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CratTeriNGg through the night
twenty years ago, the automo- //'
bile of that decade safely pur-
sued its thrilling way with the e
aid of Prest-O-Lite equipment.
Prest-O-Lite gave the motor-
car its first dependable eyes . . .
and thus began a service record
without parallel in the auto-
motive industry.

Today a little black box, with
the strength of a giant and the
magic of Aladdin, not only
lights your pathway through the
night, but sets your motor sing-
ing, and furnishes power for
your radio. Prest-O-Lite has
given the world a dependable
battery which brings to your
car eyes for the night, arms for
cranking, and to your ears the
miracle of radio.

The Prest-O-Lite sign marks
The Oldest Service to Motor-
ists”” and a capable dealer.

Tue PresT-O-Lite Co., Inc.
INDIANAPOLIS, IND.
New York San Francisco

In Canada: Prest-O-Lite Company of
Canada, Ltd., Toronto, Ontario

It is no longer necessary to take a
chance on a battery of unknown
make. You can buy Prest-O-Lite

"‘)\' et

Automobile Batteries from $15.50 up A /‘”"1{
—andRadioBatteries from$4.75 up. e 5

S ééf-? >

The oldest service to molorists

Srest-O:

STORAGE BATTERIES FOR
MOTOR-CARS AND RADIO
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Scatter-brained!

No wonder he never accomplishes

‘anything worthwhile !
L_————_—“_l

IS mind is a hodge-podge of half-baked ideas.
He thinks of a thousand ‘‘schemes’’ to make money
quickly—but DOES nothing about ANY of them.

Thoughts flash into and out of his brain with the speed of
lightning. New ideas rush in pell-mell, crowding out old ones
before they have taken form or shape.

He is SCATTER-BRAINED.

His mind is like a powerful automobile running wild—de-
stroying his hopes, his dreams, his POSSIBILITIES!

He wonders why he does not get ahead. He cannot under-
stand why others, with less ability, pass him in the prosperity
parade.

He pities himself, excuses himself, sympathizes with himself.

And the great tragedy is that he has every quality that leads
to success—intelligence, originality, imagination, ambition.

His trouble is that he does not know how to USE his brain.

His mental make-up needs an overhauling.

5 There are millions like him—failures, half-successes—slaves
to those with BALANCED, ORDERED MINDS.

It is a known fact that most of us-use only one-tenth of our
brain power. The other nie-tenths is dissipated into thousands
of fragmentary thoughts, in day dreaming, in wishing

We are pdid for ONE-TENTH of what we possess because
that is all we USE. We are hundred horse-power motors deliver-
ing only TEN horse power

What can be done about it?

The reason most people fall miserably below what they dream
of attaining in life is that certain mental faculties in them
BECOME ABSOLUTELY ATROPHIED THROUGH DISUSE,
Jjust as a muscle often does.

If, for instance, you lay for a year in bed, you would sink to
the ground when you arose; your leg muscles, UNUSED FOR SO
LONG, could not support you.

It is no different with those rare mental faculties which you
envy others for possessing. You actually DO possess them, but
they are ALMOST ATROPHIED, like unused mugcles, simply
because they are faculties you seldom, if ever, USE

Be honest with yourself. You know in your heart that you
have failed, failed miserably, to attain what you once dreamed of.

Was that fine ambition unattainable? OR WAS THERE
JUST SOMETHING WRONG WITH YOU? Analyze yourself,
and you will see that at bottom THERE WAS A WEAKNESS
SOMEWHERE IN YOU.

What WAS the matter with you?

Find out by means of Pelmanism; then develop the particular
mental iaculty that you lack. You CAX develop it easily;
Pelmanism will show you just how; 550,000 Pelmanists, MANY
OF WHOM WERE HELD BACK BY YOUR VERY PROBLEM,
will tell you that this is true.

Among those who advocate Pelmanism are:

T. P. 0’Connor, ‘“Father of the Frank P. Walsh, Former Chair-
House of Commons.”” man of National War Labor
The late Sir H. Rider Haggard, Board.
Famous Novelist. Jerome K. Jerome, Novelist.

Sir Harry Launder, Comedian.
W. L. George, Author

Baroness Orczy, Author.
Prince Charles of Sweden.

—and others, of equal prominence, too numerous t6 mention here.

Pelmanism is the science of applied psychology, which has
swept the world with the force of a religion. It has awakened
powers in individuals, all over the world, they did not DREAM
they possessed.

A remarkable book called ‘‘Scientific Mind Training’”’ has
been written about Pelmanism. IT CAN BE OBTAINED FREE.
Yet thousands of people who read this announcement and who
NEED this book will not send for it. ‘‘It’s no use,’’ they will say.
“It will do me no good,” they will tell themselves. *‘It’s all
tommyrot,”’ others will say.

But if they use their HEADS they will realize that people
cannot be HELPED by tommyrot and that there MUST be some-
thing in Pelmanism, when it has such a record behind it, and
when it is endorsed by the kind of people listed here.

If you are made of the stuff that isn’t content to remain a
slave—if you have taken your last whipping from life,—if you
have a spark of INDEPENDENCE left in your soul, write for
this free book. It tells you what Pelmanism is, WHAT IT HAS
DONE FOR OTHERS, and what it can do for you.

_ The first principle of YOUR success is to do something defi-
nite in your life. You cannot afford to remain undecided, vascil-
lating, day-dreaming, for you will soon again sink into the mire of
discouragement, Let Pelmanism help you FIND YOURSELF.
Mail the coupon below now—while your resolve to DO SOME-
THING ABOUT YOURSELF is strong.

THE PELMAN INSTITUTE OF AMERICA

Approved as a correspondence school under,
the laws of the State of New York

19 West 44th St. Suite 1599 New York City

The Pelman Institute of America,
1) West 44th St., Suite 1599,
New York City.

I want you to show me what Pelmanism has actually done
for over 550,000 people. Please send me your free book, *‘Scien-
tific Mind Training.”” This places me under no obligation

General Sir Robert Baden- Gen. Sir Frederick Maurice, whatever.
Powell, Founder of the Boy Director of Military Opera-
Scout Movement. tions, Imperial General | Name
Judge Ben B. Lindsey, Founder Staff. Address.
of the Juvenile Court, Den- Admiral Lord Beresford, .
ver. G.C.B., G.C.V.0. City. State.
Published twice a month by The Ridgway Company at Spring and Macdougal Sts., New York, Volume 59
4 ADVENTURE N. Y. Yearly subscription $4.00 in advance; single copy 25 cents.. Entered as second-class N b 5
Sept. 8th, 1926 matter Oct. 1, 1910, at the post-office at New York. N. Y., under the act of March 3, 1879. umber
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"T'wo who tell
Health’s Secret

How thousands have conquered

constipation—corrected skin

and stomach disorders—
through one simple food

OT a “cure-all,” not a medicine in any
sense—Fleischmann’s Yeast is simply a
remarkable fresh food.

The millions of tiny active yeast plants in
every cake invigorate the whole system. They
aid digestion—clear the skin—banish the poi-
sons of constipation. Where cathartics give
only temporary relief, yeast strengthens the
intestinal muscles and makes them healthy
and active. And day by day it releases new
stores of energy.

Eat two or three cakes regularly every day
before meals: on crackers—in fruit juices,
water or milk—or just plain, nibbled from the
cake. For constipation especially, dissolve one
cake in hot water (not scalding) before breakfast
and at bedtime. Buy several cakes at a time—
they will keep fresh in a cool dry place for two
or three days. All grocers have Fleischmann’s
Yeast. Start eating it today!

And let us send you a free copy of our latest
booklet on Yeast for Health. Health Research
Dept. Z-32, The Fleischmann Company, 701
Washington Street, New York.

“IT ALL STARTED in the
rain-soaked trenches of Flanders
Fields. I came home with shat-
tered nerves and was troubled
with stubborn constipation. I
commenced to take Fleisch-
mann’s Yeast daily. My con-
stipation vanished. At the end
of six weeks my nerves were
steady asever, my general health
was of the best and my appetite
was ravenous.”

MarkHypon, Detroit, Michigan

iy,
11,
1y,

“I WAS VERY RUN DOWN last fall. I was tired
and pale and had no energy. Someone suggested Yeast.
I took 3 cakes a day. After a few weeks I no longer felt
tired all the time. My color was coming back, and I no
longer had to use rouge. I am now enjoying life as I
have not done in many months.”

Mgs. E. Murpry, New Haven, Conn.
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THIS FAMOUS FOOD tones up the entire system—

aids digestion—clears the skin—banishes constipation.

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.
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Three Complete Novelettes

HE suave newcomer to the flying field just reeked good-fellowship. And a very competent
flyer he proved to be—so good, in fact, that the commander of the field yielded him a
point by permitting him to use one of his precious De Havilands for off-duty night

flying. “ALARUMS AND AVERSIONS,” a complete novelette by Thomson Burtis, will ap-
pear in the next issue.

HE mighty castle that overlooked the walls of Antioch housed fabulous treasure. Toward its
gold-glinting pinnacles the eyes of the cowardly emperor of the Greeks were directed by a
consuming greed. But Sir Hugh, the young Frankish crusader, who for one day had worn the
mail and crest of the emperor, scaled the secret mountain passes for a prize more worthy the hand
of a warrior. “DURANDAL,” a novelette by Harold Lamb, will appear complete in the next
issue.

AMIE JAMIESON, captain, resented having his waterfront crew called yellow-bellied
no-goods. They might be that ashore, but at sea—“THE CREW OF THE DAVID BONE,”
a complete novelette by Robert Carse, will appear in the next issue.
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Director of
Extension Work _ﬁ ;
American
School
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Prepare at Home
for a well-paid Drafting Job!

Before you put your time and money into any kind of training,
make sure there are plenty jobs to be had when you’re ready for
them. That’s why men go into Drafting. 70,000 jobs advertised in
12 months. Big salaries. Fascinating, easy work short hours, and
unlimited opportunities for advancement to executive positions.

Drafting Made EASY for You NO-PROFIT PRICE

We have developed a new one-step-at-a-

time method which makes Drafting prin- y —EASY TERMS y
ciples easy to understand. Even men This wonderful, more complete, sim-
with only common schooling make rapid plified, rapid, up-to-date instruction
progress with this instruction. Right [, Drafting offered at very low tu-
from the very beginning you do actual ition il i hiorah
Drafting room Jjobs. And by a wone 1HON casiy within reach. O £
derful new system you learn without trained man who needs it.  Small
copying, you see Why every step is monthly payments make it easy for
done and so you become a Drafts- you to prepare for a fine Drafting
man, not a tracer. position at a big increase over your

Real Draftsmen P“S‘“-“t salary. 3

backed with -wide

SPECIALIZE! Free job-Service

The big money in Drafting goes to men

who specialize in Machine Design, or The American School now of-
Electrical Drafting, or Architectural .
Drafting, or Structural, or Automo- fers its students and graduates,

tive. It isn’t enough merely to know 7 3

general Drafting practice, You must w1thput cost, the services of an
know how to caloulate snd design efficient Employment Depart-
and plan original work, to the kin “ . :
of a Drafting position that pays $60 ment which keeps n tOL‘lCh with
to $125 a week. The American School, the employers of Draftsmen all

for 29 years a leading institution
teaching ~Engineering by home-study OVET the U. S. We ha\(e placed
methods, pow includes this special- hundreds of men in good
ized training in the complete fti S

Drafting course. Dra tll’lg‘ posmons.

Look into this opportunity. Get my free book,
Job and Raise offer quick! Let me show you
how to turn part of your spare time into real
training for a real job.

Mail
fogpon rl—l-l—n-l-l—n—

0. C. MILLER, Director of Extension Work.
American School, Dept. D-64, Drexel Ave.
@® & 58th St., Chicago.

Please send me Free Drafting Book, Job and
Raise offer and complete information about prepar-
ing for a fine Drafting Job at home in spare time.

0. C. MILLER
Director of Extension Work

Tanmnle'a Professional Qutfit Given

:
These standard quaiiy, Tl sge Jnstra- American School &

INAIO s s 576 ioisle dleiebls/oraaima/ele siele s sle's sle o6 aieles ab s apiae
ments, & ety
T s et R Dept. D-64

Drexel Ave. and 58thSt. e Bt Nol s vesss s ssvresnoboneswiesses csesessnsseee
cHicaco B oy R e XA B

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.
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Sensitive skin and stubborn bear
So it HAS to be

MENNEN

7y 7 7

Here’s the first Contest Prize Winning Letter

Mr. H. R. Bowen, 6720 Leland Way, Hollywood, Cal-
ifornia, wins the traveling bag for the first Mennen
bag contest. Here’s his letter:

Dear Jim Henry: I found Mennen Shaving Cream as
I found my favorite tobacco—by Elimination.

Do you remember how you searched and searched
for THE tobacco for your favorite pipe? How you
eliminated and eliminated until you found the brand
which soothed and pleased the tongue?

Having a combination of a sensitive skin and a
stubbornbeard I had to seek a Super-Cream. A Cream
which would soften my beard and yet notirritate my
skin. I tried and eliminated various creams until I
found Mennen. The One Cream to satisfy all re-
quirements. After five years of companionship, we

are pals. “Mennen-ly” yours,
(Signed) H.R. Bowen

You fellows who smoke pipes know what it is to hit
upon just the right tobacco. And the first time you
lather up and shave with Mennen Shaving Cream,
you’ll get as great a kick as from your first pipeful of
some rich, mellow, old blend of tobacco.

The secret’s in Dermutation—the unique Mennen
process of beard softening. It gives a quicker, better
shave and leaves your face cleaner, smoother and
better conditioned than anything you ever tried. The
100% right feeling that Mr. Bowen was hunting for
and found.

The best things in life come by elimination. Try
every other way to shave—then you’ll come to Men-
nen for keeps. The big tube costs only 50c.

Mennen Skin Balm, of course, for after shaving.
It’s tingly, cool, refreshing—and tones up the skin.
Comes in 50c tube. Better than liquids. And Mennen
Talcum for Men for the final well-groomed touch.
Matches your skin—doesn’t show. Antiseptic. 25c

for a large tin, »
Lieg
(M enunen Salesman)

THE MENNEN COMPANY
Newark, New Jersey

The M C i

4 M.

1, Quebec
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5500 a Year Extra

Think what you could do with $500 extra
every year. That’s what scores of men and
women are earning—all over the country—
as special representatives to ADVENTURE.

This pleasant work offers you a remark-
able chance to earn 35, $10, $15 and more
—every week—during your spare time.

We are engaging new representatives
in every community. Do you want the
appointment in your town! Write im-
mediately. There’s no obligation.

A Part-Time Business,
But Full-Time Pay!

Box 5060, Spring and Macdougal Streets
New York, N. Y.

Rl
&

A -THE CONTROL OF BUSINESS g

Accountants command big income. A~
Thousandsneeded. About6,000 Cer- /S
tified Public Accountants in U. S.
Many earn $5,000 to $20,000. We /J
train you thoroly at home in your //
spare time for C. P. A. examina- //
tions or executive accounting /Jf
positions. Previous bookkeep-
ingknowledgeunnecessary—
we proepnre you from ground
up. Our training is super-
vised by Wm, B. Castenholz, A. M., JRIS B‘“’"
C. P. A., assisted by staff of C. P.

A.’s. Low cost—easy terms. Write

FREE!
now for valuable 64 page book free.

LaSalle Extension University, Dept. 976-H, Chicago

CALLOUSES

Quick, safe relief for callouses and
burning on bottom of feet.
At drug and shoe stores everywhere

Dz Scholl’s
Zino-pads T

For Free Sample write The Scholl Mfg. Co., Chicago
Tothe

Great
Shops
of Coyne
l —complete, pmhca.looutse

in 12 weeks. Massive electrical

equipment.
= e
Learn Electricity
Enter anytime. Special limited offer. Auto and
Radio Courses FREE. d for big free catalog Now!
COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL—DODQ. c 141

1300 - 1310 West Harrison Street,

Introductory Offer, this month onl aend negative
305 for a 5x7 enlargement. bargain list
E. Mail your films; we give uvermght service.
oTO

P

19-B Bell Ave.

BIG MONE AND FAST SALES. Every
Owner Buys Gold Initials for

his auto. You charge $1.50, make $1.35. Ten orders daily easy.

Write for particulars and free samples.

AMERICAN MONOGRAM CO., Dept. 85, East Orange, N. J.

CO.
Roanoke, Va.

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.
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1 three words...

NOT too much Turkish, not too _l_ittle Turkish;
neither over-rich nor commonp'iace ... But
just enough Turkish . . . there, in ti)ree words, 1s
the secret of Fatima’s extraordiﬁary delicacy

What a whale of a difference just a few cents make

LiceerT & MYyERs Toacco Co.

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.
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HERE’S
one of the greatest opportunities .
ever offered ambitious men! Sell Harrison
Clothes at wholesale prices. Make $5, $10,
$20 profit—cash in your pocket—every day.
You'll earn big money. There’s big repeat
business. We supply handsome FREE sell-
ing outfit with 6x9swatches of long-wear-
ing woolens, photos of latest New York
models, and selling helps. Prompt deliver-
ies, satisfaction guaranteed, great values
at $24.75. We ship direct, collect direct. If
you want to be your own boss and make
most money, write us about yourself today.
S. HARRISON BROS., Dept. 805

133 W. 21st St., New York City

NO EXPERIENCE NECESSARY

‘What is plostate gland disorder? Why
does it come to 65% of all men pasta cer-
tain middle age? Are youa victim?* Why
does it cause sciatica, aching feet, back
and legs, frequent nightly rlsmgs’ Amazing book written by a well
known American scientist answers all these questions and tells of a
wonderful new method that has already given relief to more than
20,000 men—restored the prostate gland to its proper functioning
without the use of drugs, electricity or lessons. For a limited time
you can get a copy of this book, free, by simply writing a request to
the Electro Thermal (0., 9561 Main Street, Steuben-
ville, Ohio, the concern that is distributing this book for the
autl\or No Obllg‘ﬂtl()ll but write quick for the edition
is limited. (Western otﬁce Suite 95-D, 711 Van Nuys Bldg.,

Los Angeles, Calif.)

Earn Up to $250

Per Month, Expenses Paid

Trained men needed in this important profession. Fascinat-
ing work; plenty of variety; chances to travel. Advance-
ment rapid with experience. Report to high officials.

We secure apositionioryou, upon gradnation, paying at
least $120 a month and expenses or refund your money.
P) re in 3 months’ spare-time home study. Cost moder-
‘ms if desired. Send coupon for full details.

______ MAIL TODAY = r— == = —
I STANDARD Busmsss TRAINING INST.

Send me, enhtely free B:)oklet No.D-600, giving {ull particulars about course
in Railway Traffic Inspection

Name

I Street

l_.._.._.____...___.__._.____

What $1 Will Do!

Yes, only $1 will bring your choice of these Big Bargains for
your, approval and 15 DAY TRIAL. Simply pm $1 bill to this
ad, indicate your selection and mail it TODA If you can
duplicate your selection for less money flsewhere send it
back and your $1 will be refunded. If ‘satisfied, pay balance
in 10 equal monthly payments.
livery— Dealings Confidential.

No Red Tapef rompt De-

B-82—-%45

B-84 — 14K White Gold
wrist watch; 4 Blue-white

B-82 — Ladies Diamonds; 4 Blue Sap-

hand - engraved phires. Guaranteed 15
Jewel movement

18K White, Gold ! B §:00.

il Wil 2 $4.15 a month.

Blae white Diac B-86 —12 size 21 Jewel
Tllinois Victor Watch; 14K

monds $45. $4.40 Green_Gold filled case.

a month. Price $45. $4 40 a month.

L. W. SWEET, Inc. 85

Dept. 986-N, 1660 Broadway, New York

Slop Using a Truss

STUART’S PLAPAO-PADS are
differcnt from the truss, being me-
chanico-chemico applicators m’lde
self-adhesive purposely to hold the
distended muscles securely in place.
No straps, buckles or spring attached
| cannot slip, so cannot chafe or

press against the pubic bone. Thou-
sands have successfully treated them-
selves at home without hindrance
from vmél\—-sm(gst obstllnate cases
conquered. oft as ve vet—easy
Gotc Medall ts apply—inexpensive. Awarded
Gold Medal and .Grand Prix. Process of recovery is
natural, so 1(t3rwm%s Innffi_;{thcr use]forI trusses. We
prove it by sending Trial o apao absolutely

Write name on Coupon and scnd TODAY. FREE

Plapao Co., 1306 Stuart Bldg., St. Louls, Mo.

Reduced
Fac-Simile
Grand Prix

Reduced
Fac-Simile

Return mail will bring Free Trial Plapao

FRECKLES

Don’t Try to Hide These Ugly Spots; Othine
Will Remove Them Quickly and Safely

This preparation is so successful in removing
freckles and giving a clear, beautiful complexion that
it is sold by all drug and -department stores with a
guarantee to refund the money if it fails.

Don’t try to hide your freckles or waste time on
lemon juice or cucumbers; get an ounce of Othine
and remove them. Even the first few applications
should show a wonderful improvement, some of the
lighter freckles vanishing entirely.

Be sure to ask for Othine—double strength;
this that is sold on money-back guarantee.

it is

Look for the facsimile hyphenated

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.
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purposely or | 188

accidentally | ————%,
Don’t be afraid. Drop DOﬁt tell me
any real John Holland Vou never had a chance!

