 
editor, writer, poet, special correspondent, 
his love for racing and sport generally, his 
wanderings and other things, there will be 
more later. For there will be more stories 
by Mr. Wallace. 

Incidentally, William Jennings Bryan is 
the godfather of his son, Bryan Wallace. 

-you will remember that at the March
Camp-Fire L. Warburton gave us,

under title of "The Back-of-Beyond," a
vivid description of the almost unknown
interior of his native land, Australia. So
that ·now you will all the more enjoy his
story in this issue, "Through the 'Never
Never' Land." Which, by the way, is
practically a narrative of actual fact, as you
will see by the following letter from Mr.
Warburton:

Herewith a yam of the Australian bush. Of
course it is not entirely fact, but it is based on the
experiences of a man who died about two years
back. His name was R. T. Price-Maurice.

Maurice was a man of about forty years of age
when I met him first. I had just returned to South
Australia from Africa, and was sick of wandering.
I had a kink in my nut that it was up to me to go to
work again, but I couldn't find it. I met Maurice
one night and, after some interesting talk, he showed
me his armory.

It was the first time I had seen an automatic
pistol, and I was greatly interested in his opinions of
the efficacy of certain weapons for stopping men.
I opined that a Lee-Enfield nickel bullet was as
good as the best soft-lead plug, if you broke the
nickel away from the nose and gave it a chance to
expand. Maurice had the same opinion, but held it
didn't apply to his automatic, which fired nickel- •
shelled bullets so damed quick that he cou_ld en
large a hole to the size an expanding bullet would
make, in time to stop any man living. Then I had
his own version of the shooting of the Afghan.

I knew there had been trouble over the incident,
and the wealthy countrymen of the man who was
killed by Maurice in the bush, away from civiliza
tion, insisted on the most strict inquiry. Maurice



220 Adventure 

pleaded self-defertse and custom of the bush, and, as 
no jury would have convicted him of manslaughter, 
the State did not prosecute. 

Maurice was a wealthy man, owning a couple of 
stations and drawing an income of about four thou
sand a year, but he was never happy unless in the 
bush. For the comforts and luxuries of a city he 
had no time. He had been well-educated; had trav
eled all over the world, and at the time I met him 
was satisfied there was no place for adventure like 
the vast interior. He had made a number of explor
ing trips of considerable value to the State, entirely 
at his own expense, and the love of the life was in 
his blood. 

A week after I first met him he paid me the com
pliment of asking me to go with him. It was a com
pliment, because he generally took out only his 
black-boy and a camel-driver. I was thinking of it 
when I received ah appointment in Western Aus
tralia and accepted it with the idea of making a "re
spectable start toward' "settling down." Maurice 
went out over the track I have selected for my story, 

and had a terrible time getting through. That trlp 
and the Afghan shooting I have linked up and 
thro� back into the earlier stages of l\faurice's life. 

LAST month I asked what you thought 
of a department to serve as a clearing

house for adventures and adventurers. Be
fore what I had writfen could reach your 
eyes we receiv_ed so many inquiries along 
this line that my question seemed answered 
by you in advance, and we open the de-
partment with this issue. 

And at present writing I'm awaiting 
your opinions on the suggested department 
of ''Lost Trails" for learning the· where
abouts of comrades of other days, and on 
the plan for identification cards as set forth 
last month. 

"WANTE·D 

-MEN and

ADVENTURES 

NoTE.-We offer this corner of the Camp-Fire, free of charge, to such of our readers as may care to avail 
themselves of it. Naturally we can not vouch for any of the letteis,the writers thereof, or any of the claims 
set forth therein, beyond the fact that we receive and publish these letters in good faith. We reserve the 
privilege of not publishing any letters or part of a letter. Any inquiry for adventures-or·adventurers sent 
to this magazine will be considered as intended for publication. at our discretion, in this department, with 
all names and addresses' given therein printed in full,· unless such inquiry contains contrary instructions. 
In the latter case we reserve the right to substitute for real names any numbers or other names. We are 
ready to forward mail through this office, but assume no responsibility therefor. 