JEWEL Fountain Pen, %
point down on a hard- Four years ago you and I worked at the
wood floor. Have no fear same bench. ) { realized that to get ahead I
of the result. Not by needed special training, and decided to let the
such abuse or other International Correspondence Schools help me.
severest usage can you ; wanted you to do the same, but you said,
impair its velvety Aw, forget it!" You had the same chance I
smooth writing quali- had, but you turned it down. No, Jim, you
can’t expect more money until you’ve trained

ties. No other peninvites :
ik tast P yourself to handle bigger work.”

For business, classroom There are lots of “Jims” in the world—in stores,
Right now more than 180,000 men and women
Drop Test
the position or in the subject before which I have marked an X:

or home service. factories, offices, everywhere. Are you one of them?
Wake up! Every time you see an I. C. S. coupon your
JOHN are preparing themselves for bigger jobs and
better pay through I. C. S. courses.
INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS
Box 2034-E, Scranton, Penna.
Fountain BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES
p [ Business Management Salesmanship
ens Industrial Management Advertising
g Personnel Organization Better Letters

chance is staring you in the face. Don’t turn it down.
HO LAND You can join them and get in line for promotion.
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AH. e is, Romance—Adventure

Humor

Why miss what the Masters have for
you? You want to be entertained; they
are called MASTERS because they enter-
tain so well—

And if, through being entertained by the
great entertainers, your widened vision,
your enlivened imagination, your facility
in using words make you a bigger man and
your life a bigger life—you have been
reading

The Golden Book Magazine

25c at newsstands, $3.00 a year
“THE 'REVIEW OF REVIEWS .CORP., N. Y.
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Bring vacation
back with you
—take pictures

Out in the open—peace of the
hills and the water—fun-filled daysof
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ter! Share it with others in pictures.
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| elicate com-
plexions instantly
weltome this charm-

ing new form of
genuine IVORY

Because slim fingers close over it
so easily—because soft hands and
fair faces are so safe in its sooth-
ing care, Guest Ivory has won in-
stant favor among women who
choose their toilet soap with the
utmost discrimination.

____

- Guest Ivory is simply pure
Ivory Soap—carefully, delicately
moulded to fit dainty hands,
charmingly wrapped in blue to
harmonize with gleaming white
washstands.

I

pess

Of course, Guest Ivory con-
tains no strong perfume, no arti-
ficial coloring matter, nothing to
offend the most fastidious. It is
white. It is faintly, delicately fra-
grant. It is pure! It is, most cer-
tainly, a soap for your very own.

1

Guest Ivory may be had almost
anywhere—itsmodest priceis five
cents. Money cannot buy a finer

§ PROCTER & GAMBLE %7’ téeﬁlca and hands rﬂrﬁne as J‘0KZZ) can be

99“Aoo% Pure It Floats

© 1926, P. & G. Co. 5
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* Author of “Prait,” “A Light for His Pipe,” efc

ED” WILSON, aged twenty-one
and a rebel, Boston born, of an
_ English father and a Belfast Irish

mother, tragedies both, sat on

the bitts on the forecastle head of the_S S
Cape Spartel, a fifteen-year-old tramp. He
stared dreamily across the width of Mill-
wall Dock, London, at the steamer opposite,
discharging cargo overside into lighters.

He was wondering why some men should
have everything while he had nothing, when
an angry voice shouted at him:
. “You, Red, what the do you think
you’re doin’?”
. Red turned and saw the boatswain, a
square, solid man of about forty-five, climb-
ing the ladder that led to the forecastle
head from the forward well-deck.

1 Copyright, 1026, by the Ridgway Company in the United States and Great Britain.

“Didn’t I put you to work cleanin’ out
that focsle, you lazy young swab? What
you want is a good bootin’. Get up -
this minute!”

Red rose to his feet. He moved toward
the head of the ladder, then halted.

“You’ve no right to talk like that, any-
way!”’ he said.

“No what!” said the boatswain. His
small eyes became two slits, he thrust out his
big lower lip and scowled. ‘“No what!”
Words failed him. This young feller with
the red hair and the freckles needed a
lesson.

“Wilson,” he said heavily, ‘“you’re liable
to strike heavy weather before we’re out of
the dock even. I’'m warnin’ you once and
once only. Any more back chat from you

All rights reserved. 1
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an’ I'll give you the biggest hidin’ you ever
’ad in all your life! Understand what I'm
sayin’l DT’ma hard case I am, an’ the sooner
you know it the better!” ;

“It’s always the same,” said Red, ‘“al-
ways! There’s only one argument and
that’s force!”

The memory -of past wrongs—his child-
hood, the orphanage, his early days at sea—
brought a frown to his lean, brown face.
Into the pale gray eyes there crept a sullen,
hostile look that indicated even more
plainly than his speech his discontent.

“Bosun, what right have you or any other
man, mate, skipper, ship-owner, any one, to
talk that Way? One man’s as good as
another, so you needn’t try any of your
bullying on me, because I won’t stand for it!
It was through men like you that the rich
were able to get at the poor in the first place
and keep ’em poor. But you can’t do as
you like these days, Bosun! You wait!
Wait five years, three, maybe, and see
what’s going to come to you!”

The boatswain drew in his breath with a
hissing sound.

“Are you one of them there Socialists?”
he asked.

“I am,” said Red. “I’m a Red!”’

“I thought you was crazy soon as you
spoke,” said the boatswain. He advanced
very close to Red and thrust his clenched
fist under his nose. “See that! Smell it!
That’s some other mug’s blood! Like to
feel it?”

Red backed nearer the ladder and the
boatswain roared.

“You’reall alike, you Reds—scared! Now
I’'m talkin’. You may be as Red as you
—— well like ashore, that don’t matter a
—— to me, but aboard ship you’ll keep
them opinions to yourself. One man’s as
good as another, is he? Rubbish! You
ain’t as good as me, to begin with. And I
tell you, Red, if you think the same when we
reach New York as you think now, then I
ain’t the man I thought I was. Under-
stand? You get on with your work an’

don’t give me no excuse for hittin’ you be- ;

fore I got to. Lemme tell you, feller, you're
goin’ to have the toughest voyage you ever
made. You're goin’ to wish you’d never
seen me, nor signed on aboard the same
vessel. Because I warn you, I’'m out to
break you. See.”

“T see,” said Red. “I won’t touch you,
Bosun. You’re too old.”

“Old!” said the bosun. His face flushed
a deep crimson.

Without reflecting that he now stood at
the head of the ladder that led down to the
forward well-deck, Red avoided his fierce,
bull-headed charge by stepping quickly
backward. He missed his footing and, after
an agonized effort to recover his balance,
found himself falling down the ladder. The
boatswain, carried away by the momentum
of his attack, crashed on top of him and
pitched headlong over his shoulders.

Red sat on the steel deck-plates, shaken
and half stunned, and stared blankly about
him. And then he saw the boatswain
lying face downward between the ladder
and the No. 1 hatch.

“Perhaps that’ll teach you,” he said.

Two of the other deck-hands and a fire-
man were watching.

““Shouldn’t wonder, Red, if you’d croaked
’im,” said the fireman.

Red stood up.

“He tried to lay me out and we fell?”’ he
explained.

He saw the trickle of blood from the
boatswain’s head.

“Here,” he said, “give me a hand!”

The boatswain opened his eyes as they

propped him against the ladder.

“All right,” he said. “All right, Red.
I know now what kind of a —— swine you
are! You jus’ wait!”

Presently he caught hold of the hand-rail
of the ladder and helped himself to his feet
and walked slowly aft toward the bridge
deck and his own quarters.

“That feller means mischief,” said one of
the deck-hands.

“You’d better not have touched hLm 4
said the other. “He’s bad!”’

Red uttered a short laugh.

“I never did touch him. But if you
know any one who wants a ship, here’s his
chance. I’'m through.”

Ten minutes later he had changed into his
best clothes and had walked ashore.

I

ACTAVISH, a tow-headed Scots deck-

hand, sat at a table in a public house

in West Ferry Road, Isle of Dogs. He was

talking with an affable stranger named

Deacon, who traveled in manufacturer’s
samples from door to door.

“Trade ain’t all that it might be, or
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course,” he said, “but seeing I’'m getting
rich fast as I can, I’m not complaining!”’

MacTavish was impressed.

“An’ hoo wud a fella set aboot findin* a
job like you got?” he asked.

A wide knowledge of the riverside had
made Mr. Deacon cautious how he took
strangers into his confidence. For all he
knew this small Scotsman with the pale face
and the round blue eyes and the flattish
mouth might be one of these here police-
men in plain clothes. So he said:

“It’s ’ard to say. It costs money to start
with.”

“T’ve got some money,” said MacTavish
in a husky whisper.

Red Wilson, leaning against the wall near
the window, a mug of beer in his hand,
grinned.

The Scotsman was asking for trouble.

Nothing surer.

Mr. Deacon twisted the ends of his waxzed
mustache.

“Ah!” he said.
»

“T’ve had ma fill o’ the sea,” said Mac-

Tavish. “I'm gaun to live on dry land,

Mr. Deacon!”

“Then you’re makin’ a mistake,” said
Mr. Deacon. “A sailor’s life is a healthy
life, anyhow. Just think o’ me, stewing in
London all through the summer, or perish-
ing with cold in the winter, draggin’ around
on me pore ol’ feet, while you’re at sea, en-
joyin’ advantages that rich people—mil-
lionaires—are willing to pay ’undreds of
pounds for. You’re lucky.”

Rather to his own surprize, Red broke in-
to the conversation.

“I'm a sailor,” he said. “I’d like to ask
where you get that junk about rich people
paying hundreds of pounds for advantages
you have at sea.”

“’Aven’t you never seen the adverts of
them tourist trips around the world?
Posters in r’ilw’y stations with blue skies an’
natives an’ palm trees an’ big liners?” Mr.
Deacon closed one eye and wagged his head
roguishly. ‘“Ah, you sailors! I know yer.
Wives in every port—beautiful native girls
—houris of the East.”

“I’ve never seen any rich people going for
trips in tramp steamers,” said Red, “nor did
I ever hear of a millionaire enjoying the
advantages of four hours on, four off.
However, maybe you know different.”

Mr. Deacon’s gréasy, unwholesome face

“Well, now you’re talk-
in

_fortune.

took on a shade of pink, his lips twitched
under his waxed mustache.

Red seated himself on the bench by the
side of MacTavish and said—

“What have you and I .to do with rich
people, eh, Mr. Deacon?”

“Some day, not so far off, neither,all
bein’ well, I ’ope to be taking a trip on one
of them there big liners myself. And you’ll,
maybe, see me smoking fat cigars with the
captain and ordering another bottle of fizz
for the ladies. Ah! That’s me, Joe Dea-
con, three, four years from now. Among
the nobs.”

He tilted his hard felt hat to the back of
his bald head and smacked his lips. His
watery eyes twinkled. He gave his mus-
tache an upward twist.

“I can do all that because I'm going to be
rich! What’s more, you could be rich, too,
if you wanted. Mr. MacTavish ’ere is
coming in on a scheme I got for makin’ a
Why don’t you come in, too?”

MacTavish scratched his chin.

“Mr. Deacon, you spoke o’ draggin’
aroon’ on your puir feet! That disna luk
muckle like makin’ a fortune!”

“That’s only my way of speakin’! I’'ve
got a car, of course, a beauty. But I can’t
go round this part o’ London in a — big
limousine, wearing too many diamonds—”
he extended a rather grimy finger on which
was a ring with a big diamond that twinkled
in the light from the window by his side—
“too many diamonds or a top hat, now can
I? It wouldn’t be safe! I could if I
wanted to. I’'m rich now, all through usin’
my wits!”

He called to the barman.

“George, my lad, three more pints o’ the

* best!”

The tough-looking young barman brought
the beer.

“My shout,” said Red.

He paid. Mr.Deacon offered no objec-
tion but smiled graciously.

“Good health!” said Red.

“May I ask your name, mister?” said
Mr. Deacon.

“Wilson. Red Wilson.”

“Well, Mr. Wilson, good ’ealth!
’appy days!”’

Mr. Deacon drank thirstily, making a
gurgling noise in his throat. He set down
his pewter mug on the table and wiped his
mouth with the back of hig 'hand; smacking
hig lips afterwards.

‘Ere’s
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q “‘MAYBE you wonder why I'm

) offerin’ you two young fellers the
¥ chance o’ makmg a bit o’ money.

=== Well, it’s jus’ because I've taken
a iancy toyou. ButImust have some kind
o’ financial guarantee first, o’ course!”

“How do you mean, financial guarantee?”’
said Red.

“Five pounds!” said Mr. Deacon.

““Five poon’s!” said MacTavish sharply.
“Whaur dae ye think I’'m gaun to get five
poon’s frae the noo? A’ I got in the warl’ is
seventeen shillings an’ saxpence.”

Mr. Deacon looked thoughtful. He
stroked the top of his bald head with his
hand, removing his hard hat for the pur-
pose. He replaced his hat and said solemnly:

“Mr. Wilson, suppose now you was to
help MacTavish here make up the five
pounds. What'’s five pounds to a sailor?
Nothin’.”

“The sailors you meet must be different
from any I've met,” said Red dryly. “I
haven’t five shillings, let alone five pounds.
I haven’t even a ship.”

“Hem!” said Mr. Deacon. “We can’t
do the impossible, can we? But you’ll ’ave
your chance, Mr. MacTavish, all the same.
Give me the seventeen an’ six, for a start,
an’ we’ll proceed to business.”

Red watched the Scotsman fumbling in
his trouser pockets.

“Hang on, Mac,” he said. “There’s
something T want to ask Mr. Deacon, how
do you think MacTavish or any one else is
going to get rich down this part, in the Isle
of Dogs?”’

- “Isn’t the money you get from these ’ere
people as good as the money you’d get any-
where? It is, o’ course. Small profits,
Mr. Wilson, an’ quick returns.” He patted
the greasy waistcoat that covered his plump
little stomach. “I know what I'm talkin’
about.” :

“You know you’re a liar, you mean!” said
Red. “You’re going to get seventeen shil-
lings and sixpence out of MacTavish here
under false pretences. You’re not rich.
Your line of business is selling goods to
poor men’s wives for more than they can
afford to pay. So much down, so much a
week, and their kids must go short of food
till they re out of your debt or you’ll tell
their husbands. You’re a crook, Deacon!
A cheap crook!” ¥

“Dod!” said MacTavish.
that, Red?”

“Who tellt ye

“No one. The man’s a swindler on the
face of it.”

“Go slow, chum,” said the barman.
don’t want no trouble ’ere.”

“I could ’ave the law on you, talkin’ like
that!” said Mr. Deacon.

“Law!” said Red, now thoroughly
aroused. “Law! There’s law in this —
country, yes: but there’s no justice. There’s
law for the rich—policemen, lawyers, judges
—but there’s no —— justice, not for the
likes o’ me and MacTavish here. I'm a
deck-hand, I am, an A. B. What chance
have I got of saving a bit o’ money and
having a bit o’ comfort? None, by —!
No —— chance at all.”

He brought his fist down with a crash on
the table.

“Mind them glasses!” said the plump
landlady severely.

“I tell you, honesty don’t pay. If I was
crooked like Deacon, I might go ahead.
But I'm not crooked. See! That’s why
I'm poor and always will be. And that’s
why I'm a Red and proud of it.”

There was a short silence.

“Man,” said MacTavish, “gi’e us yer
haun’. Ye’re a bonny talker. It’s pit an
edge to ma thirst jist hearin’ ye. George,
beer!”

Mr. Deacon was looking crushed.

“Naturally, being a Red, you don’t see no
good in the way I’m pushin’ ahead. But it
takes all sorts to make a world, don’t it?
That’s my motto, anyhow. Capitalists an’
Socialists an’ Bolshies an’ Workers. T like
you, Red, an’ barring the fact I don’t agree
with one word in ten you say, you’re a man
after my own ’eart. Got any plans in
view?”

“Except I’m not going in with you in any
get-rich-quick scheme, no!”

The stout landlady, behind the ma-
hogany bar, and George, the barman, and
the three or four sailors, who had been lis-
tening gravely to what was said, began to
laugh.

“I know that, Red,” said Mr. Deacon
humbly, “an’ it does you credit to stand by
your principles. ’Ave you ever met Alf
Coley?” ]

“T’ve not,” said Red, ‘“and if he’s any
way like you, I don’t want to!”

“He’s not like me, Red,” said Mr. Dea-
con, “but we’re pals. He’s a Red, same as
yourself. Go an’ see him. If ’e likes you,
he’ll maybe give you a job—something to do.

“We
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with the cause. He’s after recruits always.
Go to Well Close Square, Red, near London
Dock. I ’aven’t got his address, but that
don’t make no difference. Every one knows
Alf Coley round that part, everyone’s
friends with ’im. You go to Well Close
Square an’ keep enquirin’ till some one tells
you where you can find ’im. When you see
. ’im, tell ’im his old pal, Joe Deacon, sent
you an’ said he was to do ’is best for
you.”

Red was astounded. He wondered if
what he said had made Mr. Deacon
ashamed.

“He’ll be a friend to you,” said Mr. Dea-
con. “I done ’im a service once an’ he
doesn’t forget. I want to do you a good
turn, honest I do. It’s not often I meet a
young feller like you that’s got the courage
of ’is convictions, ’owever misguided, an’
Coley’s the one man in London I know can
help you.”

Red had "a sudden overwhelmmg ‘as-
surance that Alf Coley represented under-
standing, faith in the ultimate triumph of a
righteous cause, honesty, companionship,
good fellowship.

“T guess maybe I'll take your advice,” he
said. “If Coleys a Red, I'll go to him
right now.’

THE door was flung open and
half a dozen, half-drunk deck-
hands and firemen from the Cape
Spartel clattered noisily into the
barroom singing, shoving each other about,
lurching from side to side. :

“What’s to do!” said the landlady.
“Not so much of it.”” *

A deck-hand pointed at Red and broke
into a shout of laughter.

“—— there’s Red. Red, there’s some-
one arter you.”

“Who?”’ said Red.

“Chips. He ses he’ll kill you for smashin’
up the bosun.”

“I never touched the bosun,” said Red.
“How many times have I got to say it?”’

Again the door opened, this time very
“slowly.

The men at the bar, the landlady, George,

MacTavish, standing by the table, Mr. -

Deacon and Red, still seated, all turned
and waited.

And then the carpenter of the Cape
Spartel appeared.

He stood in the doorway, very squat and

wide and angry, his cap on the back of his
domed head, his narrow eyes fierce and
threatening danger, his mouth twisted under
his big black mustache.

“So you’re here, are ye.” He advanced
slowly toward the center of the barroom.
“You, Red, do you intend to come aboard or
don’t you?”

“No,” said Red, getting up from the
benchs T certamly don’t. Thank you for
your kind enquiries, Chips, all the same.’

“All right! Well, thank God, I know
how to deal with fellers like you. You’re
comin’ aboard, if I ’ave to put you to sleep
an’ carry you. You laid out the bosun by
kickin’ ’is feet from under ’im, but you
won’t lay out ol’ Bob Martin. I’m a man,
Iam. You watch.”

The men at the bar howled their delight.

“George,” said the landlady, “throw that
old loafer out' The young man ain’t doing
no harm.”

George moved forward dubiously.

“Ahtside!” he blustered.

The carpenter planted a big hand on
George’s face and straightened his arm sud-
denly.

George plunged backward against Mac-
Tavish.

MacTavish bellowed and, standing on one
foot, put both his hands on George’s shoul-
ders and thrust him with all his might in the
direction of the carpenter, now in a fighting
attitude, scowling and sparring and tapping
the floor with his left foot.

Red, smiling to himself—how comic they

all were when they were serious!—saw a look

of apprehension in George’s pale face. But
as he was flung forward by the impetus of
MacTavish’s arms he hit out fiercely.

More by good luck, it seemed, than by
any actual intention or aim, his fist caught
the carpenter on the point of the chin.

Together, scuffling, hitting and kicking,
they crashedover a bench into a corner by
the window.

Red walked slowly toward the door. .

“Good night, all,” he said. “So long,
MacTavish, don’t you drink any more.
You’ve had enough. And don’t you go
giving your money away to the first dead-
beat that asks for it. Understand. Use
some intelligence. And some of you guys
had better take Chips home. He’s too old
to go playing the fool like this. He s going
;:lo be,hurt Let up, George, you’re hurting

im!



6 ; Adventure

As' Red opened the door Mr. Deacon
called. to him.

“You'll go an’ see Alf Coley, won’t you?”

“Why, yes,” said Red, “I guess I will!”

“Give ’im my love, won’t you. Tell ’im
his old pal, Joe Deacon sent you. Tell ’im
he can’t do too much for you. Say you’re
a Red.”

“You bet!”said Red lightly.

Mr. Deacon laughed.

III

ONCE upon a time when ships could pass
into or out of West .India Docks
either by way of Limehouse or Blackwall
. Reach, the Isle of Dogs might have justi-
fied its designation, technically or geo-
graphically, at least. But not now. The
entrances from Limehouse: Reach are no
longer usable. Properly speaking, then, the

Isle of Dogs is a drab and sterile peninsula,
a promontory, thickly populated, about a
mile across at its widest part, around which
the River Thames makes a circular bend.

Parallel with the river is a long cobble-
paved thoroughfare that extends from
Blackwall in the East to Limehouse in the
West. This street is known on the easterly
or Cubitt Town side of the Isle of Dogs as
Manchester Road, and on the westerly or
Millwall side as West Ferry Road. The
change of name takes place at the fire
station at the junction with East Ferry
Road running almost-due south toward the
horse ferry.

: When Red Wilson left the public house
where the carpenter and George, the bar-
man, were fighting, he walked north along
West Ferry Road, his hands thrust deep in
his trouser pockets, his brown, freckled face
set in a frown, his eyes glancing warily from
side to side. -

The ugliness of his surronndings appalled
him. Perhaps his one joy in life up to now
had been the beauty of the sea and sky—the
gold and crimson magic of sunsets in the

Pacific, the first mother-of-pearl and opal
glimmer of the dawn after a-foggy night,
homeward bound up Channel toward Dun-
geness—the blazing stars of the Indian
Ocean, Constantinople seen in the light
of a full moon from the deck of some old
tramp, San Francisco Bay on a summer
evening with the lights of the city shining
against the blue, Rio de Janeiro, Sydney,
New South Wales, Vancouver, Table Bay.

Here in the Isle of Dogs was the abomina-
tion and desolation of brown brick and
mortar, and slate roofs and gray stone cob-
bles, and yellow chimney pots, and poverty
and hopelessness and misery. Here also
would there be work for Alf Coley or men
like him.

Red crossed the swing bridge at the en-
trance to Millwall Dock, through which -
that night the Cape Spariel must pass on
her way to the Thames and the open sea.

The sun now declining into the west cast
long shadows across the street. The sky
was blue-veiled by a haze of smoke. There
was an unexpected freshness in the south-
west wind.

On his left hand was the river, hidden
from view by ugly brick walls—engineering
works, machine shops, store yards with big
doors, small houses, shops and metal oil
tanks with pyramlds of wooden oil barrels.
On his right hand were more small houses,
more small shops, public-houses, dining-
rooms, fried fish bars, such as he had seen
scores of times before, hundreds of times, in
every seaport he had touched at.

And on his right hand, also, there opened
out of West Ferry Road at right angles
short, dusty streets. Women stood at the
open doorways of the houses that had a
ground floor and one upper story only,
children played and shouted and quarreled
and screamed and were, apparently, happy
even here, poor little devils!

The names of these short, dusty streets
attracted Red’s attention.

~ Janet Street, Maria Street.

He wondered what manner of girls they
had been.

Janet and Maria, one dark and the other
fair. Sailors had fallen in love with them, of
course. Their mothers had been, susp1c10us
of sweethearting. They weren’t to be
seen talking with common seamen. Mates,
perhaps, there would be no objection to;
the mates of clipper ships, outward bound,
bound to the Colonies by way of the Cape.
Malabar Street—bound for the Malabar
Coast, perhaps. Why not? Tooke Street—
who the —+was Tooke? Maria’s father or
Janet’s father? Or had Tooke, Captain
Tooke, maybe, married Maria and broken
Janet’s heart?

He recalled having seen a pub—the Tooke
Arms. Tooke, then,to have a pub named af-
ter him, must have been a man of property.
A capitalist. Perhaps he had made money
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running slaves from the Ivory Coast or Gold
Coast across to New England. Perhaps he
had been a skipper of a Blackwall frigate
who had made money, as skippers did make
money even these days, and had settled
down to a life of ease.

Red laughed to himself. What a mind.
Like some of the store yards he had passed,
full of junk.

Havana Street. Ah, there was the sea
again. Havana, cigars, molasses, rum,
sugar! Byng Street. Which Byng? The
admiral they had shot for losing a battle or
the other guy? Byng Street, with gates at
the far end, dock gates, of course—Millwall

° Dock.

A smallish, thick-set man, much the
worse for liquor,  came lurching along the
sidewalk, mumbling to himself. A man
with a pinched face and red eyes and an un-
shaven chin. With him, holding him by the
arm, was his wife, a large woman, with a
flushed face and brave eyes and a bruise on
her cheek.

“Not far now before you’re ’ome, Bert,”
shesaid. ‘“An’ then I'll give yer a nice cup
o’ tea.” : :

The man took his hands out of his pockets
and pushed her off the sidewalk into the
gutter. She staggered and to save her from
falling Red caught hold of her by the arm.

The man halted.

“Wha’ you doin’ wi’ my wife?”” he asked.

“Nothing,” said Red. “No harm done.”

“No,” said the man. He seemed sud-
denly indifferent to Red’s presence. He
turned on the woman and said “Go ’ome!”
And then once more he shoved her vio-
lently, much as MacTavish had shoved
l(]';‘,eorge, the barman, and again Red saved

er. :

“Don’t, Bert, please,” said the woman.
‘(Don’t!”

Red was angry. The thought flashed
into his mind: What would Alf Coley do
here? Would he be content to stand aside
and watch this little swab manhandle a
woman? No. Alf Coley would help her,
and so would he.

“You touch your wife again,” said Red,
“and I'll lick you!”

“I beg your parding,” said the woman.
“Are you addressin’ my husbing?” With
a deft twist of her plump, red wrist she
removed a long hat pin from her wreck of
a hat.

Her husband stared first at Red, then at

his wife. Then he uttered a howl of delight
and clapped his hands and began jumping
from one foot to the other and shrieking
advice and encouragement.

“Go for ’im, Sal! Sock ’is jaw for ’im!
Show ’im what you done to the policeman.
Use yer ’at pin. Sock ’im, Sall Put ’is
lights out!”.

Already a small crowd had gathered,
mainly women and children.

Public sympathy was clearly with hus-
band and wife. .

Red, feeling foolish, stood his ground.

=) AND then a strong hand gripped
# him by the elbow an pushed him
“to one side and a tipsy voice said
% X gravely:

“Be off wi’ ye, the pair o’ ye, an’ when
ye’re in yer ain hame, gang ye doon on yer
knees an’ pray fur furgi’eness. No argy-
ments. Iwinnalisten. Come on, Red, we’ll
e’en continue on oor way to civilization.”

MacTavish slid his arm through® Red’s
and led him off, talking placidly.

“Aye, it’s yer auld frien’, MacTavish.
I’'ve been chasin’ ye the length o’ West
Ferry Road this past ten minutes. Ha’e
ye no mair sense than to gang interferin’
wi’ husban’ an’ wife? Dinna ye ken thon’s
the way they ha’e o’ love makin’? Man,
what a weary desert is the Isle o’ Dugs.”

“That’s all right, Mac. But what are
you doing here?”

“I’'m gaun to accompany ye, Red, whaur-
ever—hic!”—MacTavish apologized—*‘that
wis the bacon. It didna agree wi’ me.: I'm
gaun to accompany ye whaurever ye gang.
I'm gaun to luk efter ye. Man, that wis a
braw speech ye mad’.”

“What speech?”

“Efter ye laid oot the carpenter in thon
pub wi’ a richt uppercut. The police are
searchin ye far an’ wide.”

“Don’t be an ass. I didn’t touch the
carpenter.”

“Then ye maun prove to the contrairy.
Let me warrn ye, Red, in the Isle o’ Dugs
a man’s aye guilty till he can prove himsel’
innocent by the aid o’ his frien’s. But
dinna fret, laddie, I’ll work up an alibi fur
ye if I ha’e to perjure ma immortal soul.
I’'m a Red at heart, same as yersel’, the
spite o’ what I said to auld Deacon. Lead
on, Macduff! Yince mair into the breach,
dear frien’s, yince mair! Thon’s Shakes-
peare’s ‘Hamlet.” Woullie wis no the man
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Rabbie Burns wis, but he’s got a gey un-
common gift o’ the gab. Whaur dae we
gang frae here, laddie—hame?”

“Listen, MacTavish. Haven’t you any-
thing to do?”

“Aye, I ha’e that. But I'm gaun to dae
it wi’ you. Ne’er let it be said that a Mac-
Tavish wis no’ gratefu’ for a kindness. Ye
savit me an’ ma seventeen an’ sixpence frae
the haun’s o’ the Amalekites an’ I winna
desairt ye, noo ye’re in trouble.”

And what could a man say to a fool like
this?

For some time they walked steadily on in
silence. They crossed the old swing bridge,
no longer in use, of South Dock and passed
along Bridge Road, between high brick
walls. Neither spoke. From time to time
MacTavish hiccoughed and sighed deeply.
They crossed another swing bridge that
spanned the old entrance from Limehouse
Reach' to Limehouse Basin and West India
Dock jand descended the cobbled slope
between warehouses and engineering works
and the dock wall.

“Man,” said MacTavish, “ye’re a terrible
fast walker. Did ye e’er think o’ the auld
sayin’: ‘A rinnin’ hen lays nae eggs.” Ha’e
pity on me. But I winna desairt ye, laddie.
I winna. Hic! Thon’s the bacon again.
Hic! Man, ye maun stop. Hic! Losh, I'm
in sair straits the noo.”

Red slackened speed.

“Thank God for that,”” said MacTavish.
“I was afeart ye wis in fur yin o’ thur
Marathons.”

They had turned to the right and were
walking up Garford Street, with neat, small
houses on their left and on their right the
high wall of some engineering works.
Ahead of them was the railway bridge.

They passed the church and came to a
row of small cottages with green doors and
green woodwork to the windows and small
gardens and wooden railings.

A young girl stood at a gate.

MacTavish stopped and raised his cap.

“Weel, Jessie,” he said, “an’ hoo are ye?”’

The girl flushed pink and drew away from
the palings.

MacTavish, beaming, pushed open the

ate.
g The girl retreated toward the house and
called—

‘(Dad!”

A big, broad-shouldered man appeared
in the doorway and scowled.

. Tavish.

“Do you know my daughter?” he said.

“I ha’ena seen her afore in ma life,” said
MacTavish. “But, man, she’s awfu’ like
ma mother when she wis a lassie. That
was afore ma time, sae I'm gaun on hearsay.
T’ll bide a wee an’ ha’e a talk wi’ her aboot
auld times.”

““Oh, come on out of it,” said Red crossly.
“Come on, man!”’

The girl’s father was angry.

“You’d best take that drunken friend of
yours out of here or I’ll call the police.”

“Ye wudna dae that, Mr. MacDougal, I
hope.”

“My name’s not MacDougal!”

“It’s the same thing almost,” said Mac-
Tavish.

Red tugged at his arm.

“Come on out of it, you fool!”

“Aye,” said MacTavish, “like Emnoch
Arden 1 returrn hame to find the only lass
I e’er loved anither’s. A-weel, I maun
e’en be brave. Fare ye weel, Jessie, an’
may ye be happy, which I can ne’er be
again. Fareye weel.” .

The girl began to titter.

Red dragged MacTavish away.

At the railway bridge they halted.

“Here’s where we separate,” said Red.
“I’m through with you. Which way are
you going, Mac?”’

MacTavish pointed a trembling finger
toward the West India Dock Road.

“Very good,” said Red. “Off you go,
then. I’m staying here.”

“Winna ye say guid-by to yer auld
frien’?” said MacTavish.

He held out his hand.

' “Good-by,” said Red.

“We’ll meet afore lang,” said Mac-
“I feel it in ma bones.”

He turned and moved slowly away, his
shoulders bowed, as if a sorrow too deep
for mere words had overwhelmed him.

v

HEN Red had walked a short distance

toward West India Dock gate he

halted outside the Jamaica Hotel and looked
back toward the railway bridge.

MacTavish was nowhere in sight.

He would, he decided, give him ten
minutes or so grace and then he would follow
up West India Dock Road to Commercial
Road East, where he would be able to get a
bus that would take him toward Aldgate.
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The conductor would tell him the way to

.Well Close Square, near which Alf Coley

lived.

On the opposite side of the street, outside
the Maritime Hall, the headquarters of the
National Sailors’ and Firemen’s Union, a
small crowd had gathered to listen to a man
making a speech—a short, shabby man
with a pale, unwholesome face and a sharp
pointed nose and swollen eyelids and a
scrubby fair mustache.

As Red crossed the street, there was a
subdued, half-hearted laugh.

“That’s right!” said the speaker, who
wore a flaming scarlet tie, “you laugh if you
want to laugh, but I’'m tellin’ the truth.
You're fools! You're treated like dogs, and
you don’t say nothing, you don’t do nothing.
An’ when I take the trouble to p’int out
where you’re wrong, you laugh at me.
They laughed at Lenin. Why don’t you
look in the glass an’ laugh at yerselves.”

“Chadwick,” said one of the men near
Red, “why ain’t you at ’ome, helpin’ the
missus wash the kids an’ put ’em’to bed?”

This time the laughter was louder and
less repressed.

The man with the swollen eyelids and the
scrubby fair mustache raised his voice.

“That’s the w’y always. If you’re beaten
in argument you try an’ be funny. What’s
come to you? Aren’t I givin’ up time an’
money to ’elp you? Where’s your grati-
tude?”’’

“Money!” said the man who had spoken
before. “You never parted with any money
in your life, Chadwick; don’t tell me. You
give me a tanner to buy a drink an’ T’ll
have some respect for you. You want us
to go on strike again, don’t you? I went
on strike at Freemantle because I was told
to, and I've been on my uppers ever since.
What’s that to you? Nothing! There’s

~more seamen than jobs an’ you know it an’
the skippers know it an’ the union knows it
an’ the ship-owners know it.”

The man with the yellow mustache
seemed taken aback. He said querulously,
without any of his former fire:

“If you fellers did what you promised
you’d do, there’d have been a diff’rent
story. But you messed ‘about any’ow an’
then when things were goin’ your w’y at
last you just quit. Do you know what’s
wrong with you? So long as you've got
what you want, other people don’t count,
that’s what. They don’t count. So long

as you got what you want. See! The
cause can look arter itself. That’s why
the ship-owners beat you always.”

“What you want is a slap on the jaw,
Chadwick.”

Red could keep quiet no longer.
nation overcame his sense of caution.

Here was an enthusiast whom Alf Coley
would have been proud to work with.

“That’ll do, you,” he said to the man
who had interrupted. ‘Now, listen to me,
the lot of you. Cut out the rough stuff and
have some sense. Unless we stand togeth-
er— sailors, firemen, stewards — and show
the ship-owners and the capitalists we’re
united, then there’s no hope. I’m not a
swell speaker like our friend, Chadwick,
here, but I'm a Red and I’'m in earnest and
I've got no ax to grind like some men.
I’ve had a bad time in the world, so_have
you. I’m poor, so are you. I'm desperate,
so are you. I'll tell you what’s wrong:
there’s no security for you or me, no com-
fort, nothing but hard work and hard words.

“We’re put upon. That’s the trouble: put
upon by ship-owners and the men under ’em
—captains and mates and engineers, bosuns
and such like scum. We’ve not got a say
in our lives, even. What right have we to
a job? No right. To hear ’em talk you’d
think they’re doin’ us favors by lettin’ us
work aboard their —— ships at all. I
know what I'm talking about, and so do
you. All of you! I tell you, friends, the
way this country’s run and every other
country, too, except Russia, is all wrong.
What we ought to do is to support the
union, put some life into the men at the
head of the union, stand by them, show
them they’ve got to lead, not just talk and
we’ll follow, and win out. Action is what
we want, not just words.

And then Chadwick shouted angrily:

“What are you crackin’ on for? You,
with the red ’air! We don’t want the union.
We want to run things ourselves. What
d’you mean, comin’ ’ere interferin’? - Are
you tryin’ to make things ’ard for me, or
what?” >

“Nothing of the kind,” said Red. “Noth-
ing of the kind. I’ve been trying to help-
you. What do you mean?”

“What do I mean? I mean that you’re
in the pay of the ship-owners. You came
’ere to make trouble for me. You’re a hired
thug, that’s what you are—a thug, in the pay
of the ship-owners—”

Indig-
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A husky voice interrupted:

“That’s a lie, a —— lie!” MacTavish
forced his way through the crowd. “I’ll
fecht the best man here fur a shilling, an’
T’ll thraw him wi’ the yella mustache in fur
make-weight. Wha’s takin’ ma offer?”

“Hook it, fellers! Here’s a policeman.”

Chadwick stalked off toward the railway
bridge and the station.

MacTavish made after him, dragging
Red by the arm.

“Come on, Red,” he said. “He’s a bad
man, thon fella. We maun tak’ care he
disna get the better of us.”

“If you want trouble, I don’t,” said Red.
“Haven’t you got any sense at all?”’

o9 CHADWICK stood at the en-
@'@\ trance to the booking office.
Se®  “That was a —— rotten trick.
=S#=%" he said. “What did you do it
for> What did you go spoutin’ that —
nonsense for? That bunch of stiffs was
good for a couple o’ bob, maybe five, an’
you come buttin’ in spoilin’ everything.”

“You mean you were out for money!” said
Red.

“Do I mean I was out for money!”
sneered Chadwick. “Of course I was. I've
got to live the same as you ’ave, ’aven’t I?
I’ll give you a piece of advice. Jealousy
don’t get a man nowhere. You did me out
o’ my money, but what did you make your-
self? Nothin’!”

“Shall I fecht him?”’ said MacTavish.

“Let the swine be,” said Red.

“I ain’t finished with you yet,” said
Chadwick. “Don’t you think it. You
got the better o’ me this time, but next time
we meet, you stand from under.”

Red put his hands in his pockets and
walked slowly under the railway bridge
past the Salvage Corps Station and turned
to the left past King Street up the West
India Dock Road.

What would Coley have said, had he
found Chadwick to be a crook as bad in his
degree as Deacon? He pondered.

“Red,” said MacTavish, “ye done fine!
Thon wis a mair sensible speech than ye
mad’ efter ye knockit oot the carpenter.
Ahem! Whit say to a drink ower thonder
at Charlie Brown’s?”

“P’ve told you before,” 'said Red. “Let
me alone.”

“T winna desairt ma frien’ when he’s in
trouble,” said MacTavish. “If ye wish

prosperity, ye maun let me stay wi’ ye.
Fur, marrk ye, I’'m a MacTavish frae
Clydebank wi’ a thirrst on me I wudna part
wi’ fur hauf a croon.”

Red kept on his way, past Pennyfields,
along the crowded footpath, past the
police station with its archway and blue
lamp and steps, toward Commercial Road
East.

MacTavish, still talking, and his topic
was now the solidarity of the working
classes and the iniquity of ship-owners and
second mates, trotted beside him.

“Anither Marathon,” he said presently.
“a-weel, I'll lay thae auld bones doon an’
dee, if ye dinna ha’e pity on me.”

And then he stopped outside an outfitter’s
shop in front of which there hung on an iron
framework sea-boots and oilskins and suits
of clothes and shoes and overcoats.

“Bide yin meenit, wull ye, Red?”

A prosperous-looking young salesman
with dark curly hair and a fleshy nose smiled
at him.

“Ith there anything you vant?”’ !

“Aye,” said MacTavish. “Ha’e ye got
sic a  thing as a spare propeller ye cud sell
me? I’m wantin’ yin fur the Cape Spartel,
layin in Millwall Dock. We droppit oors
in the Channel hameward boon’ a’ through
the chief engineer’s incompetence an’
ineffeecioncy. I'd tak’ it as a favor, Ike,
if ye cud load it on a haun’ cart an’ get it
aboard by the morn’s morn’. The skipper’s
in an awfu’ state o’ mind. Puir fella, his
wife’s jus’ presentit him wi’ twins an’ he’s
no responsible.” :

Red hurried on. He had a foreboding
that unless he managed to shake off this
Scotsman he would never be able to reach
Alf Coley that night. 4

Glancing back over his shoulder to see if -
MacTavish were following, he saw Chad-"
wick a few paces behind. ;

He grinned at him. :

“No good, Chadwick! Better give up.”

“You go to blazes!” said Chadwick, still
keeping up with him. “I told yer I ’adn’t
finished with you. I ’aven’t.” ]

The man’s unwholesome, puffy face ex-
pressed a kind of weak anger that seemed
partly fear.

“You’re crazy!” said Red. “If I was to
hit you once you’d croak. You’re too soft,
Chadwick, that’s what’s the matter with
you. All you’re good for is to talk to men
better than yourself and show ’em what
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you’d do if you’d only guts enough to go
to sea same as they do.”

- “That’s all you know,” said Chadwick.
“I'man A. B. an’ I could go to sea tomorrer
if T wanted.”

- “But you don’t want, eh?” said Red.
“Don’t blame you, elther It’s no life for
a white-livered rat like you, anyway.” He
halted. “You give me any more trouble
and I'll turn you over my knee and spank
you. Understand! ~Beat it!” He clenched
his fists as if to hit and Chadwick ducked
and backed away from him.

Red turned with a laugh and walked on.

At the Eastern Hotel, where the West
India Dock and East India Dock Roads
join and become Commercial Road East,
he halted once more.

A BIG red motor bus, bound for
A} the Bank and Oxford Street,

/ drew up noisily near where he
" stood.

“Let ’em off first,” said the conductor.
“Let ’em off!”

Red watched the people climbing on to
the step, jostling each other, and pushing.
How rough they were. Why couldn’t they
‘take their time! But that was life. No
courtesy. No giving each other a chance.
Each for himself, or herselfi. The women
were worse than the men.

- A husky voice called to him despairingly.

“Laddie, ye winna desairt an auld ship-
mate in trouble.”

“One more!” said the conductor.