CAN any one use a man with the following 
qualifications? Has been a sailor and knows 

a bit of navigation; served in one navy and two 
armies; worked as painter, cow-puncher, real
estate salesman, engineer; considered fairly good 
with a machine-gun. "I am open for anything with 
a chance for action and a little of the 'yellow.'" 
(Has tried Mexican army and prefers something 
else.) Very truly yours, (No. 1.) L. BusHNELL, 
Hotel Sonora, Cananea, Sonoro, Mexico, Lock Box 
323 .• 

WANTS "to know of any railroad or other work 
or expeditions that are going on or will start 

soon. "I've been knocking around South America 
for about six years now and I'm 'about sick of it.
Been to North Africa and around the Mediterra-
nean some." Very truly yours, No. 2. 

T
HE interesting letter from No. 3 our legal advisors decided could not be 

used, at least till we had definite details. 

Quite a big expedition, promising plenty of 
adventure for all those adventurers who 
would throw in their lot with the enter
prise. Of course it may very well be quite 
legitimate, but it looked, too much like a 
filibustering enterprise. ADVENTURE does 
not undertake to assist in violating the 
laws of our country. If you recruit through 
this department you must satisfy us of the 
legality of your intentions. No. 3's name 
will not be given and no letters to him will 
be forwarded. 
A NY one need a "reliable, heaJthy and strong 

man"? Three years in U. S. army-one in 
Island of Jolo, P. I. Honorably discharged. Pros
pected, mined and trapped from Arizona to_ Can
ada; punched cattle; stoked on ocean liners. In 
Me.-..ico and along the border when trouble broke 
out. "Would like employment where there is some-
thing doing.'' Very truly yours, No. 4. 
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"JN THE 'Camp-Fire' for February I find 'The 
only claim a man need advance for a seat 

with us is his desire to take it.' May I change that 
to read 'man or boy' ? "

Knows Spanish, something of telegraphy, gliding
machines, auto-repairing and wireless. "If you can 
dig_up an adventure for me, please let me know. 
Only conditions are a sporting chance of getting 
back, and carfare, if more than 500 miles from 
Newark, N. J.'' Very truly yours, No. 5. 

"MAYBE you.know of some one else that is 'ad-
venturing' and who would like to have a 

young fellow of middle w�ight, ?early 6 feet t_all, 
good draftsman, mecharuc, sW1=er, electrical 
worker, and having worked at construction and 
erection of electric signs. And if on an adventure 
of the "Amazon Charlie" kind, would also state 
that I am a fair marksman with rifle, shotgun or 
revolver, having at t_he age of about 15½ years 
made a record of 42 out of 50, with a high-power 
army rifle, at 100 feet. I would like very much 
to join some adventure party on a daring course. 
I here extend my services to the adventurers of the 
Camp-Fire. if-taken before Su=cr. For I have 

• prospects of an adventure on the Pacific coast some
time after June, maybe.

Very truly yours, No. 6.

''AT THE latter end of the Boer War I left home 
and enlisted in the Imperial Bushmen, at

Randwich, New South Wales. On my return I 
shipped on the British steamer Iieatlzbaiik as A. B. 
and jumped ship at Sourabaya, Java. I then went 
to Batavia, or Tan Jong Priok as the harbor is 
called, and stayed there long enough to know every 
one from the Malay policemen individually to the 
fat"Haven Meister,' Java being a Dutch colony.

"I then went to Singapore, Straits Settlements, and 
became a member of the Tan Jong Pagar Dock Co.
The next two years I wandered through Siam, Jo
hore, India, Burmah, and the beginning of the
Russo-Jap mix-up found me in Canton, China, as 
Customs inspector. Shameen, Hong-Kong, Macao, 
Shanghai, and Vladivostok finished me, with th<:
exception of Kobe, Nagasaki and Tokyo, in the
East. 

"I packed a transit for a surveyor's outfit in Brit
ish Columbia; drove a grocery wagon in lVIedicine 
Bat; herded sheep through Wyoming; fired a loco
motive on several different railroads; broke cavalry 
horses for the U. S. Government at 'old Fort 
Reno,' Oklahoma;of 'Flaming Arrow' fame; been
on the tramp through Old Mexico; sweated in the 
'fidley' of tramp steamers; broke the Mexican fish
ing laws off Campeche banks. I've registered in
St. Regis, New York, on one side of this old planet,
and wrappe!1 the Sydney Daily Telegraph round me
for protection on the old 'Domain' in Sydney,
N. S. \V., Australia, and still hope to see quite a lot
more yet.

"I've not heard a whisper from home for over ten
years and would like to !rear from some one from
Australia. I sure would like to have gotten a
chance to go on that trip with Mr. Lange, but I
guess he cou11 not begin to take every one who
wrote; and I smcerely wish him success in the ven
ture. If I hear of a similar venture in that direc
tion this Spring, I intend to try for a place. So if
you know of any one who can use a husky young

fellow who can throw a diamond hitch or heave on 
a brace, I'm his man. Very truly yours, No. 7.

TWENTY years old; of. German parents; born 
in Ohio. Has the Wanderlust and wishes to 

communicate with "some one who can prescribe 
for me." Very truly yours, No. 8. 

H
ERE. is a letter that must be given in

full.- The story of a man's life does not

often make more interesting reading than 
does this condensed biography. And he 
wants to get in touch with "some one who

could use my ·services with advantage to us

both": 

I was born in New York City, of New England 
stock, in 1875, but my parents moved to South 
Carolina when I was quite a. youngster: When I 
was about sixteen years of age my father died and 
we returned to New York, where I. entered an 
office. I left them in 1895 and proceeded to South 
Africa, eventually drifting to the town of Buluwayo, 
Rhodesia. Here I enlisted in the Matabele Mounted 
Police. Shortly after my enlistment I took part in 
what is now the famous Jameson Raid. I was cap
tured by the Boera at Doomkop with many others 
and in due time was sent to. England, where the 
officers were tried and some of them received sen
tences of imprisonment. 

I returned to South Africa in March of 1896 and 
on arrival at Cape Town we found that the Mata
beles, taking advantage ofthe absence of the Mata
bele Iviounted Police, ·had risen in rebellion and mas
sacred many of the settlers. I at once proceeded 
to Mafeking (afterward to become famous) and 
joined the Relief Force which was being raised 
there. I was attached to Coope's Scouts and saw 
service with them throughout that campaign, on the 
completion of which I went back to New York, - -

A few months later found me again in England. At 
this time the war between Greece and Turkey broke 
out and I joined the Foreign Legion, which was then 
being raised in London, and was sent to Athens and 
then up to the front. After the battle of Pharsala 
and the defeat of the Greeks .I proceeded back to 
London and took part in Qµeen Victoria's Diamond 
Jubilee with the Rhodesian Forces. The following 
month I again returned to New York and proceed
ed West with the intention of going to the Klon
dike, but on arrival at Vancouver I heard such 
hard-luck stories of the North that-I returned East 
after a short stay in several of the Western cities. 

AFTER a short time at home I again proceed-
ed to Sooth Africa and at once went to Bulu

wayo, where I obtained the position of Asst. Secre
tary to the Club. I held this place for a short time 
and then went to Fort Salisbury, where I was ap
pointed Detective Sergeant of Police. While hold
ing this appointment I had several exciting encoun
ters with gun-runners on the Portuguese African 
borders and traveled all over Central· and East 
Africa. 

About this time I received a cable from home 
and was forced to resign and return to New York 
on private affairs. I stayed in that city until Sep
tember of 1899, when I went back again to South
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Africa, arriving there about three weeks after the 
outbreak of the Boer War. I at once enlisted in 
the South African Light Horse as a trooper. I was 
promoted to the rank of regt. quartermaster - ser
geant within nine days, and on the relief of Lady
smith I received my commissioµ as lieutenant. 
Four months later I was given the rank of captain, 
with a Staff appointment. 

I was through over fifty separate engagements, 
including the battle of Colenso and all the fights 
around the Tugela River leading up to the relief of 
Ladysmith. I was decorated by His Majesty King 
Edward VII. with the Distinguished Service Order 
(D. S. O.) for services performed, and to the best 
of my knowledge am the only American citizen 
holding that distinction. 

QN PEACE being signed I proceeded home on 
three months' leave, on the completion of 

which I returned to South Africa and opened a 
hotel in Johannesburg, but soon tiring of this, I 
obtained an appointment in the Criminal Investi
gation Department of the Government Railways as 
Sub-Inspector. I kept this appointment for over a 
year, when I was offered a place as Adjutant of the 
British Contingent with the company that brought 
General Piet Cronje and others to-St. Louis for the 
Exposition and reproduced some of the battles. 