Red saw over his shoulder the pale, thin

face and tow-colored hair of MacTavish.
- “Get out!” he said and caught hold of
the brass hand-rail that led to the top of the
bus. “Let me be.” MacTavish had clutched
at his arm.

Chadwick pushed roughly past Red and
jumped on to the rear platform with a laugh.

“Full up!” said the conductor and rang
the bell. _

“Chadwick, you swine, come on down, or
T’ll fetch you down.”

“Hey, laddie, you an’ me maun wait fur
the next bus,” said MacTavish.

The bus moved off.

Red shook himself free of MacTavish.

“Get out of it, Mac.”

As he began to climb the steps after
Chadwick the conductor, who was already
inside the bus, emerged, red-faced and in-
dignant, being a rather consequential,

fussy young man without much tact or
experience of human nature.

“What are you doin’?” he said sharply.
“Didn’t I tell you the bus was full up?”

“You said one more,” said Red. “I was
getting on the bus when that grinning fool
up there got in front of me. Chadwick,
come on down.”

Above the noise of the traffic he heard
Chadwick’s laugh and the husky voice of
MacTavish yelling:

“Stop! ye’ve ta’en ma auld frien’. Stop!”

The conductor caught hold of Red’s arm
and hauled. Red descended the three steps
he had climbed and landed unsteadily on his
feet on the rear platform.

“That’s a — silly trick to play,” he
said. “You’d no right to touch me.” :
The conductor had jerked the bell rope
and the bus was stopping.

“I said it was full up. Get off!”

“That’s right, conductor,” said Chad-
wick. ‘“Give ’im in charge. ’E’s no good,
that feller. Give ’im in charge.”

MacTavish arrived at a run. He tried to
clamber on to the platform by Red’s side.

“Full up, you,” said the conductor an-
grily. Then, disregarding MacTavish, he .
tried to put Red off. Red clutched at his
arm.

Once more a crowd of spectators had
gathered.

Chadwick stood at the top of the steps
He banged his hand hard down on the bell
push twice and the driver, obedient to the
signal, started the bus.

“Chadwick, ye low hoond, whit the —
are ye daein’?”

Red and the conductor, holding each
other, rolled off the rear platform, stag-
gered, lost their balance and fell, side by side,
in the gutter.

. MacTavish tugged at the bell rope and
ran up the steps after Chadwick, who hit at
him.

Once again the bus stopped.

Red struggled to his knees. The con-
ductor had hold of him about the waist.

“Let go, you fool,” said Red.

Exerting all his strength, he rose to his
feet, dragging the conductor with him.

Out of the corner of his eye he saw Chad-
wick and MacTavish come tumbling down
the steps from the top of the bus, fighting.
He tried to shake himself free of the con-
ductor’s arms.

“Let go, can’t you!” he said. “What
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d’you think you’re doing, you great ass.”
, “I'm going to give you in charge!”
shouted the conductor.

And suddenly he loosed his grip about

- Red’s body and hit at his face. The blow
grazed his cheek.
The crowd, growing rapidly in numbers,
yelled.

Red was bitter. He had been assaulted
for no reason. This — little tick was like
any one else in a uniform, cap and brass
buttons—a bully. They were all the same—
mates, second mates, skippers, engineers,
each one of ’em—bus conductors as well:
bullies.

He stooped quickly, just as the conductor

' tried to hit him again, grabbed his ankles
and threw him on to his back.

“Police!” A woman was screaming.
“Police!”

“Hook it, feller, here’s a copper!” said
a man. “This way, quick.”

Red saw MacTavish grinning at Chad-
wick, who sat on the curb, trying to check
the flow of blood from his nose and cursing.

An elderly man with a gray beard said:

“Chadwick, I thought I'd lost you. I’ve
something to say to you.”

“Leave me alone, —— you!” said Chad-
wick.,

Some one seized Red by the shoulders.

MacTavish yelled at him.

“Rin fur yer life, Red! Rin, if ye dinna
want to be clinkit.”

Red turned and broke away from the
man holding him.

A gap opened in the crowd

“This way, mate, this way.”

As he hurried off he glanced over his
shoulder and saw the conductor, on his feet
once more, talking excitedly to a large
policeman and pointing. He hesitated.
Why should he go? He’d done no wrong.
Why not stay and face things out.

And then he saw MacTavish advance
and hit the policeman on the chin.

After that he lost hope and began to run.
. MacTavish might want to see the inside of
a prison; he didn’t.

HE RACED down a narrow side
> street between the railings of
. Limehouse church and a row of
small houses, some with areas
'and some without. Not knowing in the
least whether he was pursued or not, but
taking no risks, he dived down a narrow
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passage between the Five Bells and a
church institute, through an opening under
a house, and emerged in another street.
Still running, he turned to the right and
raced under the railway bridge, aware of
people standing at the open doors of houses,
staring at him as he passed, without trying
to stop him, rather in a sense encouraging
him by their silence.

He turned to the right into Limehouse
Causeway, reached Duanbar Wharf, parallel
to the river, turned once more into a narrow
alleyway where, breathing deep gasps, he
slowed down into a quick walk. Scared
that he might be headed back toward Com-
mercial Road East and the police and the
crowd, not daring to stop and rest, he came
out into another narrow street of small
houses, Ropemakers’ Fields, and turned to
the left, trying to appear as one having busi-
ness in the neighborhood. At the end of
the street he turned to the right,away from
the river again.

Dusk had fallen. The street lamps were
lighted. - He heard no sound of pursuit.

Passers-by glanced at him without in-
terest. Children playing their games paid
no heed to him. He was, he felt, tolerably
safe at last. But, Lord! how tired. Also,
he realized that in falling from the bus he
had ricked his ankle and was lame, so lame
that it was suddenly difficult to walk.

When he reached Limehouse Cut he
halted and leaned against a wall and,
stooping, rubbed his ankle.

Had he, he wondered, done what was
right in leaving MacTavish. Ought he to
have stayed and helped him.

Perhaps he ought. But what good
could he have done? None. Would it
have helped MacTavish if he had been
taken in charge, too? He didn’t think so.
He could have punched Chadwick’s head,
of course. Even that would have done no
real good.

And then he straightened his back and
saw a policeman approaching slowly.

Without hurrying, Red moved away
from the wall where he had rested.

\'2

N THE kitchen at the back of their small
house, Mr. and Mrs. Hartigan quarreled
fiercely as only married people can who

have neither affection nor respect for each’

other but only a blind dislike.
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The room was warm and stuffy and air-
less. The window and both doors were shut.
The gas was lighted, though turned low. A
steak was frying in the frying-panon the
gas ring.

Mr. Hartigan, who made a moderately
good living as a riverside thief, sat at the
small table which was covered with an oil-
cloth and laid for supper. Mr. Harti-
gan’s wizened, sallow face was crinkled into
a sneer. Whenever he glanced at his wife,
his small, dark eyes expressed the contempt
he felt for her. From time to time, too, he
would raise his right hand and clutch at
his cheeks on either side of his thin-lipped
mouth and tug at the loose flesh until his
fingers and thumb would slide and meet to-
gether in front of his yellow, broken teeth.

Mrs. Hartigan, a small, sturdy, dark-
haired woman, in whose features there yet
remained traces of a faded beauty that
twenty years before had won her husband’s
heart, stood at the stove and divided her
time between her cooking and her husband,
whom she despised and hated but by no
means feared.

All day long he had acted queerly. There
was a shiftiness in the way he wriggled out
of refusing to answer direct questions that
had aroused all her suspicions.

“Sam,” she said, pointing her fork at
him. “Answer me a strite question—what
become of that money?”

“I tell yer, Floss, I ain’t got no money.”

“nght before last you was out on the
river with™ Bob Hersey. Mrs. Hersey,

- ’erself, told me this mornin’, afore you was
sober, her old man ’ad give ’er a quid the
night before. If ’e got money to give ’is
wife, why ain’t you?r I want my share.
D’you see? Money.”

“Listen to me,” said Mr. Hartigan heav-
ily, “an’ don’t talk till I’ve finished. I told
you before, an’ now I tell you again, for the
last time, Ilost it. Every penny I ’ad I
lost.”

“Ow, come orf it,” said Mrs. Hartigan.
“Fell through a ’ole in yer pocket, no doubt!
Tell us another.”

“No, Floss,” said Mr, Hartigan. “I lost
it playin’ cards!”

Mrs. Hartigan turned fiercely, grabbed
her husband by the hair, jerked back his
head and smacked his face.

“You liar,” she said. “Oh, you liar!
And last night, where were you, then, eh?
Out with Fred. Up the West End. All

right, what ’appened? You ain’t said a
word what you done or got or anything.

Ah! But you got something good, I know,
the way you been grinnin’. What is it?
I'm askin’.”

Though a coward at heart, Mr. Hartigan
lied bravely.

“I got nothin’, Floss, ah’ that’s the solemn -
truth.”

That there was at that moment in the
pocket of his jacket which hung on the hook
at the back of the door a ruby pendant be-
longing to Fred was his business and not
Floss’s. Fred, always careless when he had
finished his night’s work, had had that one
glass of whisky too much, and what had
been easier than to take the pendant out of
his pocket. If he hadn’t taken it, some
one else would have, maybe the police. He
had done what was right. The worst of
it was, if he told Floss, she’d go up in the air
and be mad with him and, a million to one,
split on him to Fred.

Mr. Hartigan sniffed. A pretty fine
state of affairs, when a man’s wife would
support her brother against her husband!
And what a brother!

Mrs. Hartigan, who had been giving her
attention to the steak and onions, looked at
her husband and said—

“Don’t you ever get scared what’ll hap-
pen after you’re dead, Sam?” :

“No,” said Mr. Hartlgan “I don’t.”

Mrs. Hartigan laughed ironically.

And then there was the sound of some
one moving slowly in the front passage.
The street door closed $oftly. Mr. Harti-
gan rose to his feetjin sudden terror. Was
this Fred, then? Mrs. Hartigan, economi-
cal even in moments of stress, extinguished
the gas under the frying-pan., “The kitchen
door opened and Red Wilson entered.

His face was smeared with grime and
sweat, there was blood on his lip; the brim
of his gray hat had lost its shape,-crushed
underfoot in his scuffle with the bus con-
ductor; his collar was limp and dirty, his
clothes were covered with dust, the seam
under his right arm gaped open.

_He shut the door and turned the key in
the lock.

“T’ve got to stop here a while and rest,”

he said. “The street door was open. I
shut it behind me.”
“An’ who the —— are you to come walkin’

into a man’s ’ouse,” said Mr. Hartigan.
Something .in this young man’s face
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warned him to go slow. He looked vicious.
Hit a feller as soon as speak to him, prob’ly.
Tough! :

“Who are you?”

“T’m not the police,” said Red, “anyhow.”

“Didn’t think you were,” said Mrs.
Hartigan. “But right’s right. This is our
kitchen an’ our door you’ve locked. Makin’
pretty free, ain’t you, young feller?”

Red felt that in spite of her harshness she
was disposed to be friendly.

“I won’t be pretty free if that policeman
gets me.” _

“What policeman?” said Mr. Hartigan
sharply.

“There was a policeman comin’ along, so
I slipped in here.” -

“Then the best thing you can do is to
slip out again. We don’t want no police
’ere, I can tell you.” :

“I’'m not going,” said Red firmly. “I’ve
done nothing wrong, but if the police get me
they’ll clink me. So I guess I’m not going
torun any risks. I’m on my way.to a friend
of mine, Alf Coley. You don’t know him,
so that doesn’t explain much, but once I

" reach him I’'m safe. I’'m in trouble, and all
I ask is to be let sit here for a bit and rest.”

“If you’ve done nothin’ wrong,” said
Mrs. Hartigan, “how d’you mean you're
in trouble?”

“I had a bit of an argument with a bus
conductor and a man I was with made
things worse by hitting a policeman. It
was the bus conductor started it, all the
same.” :

“Well,” said Mr. Hartigan, “we’ve all
got our secrets, ain’t we? I ’ave, anyhow.”

“You ’ave,” said his wife. “More secrets
than I've any idea of. But I'm going to
get to the bottom o’ things tonight, some-
’ow.”  She turned to Red. “Young feller,
any copper who saw you now would pinch
you at sight. You’re a sailor, ain’t you!
but you look—you look like a dishonest
thief!”

“Are you tryin’ to be personal?”’ said
Mr. Hartigan, who was once more seated in
his chair. He banged on the table with the

‘flat of his hand. “For if you jare, I won’t
’ave it! You’'ve been naggin’ at me all
‘evenin’.”

Mrs. Hartigan ignored him.

“Here you,” she said to Red, “you need
a wash. After that, you’ve got to go.
This isn’t a ’ome for sailors in bad with the
police an’ you needn’t think it.”

“I won’t ’ave it,” said Mr. Hartigan.
“I will not ’ave it! ’Ints an’ goin’s-on.
Dishonest thief! What d’you mean by it,
eh?”,’ : %

Mzrs. ‘Hartigan poured some” water out of
the kettle into a basin which stood on a
small side table by the stove.

“Wash your face an’ ’ands, feller, an’ get
that dirt an’ blood off.  There’s soap in the
saucer.” She frowned. ‘“What’s yer name
when you’re ’ome, eh?”

“Red! That’s what they call me.”

. HE PUT his jacket on the part of

" the table not/laid for supper and
- rolled up his shirt sleeves.

“Dishonest thief!” said Mr.

Hartigan. . “I won’t ’ave it, Floss. Do
you ’ear?”

“You baboon!” she said. “Not so much
of it.”

Red lost some of the conversation be-
tween husband and wife while he was wash-
ing, but as he was drying his face and hands
he heard Mr. Hartigan say querulously:

“What I want to know is, Floss, what did
yer mean by sayin’ you’d get to the bottom
o’ things tonight? I've got nothin’ to ’ide,
no more than our friend ’ere.”

“You’ve got a guilty conscience. Think
I can’t read what you’re thinkin’. You’ve
got somethin’ belongin’ to Fred. You know
you ’ave.” ;

“What a —— outrageous lie!” said Mr.
Hartigan. ‘“A —— outrageous lie!”

“It’s not a lie!” said Mrs. Hartigan.
“What ’ave you got in yer coat pocket
hangin’ there that makes you keep lookin’
atit, eh?” , ;

“Nothin’!” said Mr. Hartigan. “I’vegot
nothin’; I keep tellin’ you. Nothin’! So
dry up an’ let my coat_pocket be.”

Mrs. Hartigan made a sudden dash across
the small kitchen and snatched his jacket
from its hook and dived her right hand
into a pocket.

Mr. Hartigan bounded from his chair
with an oath and grabbed her and tried to
twist her wrist. _

“Say,” said Red sharply, “cut that out.”

He was knotting a blue and white hand-
kerchief about his neck in place of his damp,
grimy collar which he had taken off before
washing. “You’ll hurt her.” ‘

“Ow,” screamed Mrs. Hartigan.
Leggo, you brute!”

She let the jacket drop on to the table.

({3
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In her right hand she held a small packet
wrapped in tissue paper. She still screamed.
Mr. Hartigan released her wrist.

“You blasted fool!” he said. “What
-d’you want to go makin’ all that —— noise
for?”

He eyed her moodily as she unwrapped
the tissue paper.

“Coo!” she said. “Coo! Look, will

you. Look at that, Red! Do you see?”

Red stared, astounded, at a ruby pendant
glowing with fire on the palm of her hand
and a platinum chain. *

- Mrs. Hartigan began to laugh wildly.

“My husband! Samuei Hartigan! Hon-
est ain’t the word for it. You stole this
from Fred. Fred pinched it, an’ you picked
’is pocket after he’d ’ad a drop too much to
drink. He thought he’d dropped it an’ you
pretended to ’elp ’im look for it. An’ you
’ad it on you all the time. You beauty!”

“How do you know ’e thought he dropped
it, eh?”

Mrs. Hartigan put her hands on the table.

“Sam,” she said, “Fred’s comin’ ’ere to-
night to see yer.”

“He won’t be ’ere to-night.” said Mr.
Hartigan. “He’s gone up West again.”

“He ’asn’t,” said Mrs. Hartigan. “He’s
comin’ ’ere. I met him this arternoon.
He asked me if you’d be ’ome an’ I said you
would.”

Mr. Hartigan’s sallow face had taken on
a hue of dirty gray in the gas-light. He also
rested his hands on the table. He leaned
forward and stared fixedly at his wife, his
eyes sunken, so it seemed, back in their
sockets, his lower jaw drooping.

“You told ’im,” he said. Suddenly he be-
gan to move deliberately around the table
toward where his wife stood watching him.
His arms were bent, his hands were wide
open, his short fingers bent like claws.
“You told ’im, did you, you slut!”

Before Red could move, before he guessed
what would happen, the woman stepped to
one side and snatched up a flat iron from a
shelf and hit her husband on the head.

He staggered sidewise against the wall.

A smear of blood showed on his head just
under the thick, coarse gray hair. Blood
trickled slowly down his forehead over his
eye, down the side of his nose. He put his
hand to his cheek.

“You’ve hurt me, Floss.”

“Sam!” she said, beginning to whimper.
“Oh, Sam! Sam,Ididn’t mean to. Hon-

est, I didn’t!”
“Listen!”

No one said a word. They waited. - In
the silence there came the sound of a loud
knocking on the front door.

“That’s ’im,” said Mr. Hartigan; trem-
bling.

“It ain’t,” said the woman. “That’s not
Fred’s knock That’s the police. What
are we goin’ to do?”’

Some one tramped heavily down the stalrs
Red slipped on his jacket and brushed his
hat with his elbow.

The front door was opened.

“That’s the upstairs people,” said Mr.
Hartigan, dabbing at his bleeding head.

“Hartigan.” A mans voice called.

She broke off abruptly.

“Hartigan. Come here.”
“Perhaps it’s you they’re after,” sald the
woman. ‘“Out you go, Red. Quick!

Through here—look sharp—out over. the

- wall—through one of the other ’ouses.”

Red patted her shoulder, nodded to Mr.
Hartigan, still bleeding, and passed out
through the door into a little dark kitchen,
out through another door into a small back
yard. He paused for a moment and listened
before closing the door softly after him.
And then, he climbed the brick wall and
dropped into the back yard of one of a row
of small houses that faced the opposite way
from the house he had just left.

VI

HE back door of the house was ajar.
Red entered a dark little scullery and
stood, listening. He could hear the noise of
a sewing machine and the low murmur of
voices and some one laughing.

A door opened, giving him a glimpse, no
more, of a gas-lit kitchen like the Hartigans’
and the slim figure of a girl. The door
closed and the girl came to him and put her
arms around his neck and breathed in his

ear:
“Gus, darling, you gotta go. See! Pa’s
mad. "Don’t stay no longer. Trouble!”

She hugged him and kissed him. And
then she thrust him away from her roughly,

‘saying huskily: s

“Who are you?”

Before Red could speak the door opened
once more and a small, thin, stooping man
stood on the threshold of the kitchen.

“Bethie!” he said. “What you do?
Bethie, who ith that man? Tell me!”
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- ““How should I know!” said the girl with
a toss of her head.

By the light of the kitchen Red saw that
the girl was slender and dark and graceful.
She began to laugh.

“It’s so silly!” she explained.

“T send for the police,” said the man.

The whirring noise of the sewing machine
ceased and a woman’s voice, speaking with
the same funny foreign accent as the man’s,
said:

“Abie, you will do no such a thing.
Would you have the neighbors scandal make
about our daughter?”

“I will thend for the pohce ” said the
man. And all at once he appeared to take
leave of his senses. “I will be master in
mine own houthe. You interrupt mine
‘work, mine writing, you. Who are you?”

“I lost my way,” said Red.

The girl giggled.

“In our back yard?”

And then from the Hartigans’ house
there came the crash of breaking glass, and
Mrs. Hartigan screamed:

“Fred, Sam, don’t for —— sake!”

“Abie,” said the woman in the kitchen,
“will you that door shut. Am I mine death
of cold to catch.”

The man shook his finger in Red’s face.

“I have guess the thecret. You are one of
that crooked gang that lives in that houthe.”

“Tell me,” said the girl, “what made you
come here?”

“The police were after me,” said Red.
“I got into a fight, that’s all. I came
through that house and over the wall.”

“It ith impothible!” said the man. “I
work for the emanthipation of mankind an’
men like you, crooked gangs, they come an’
thee my daughter. I will not have it,
once for all. How can I mine work do, mine
writing, when there ith thith interruption!”

“A pity you can not earn.some money like
other men!” said the woman’s voice from
the kitchen.

“Money!” said the man. “Mine
He hurried into the kitchen. ‘“What for
you talk like that to me for? Anna, do you
not see that money is the curthe, that you
play into the handth of the capitalists by
working for them? It ith impothible.”

“Abie, do you eat the same as me an’
Bessie or don’t you?”

The girl dragged Red toward the kitchen.

“As likely as not Pa’ll send for a copper.
Better go.”

122

Adventure

A dark, sallow-faced woman, large in the
bust and shoulders, sat at the table under
the gas with a sewing machine and some
golden, shimmering silk stuff before her.

“That’s Ma,” said the girl with a laugh.
“The breadwinner. All Pa does is to write
for his paper nobody buys, how bad the
world is an’ why the workers—Ma an’ me—
should rise in their might an’ crush the
aristocrat who lives on their toil, which is
Pa, himself.”

The little man’s face showed an unsus-
pected depth of agony. He glared at his
daughter, his mouth working under his thin
mustache, his chin with'its little thin beard
moving from side to side. In the gas-light
his eyes were glazed and faded. He raised
his arms toward the low ceiling.

“——1"” he said. “I work for the op-
pressed. An’ mine women folk mock at
me. Momma, tell me, what for-do I live?
I work, I work.” He clapped his hands on
to the crown of his small, bald head. “I
have the headache. Bethie, show that
young loafer out of the front door.”

“Thank you,” said Red, “I’'m much
obliged.”

He was about to say that he, too, held the
same views about the aristocrat who lived
on the toil of the workers and agreed with
every word that the little worried-looking
man had said, but the expression in the
woman’s face, a kind of tired resignation
and patience with the stupidity of one much
loved, made him change his mind. Per-
haps her side of the question would be less
encouraging.

He followed the girl out of the room into
a little, narrow, dark passage. She giggled
and squeezed his arm.

“Gus was there in the back kitchen all
the time an’ no one saw him but me. He’s
there now.” And then, to Red’s amaze-
ment, she once again flung her arm around
his neck and drew him to her and kissed
him. “That’s for yourself for being a sport.
Good-by. I wish—yes, I wish, somehow,
Gus was like you. An’ now.you must go.”

She opened the door and Red was once
again in the open air.

IT WAS night at last and still
warm. Overhead the stars shone
in a sky of pale, tranquil blue.
On either side of the little, narrow
street hghts showed in the windows. Peo-
ple sat at the open doors and talked. Red,
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glancing from left to right, knew he was
lost. He did not like to ask where he was.
He knew only that if he made his way West-
ward, sooner or later, he would reach Well
Close Square and Alf Coley.

He turned to the right and walked quickly
toward the red afterglow visible above the
house-tops and presently found himself once
more by the river.

He halted on the swing bridge of the
Regent’s Canal Dock and gazed at the
lights of the shipping. Opposite where he
stood were Surrey Commercial Docks. He
had been there, Lavender Pond, the year
before, with a cargo of timber. How much
had happened since then, he reflected. And
then he smiled. Come to think of it, how
much had happened since that afternoon.

He walked slowly on, thinking of Mac-
Tavish—the mad Scotsman—Chadwick,

. and the crowd that gathered to hear him
talk, the boatswain with his large head and
wide shoulders, Chips, George—the bar-
man—who had fought him, the plump land-
lady, Joe Deacon, with his ambition to take
the trip around the world in a liner, and his
cheap trickery, the bus conductor, the stout
policeman that MacTavish had hit, Sam
Hartigan, Mrs. Hartigan, Fred, whom he
had never met but whom Mr. and Mrs.
Hartigan had considered a threat to their
peace of mind, Bessie, the black-haired,
pretty girl with her kisses and her Gus, hid-
den all the time in the back kitchen, Anna,
who sat at the sewing machine and worked
so that Abie, her husband, the poor little
Jew writer, might write and reform the
world.

What a crew, thought Red Tragic and
comic.

He wondered what Alf Coley would make
of them.

Some one was calling his name in the dis-
tance. Not MacTavish surely.

“Red! Where are you?”

On his guard at once Red turned quickly
to the right up a street that led away from
the riverside. He waited, hidden ' from
view, in a dark entry.

“Red! what’s come to you?”’

There was agitation in the man’s throat.

Some one else said:

“What’s up, chum?
matter?”

“Red!” called the man. “Red!”

Red saw by the light of a street-lamp
ngtigan, bareheaded, the smear of blood

Anything the

still on his forehead, reach the corner and
hesitate. :

“Red!” he shouted.
are yer?”

A heavy wagon, drawn by two big horses,
passed down the cobbled incline. When
the wagon had gone, Mr. Hartigan had van-
ished, apparently along Narrow Street, the
street out of which Red had just turned, in
the direction of Ratcliff and Shadwell.

Red moved from the doorway where he
had stood and began to limp up the slope of
the cobbled street away from the Thames.
He was tired to the point of exhaustion, and
rather dazed. Comic, of course. Nothing
else. And his ankle was aching. He won-
dered what had happened after he had
climbed the wall. He wondered why Harti-
gan, bareheaded, should be running through
the streets of Stepney, shouting his name.

At the top of the street he turned to the
left, there being no other way to turn, and
then farther on, to the right.

On his left was the Limehouse, Ratcliff,
Shadwell and Wapping Coroner’s Court; on
his right Bergen Wharf, ahead of him were
the two arches of a railway station spanning
the road, beyond were the lights and traffic
of Commercial Road East.

He said to a man approaching him—

“Say, is that a railway station yonder?”

“Stepney,” said the man.

Red thanked him and walked on. He
would finish the rest of the journey by rail.
He was too lame and too tired to walk. He
entered the booking office and bought a
third-class ticket to Leman Street which was,
he knew, near Well Close Square where he
would find Alf Coley, the man who would
help him. The price of his ticket was a -
penny halfpenny. :

“Train just due in,” said a ticket collector.
““Up the stairs there. Look sharp.”

Red reached the platform just as the train

“Oh, Red, where

from Blackwall arrived. He scrambled into -

a compartment and dropped breathlessly
into a seat. A porter slammed the door
after him. The train began to move.

“Red!” some one called.

He sprang to his feet and looked out of
the window. Hartigan hurried toward him.

“Red, for ’s sake, where you goin’?”

“Stand back!” shouted the porter.

“Leman Street!” Red answered. ‘“What’s
the matter?”

Hartigan was struggling with the porter,
trying to reach the train, now rapidly
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moving out of the station. He yelled at
the top of his voice:

“Wait for me, Red. Comin’ on by next
train!”

Red sank back once more on to the cush-
ioned seat and pulled out his pipe and
struck a match. The only other passenger
in the compartment was an elderly gentle-
man, with a thin, tight face and invisible
eyelids and a long nose and gold-rimmed
glasses. Heread a paper and, as Red began
to smoke, glanced at him and frowned.

“This is not a smoking compartment!” he
said severely.

Red looked at him in silent resentment.
Here, he thought, was a man who had made
money out of the poor. A man who imag-
ined himself better than other men.

“I’d be obliged if you’d put out your
pipe.”

His tone was cold and superior and def-
initely hostile, it seemed, to one so far be-
neath him in rank.

“Suppose I don’t put it out!” said Red.

“We have our remedies!” said the old
gentleman.

“Yes,” said Red. “Up to now you’ve
had ’em, but you listen to me and I’ll tell
you a secret. You've had your day, you
rich folk. Soon we’ll have ours—me an’
my mates, workers, sailors, firemen, railway
men, and such like. Do you understand,
mister? Your money won’t help you then.
You'’re finished and I’'m just beginning.
You chew on that a while.”

Red wondered what Alf Coley would say,
with what pride would he regard him, could
he have heard him bearding this plutocrat
face to face, telling him what he thought of
him. And then he remembered Hartigan
who was going to follow on the next train to
Leman Street. What was the reason for
Hartigan’s frantic anxiety to speak to him?

The train drew up at Shadwell station.

The old gentleman put his head out of the
window.

“Guard!”’
please.”

No, thought Red, Hartigan wdsn’t to be
trusted. Better avoid him and have done
with him.

“Yes, sir,”
the door.

“There’s a man here who will persist in
smoking his pipe, though it’s not a smoking
compartment and I’ve asked him not to!”

Red laughed and stood up.

he called. “One moment

said the guard. He opened

“I’'m getting out here. Good-by, mister!
Don’t get too angry or you’ll have a stroke
or break a blood vessel or something.”

He stepped out onto the platform,

“Half a minute,” said the guard. “Let’s
see your ticket.”
“Take it then,” said Red. “Needn’t

think I’m traveling without a ticket, I'm
not.”

“No,” said the guard. “But you’re
traveling first-class on a third-class ticket.
You’ll pay excess. Penny ha’penny!”’

“But I'm getting out, darn it! This is
Shadwell!”

“All right. Excess fare, Stepney to
Shadwell—the same as from Stepney to
Fenchurch Street.”

“It’s a hold-up,” said Red. “How did I -
know it was a first-class carriage?”’

“They all say that,” said the guard.
“You’ve got to pay excess, anyway.”

Outside the station Red bought an eve-
ning paper and stood for a while, glancing at
the news of the day.

HEADLINES at the foot of the
page, tucked away in the right-
- hand corner, attracted his atten-

' tion. He read with growing in-
terest and excitement how Lady Crest-
worth, the wife of Sir Thomas Crestworth,
had found on her arrival home from the
theater and supper at a restaurant after-
ward, that a ruby pendant she had worn
suspended from a platinum chain around
her neck was missing. She could not ac-
count for her loss but thought possibly the
clasp might have broken and the jewel have
fallen in the theater or leaving the theater.
She did not believe any thief could have
been clever enough to have stolen it without
attracting her attention. She was always
so careful in crowds. However, to be on
the safe side, the matter had been reported
to Scotland Yard.

Red laughed. This, he was sure, was the
ruby pendant he had last seen in Mrs.
Hartigan’s hand; the pendant her husband
had stolen from Fred, her brother, who had
in turn stolen it from some poor, soft-headed
idiot of a woman who didn’t believe any
thief would have been clever enough to steal
it without attracting her attention.

Red sauntered down Sutton Street until
he reached Cable Street, where he turned
west again.

And now he was on the last lap of his
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journey. At the other end of Cable Street
he would find Well Close Square and Alf
Coley. His troubles would be finished.
He had seen enough of humanity in the raw
to last him for months. He wanted now the
companionship of a man who would help
him and teach him how best he could be of
use in pushing the cause to its inevitable,
ultimate victory.

Once again he reflected how strange it was
that a man like Alf Coley could be the
friend of Joe Deacon, a crook as bad as Sam
Hartigan; worse, even, for while Hartigan
preyed on the rich, Deacon robbed only the
poor. :

' He made his way slowly, limping a little,
along the crowded, narrow sidewalk of Cable
Street, past the little shops, like the shops of
West Ferry Road and West India Dock
Road, but with less of the waterfront at-
mosphere—pawnbrokers, outfitters, Jew
tailors, warehouses, general dealers, slop
shops, shoemakers, grocers, butchers, bar-
bers,and the inevitable gloomy, dreary-look-
ing pubs, crowded with men and women,
drinking and talking and laughing and

eseaping in the one way possible from the

drabness and poverty of Shadwell.

There were rows of little houses, too, of
the same old brown brick he hated, houses
with a ground floor and one upper story, in-
habited, apparently, only by small and
noisy children and tired women. And on
the right-hand side of Cable Street, with its
cobbles echoing to the slow pounding of
cart-horses’ hoofs and the slow moving
motor lorries, were smaller streets, leading
north toward Commercial Road East, streets
spanned by railway arches—Dean Street,
Watney Street, with barrows lighted by
naphtha lights flaringin the breeze and loud-
mouthed salesmen and costermongers and
swarms of purchasers, haggling over bar-
gains. Opposite on the left-hand side of
Cable Street, Red watched for a moment a
crowd outside the Weslyan chapel and won-
dered what service they would be holding at
this hour, and then he saw two policemen
leading a drunken man away, his feet drag-
ging on the flagstones. He passed the
Town Hall, and on the other side of the
street was Anthony Street, leading north
again.

Near a row of small houses, standing a
little way back from the sidewalk, with
little front gardens protected by railings and
bare of all vegetation save a few stunted

* pennies.

trees, he met two small children, a boy and a
girl of about six and eight.

Both wept bitterly.

“Hello!” said Red. ‘“What’s the matter
now?” He groped in his trousers pockets.
Here’s sixpence,” he said. ‘“Trot along.”

They took the money and laughed. Red
strolled on. He heard wails and looked
back. A stout, slatternly woman was shak-
ing the little boy. She snatched something
from his-hand and hurried away.

“Did she take the sixpence?”’ Red asked.

They nodded, tears streaming down their
faces. Red swore softly. Once more he
felt in his trousers pockets. He found some
shillings and a penny. A shilling was motre
than he cared to give; a penny was not
enough. He felt in his waistcoat pockets
and found another penny and two half-
And then he thrust his hands into
the side pockets of his jacket and the fingers
of his right hand closed on something hard
and round and smooth with a thin chain at-
tached. His heart began to thump furi-
ously. His throat contracted. He felt al-
most physically sick. In his hand he held
the ruby pendant.

He gave the little girl a shilling.

“Here,” he said, “don’t you be a silly
couple of kids and let her or any one else
take it from you.” :

“She’ll see it,” said the little boy.

“How can she see it? Keep out of her
way.”

“We can’t,” said the little girl. “That’s
our mother.”

““She’s gone for her beer,” said the little
boy.
“Poor kids!” said Red. “You’d better
spend it, then, quick.”

Z HE TRIED to recall as he walked v
| on once more what had happened
) )/ 'when he and the Hartigans had

: lheard the knock at the front door
and the footsteps of the man from upstairs.
Mrs. Hartigan had had the pendant in one
hand, the flatiron in the other. She had
stood, white-faced and trembling, by the
table on which was the coat, both coats, his
own and her husband’s.

Had she, he wondered, put the pendant
into his pocket on purpose? Or had it
slipped from her hand in the excitement of
the moment? Or had she thought it was her
husband’s jacket that she had in front of her
and not his?
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But whatever her motive or reasons, acci-
dent or no accident, he had the pendant,
which belonged by rights neither to him nor
Sam Hartigan nor to Sam Hartigan’s
brother-in-law, Fred, but to some —— fool
of a woman who didn’t believe any thief
would have been clever enough to steal it
without attracting her attention. He’d
have to send it back to her, somehow,
whether she deserved it or not.

And suppose some policeman got hold of
him meanwhile.

What then?

Could he prove, even, that he hadn’t
taken the pendant? Where had he been at
the time of the theft? Had he an alibi? His
own word and no one else’s. - He’d been by
himself all evening; his last evening, he had
imagined, ashore before the trip on the Cape
Spartel. He’d had his supper early, then
gone to the movies, then had a couple of
drinks in two different pubs, then walked
slowly along Commercial Road East, smok-
ing his pipe, watching the people, dawdling.
It was past midnight before he’d reached the
place where he was lodging. Where was the
alibi he must have to prove his innocence?

And suppose he wasn’t able to trace the
Hartigans. Suppose they moved in a hurry,
knowing the pendant had been slipped into
his pocket. He felt that the wisest course
was to take the pendant to Alf Coley, now
quite near at hand, and ask his advice.
Coley would know what he should do.

He turned up a narrow side street toward
the railway. And then, sheltered by a dark
archway where no one was likely to see him,
he slipped the platinum chain over his head
and pushed the ruby down out of sight under
his shirt and the knotted handkerchief.

VII

RS. COLEY stood at the corner of

Harad’s Place, a narrow flagged pas-

sage leading diagonally from Well Close
Square to Well Street.

She was'a well set up, prosperous-seeming,
woman of about thirty, inclined to plump-
ness, with a broad face, brown cow-like eyes,
brown hair, a skin that was pallid from
having to pass too much of her life indoors,
with a touch of cheap rouge on her round
cheeks and lips. She wore a blue suit with
a skirt rather too short for her and a pale
blue hat with a turned-up brim and a pink
feather; her stockings were of pink artificial
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silk, her black patent-leather shoes seemed
much too small for her feet and the heels
were so high that she had the appearance of
being at any instant likely to topple forward
on to her face.

She was dressed in her best and felt
pleased with herself and her looks. Though
tired after a long day’s work in the factory,
she was contented—even, indeed, happy—
and prepared to take what life offered in the
way of an evening’s amusement.

The trouble was, she debated, where
could she find amusement near Well Close
Square? She wished that husband of hers—
he was her husband, worse luck; legally,
lawfully, her wedded husband, and more
fool she—she wished he was still in clink.
Except when he was actually at sea, firing in
some steamer’s stoke-hold, which was
seldom, she’d known no peace of mind for
years until she’d had word that they’d run
him in. What worried her most was,
why when they had Alf, they hadn’t
kept him.

And, funny, the only time in his life Alf
had ever behaved half-way decent was when
they’d put him away for twelve months’
hard, and then he was so —— good—he
would be, the rat!l—they’d actually let him
off months sooner that she’d expected.

And now, where was he?

Loafing around somewhere, drinking, of
course, and nothing was more probable
than he'd spend every farthing he had and
come begging for money. She’d let him
have it, too. She couldn’t help it. More
fool she. That explained it. A fool! Must
be. Else she’d never have married him.

Thus did Mrs. Coley muse, leaning
against one of the little cannon that, turned
upside down, served as posts at the entrance
to Harad’s Place.

A young man approached from the direc-
tion of Cable Street. He was a shabby-
looking young man in a disheveled blue
suit, wearing a gray hat pulled down over
his eyes, and a blue-and-white handkerchief.
knotted, sailor fashion, about his neck; a
young man with a brown face and a limp
and eyes that when you saw them made you
think, somehow, that like so many other
young men, he didn’t want no truck with
the police.

Mrs. Coley watched him without inter-
est. No man, in her opinion, was worth
noticing if he so far forgot himself as to ap-
pear in public without a collar.
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Red halted and spoke toa man who leaned
against the wall of a house, smoking,

“Say, d’you happen to know any one
around here by the name of Coley?”’

The man eyed him steadily, then remov-
ing his pipe from his mouth pointed with the
stem in the direction of the plump woman
in the blue suit. Red had already noticed
her and was not impressed.

“If you want to know where Coley is,

better ask Mrs. Coley. That’s her,
yonder.”
“Thank you,” said Red.

Mirs. Coley glanced at him as he drew
near.

“Beg you pardon, are you Mrs. Coley?”

She was surprized.

“Well, yes. What do you want?”’

She drew herself up and became very
dignified. You couldn’t be too careful,
having red-headed strangers talking to you
this way. People were watching her, she
knew—enemies of hers—cats!

“Could you tell me where Mr. Coley is?”

“What do you want with him?”

“Nothing much. A friend of his, one of
the best friends he’s got, told me to go and
see him. He said Alf, your husband, would
be glad to meet me.”

Alf’s best friend. Mrs. Coley was more
and more interested.

She liked the look of this young man,
collar or no collar. What was more, he was
too nice a boy to be mixed up with a hard-
boiled old twister like Alf.

“Well, listen, Alf ain’t ’ome. He’s gorn
off for the evenin’, to prayer meetin’, most
like.”” She broke into achuckle. ‘“That’s
it, prayer meetin’, probably, an’ won’t be
home lord knows what time.”

“And you don’t know where I can find
him?”’ said Red.

“No, I don’t,” said Mrs. Coley.

“Well,” said Red, “I guess I’ve had my
journey for nothing.”

“You’ve met me, ’aven’t you?” said Mrs.
Coley archly: “Listen here, kid, what’s
the matter with you an’ me goin’ off to the
pictures together? I know where there’s a
swell film.” She hesitated. “If it’s a
question o’ cash, you leave that to me.”

“I don’t know if I can, ma’m,” he said
doubtfully.

“Come on! No need to be shy.”

A broad-shouldered, heavily built man
came slouching down the narrow passage
that led from Well Close Square between

the rows of small houses with their windows
open to the summer evening and men and
women standing, talking, in the doorways.
A lamp that stood in the center of the pas-
sage cast its reflection on him as he ap-
proached and showed a heavy, truculent-
looking face, clean-shaven and hard and
sullen, fierce eyebrows, a hooked nose, pro-
truding under lip and cleft chin. He wore a
suit of shabby clothes with a handkerchief
about his neck and a peaked cap.

Some one called to him from a doorway.
He nodded but did not speak.

“I don’t think I care to go to the pictures,
ma’m,” said Red. “Not to-night. I'm
disappointed at not meetin’ Alf Coley.
When my friend, Joe Deacon, told me about
him—”

The change in the woman’s expression
astounded him. She stared at him with a
kind of blank, blind terror in her eyes, her
mouth open, the spots of color vivid against
the pallor of her cheeks. She gasped:

“What’s that! Joe Deacon! And you got
the nerve, you. You got the nerve—"’

She turned swiftly. The truculent, hard
looking man was near her.

She uttered a wild scream.

“Alf, Alfl”

“Well, what is it? Shut yer blasted noise,
can’t you.”

“Alf, this feller here’s been sayin’ things
he oughtn’t to say to any decent woman.
Alf—”

“Have you gone off your head?” said Red.
“What are you talking about?”

The woman, this Mrs. Coley, was clutch-
ing the man’s arm, pointing toward him,
talking at the top of her voice, telling lies.

“Out o’ my light, can’t you,” said the
man.

“Alf, he’s been sayin’ things ’e oughtn’t
to say.”

Red shuddered. The woman kept calling
the man Alf. Why Alf?

“T’'m looking for a feller called Coley,” he
said. “Alf Coley. Joe Deacon sent me.”

“There!” screamed the woman. “Didn’t
I tell you. That swine’s been talkin’.
I warned yer, Alf. I said it—I said it.”

The man’s face was twisted into an ex-
pression of such ferocious anger that Red
drew back, aghast.

He snarled at the woman:

“Youslut! Youan’your—— warnin’s.”

He thrust her aside with a swing of his
right arm. She staggered against the side
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wall of a small shop, her hands raised,
palms outward, as if to ward off a blow.
Then, ducking her head, she turned and
bolted down Well Street toward the high,
dark wall of the London Dock where St.
george Street becomes Upper East Smith-

eld.

“What in thunder’s wrong?” said Red.

“T’ll show you what’s wrong.” said the
man.