At the end of the Exposition I was offered an ap
pointment by the President of Guatemala, and pro
ceeded to New Orleans with about forty veterans 
en route for that country. While waiting for a 
steamer at New Orleans, I was arrested and taken 
before the Federal Grand Jury on the charge of fili
bustering, which could not be proved, and we were 
allowed to proceed. 

I spent about a year in Guatemala, holding vari
ous positions under that Government. While there 
I contracted yellow fever, so now trust that I am 
to a certain extent immune. 

I RETURNED to New Orleans and thence to 
Vermont, where I remained for some months. 

I then sailed from Boston for England, and on ar
rival there the English Colonial Office appointed 
me Assistant Commissioner of Police on the Gold 
Coast, West Africa. This appointment also car
ried the posts of Superintendent of Prisons and 
Sheriff. During the five years I held this position 
I enjoyed the best of health and was never ill for a 
moment. This in itself, I believe, is a record for 
West Africa. 

Last year I threw up my appointment and came 
to British Columbia and started in the real-estate 
business, which act I sincerely regret. I was not 
cut out for this kind of work and want to get some
thing else to do. Anything under the sun that is 

. offered me with good inducements I will accept, no 

D
URING the two years and a half since
the magazine was started I can not re-

• call a single instance of our having published
a letter or part of a letter to whose publica
tion the writer objected. When in doubt
we write for permission. But that take�
time and a little trouble at both ends of the
line. Also, even with best intentions all
of us are subject to mistakes. For your

matter how dangerous or what the hardships may 
be. I am a good organizer, have a Distinguished 
Certificate for Drill, know machine-guns, police 
work, finger-print system, and in fact can turn my 
hand to most anything. If you know of any parties 
who could use my services and will put me in com
munication with them, I will be grateful. 

Very truly yours, No: 9. 

WANTS position on regular salary with chance 
of travel and adventure. Unmarried, young. 

"I might describe myself as a 'caged Restless Spirit,' 
as I have others depenilent on me and so have 
never been able to do any adventuring." 

Very truly yours, No. :10. 

"A MAWN CHARLIB" writes that he has now 
secured all the recruits he wishes for his expe

dition to the Amazon country and asks that no 
more applications be sent in. 

WANTS any venture that will bring excitement 
and have need of his trained services. "I am 

a physician and surgeon and, while fifty years of 
age, as young as I ever was." Two years in Siam 
as medical missionary, and in charge of local native 
hospital system of Bangkok. 

No. u. WJI.LLUI R. LEE, M.D. 

"CAN you put me in communication with any 
party who is in need of a good reliable man? 

.... Would prefer employment in South America 
or the West Indies." Has served four and a half 
years in U.S. navy, being honorably discharged as 
Gunner's Mate, second class; punched cattle in 
Texas and Oklahoma; telegraph lineman; traveling 
salesma.b. for electric house; slight experience as 
aviator; considerable knowledge of mivigation; m� 
chanic in garage. References furnished. No. :12. 

HAS been all over the U. S., Canada and Mex-
ico. Served with Madero. Twenty-four 

years old. Crack shot with riJle .or pistol. "I am 
an adventurer and will go any place and do any
thing that is straight, and don't care two steers for 
my life. " Wants to join some expedition where 
there would be a little excitement. 

(No. 13) C. �- R., Vernon, B. C., Canada. 

WANTS two men to go to Brazil with him, Has. 
been in Amazon country and South .America 

generally, Alaska, etc. Fought under Gen. Mosby 
in Mexico. Has clue to gold from man who lived 
three years with the "white Indians." "He never 
could tell just where they were after he came· out, 
but had a good idea of the way back, which h e  told 
me." Candidates should have some capital . 

No. 14. 

own sake as well as ours, please do this: 
Whenever you write to me or the magazine, 
say so very definitely if you do nol wish your 
name or any part of your letter printed. It 
will remove all doubt and help me a good 
deal if, in ca!;e you do not object to publi
cation, you will add the words "Free to 
use" or "Free to publish." 

Incidentally, if you write something that 
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would interest your comrades of the Camp-
�.l.
·. tliFire, d?n't prevent their hearinEg icht unlf ess • ere are very strong reasons. a o usshould be willing, through good-fellowship, to. contribute· his share to the entertain-ment of all► 

' 

\ a· ERE ·we are on the big-snake question'\ again. . Also some other very interest-ing matters. 
• I am somew)iat of a traveler myself, having spent 

• fourteen years in South America, mostly on the 
Btni and Madre.de Dios district. 

� to snakes, I have shot a socooro or boa on the
Plains· of Mojos, 20 leagues east of Trinidad, that 

, measured thirty�ne feet nine and a half inches, and 
• he was some snake. I have heard stories told by 

the Mohima Indians about snakes being forty and 
fifty feet long.. Do not doubt but what Mr. 

1

1
_ Lange will find plenty of evidence to show that 

somewhat bigger snakes exist than have been 
I known up to the present time. 

I wish. I • could pull myself together and write 
stories, as I have a whole fund of anecdotes of my 

. . fourteen years' experience in Bolivia, Brazil, 

( 
Argentine and Chile. And I think that I am one 
of the few_ mert who have made the journey by 

. 
• himsell., from La Paz to 'Barrenabague on mule

and balsa (native raft). Barrenabague is on the 
Upper Beni River, 130 leagues east of La Paz and 
lhe Great Mountains. I went by way of Pata-
camayo Zica Zica .and over the mountains through 
towns where they had never seen an Americano, 
and happened to l!,l'rive at a town on one of the 
. rivers th!,t dow into the Bopi above Ca.namona, 
in time to see a Sun Dance, danced by the lmyra 
Indians. Then they_ had-the pleasure of driving 
a gringo out- of town, and I think if it had not been 
for a Franciscan monk, I would not have been here 
to tell the tale; 

We, that is to say, my partner and I, have 
tram_ped through Uie forest from Barrenabague to 
hiamces_acros.s ilie Madidi district into the Heath· 
and-then by canoe down into the Madre de Dios 

. and on to Biberalta on the Beni, coming through 
the district of ilie Guaryo Indians, a brave tribe 
who shoot on sight at any stranger, with their 
bows au,d poisoned arrows. 

My occupation is that of a civil engineer, and 
. am at present thinking of going south to Mexico. 
. If you see fit to publisli this, please do not mention 

my na_me, as there are people who would like to 
know my whereabouts and it would not be exactly 
healthy-for me if iliey knew this. 

I wish you success with your enterprise and hope 
the Camp-fire will have many more friends. • Yours respectfully, 

• 

WITH AdYenturers' Clubs already estab. _ lished in New York and C;h.icago and • !JD-der way in �veral other cities, it looks asif the movement were going to spread all over the map. I feel some reticence- in talking about it, since the club is in no way connected with this or any other magazine 

and I have no· more voice in its affairs than any other member, but anything pertaining to adventure and adventurers is of particular interest to the Camp-Fire and I know the club stands ready to welcome new members and comrade clubs in other places. You already know the sole purpose of the order is the fellowship of congenial spirits and the interchange of ideas and reminiscences among those who have known the Wanderlust, and that expense and formality are neither necessary nor desired. If you have known adventure, get together a few kindred spirits in your own town, send in your application, hold your first'clinner and see whether the idea isn't greeted with the same pleasure and enthusiasm as in Chicago and New York. Here is the chart or by-laws drawn up by the executive committee of the Adventurers' Club of New York. Some modifications may be made before final adoption and after consultation with the Adventurers' Club of Chicago, but the part bearing on admission of clubs in other cities is likely to remain about as it stands. The Chicago acting secretary is Capt .. W. Robert Foran, 902 Marquette Building, Chicago, Illinois; the New York acting secretary is Stephen Allen Reynolds, 423 E ast Sixty-fourth Street, New York City . 
1. NAME. Adventurers' Club of New York. 
2. MEMBERSHIP. Limited to 100. Any con

genial adventurer is eligible. 
3. ELECTION. Candidate for membership must

fill in one of our record-blanks (marking anything 
he pleases as confidential), giving name, address, ex
periences on wWch rest his claim to being an ad
venturer, etc.; have one member sign as his pro
poser, another as seconder; hand it to the Secretary 
at a Club dinner. The two members vouching for 
him are responsible for the genuineness of his claims 
and for his conduct as a member. After sufficient 
time for members to meet candidates at a dinner, 
a paper with names of all candidates shall be passed 
to each member present by the Secretary; each 
member marks after each name a cross for an af
firmative, or a circle for a negative. Three nega
tives debar a candidate from membership. The 
filled-in record-blanks of candidates shall either be 
read to the Club by the Secretary or passed to each 
member with the ballot. Result of ballot is ascer
tained, but not announced, by the Secretary and 
Committee. Those elected will receive an invita
tion to the next dinner; the others will not. 