HE advanced until his face was
within six inches of Red’s. His
i eyes were small and dark, with
' ‘% heavy lids of wrinkled skin,
pinkish, and set close together near his nose.
One side of his upper lip was lifted and
showed a gap in his teeth. There was a
wetness on the side of his chin as if he
had been dribbling tobacco juice. Though
clean-shaven, he needed a shave.

All this Red noticed in a glance as the
man scowled at him.

“I’ll show you what’s wrong,” he re-
peated. “I’'m Alf Coley. Get that—Alf
Coley.” And then he thew back his head
and shouted with laughter. “Alf Coley.”

Red could say nothing. - Alf Coley. This!
He had an almost overpowering impression
of something evil as he gazed into the man’s
eyes.

“An’ you’re Joe Deacon’s friend, are yer?
He sent you, eh?”’

One of the spectators said in a low voice—

‘“Hook it, feller.”

Red turned his head toward the man who
had spoken. And then he was aware of
Alf Coley’s fist, seen out of the corner of his
eyes. Before he could move, there was a
crash, a blinding flash of light, a stabbing
pain between his eyes. He dropped for-
ward on hands and knees. When he stood
up, shakily, blinded, there was another
crash, a jarring of his neck and spinal
column, his head was jerked backward.
And then there came an impact, a cataclysm,
just under the arch of his ribs—something
hard hit the back of his head, and he knew
presently that he lay on the flagstones,
staring blankly up at the stars in the soft,
pale blue sky, fighting to draw his breath.

He was tough and hard and in tolerable
training, or Coley’s blow, so he felt, his blow
on the mark, the solar plexus, would have
killed him. A devastating blow. He re-
membered, lying on the sidewalk of Well
Street, unable to move but conscious of a
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crowd of sympathizers standing around
him, he remembered faintly having read
of how one Fitzsimmons had put out one
Jim Corbett in just that very way. And
then Coley’s voice penetrated his coma. -

“Tell Joe Deacon if he dares show himself
within reach, I’ll do the same to him I done
to you.”

Red, struggling to sit up, was hurled
sidewise by a kick from a heavily-shod
foot and wondered whether he was going to
be sick or not.

“One of these days you’ll meet some feller
stronger than you are, Coley, an’ you’ll get
what for.” It was a woman who was
speaking, Red realized; an elderly woman
with a thin and crackly voice. “I’'m goin’
to fetch a policeman.”

“Try it an’ see what happens,” said Coley.

Some one helped Red to his feet. '

“Don’t send for a policeman.” he said.
“No use.” :

He saw Coley walking slowly away, up
the slope in the direction of Cable Street,
with a slightly swaggering gait, his handsin
his pockets, and knowing, it seemed, that
no one watching him at the corner of Ha-
rad’s Place would dare follow him.

“He’s like that,” said a woman.

“Ah!” said aman. ‘“Young feller, you’ve
been up against one of the toughest blokes
youw’ll find around this part. A bad egg.
Alf Coley his name is. No good. Ship’s
fireman, as hard as they make ’em. Just
out o’ prison in the North o’ England for
assaultin’ the second engineer of a steamer
he’d served in, after he was paid off. He
waited for him and just about half killed
him, they said. You steer clear of Alf.
But if you want him run in, you can count
on me for a witness. I seen it all an’ I owe
him for something he done three years ago.”

“You keep out o’ this,” said his wife.
“Do you ’ear me?”’

“Lord!” said Red. “I'm not going to
the police. No —— fear. That’s no way
o’ settling things. That man—well, he
got me when I wasn’t looking.”

“Ah! Same as Carpentier, the French-
man, got Kid Lewis. When he wasn’t
lookin’, eh?”

Red was thinking. Coley had half
killed him, just as the man had said he had
half killed the second engineer of his ship.
A mean advantage to take on a man, hitting
him like that. No good. Even now he
felt sick and dizzy.
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And then there came into his mind a de-
termination to get even with Coley, some-
how, if it took him a month. He’d follow
him, track him down, and as soon as he
felt more able to hold his own than he did
now he’d fight the swine.

“I’'m going after him,” he said simply.

One of his eyes was half shut, his chin
was sore, his features felt swollen and ten-
der. Hisribs ached intolerably.

“Which way did he go?’’ he asked.

“Up Well Street and then, God knows!”
said some one.

“Don’t you be a fool, son,” said the wife
of the man who had oﬁered to give evi-
dence. “He’ll eat you.”

“T’ve boxed,” said Red.  “Often.”

“Ah! but can you fight? Alf’s a fighter.”

“I can take care of myself,” said Red.

With a nod to the men and women who
tried to dissuade him from his purpose he
set off up Well Street after Coley.

A man called to him:

“Don’t let him uppercut you, then. Keep
your distance an’ you’ll be all right. ’E’s
slow, but ’e can hit.” 4

At the corner of Well Street and Cable
Street, with Leman Street station and the
ra.ilway bridge across the road in front of
him, Red saw Coley hesitate, then turn to
the left and cross the street and walk quickly
Westward along Royal Mint Street.

VIII

IN A general way Red Wilson had always

considered himself ill used, but no more so
than any one else among his acquaintances.
The upper classes had kept him down.
They were rich, therefore he was poor.
They had opportunity, he had not. And so,
naturally enough from his own point of
view, he had become a Red and gloried
in a doctrine of violent economic change
that would give him the things for which
he had craved all his life.

As representing conditions that denied him
what other men had—as a right—he hated
all skippers, mates, boatswains, and more
remotely ship-owners, any one indeed clever-
er than himself or luckier or better mannered
or with a better education. 6 Life offered
him no escape from—he could put it in no
other way—ifrom himself. He drifted aim-
lessly from ship to ship, from forecastle to
forecastle, from one boarding house to
another, almost from pub to pub, without

hope. He had, he felt, few qualifications
for success, except possibly good health,
strength, a temper not too easily lost. He
could take care of himself in a scrap better
than most men. Women made no appeal
to him. They were nuisances, to be toler-
ated, perhaps, nothing more. Whisky he
avoided, not on principle, but because al-
cohol, unlike candy, awoke no response in
him. He drank because other men drank,
without interest or enjoyment.

But until Alf Coley hit him without cause
Red had had no actual, definite purpose in
his rebellion against life. His hate was
diffused widely against many objects.
Economic Conditions, the Privileges of the
Possessing Classes, the Monopoly of Wealth,
Aristocracy, Capitalism were all vague
terms that represented a power against
which it was impossible to fight, single-
handed. But now, suddenly, everything
was changed. He had an ambition at last;
a passionate desire to bring about a desired
result, a longing for justice. He wanted to -
meet Al Coley somewhere where there
would be no interference either from friends
or police, and thrash him. If he won, he
would be the happiest man alive; if he lost,
he would, at least, mark Coley with his
fists first.

Looking back on all that had taken place
since he had left the Cape Spartel at Mill-
wall Dock, he felt that of all the tough, un-
pleasant men and women he had met Coley
alone had no redeeming feature. He was
worse, even, than Joe Deacon who had de-
liberately, knowing what kind of brute
Coley was, begged him to go and find him,
if he wanted a friend.

And so, still dazed by the unreasoning
fury of Alf Coley’s attack, still weak on his
legs, Red Wilson followed the man who had,
more than any other man, helped to de-
stroy his faith in human nature.

They walked along the left hand side of
Royal Mint Street, with some fifteen or
twenty yards distance between them, under
the railway bridge, past a succession of small
shops, like the shops in Cable Street, and
dark buildings, warehouses and storeyards
with big wooden doors, while opposite,
across the cobbled street, behind a wooden
hoarding topped with barbed wire, was the
L. M. S. goods station.

And then once more Coley hesitated and
seemed in doubt what he should do next.

Red held back, afraid that even now he
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might turn and see him and, in spite of the
darkness and the distance between them,
discover him and so make it impossible for
him to bring about what he had at heart.
But without looking round, Coley moved on
again across St. Katherine’s Way, running
north from the river and Tower Bridge, and
turned to the right up Minories between
big, dark blocks of office buildings, closed
for the night.

At Aldgate, with its crowded pavements
and noise and traffic and lights, Red felt
safe for the first time since he had left Well
Close Square. Here there was little chance
of Coley’s seeing him.

A 26B bus passed, not yet moving at its
full speed, and Coley swung himself on to
the rear platform.

Red, knowing that he must make the
effort or lose him, managed to clamber
after him.

Risking detection, knowing he must
learn where Coley was going, he followed
him up the steps that led to the roof and
dropped into the seat just in front of him
where he sat with his shoulders humped
and his hat pulled down over his face.

“Fares, please,” said the conductor.

“Bank,” said Coley.

“Penny,” said the conductor. His bell
rang as he punched the ticket.

“Bank,” said Red, and paid his penny.
And what, he wondered, would Coley do
when he reached the Bank. His move-
ments had suddenly become mysterious.

The bus rattled and rumbled along Lead-
enhall Street, clear of all traffic now save
other buses, between rows of dark and
deserted offices, with only an occasional
lighted window high up to show where
some one was still at work, with arc lamps
shining on the empty sidewalks and police-
men standing at the corners, past Billiter
Street and Saint Mary Axe and Lime
Street, across Gracechurch Street and
Bishopsgate and on into Cornhill, a run of
only a few short minutes.

At the Royal Exchange Coley, smoking
his pipe, rose and descended the steps. Be-
fore the bus had quite stopped he dropped
off and crossed the street toward the tube
station.

Red, afraid that he might lose him un-
derground, followed quickly, across the
street, and down the steps, around the
Central Booking Hall, past an illuminated
notice board—white letters on a black

-idea as too dangerous.
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ground, “To Waterloo Station,” with an
arrow pointing the way—down a long,
steep slope, with every few yards steps and a
stretch of hand-rail, and circular walls of
glazed, white tiles covered with advertise-
ments; to where the slope became a flight
of steps which ended in the station and an-
other illuminated notice board, which gave
the price of the fare, twopence, and stated
that fares were collected and tickets
issued on the train, with another arrow
pointing to the right, where a funny little
train of one coach only waited at the
platform.

Without looking round, Alf Coley passed
into the smoking compartment at the rear of
the train.

Red entered the front compartment and
sat on the right hand side next the dividing
door between the two sections.

The driver, laughing at something the
conductor had said to him, went up the
short flight of steps that led to the fore part
of the compartment and let himself into his
cab through a door on the left hand side of
the car.

The train began to move out of the sta-
tion, the conductor stepped through the
doorway, slid the door shut after him and
took the fares of the three passengers; Red,
an elderly woman and an old man who was
either half drunk or half asleep.

In the dividing door between the two
compartments were two narrow windows of
ground glass bordered by a narrow strip
of plain glass through which Red kept peer-
ing cautiously—hate in his heart—at Coley,
who sat some distance away, facing him,
his arms folded, smoking his pipe. Red
felt a sudden urge to enter the smoking com-
partment, then and there, and fight him
while he had the chance. He dismissed the
He must wait.

When in a few minutes’ time the train
glided into Waterloo and the conductor
opened the sliding door, Red did not stir
until he had seen Coley leave the car. He
followed him through the high, gloomy sta-
tion, badly lighted, with an arched roof and
walls of whitewashed brick, up the flight
of stairs that led to the moving staircase,
certain by now that even if Coley did turn
and see him riding some half dozen or so
steps behind him he would not know him.

But a sudden fear gripped him as he
stepped off the moving staircase into the
Southern Railway terminus that perhaps
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Coley would book a ticket and make his
way on to one of the main line platforms to
board a train for the West of England;
Plymouth, perhaps, or Exeter; or South-
ampton, or Portsmouth. Coley had halted
and stood looking about him. Suppose he
intended to leave London that night. He
would have had his long, tiring chase from
Well Close Square for nothing. The earlier
part of his journey, from West Ferry Road,
Isle of Dogs, to Well Close Square, by way
of Limehouse and Shadwell and Cable
Street, Red now regarded as a mere incident
in a crowded day, immaterial as having
nothing to do with Alf Coley, the real
Coley, and not the Coley of his imagination.

AND then, much to his relief,
Coley walked slowly out of the
~ station, down the broad steps
and on to the sloping footpath

where he met a man, dressed in a chauffeur’s

peaked cap and a shabby blue suit, a broad-
shouldered man built very much 'the same
pattern as Coley himself.

“Hullo, Moss,” Red heard Coley say.
‘““Ow are you?”

“You're late.”

“I’'m not. Let’s ’ave a drink. I've got
to talk.”

They turned and walked side by side
down the sloping driveway that led to York
Road.

Red waited until they were a safe dis-
tance ahead of him. Then he followed
once more, very cautiously, his hands in
his pockets, slouching along as if he
had no real aim or object in being alive, but
worrying because Coley had found a friend
thus making his task twice as difficult as
before and twice as dangerous.

When the two men reached York Road
they turned to the right up Mepham Street
between the railway viaduct and the slop-
ing brick wall of their driveway that led
down from the station.

Red kept them in sight.

They walked past an archway with a
short length of street visible beyond,
Boyce Street, with gas-lamps projecting
from the fronts of the small houses on either
side and beyond that the Waterloo Road,
and then a second archway, with another
short length of street, Agnes Street, and
entered The Hole in the Wall, a small glass-
fronted public house built under another
arch.

Red saw them through the open door.
They stood at the bar, still talking. Again
he was doubtful what he should do. Sup-
pose when they had had their drinks they
left the place by some other door that would
take them out into some other street the
farther side of the railway. From where
he was he could not see whether there was
such a door or not.

A policeman came slowly along Mepham
Street.

Red decided suddenly there was greater
risk in staying outside the public house,
watching the two men inside, than in en-
tering boldly and ordering a drink and
trusting in Coley’s not remembering him. If
Coley left by that other door, if there were
igch a door, he would be ready to go after

im.
The two men, Coley and Moss, had left

. the bar and now stood whispering together

between the door and a small wooden
table. With his hat pulled well down over
his eyes Red ascended the four steps that
led from the street and passed behind
Coley’s back toward the bar, where he
ordered a glass of stout. He put down his
money, took a leisurely drink and then,
passing this time between the man called
Moss and the table, seated himself at the
table on the bench next the brick arch.

Neither Coley nor Moss had interrupted
their talk or paid any attention to him.
And as he sat with his arms folded on the
table in front of him, his head bent, nodding
as if he were half asleep or half drunk,
like the old man in the train, he listened to
what they said.

. Coley’s deep voice, even in a whisper,
reached him clearly.

“One thing I don’t understand yet, Moss,

’ow are you goin’ to get ’old of him?”’

Moss glanced uneasily toward the bar.

“Not so loud, for ——’s sake!” he
mumbled.

“Come an’ sit down,” said Coley.

Red did not move. He breathed deeply
and regularly, so that any one watching
him might think him asleep.

Coley and Moss seated themselves on the
bench opposite.

Moss whispered:

“T’ve got an old woman to take a note
across to the theater in the second interval.
After that, it’s up to you.”

“ow did you find out about the theater?”
said Coley.
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“Easy The feller who got my job—
blast ’im—after old Farlow sacked me, told
’em at the garage. I dropinfora talk now
an’ again. Old Farlow’s a rum kind of
’ound. He’s got two hobbies; one’s money,
the other’s the theater. Not the kind o’
thing you’d think a bloke like that would
care for, but Shakespeare an’ so on. I re-
member once when I was driving him he
told me there was one theater only in the
world where you can see this Shakespeare
stuff acted right, and that was this here
place they call the Old Vic. That’s where
he’s at tonight. Got a box. He'll miss
his dinner, because the show starts early,
like, and eat sandwiches an’ buns an’ drink
coffee or tea at the theater, an’ him a mil-
lionaire about twice over an’ ought to have
more sense. Soft, I call im. The Rolls
brought him there, seven thirty—the Rolls
will fetch ’im again, half past ten, about.
Get that. The woman, she takes the
boy’s letter across to the old man. He’s
sorry he run away, he says, he wants to go
’ome, he’s sick. He is, too. I’'m about
scared to look at him. Once old Farlow
gets into the ’ouse—"’

“All right,” said Coley. “All right.”
He sucked in his breath with a juicy, wet
sound.

“Once old Farlow gets into the ’ouse,
Moss, I'll ’ave him where he can’t get free,
no matter ’ow ’ard he twists an’ wriggles!
T’ll put ’im through it, sure as my name’s
Alf Coley.”

Coley’s voice was still a whisper, even
more than before, but Red, his head now

‘resting on his folded arms, heard every
word he said distinctly.

“The —— old crook. Got me twelve
‘months ’ard, he did. Newcastle! He’s
one o’ them blasted capitalists, old Farlow
1s what’s made money by grindin’ the faces
o’ workin’ men like me in the dirt. I know.
Twelve months he got me because I stood
up for me rights aboard ship, I did, an’
took it out of the —— second engineer
who’d had it in for me all the —— voyage.
Yes, Moss, that’s ’ow it was. The second
engineer was doin’ the chief’s dirty work,
an’ Farlow was backin’ him. Did I tell
you about it?”

“—— yes! About umpteen times. Lis-
ten, Alf what are you goin’ to do? What
plans you got?”

“Ah, hah!” said Coley. “That’s tellin’.”

He rose to his feet.
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“Hang on, Moss, I’ll buy some more beer
for yer.’

Though unable to see him, Red had a
mental impression, remembering what he
had looked like at Well Close Square, of
almost intolerable ferocity and cruelty.
He shuddered. He had no actual fear of
Coley, but the need for caution grew more
urgent. Coley would show him no mercy
if he failed to beat him. In a fair fight,
though, he knew that his chance was good.
But would Coley fight fair? Why should
he think that? Boots, fists, teeth, a knife,
even—Coley would use which suited him
best.

He gathered from what he had heard
that there was an elderly man, a capitalist
with money, who had a sick son at Moss’s
house, and Moss and Coley, a pretty pair,
by ——, had persuaded the son to write a
letter to his father, saying he was sick and
wanted to go home, and the father would
leave the theater at once and go to Moss’
house, wherever it was, and find Coley.
And then God help him, if he didn’t do
what Coley wanted!

HINGS like that did happen,
thought Red, and old Farlow, or
whatever his name was, must
&> take care of himself. His own
energy was directed now toward getting
hold of Coley, without Moss’ being near to
help him, and to mark the swine with his
two fists so that when he returned to Well
Close Square the people there would know
that he had met his match at last and in a
stand up fight wasn’t the man they imagined.

Coley came back to the table again.

““Here’s health!”” he said and they drank.
Presently he said, “Does the young feller
want to go ’ome?”

“Does ’e? ——! Listen, Alf, I ain’t
told you, but since he run away, after his
row with the old man, he’s been in prison.”

“Prison?”” said Coley. ‘“Whaffor.”

“Pinched some grub. Told me, he did,
he was hungry—starvin’, almost. He was
found in a house one night an’ pinched.
He wouldn’t give ’is name to the police
or say anything about ’imself. Queer,
ain’t it?”

“Got any proofsp” :

“What you want proofs for?”’

“Don’t you ’old anything back on me,
Moss, or I’ll just about lay you open.”

“I got no proofs,” said Moss sulkily,



Red

“only the boy’s word. But I know when
it happened an’ where—an’ that’s all.”

“H’'m!” Coley grunted. “Prison. I’ve
waited a long time to get old Farlow; an’
’ere he is at last, fallin’ into me two ’ands.”
He broke off with an oath. “I’d like to
swing for ’im.”

Red, listening and snoring gently, felt
that he meant it.

“Let’s be pushin’ off, Alf, it’s gettin’ on
for time.” Moss stood up.

-“The old gal know ’er work?”

“Good as if she was playin’ a part at the
Old Vic ’erself. She takes the note across
an’ gives it to one of the program sellers
or some one, see. Then he, or she, which-
ever it is, takes it to the old man in ’is box.
Come on, Alf, let’s go.”

Red heard their footsteps departing and
raised his head cautiously, and in case any
one else was watching him yawned elabo-
rately.

Coley and Moss had gone.

He rose to his feet and slouched lazily,
still pretending to be half drunk, to the door.

The two men were nowhere in sight.

He walked into the middle of the street
and looked in the direction of the Waterloo
Road, then he turned and went to the arch-
way the other side of The Hole in the Wall
and looked up Agnes Street.

Coley had slipped away from him, afterall.

He stood for a while, his hands in his
pockets, thinking.

-Coley had gone to Moss’s house, where-
ever that might be. But some woman, a
friend of Moss’s, was taking the boy’s mes-
sage to the theater. What would be easier,
then, than to wait outside the theater, keep-
ing his eyes open, until the man called
Farlow came out and spoke to the woman.
He could follow the pair of them to Moss’
house where, if he had the luck he hoped,
he might find Coley alone and give him his
thrashing.

_ Better by far meet Coley in a house than
In an open street where the police might
stop them and run them in.

X

J]lL FARLOW, a pretty, fair-haired
young girl, sat by herself in a box at the
Old Vic, The curtain had fallen for the in-
terval between the second and last acts,
the lights had been switched on and the
orchestra was playing.
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She leaned forward and studied the
crowded house gravely, the packed stalls
and circle and gallery, seen through a mist
of cigaret smoke, her blue eyes twinkled
and her lips twitched into a smile as she
watched the faces of men and women near
her who were, in her opinion, either inter-
esting or amusing. And all the while the
murmur of voices and the laughter and the
music of the orchestra blended in her ears in
a harmony that reminded her—foolishly,
she knew—of a windy, sunny day by the
sea. -

And then Jill realized that people were
watching her, with perhaps as much in-
terest and amusement in their looks as she
had been showing in hers, and she felt her
cheeks go hot and she patted her shingled
hair nervously with a slim hand and was in-
dignant with herself for blushing so hotly
and angry that strangers should have been
staring at her as if she, herself, were part of
the show they had paid their money to see.