4. DUES. No dues or initiation fee. A levy,
not to exceed twenty cents, may be included in 
charge for a dinner by the Secretary with sanction 
of the Committee, to defray Secretary's expenses for 
postage, stationery, etc. 

5. O.FFICEllS. A Secretary, acting also as treas
urer; Secretary to choose first and second assistant 
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secretaries, to act only in absence of Secretary or 
at his request; an executive Committee of five, in
cluding the Secretary. To be elected and hold office 
according to a majority vote ·of the Club. 

6. QUORUM. A quorum shall be fifteen mem
bers at any dinner or gathering for which invita
tions have been sent by the Secretary to all mem
,bers. 

7. DUTIES OF OFFICERS. Secretary shall keep
all records, including the brief records sent by Ad
venturers' Clubs in other cities; arrange for din
ners; have charge of and be responsible for the 
Club's small finances; such other duties as herein 
set forth. Secretary may at any time deputize any 
members to assist him. The Committee shall have 
jurisdiction on all matters pertaining to the Club, 
and on admission of the Adventurers' Clubs in 
other cities. Committee is at all times subject to 
a majority vote of the Club. 

8. DINNERS. Once a month at 6:30 on the
third Saturday of each month, except during the 
Summer; at a fixed place chosen by the Committee. 
This fixed place to be our headquarters every eve
ning in the year, and to reserve a corner for such 
members as may drop in. Total charge for dinner, 
tips and assessments not to exceed $2.00 per plate, 
to be paid to Secretary immediately upon arriving 
at dinner. Evening dress permitted but not de
sired. 

9. NOTICE OF DINNERS. Obligatory upon
every member, on receiving notice of a: dinner, to 
reply at once stating whether he will or will not be 
present. • Failing to do so twice in succession, or 
unexcused absence from four consecutive dinners, 
automatically drops him from membership, subject 
to reinstatement by Committee on adequate excuse. 

Members accepting but not attending are liable 
for the full cost of their plates. 

10. TOASTMASTER. A toastmaster and an al
ternate shall be chosen at each dinner for the next, 
and the toastmaster shall arrange in advance, sub
ject to approval of Committee, for a brief informal 
program for the dinner at which he is to preside. 

11. LENGTH OF SPEECHES. The Club insists 
on absolute protection against the boredom of long 
speeches. The toastmaster is obliged to rap down 
any speaker at the end of ten minutes, having given 
a preliminary rap one minute in advance. The 
Club may, in advance, vote to allow a longer period• 
to any speaker, subject to the toastmaster's rap at 
the end of that period. The Club, after the toast
master's rap, may vote to allow an additional peri
od to any speaker. 

12. CONVERSATION. The toastmaster will allow
plentiful intervals for general conversation, but 
while a speaker has the floor all other members will 
refrain from conversation. 

13. SPEAKING OPTIONAL. No member is ex
pected to speak unless he feels like it. 

14. TABoos. We meet as gentlemen and are
opposed to off-color anecdotes and conversation. 
Members are also expected to use the utmost re
str:i-i!1t, con�i�eration and co�rtesy_in touching upon 
religion, politics and past anunosit1es. 

15. Members wishing to bring guests or candi
date-guests should notify the Secretary ten days in 
advance. 

16. We, together with our comrade club, the
Adventurers' Club of Chicago, welcome to mem
bership in the Adventurers' Club on an equal foot-· 
ing any similar club in any part of the. world, so 
that as brother adventurers we may all find fellow-
ship wherever we go. Provided: 

(1.) That they send in to the Secretary of the 
nearest Adventurers' Club the following applica,- . 
tion, signed_ by all their prospective members (at 
least four),· and with a record sheet for each man, 
giving name, address, and qualifications as an ad
venturer. 

(2.) That, immediately on notification of admis
sion as an Adventurers' Club from above Secretary, 
they will, for purposes of record in the general or
der, send to the Secretary of the Adventurers' Club 
of New York the notice of their admission and the 
names and addresses of charter members. 

(3.) That they subscribe as we d o  to the fol
lowing: 
A. As a comrade in the order known as the Adven

turers' Club we take the name of the Adven
turers' Club of--, having for sole aim the 
fellowship of congenial spirits who have known 
the Wanderlust, and the general furtherance of 
the healthy and wholesome spirit of adventure. 
We will welcome as a guest any worthy mem
ber from any other Adventurers' Chili, and 
have a hand for him-in any part of the world. 