No theater made such an appeal to her
as did the Old Vic., where one did not have
to dress or wear expensive jewels, where
the stalls were no more than five shillings
each and the gallery five pence, where every
seat in the house was filled and a wildly
appreciative audience, rich and poor, Jew
and Gentile, sat through plays performed
nowhere else in London but here, or if per-
formed at all, performed to empty houses,
and each player was greeted as an old and
personal friend and one saw the finest
acting in the world.

There was one flaw in the evening’s
enjoyment for Jill Farlow. Her father was
not with her.

She was not anxious about him; he was
busy, but she hoped that even now he would
arrive in time for the last act.

The door of the box opened.

Jill glanced quickly about and saw a
woman, one of the program sellers, and

- people 'who were watching saw a look of

disappointment in her blue eyes and they
asked each other why such a pretty, jolly-
looking girl could be so sad. The family
in the box opposite, a father and mother,
and a plain, elderly cousin who was a gov-
erness somewhere in the country, and a
sentimental eighteen-year-old son, agreed
that she was waiting for her lover who had
not yet arrived, and two old ladies in the
front row of the stalls thought it very
wrong that a girl of her age, so young and
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pretty, should be allowed out by herself so
late at night, even to see Shakespeare; and
half a dozen young men, clerks in offices
and banks, and one, a Rugger blue from
Cambridge who hated Shakespeare like
poison, but had come with his sister to
what was to his mind a thoroughly boring
entertainment, wondered, each one of them,
why it was that never yet had a man had
the good fortune to be introduced to a
girl like that.

The program seller, who knew Jill,
said—

‘“Miss Farlow, here’s a note been brought
to the theater by some one for Mr. Farlow.”

“For my father,” Jill said. “That’s
strange.”

She read the envelope: R. B. Farlow, Esq.
Yes, that was father all right. But who
had written it? The handwriting seemed
disquietingly familiar—like her brother’s
but not so firm.

She tore open the envelope and read the
letter.

DEAR FaTHER: I'm finished. I'm sorry
for what I did. I’ve had a hard time of it
lately and am sick. I would be glad if you
could come and see me in the house where
I am stopping. Then I could explain.
You were right when you said I’d regret it
if I left home like that. I have. I’'m a
failure and always will be. But don’t
think that I didn’t try. Idid. It wasmy
own fault, though, that I didn’t make .
good. Jack.

The girl hid her agitation by an effort of
will.

She thought quickly: Jack’s written.
He learned that father was to be at the
theater. How did he learn? Well, that
doesn’t matter. The point is, father isn’t
here and Jack’s sick. Well, I’ve got to
go to him, and at once.

The people in the audience who were
watching her saw her rise to her feet quickly
and leave the box. They wondered what
was the message that the program seller
had brought. Was it bad news? They
hoped it wasn’t! But, bad news or good,
the girl had gone. To the young Cam-
bridge Rugger blue the rest of the evening
would be‘a blank unless the girl returned.

Jill followed the program seller up the
narrow gangway between the stalls and the
outer wall of the theater, past the bar where
- coffee and tea and cakes were being sold,
and out into the narrow, crowded vestibule.

The program seller led Jill to a little,
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thin woman with a pinched, frightened face,
dressed in a shabby frock with a clean
white apron around her waist -and a black
bonnet perched rather far back on her
head.

“This is the woman who brought the
letter, Miss Farlow.”

J111 spoke to her.

“You brought a letter addressed to Mr.
Farlow?”

The woman looked terrified.

“Yes, miss. I did. A letter to Mr.
Farlow.”

“Mr. Farlow is my father. He’s not
here. I’'m coming with you.”

“Oh!” said the woman. “Oh!” She
gasped, rather like some one immersed sud-
denly in ice cold water. ‘I was told to
bring Mr. Farlow.”

“But Mr. Farlow’s not here,” said Jill
impatiently. “I’'m his daughter. Don’t
waste any more time, please.”

The woman, still with the same terrified
look in her eyes that Jill did not understand,

~ ‘muttered—

“It ain’t a very nice part where I got to

“Make

" take you.”

“That doesn’t matter.” said Jill.
haste, that’s all.”

The woman turned and led the way out
into the street.

And Red Wilson, watching for the shabby
woman to leave the theater with an elderly

' man, saw instead of the elderly man a tall,

slender young girl in a short skirted pink
frock, over which was thrown a soft white
cloak, and pale pink silk stockings and
slippers. She was very pretty and wore
no hat, her short golden hair waved back
from her forehead, her cheeks were pink,
her blue eyes showed a kind of excitement,
she was smiling and yet her whole ap-
pearance gave him an impression of anxiety
and care and worry.

“This way, miss.” Red heard the woman
say to her.

They moved, side by side, past the en-
trance to Webber Street, past the pawn-
broker’s on the corner, and diagonally
across the New Cut, the shops on either
side. closed for the night and the smooth
surface of the street littered with scraps of
paper and straw and orange peel and banana
skins and moldy fruit, where the coster-
mongers and cheap jacks and hucksters
had traded and had their stalls and
barrows.
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RED, puzzled that a young girl

whose appearance and manner

and way of holding herself was

beyond the range of his experience
and placed her immeasurably above any
girl he had ever before seen, should be with
the shabby little woman, puzzled and a little
worried, followed them along the north
side of the New Cut toward Great Charlotte
Street and the Ring, where once he had
boxed, more or less for a joke, and won the
decision in two rounds, and the Blackfriars
Road, where once he had lived for a week in
a cheap doss' house, between ship and
ship.

The shabby little woman hesitated at a
dark turning where on one corner there was
a provision merchant’s and on the other a
public house.

“What is it now?”” said the girl.

“It’s dahn ’ere, miss. Are you certain
you want, to come?”’

“Of course I want to come! Didn’t I
say so?”’

The woman and the girl moved on down
the narrow, cobbled slope toward a railway
bridge and a huddle of closely packed small
houses, little dark side streets, courts and
alleys, so badly lighted by old fashioned gas-
lamps that it was difficult to tell quite where
one was going.

Red followed, more vigilant now than at
any time during his journey from Well
Close Square, on the alert for anything that
might happen—an unsuspected attack, a
sudden meeting with Coley, the need to
fight and ﬁghthard perhaps against odds.
He wondered whether the house to which
the woman was taking the girl was through
the'arch, the other side of the railway, near-
er the river or not. Either way, he was
beginning to be worried. He ‘was, he felt,
out of his reckoning at last, in a part of
London that was quite new to him and
therefore, as in some foreign port visited for
the first time, dangerous and not to be
trusted too far.

Before they came to the railway arch and
the darkness beyond, they reached a street
that cut across the street down which they
were walking at right angles.

Red heard the woman say:

“This is the street, miss, ’ere.” She
pointed toward the left. “An’ that’s the
’ouse, miss.”

Red halted at the corner, afraid that they
might see him. The street, which reminded

h1m of one of the desolate iittle streets of

Tiger Bay off Bute Street, Cardiff, was very
narrow and dirty and dark. On either side
were tiny, shabby houses that depressed one
even to see, most of the ground floor win-
dows were shuttered for the night; most of
the front doors were closed; only very few
lights were visible, and of those few some
shone from basement rooms through grat-
ings in the narrow footpaths.

The woman and the girl in her white
cloak, more conspicuous now than before,
crossed the street.

Still standing at the corner, Red watched
the woman push open the door which was
painted green, like all the other doors.
The girl entered the small house. The
woman stood on the doorstep, listening,

Red reached her and said grufly—"

" “Let me pass, please.”
“Who are you?” said the woman breath-

lessly.
A man came hurrying up:
“For —— syke, what is it?” he said,

“That’s old Farlow’s girl.”

Red recognized Moss, the man he had
seen with Coley. He seemed, like the’shab-
by woman, frightened.

“Out o’ the way, Moss,” he said. “I’'m
a friend of Coley’s.’

He had pushed past the woman when
Moss grabbed him by the arm.

“What d’you think you’re doin’, goin’ in
there? Coley don’t want yer.”

Red hit him under the chin. Moss fell -
in a heap on the footpath. The shabby lit-
tle woman scuttled away.

Red entered the house and shut the door
and turned the key in the lock.

The narrow little entrance hall was dark
but he heard the girl say timidly—

“Are you there, Jack?”

There was no reply.

Red moved softly, cautiously, away from
the locked door and saw the girl in her
white cloak on the stairs, her fair head and
her shoulders visible against the dim light
of the upper landing.

“Jack!” she called. “Where are you?”

A floor board creaked and Red began
to crawl up the tiny flight of stairs after
the girl.

She reached the landing and stopped and
uttered a little scream of fear.

From where Red crouched he could see
Coley himself standing in the open doorway
of a lighted room.
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“WHO the —— are you?” said Coley
roughly.

“I’'m Miss Farlow,” said the girl with a
quaver in her voice. “Jill Farlow. My
brother Jack is here and he’sill.”

Coley began to laugh.

“Well, by —! You’re old Farlow’s
daughter, ain’t you?”

He advanced and caught the girl by the
wrist.

“I’ll show you yer brother, kid, you come
with me.”

“Let go!” said the girl sharply. “Do
you hear me?” There was, Red thought,
something rather fine in the way she faced
Coley. ‘“Let go my wrist. I’ve come for
my brother.”

“You won’t see no brother!” said Coley.
“The feller you’re goin’ to see, my beauty,
is me. A nice-lookin’ little gal, like you,
don’t need to go lookin’ for brothers this
time o’ night. Come an’ gimme a kiss.”

The girl wrenched her wrist free and hit
Coley in the face with her fist.

“You beast!”” she said.

Red, creeping cautiously up the stairs,
knew that the time had come. Never again
would he have a better opportunity of
thrashing Coley than now, here in this quiet,

" dark, evil-smelling, poisonous little house.

He heard Coley say:

“All right, kid, now you’re for it. Idon’t
let no —— Jane get fresh with me.”

He heard the girl say—

“You beast!” once more.

He heard a tired voice say, “Jill”” and
saw standing in another doorway, leaning
against the door post, a thin, white-faced
boy inan old suit and wearing no collar.

And then, without waiting to hear what
the girl would say, knowing that this was
the brother she had come to find, Red
brushed roughly past her and hit Coley with
all his might on the tip of his hooked nose.

Coley screeched and went staggering
back off his balance through the open
doorway.

Red gave him no time to recover but
rushed him, hitting hard with both fists,
back into a small bedroom, lighted by an
oil-lamp that stood on a chest of drawers;
a small, stuffy bedroom that smelt of mice
and damp washing and dirt.

“—— you!” roared Coley.
for this.”

“You’ll pay
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Red drove him toward the window
covered with a torn blind.

Coley swung his fists at him, left and
right, and missed both times. Red crashed
his right against his thick neck under his
left ear and grinned.

“Easy!” he said. “Coley, you’re easy.”

He felt that his grievance against Coley
had given him a hitting power greater than
he had ever before had. He was stronger
than this bullock of a man, more active,
quicker on his feet, more sure of himself.

He drove his right again and again into
Coley’s face, propping him off with a
straight left, moving swiftly in and out,
giving him no rest, taking inevitable risks
yet keeping as far as possible out of the
way of his big fists, being hit but feeling
no actual pain, though he knew from the
taste of hot salt blood he was bleeding.
He did not care what punishment he took
so long as he punished Coley. Coley was
bleeding, too; he could see the blood on his
lips and chin; he could see the rage in his
small, dark eyes, set so close together
under the bushy eyebrows; he could see the
gap in his teeth he remembered having seen
at Well Close Square. For an instant his
thoughts wandered.

A fierce left uppercut, delivered with a
grunt, caught him a glancing blow on his
face; he rocked on his feet, off his balance
for the instant, avoided a savage, half arm
blow from Coley’s right by a quick side
step and then drove his left with all his
strength into Coley’s body.

Coley gasped and reeled back against the
washstand which fell with a crash of break-
ing crockery when he sprang forward once
more. Red’s knuckles scrunched against
a broken tooth as he met him with a left-
hand drive flush in the mouth. Coley
whirled round helplessly and sank to his
knees.

Red stepped back and eyed him with
grim satisfaction, panting for breath.

“Had enough, you swine?” he said.
“Seven, eight—had enough? Get up, if
you haven’t, and have some more—nine,
ten._ Coley, you’re out!”

Coley held on to the chest of drawers and
helped himself to his feet very slowly. He
stood for a while, supporting himself with
his right hand on the top of the chest of
drawers, holding his left hand to his face,
the blood trickling slowly down over his

- fingers.
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“—— you!” he said. “I’ll get you yet.
Wait.”

He dropped his left hand to his side and
looked stupidly around, first to the left and
then to the right, as if searching for
something vitally important he had lost.

Red, watching him closely, ready for him
to attack, saw his right hand move quickly
in the direction of the lighted oil-lamp.

“Stop that!” he shouted.

He had time to dodge, but only ]ust as
Coley threw.

The lamp, flaming and smoking, smashed
against the wall above the bed.

As Red rushed once more, in a blind fury,
dazed by the sudden darkness, he was
deafened by the devastating, ear-splitting
crash of a revolver fired at close range,
another crash, a flash of light close to his
face, so close that he thought he must have
been hit.

He staggered and then, shaken and badly
scared, closed with the man who had tried
deliberately to kill him,

BY CHANCE his left hand
Al grabbed Coley’s right and gripped

, the fingers so hard that he could
~~"-% neither turn the revolver toward
him nor press the trigger. He slammed his
right against Coley’s body, again and again,
swift half arm jabs, until Coley, snarling
angrily as a dog, flung his left arm about his
neck and held him tight and with his sharp
nails tore at his throat. :

Red, fighting now for his life, knowing
that Coley would have no mercy on him if
he got him down, was dimly conscious that
the darkness was already less dark by reason
of a queer, flickering glow of light reflected
on the window blind and wall.

They wrestled to and fro, saying nothing
but breathing harshly, their feet scuffling on
the bare floor boards, their bodies colliding
heavily with the chest of drawers, the walls,
a wardrobe. The yellow window blind was
ripped from the roller, the glass and wood-
work of the window crashed outward under
the impact of Coley’s head and shoulders.

Red, panic-stricken by the thought that
perhaps Coley was too strong for him, af-
ter all, raised his right hand and tugged at
the arm about his neck that was choking
him; his left hand pressed Coley’s right far-
ther and farther back. Suddenly Coley
screamed and dropped the revolver on to
the floor under the window. Able at last

to use his left, Red hit him under the jaw, a
succession of clumsy, round-arm blows that
had the effect of making Coley’s left arm
gradually relax its grip.

But even now Red found that he was not
yetfree. There wasa sharp, cutting pain at
the back of his neck, for which he could not
account. And then he remembered the
pendant Mrs. Hartigan had put into his
pocket and which he had slipped over his
head in the turning off Cable Street and he
knew that in saving himself from falling
Coley had clawed at the thin platinum
chain.

Thrusting him back against the side of the
empty window frame, Red felt for the ruby
under the knotted handkerchief.

“Let go, Coley, do you hear!” he growled.
“Let go that chain!”

The light in the room had grown stronger.
There was a crackling sound and the acrid
smell of burning wood and smoke and a
strange and uncomfortable warmth.

A voice was crying:

“Stop fighting! Oh, do stop fighting!
The house is on fire!”

Coley still held the chain about Red’s
neck. P

“Let go, Coley! Let go, —— you!”’

Red put the last remnants of his strength
into a fierce drive with his right that caught
Coley on the point of his chin.

“——1I" said Coley.

The chain snapped. He staggered away
from Red, clutched frantically at the sides
of the broken window frame, overbalanced
and fell backward out of the window.

Red shuddered as he heard his scream and
the thud of his body striking the ground.

He turned, then, and with a stifled, help-
less feeling saw that the bed and some
clothes hanging on the wall, the door and the
floor near the door were in flames, burnmg
furiously.

He stared for a moment, unable to move.

Coley had thrown the lamp at him and
set the house on fire. He must make haste,
if he didn’t want to be burned. There was
the girl, as well, and her brother. He won-
dered dully if they had had sense enough
to escape while he was fighting Coley.

He leaned out of the window. In the
little back yard beneath him he saw Coley
lying very still and twisted. There, he de-
cided, was his one hope. He crawled out
of the window, lowered himself by his hands
and knees and dropped, bareheaded, his
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jacket and waistcoat torn, the knotted hand-
kerchief about his neck untied, the buttons
ripped off his shirt. Without pausing to see
whether Coley were hurt or not, he pushed
open the back door and entered the house
which was so full of smoke that it was diffi-
cult to breathe.

He felt his way toward the stairs.

“Miss Farlow!”” he shouted. “Where are
you?”

The girl called to him faintly: «

“Oh, please help us. Please!”

In the darkness Red managed to make out
the form of the girl, crouching, it seemed,
between the stairs and the front door on
which some one was pounding heavily.

“Are you all right?”” asked Red.

“Yes,” said the girl. “I’'m all right.
It’s my brother. I got him downstairs, but
he’s fainted. He’s not very strong—"

“Leave him to me!” said Red. “Open
the front door, quick.”

He stooped and with an effort lifted the
boy in his arms and staggered toward where
he could hear the girl fumbling with the key.

The door opened and they passed out
into the fresh air.

Already people had gathered together;
windows in the houses opposite had been
thrown up; men and women came running
out of their front doors.

“Bring ’im into my ’ouse, mate,”
some one. ““This w’y.”

“No,” said the girl.
She spoke in an agitated, husky tone. “No.
Can’t we get him to the theater? There’s the
car coming for me. I can take him home.”

‘“Why, yes,” said Red. ‘“Yes.” He
heard the bell of a fire engine and wanted to
get away while there was time. “Let’s be
moving.”

A policeman was forcing his way through
the crowd. He called to Red:

“Is there any one else in that house?”

“Don’t think so,” said Red. “No.”

“What’s been happening?” said the
policeman sharply. “Is that feller hurt?”

“He’s sick, We’re going to get a doctor
for him.”

And whatever happened, he thought, the
policeman mustn’t stop them and take their
names. The girl mustn’t get mixed up in a
show like this. Nor must he.

“Let’s pass,” said Red.

“Just a minute,” said the policeman.

Moss ran toward the open door and he
turned and grabbed him by the arm. '

4

said

“No, please not.”
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“Come here, you! Where d’you think
you’re going?”

The clanging of a bell and the roar of a
motor traveling at a high rate of speed grew
louder and louder.

“Get back!” shouted the policeman.
“Right back.”

The crowd parted. Along red ladder
truck with the dark figures of the firemen
and thglightsreflected on their brass helmets
came racing along the dark and narrow
little street from the direction of the Water-
loo Road and drew up in front of the burn-
ing house.

Still carrying the boy, one arm dangling,
the other about his neck, Red managed to
push through the pack of men and women
pressed back against the houses.

“It won’t be far,” he said to the girl.
“Once we’re clear we’re just about there.”

The boy stirred in his arms.

“Better put me down now. I'm quite
0. K.’

“No,” said Red. ‘“Not yet.”

“There’s the engine coming,” said the
girl. “Do you hear it?” She went on
without waiting for Red to answer. “Aren’t
you tired?”

“Ah!” said Red. And that wasall. But
tired. Yes. So—— tired he could scarcely
push one foot in front of the other.

) THEY were clear of the crowd,
at last. But the boy he carried,
f although he was only skin and

bones, was heavier than he had
thought and his ankle was hurting once
more and men and women kept trying to
stop them and ask more questions, the —
fools. Others were running toward the fire
as fast as they could and it was difficult to
make much headway and to watch where
one was going and not stumble or even fall,
which would have meant having a rest,
anyway, for a time, at least, and

how much farther was the —— street that
would take them back to the theater. And
at any moment another —— policeman

might show up and insist on trying to help
them and lord! that wouldn’t do at all.

There was another noisy clanging and the
fire engine, gleaming brass and copper,
slowed down for the corner and passed on
down the street.

“They’ll have it out in two ticks,” said
Red.

He remembered Coley.
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He had whipped him, just as he’d made
up his mind to; and Coley, the , mis-
erable hound, had tried to murder him.
Shot at him, twice. He wondered, with a
curious sense of not being responsible,
whether Coley had climbed the wall into the
next back yard, or whether he had broken a
leg in falling, and was unable to move.
Either way, there was nothing to worry
about. Coley was safe where he: was—
some one would see him and get him away.

They had reached the corner.” Red halted.

“Can you stand?” he asked. “I’m about
all in.”

“I think so,” said the boy. He leaned
against the side of a house and put his hands
to his head.

“Jack,” said the girl, “are you feeling
very bad?”’

By the light of a street lamp her face
looked strained and anxious. She had lost
her white cloak, Red noticed, and her pink
frock was soiled and crumpled.

“I'm all right,” said the boy.
cally.” He laughed huskily and began to
cough.
go off into a faint or something? The house
was on fire and I fell and some one was fight-~
ing some one else. Chap with red hair.”

“Shall we go on now?” said Red. “I can
carry you again.”

“Lord, no! P’ll walk,” said the boy “I'm
not a cnpple Bad cough that’s all!”’