B. We will admit only such members as'are,real
adventurers and of a reputation and character 
that will not bring disrepute on the general 
order. 

C. We will maintain our Club in a spirit of infor
mality, good-fellowship and wholesomeness as 
becomes real men who love the big, strong, 
clean things of life, not those things that are 
artificial, small and unclean.

D. We will hold our dues and fees to the lowest
figure possible, and we undertake to pay none 
to any other club or to the general order. 

E. We will maintain a Secretary whose duty it
shall be to keep his name and address regis
tered with the Secretary of the Adventurers' 
Club of New York for record in the general 
order, and to send to him on  January 1st and 
July 1st of each year a statement of our total membership at those dates. All Adventurers' Clubs are on an equal footing; reports J.re made 
to the New York Club merely that records of 
the general order may be kept all in one place. F. In case we receive an application for membership as a club in the general 'order from another place, accompanied by the record-sheet 
of each man, we will pass carefully and promptly upon their petition and unless we have sound evidence of thei� un�orthiness notify �hem of their admission and send simi�lar notice to .the Secretary of the Adventurers'Clu� of New York, giving place, number of applicants and date of admission. 



Traveling Men 
Here's a side-line /or 

your spare time by which 

you can easily make 

spending money without 

going one inch out of 

your present route. 

F
OR years and years the 

news-dealers of this country 

have been itching for the 

opportunity to get their maga

zines direct from the big pub

lishers. Now the time has come 

for them to realize their dream 

and we want you to help them, 

help us and help yourselves. 

We can now supply news-dealers 

direct with EVERYBODY'S, 

ADVENTURE, THE DELINE

ATOR, THE DESIGNER and 

THE WOMAN'S MAGAZINE. 

·We need not tell you what ready

sellers these publications are.

But it takes time to reach 30,000

news-dealers, so we have adopt

ed this method of appoint

ing Traveling Men as our

special representatives for

special territories.

If you will send us the names and 

addresses of two references, we 

will arrange to place you in a 

position to represent us in your 

territory. All communications 

absolutely confidential 

Publishers News Company 
Spring and Macdougal Streets 

New York City 

-
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Toilet Refinement 

and Mouth Health 

The former suggests, the 
latter demands, the twice
daily use of the 

'To 
"A Clean Tooth Never Decays' 
Because of the manner of its construction and the 
way in which it does its work the Pro-phy-lac-tic has 
been called the "Toothpick Tooth-brush." Exactly 
as you use the pointed end of a toothpick to reach 
in between, in front of, around behind the teeth, just 
so does the Pro-phy-lac-tic perform its best work. 
Each tuft is scientifically formed-or pointed-to search 
out and penetrate into every hidden crevice, fissure or 
irregularity in tooth structure. It does exactly this, be
cause this is exactly what it was built to do. That's why 
dentists and doctors recommend the Pro-phy-lac-tic. 
Just as the brush itself conforms to the shape of the teeth, so 
does the curved handle of the Pro-phy-lac-tic ( stiff or flexible) 
conform to the shape of the mouth. It's as easy 
for the big end tufts to clean the back teeth as it 
is for an ordinary flat-faced brush to clean the 

outside surface of front teeth. 
The Pro-phy-lac-tic ("Always Sold in the Yellow 
Box"l is made in 3 sizes-child's1 youth's and 
adult1s; 3 styles-rigid, flexible ana de luxe; and 
3 bristle textures-hara, medium and soft. 
If you are interesj,ed in the 
proper care of ypur teeth, 
the vital bearing i;lean teeth 
!{ave upon yo•Jr general· 
health and pl)fSical well
being, send to-,aay for our 

Free ijpoklet 
It is full of ti1ings you ought 
to know ,i.):io u t teeth and 

• taoth-bru:;r,hes-most inter-
estingly written. 

EveryPro-phy./qc•tic guaran

teed; p,Jr. rep/ace if defective. 

FJorence Mfg_ Co. 
20�,PineSt., Northamp.ton 

(Florence Sta.), Mnss. 
Sol� klai�rs of Pro-phy-la<•tit Tooth, 
/Jalr, Ml/ita"rJ and Hand Bru1h,s 
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