They moved slowly to the left up a dark
street, wider than the street they had left,
past a timber yard and works and factories.

“The New Cut’s straight ahead,” said
Red. “Better take my arm, son, I’ll help.”

“This isn’t the way I came,” said the
girl.

“No,” said Red. “I followed you.”

“Followed me? How? I got a note in the
theater from my brother here, saying he
was ill. He wanted to see my father.”

“Man called Moss,” said Red grufily.
“Overheard him and that man I had the
fight with, talking together. I lost [track of
them and had to go to the theater and wait
there for the woman to come out. I
thought there’d be some man with her but
there wasn’t.”

“Moss was our chauffeur once,” said the
girl. ‘“He drank and we had to get rid of
him. And it was Moss I was sure I saw
trying to get into the house. He was the
man the policeman stopped. I can’t un-
dgrstand it!

“Practi-

“Lord! Jill, is that you? Didn’t I

“Tt was Moss’ place I was staying in,”
said her brother. ‘“He ran across me a
couple of days ago at the Elephant and
Castle and took me home with him. It was
kind of him. I thought it was, anyway.
But now—dunno. I’m not so sure.”

“Even now I don’t understand how that
other man came to be mixed up in it.”” The
girl shuddered. ‘“He was the most terrible
creature I've ever seen. I thought he was
going to kill me or—or something.”

“He was pretty tough, miss, yes,”
Red.

“Did he hurt you?”

“No, miss.’

“You know your face is all over blood,
don’t you?”

“I didn’t, miss. It’ll wash off.” .

She laughed under her breath, puzzled by
his manner, amused, perhaps, and a little
touched.

They emerged from the side street into
the New Cut, opposite the Old Vic.

“Jill, for —'s sake, where have you
been?”

Red saw an elderly, gray-headed manina
dark suit.

“Father,” said the girl, “I’ve found Jack.
Where’s the car? He’sill. We've got to get
him home.”

“Jack!” said the elderly man. “Jack!”
He caught hold of the boy’s arm. “So
glad,” he said.

There was a look in his weather-beaten,
wrinkled face that made Red feel restless
and uncomfortable.

He whispered to the girl.

“T’m going now, miss.

“You'’re not going,” said the girl. She
clutched at his arm. ‘I won’t have it!”
The elderly man had beckoned toward a big
Rolls-Réyce that had drawn up a little way
off nearer the theater. “Father, but for
this gentleman I’d have been dead. Or you
would! He’s saved our lives. My life,
anyway—probably, Jack’s as well.”

Jill’s father saw a young man with the
reddest hair he had ever seen and torn and
dusty clothes; there was blood smeared all
over his tanned and freckled face; his eyes
were worn and tired-looking; from his ap-
pearance he seemed to have passed through
some ordeal that had sapped his vitality and
left him exhausted.

He did not understand how a young man
of this type, exactly, however worthy,
happened to be with Jill, but that could

said

Good-by.”
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wait; there was no time for explaining things
now.

The car glided smoothly up to where they
stood, surrounded by a small group of
spectators.

“Get in, Jack. Let me give you a hand.
Jill; make haste.” '

Jill still clung to Red’s arm.

“You, too. Youmust.”

“Of course,” said Jill’s father.

Red shook his head. And when he saw a
policeman approaching from the other side
of the street.

“T’ll sit in front with the driver.”

“You won’t!” said Jill.“ Youwll sit with
us. Do you hear?”

Red was too tired and shaken to argue.
It made no difference where he sat. In
front with the driver or inside with these
queer, rich people it was all the same to
him.

XI

THE Farlows, Red discovered, lived off
Bond Street, in Bruton Street, in a
part of London called Mayfair which he’d
read of in books and knew vaguely by re-
pute but where he was as much out of his
reckoning as when he had been following
the shabby woman and the girl south of the
river by Waterloo. The only London he
knew really well ended at Aldgate, where
he had climbed on to the bus after Coley.

The Farlows meant to be kind, no doubt;
but the fact was they just didn’t under-
stand.

He wasn’t their class. His ideas and their
ideas were different. Bound to be different.
They were rich and he was poor. They had
everything, he had nothing. He didn’t
envy them, exactly—he didn’t envy any one
—but to live in a house like this house
would make a man look at things from an-
other point of view than the point of view
he’d have if he’d been living in Limehouse
with the Hartigans or in some sailors’ board-
ing house off Bute Street, Cardiff. And
why not?

"All alone in a large, wonderfully fur-
nished room, Red sat rather on the edge of
a padded, high-backed chair, with polished
spindly arms and legs, and looked curi-
ously about him.

Dark oil paintings, landscapes, framed in
old gold, hung on the paneled walls; on
his right was a large, carved oak mantel-
piece on which were small ornaments of
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bronze; and a big fireplace of some pinkish
marble and polished steel, half hidden by a
small silk screen mounted on a framework
of gilded wood and decorated with hand-
painted figures of men and girls; there were
book-shelves everywhere, filled with books
bound in brown leather; on the polished
floor were rugs such as he had seen out East
in the bazaars, only these were better,
softer and with richer colors; from the ceil-
ing was suspended a big crystal candelabra,
in which the candles were really little elec-
tric lamps; a grandfather’s clock with a
large painted face ticked solemnly in a
corner; on the tables and the tops of the
book-shelves were tall Oriental vases—
again Red thought of the bazaars—in
which were great masses of white lilac, and
red and yellow roses, and lilies; two tall
windows with lace curtains swaying in the
breeze were wide open to the night.

Never in all his life had he been in a room
like this—so luxurious and extravagant and
comfortable. He was out of keeping with
his surroundings. Everything was too
grand and expensive and spotless. Though
he had had a wash and the blood no longer
covered his bruised face, and his thatch of
red hair was comparatively smooth and his
hands were clean, he felt grimy and soiled
and disreputable.

And what, he asked himself, was he, of all
men, a Red, doing in a rich man’s library,
however nice that man might be. For, of
course, putting aside prejudice and the un-
doubted truth that no man could be rich
without oppressing the poor, old Farlow
was nice. He had done his best, anyway,
to show himself friendly. So had the girl.
And so, as far as that went, had the girl’s
brother who had been taken upstairs to bed
as soon as they reached the house and was
being looked after now by a doctor.

The door opened and Red stood up as the
girl came quickly into the room, followed by
her father.

“I hope we’ve not kept you waiting too
long, Mr. Wilson,” she said. “Do sit down
again, please.” :

She was dressed now in a frock of some
kind of gold stuff that in a way matched the
gold of her short hair and fitted her slim
figure closely and had a short skirt that
flared out on either side, gold silk stockings
and gold high-heeled slippers.

Red regarded her almost with awe, as
though he saw her for the first time, and
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for no reason at all he felt scared and more
out of place than ever.

He bhad often argued aboard ship that
just because some people dressed better
than other people, that didn’t prove they
were better, only that they had more money.
But now, in the presence of Miss Farlow,
his philosophy failed him. He had a feeling
that this girl with the fair hair and the tired
blue eyes and the sad mouth, who was
prettier than any girl he had ever talked to,
looked on him as an inferior and a nuisance
to whom she had to show a certain amount
of politeness because she was a lady and he
had done her a service.

Which, naturally, wasn’t the thing he’d
submit to for a moment.

“I'm afraid I've got to be going,” said
Red. “It’slate.”

The girl’s father dropped on to a couch
near the chair where Red had been sitting.

“Sit down,” he said. “I must talk to
- you. Sit down, Jill.”

And he, too, like the girl looked sad and
tired.

“I’ve had to leave you alone while I heard
what the doctor had to say about my boy.
I’m thankful to say he’ll pull through with
care. I'm worried, though, of course.
Well, let’s leave it at that. Mr. Wilson,
you’ve placed me under a debt of gratitude
I don’t know how I’'m ever going to repay.
Even now it’s hard to realize that but for
you my daughter might have been dead!
My son, too. It’s—well, it’s inconceiv-
able.”

He rose from the couch and walked
toward one of the two tall windows and
stood for a while gazing out into the street,
his hands in his pockets.

The girl leaned forward, her elbows on
the arms of her chair, her hands clasped.

“What father says is true. We don’t
know how we’re going to begin telling you

how awfully grateful we are. We’ll never
forget.” She smiled at him. “I won’t,
anyway.”

Her father came back from the window
and stood by the table on which was a bowl
of red roses near where the girl was sitting.

“What I’d like to find out, but I don’t
know how I can until we get Moss, who was
the man who was waiting for me and whom
you fought. That’s something I can’t un-
derstand.”

Red stirred uneasily in his chair.

“I ought to tell you the only reason I was

outside the theater was I’d been trailing the
man for half an hour, more, maybe, waiting
an opportunity, like, to—well, to fight
him.”

“Yes,” said the girl, not in the least

shocked. ‘““Yes.”

“Go ahead,” said her father. ‘“An op-
portunity to fight him.”

“Yés, sir. He’d taken me unawares, and

knocked me out before I’d a chance.to de-
fend myself, and for no reason. Most of
these marks on my face were there before I
reached the Old Vic at all. I'd followed
him all the way from the London Docks to
Waterloo, where he met this man, Moss, and
talked to him in a public house near the
station. I heard enough of what they said
to each other to know he was trying go get
some one—you, sir, I heard the name—into
Moss’§ house, where he—that’s to say,
you, sir—wouldn’t get free no matter how
hard you twisted—or that’s what he
said. I couldn’t start scrapping—fighting,
I mean—then and there, of course; it
wouldn’t have been safe. I wanted to get
Coley all by himself. I was pretty sure I
could tackle him, but I wouldn’t be able to
tackle him and Moss as well. And then
they went out of the public house and I lost
them. Iknew about the theater. So that’s

‘where I waited and that’s how I saw Miss

Farlow.”

“Coley,” said ]111 Haven’t I heard the
name somewhere.”

“Ship’s fireman. Did twelve months
hard for knocking his second engineer out,”
said Red. “So I heard.”

“Good lord!” said Jill’s father. “That’s
the man I gave evidence against up north.
And so it was Coley talked to Moss, was it?
And Moss wanted to get back at me because
I’d discharged him for being drunk.” He
laughed. “Moss and Coley. A pretty
couple. And Coley was waiting for me in
that house and he tried to kill you. Well,
Mr. Wilson, I don’t like to think too much
of what might have happened. You've
saved my girl’s life and my son’s life. Mr.
Wilson, my house is yours.”

* HE INCLINED his head in a
. kind of bow. Red felt confused
and not quite sure whether he was
; being laughed at or not.
“No, sir, I guess I didn’t really do any-
thing. What I Wanted to do was to lick
Coley, that’s all, sir.’
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“Yes,” said the girl, “but you came back
into the house, after you’d climbed out of
the window and brought Jack and me out,
didn’t you? And you got me away from
Coley, didn’t you? You couldn’t have done
more very well, could you?”

“You say this Coley fell out of the win-
dow?” said the girl’s father.

“Yes, sir. After I made him drop his
gun, as I told you, he had hold of a small
chain I was wearing around my neck, and
when that broke he went backward through
the window and fell into the yard. I saw
him lying there when I dropped; I couldn’t
go through the bedroom door because of the
fire; but I didn’t have time to pick him up
or ask if he was hurt. I didn’t feel that
way inclined, either.”

“How long have you known him?” said
Jill
“Never met him in my life,” said Red.

Father and daughter gazed at him in
bewilderment.

“Never met him!”

“Not till he knocked me out. But I’'d
spent a couple of hours before that trying to
find him; that’s to say, I started from Mill-
wall Dock and ended up near Well Street,
London Dock, wherehelived. And so, that’s
why, when I did meet him and learned what
kind of a man he was, it came as a shock.
A man told me Coley was a friend of his
and if I once got to know him I'd like him,
Coley was, so he said, after my way of
thinking. He had the same view I had
about economics, politics and such like.”

Again Red was confused and embarrassed.
These people were nice people, but enemies,
of course, to him and his class.

“If it isn’t a rude question, Mr. Wilson,”
said the girl’s father, “what do you do for a
living?”’

“I’'m a sailor,” said Red.
ship.”

“Lost?” said Jill. “Wrecked?”

“No, miss. I’m only an A. B. My ship
sailed without me. As a matter of fact—"
here he chuckled—*“the bosun and I didn’t
hit it off together. You see, miss, I'm a
Communist. T guess you won’t think any
too well of me for that, but it’s the way I
look at things. We’re all equal, and I’'m as
good as any one else. That kind of thing.
I'm what they call a Red. In fact, I'm
known as Red; part because of my hair, I
guess, part because of what I believe. Any-
way, this man, Deacon, was trying to get a

“I lost my
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shipmate of mine, MacTavish, to pay him

some money and he’d let him into a secret

of how to make a fortune and I told Mac-

Tavish not to listen to him. And so, of

course, Deacon wanted to get back at me.”

2 “And Deacon,” said the girl. “Who was
e?]’

“Deacon,” said Red, “was the man who
sent me to Coley. Coley, he said, would
help me. He was a Red, too. But he was
telling lies. Coley wasn’t a friend. As soon
as I said Deacon had sent me, he laid me
out.”

“H’'m!” said the girl’s father. “H’m!
This business is getting complicated. I
think, between you and me, Coley needs
locking up again. I’m afraid I'll have to go
to Scotland Yard first thing in the morning
—I won’t bother tonight, I’'m worried
about Jack. The point is, Mr. Wilson, if
Coley’s escaped, I don’t know how I can
keep your name out of it. No one else can
identify him.”

“I’'ve nothing to hide from Scotland
Yard,” said Red.

“You weren’t armed were you?”

“Lord, no!” said Red. -

“Because if Coley was hurt when he fell,
the police will have got him and he may have.
said you threw him out of the window, and
unless the revolver had been found—well,
you see what I mean, don’t you? That’s
why I’ll try and keep you out of it.” :

“He doesn’t know who I am,” said Red.

“But in any case you’ve nothing to be
afraid of. You heard Moss and Coley talk-
ing; you knew they were going to get me
into their power, Coley was, anyway, and
you saw Coley threaten my girl in the house
and try to molest her. But I believe my
evidence alone would be enough; what Coley
said to me in the dock and why I got rid of
Moss.”

“My evidence, too,” said the girl with a
little shiver. Her cheeks were flushed, her
eyes were suddenly clouded. “I’d begun to
lose hope when I saw you, Mr. Wilson. And
then—why, then I knew I was saved. I
don’t like to talk of rewarding you or any-
thing like that, but isn’t there something
father could do to help you? Maybe I
oughtn’t to be talking like this, but I feel we
owe you so much, Jack and I, and we’d like
all of us, to—well, give you a start. I'm
saying something I oughtn’t to say, am I?”

Red smiled faintly and shook his head.

“No, miss, that’s all right, of course.
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But there’snothing/I want. Nothing at all.”

That was a lie, of course. He wanted a
good many things. fle wanted to live in a
house like this, not so big, perhaps, but as
clean and comfortable and beautiful; he
wanted books, like these books, and pic-
tures; he wanted freedom from anxiety and
the fear of poverty; he wanted to be re-
spected by otherymen and looked upon as an
ordinary decent man and not, because he
was a sailor before the mast, as a kind of
animal. He wanted to be able to mix with
people like these people, not rich people so
much as people! who could talk about other
things besides booze and fights and the sea
and what they did talk about in tramp
forecastles and pubs and sailors’ boarding
houses.

But what was the good? Why grouse?
He was nothing, a poor —— deck-hand, a
Red, who wanted to make the world easier
for a crowd of stiffs like MacTavish and
Deacon and the boatswain and Chips and
George, the barman, and Chadwick, the
man with the scrubby yellow mustache, and
the bus conductor;.and the Hartigans, and
Bessie, the girl, and her father and mother,
and the guard of the train who had told him
to pay. excess, and the husband and wife
he’d met in West Ferry Road, and the
woman who’d stolen the money from the
two little kids in Cable Street, and Coley
and Mrs. Coley, and Moss, and the shabby
woman who had taken Moss’ message to
the Old Vic, he wanted to make the world
easier for the lot of them; and there wasn’t
one of them, hardly, that was worth a
—— when you got down to it, hardly one,
except MacTavish, of course, or that’s
what you’d have thought to meet them and
hear them talk and have to depend on their
word. ;

Yet, maybe, if things were easier, and
they hadn’t to fight and scheme and plan
and steal to get a living and enough to eat
and a bit of comfort, they’d be more worth
while, the lot of them, more honest, more
likable, more to be trusted. But what was
the good? Life was tough, more tough than
it need have been, if men and women would
only think less of themselves now and again
and more about other people. But there it
was—all one could do was to make the best
of it and show people like these Farlows,
rich people, that people like him didn’t envy
them or want what one hadn’t got.

Red sat frowning at the rug at his feet.

s

He looked up suddenly and found that
the girl and her father were watching him
gravely. Their looks puzzled him, For an
instant he felt that they knew what he was
thinking and disapproved.

He laughed awkwardly.

“There’s one thing,” he said, “yes. I
want a ship. I'm tired of bemg ashore.
T’ve had more trouble and worry since I left
my ship at Millwall Dock tea-time than I’ve
had all the years I've been going to sea. But
maybe it’ll be difficult, of course. I’ve lost
my kit and my d.lscharge book, as well as
my ship.”

“That’s nothing,” said the glrl’s father.
“Makes no difference at all. But are you
certain you want to go back to sea?”

“What else is there todo? I’'m an A. B,
What use would I be ashore now? No use.”

“Do you'like the sea?’”asked the girl. {

“The only thing I! was ever tramed to.”

“If you really mean what you’ve said,”
said the girl’s fathex, “I’ll find you a ship.
I’'m a ship-owner. I daresay you’ve heard
of me!”

Red hadn’t, but he nodded an assent.

\ " “THERE’S a ship of mine, the
Devon Coast, leaving East India
z tomorrow afternoon, a
. day earlier than we expected
You’ve only to say the word and I’ll send -
youaway on her. She’salmost a brand new
ship; it’s her second voyage. Sign on at
ten o’clock. You've had a good deal of
experience, I take it.”

Red laughed.

“Ever since I was about fifteen, sir.’

“Ever thought of trying to better your-
self?”’

“Thought!” said Red. “I’ve thought
about nothing else. But what chance has a
man like me? None. My father was En-
glish and no good. My mother was Irish and
—dunno—I guess life was too tough for her.
They died, both of them, when I was seven,
in Boston, where I was born. I was sent to
an orphanage. I ran away two or three
times I hated it so much, but they got me
back always. That’s why I went to sea.
The world hasn’t much use for men brought
up as I was, without education or money.
That’s about the one lesson I've learned.
If you’re down, people don’t want you to
rise—you’re down, you’ll keep down. That’s
life. Well, I can stick it.”

And then he laughed to himself, sitting
3
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here in this big room, talking that kind of
stuff to these rich folks.

“Sorry,” he said, “that’s what we call
propaganda,isn’tit? Not playing the game,
like. Abusing hospitality. Well, I'm crazy,
I know, not my fault, exactly, born like it.
Anyway, I'd be grateful, sir, if you could
give me a line to the mate, so that I could be
sure of getting away on the Devon Coast.”

“Well, now, listen to me, Wilson, I'm
going to talk straight. You say you’ve not
had a chance. You’re wrong. You’ve got
as good a chance as I had, every bit. You
have now. You started with nothing. So
did I. I've made my own way. So can
you. I worked, you can work, too. I had
ambition, so, too, can you have ambition.
You say the world has no use for a man
like you. There’s where you’ve made your
biggest mistake. The world has more use
for you than it has for men who’ve been
brought up to wealth.

“Wilson, you’ve done me the greatest
service tonight one man could do another.
What you’ve told me about yourself and
your views on life only confirms what I
thought of you. What worries me most is
you haven’t any ambition or hope. You're
drifting, like a steamer without any rudder,
broken down, and without making any
effort, apparently, to get back on your right
course. . The world’s in a bad state, no
doubt. It always has been, and while you
get men like your friend, Coley, it always
will be. Even though you eradicate the
abuses we all know of, abuses many of us
are trying to eradicate in different ways
from the ways you recommend, you’ll al-
ways have human nature to contend with.
Your friends in Russia have proved that you
can’t change things wholesale, only, I sup-
pose, Mr. Wilsop, you wouldn’t regard it in
that way, quite,jwould you?”

" “Anyway, coming back to yourself, my
advice to you is, think as you like, but while
you’re thinking make the best use you can
of what chance you’ve got. Don’t listen
too much to what you hear men saying,
don’t believe all you read in print. The
world’s a hard old place, but there’s good
to be found in it, if you know where to look.
Here’s what I'm driving at—you can do
more good as a captain than you can as an
A. B. Ever thought of working for your
ticket, Mr. Wilson? Second mate. Aren’t
you tired of serving before the mast? Work
for your ticket and go aft.”

too,”
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“Work for my ticket?” said Red.

“Yes. Why not?”

“What chance would I have?”
“The same as any one else who serves his
time in the forecastle! You're intelligent, -
you’re young, you’'ve got every quality to
make a successful officer except one—you
don’t believe in yourself. But you ought
to, when I tell you there isn’t one man in a
thousand who’d have done what you did to-
night. Whatever your motive may have
been in going into that house, you saved my
daughter from Coley, you fought him and
thrashed him, and you went back into the
house again after it was on fire and brought

out my son.”

“If,” said the girl abruptly, “you’re ask-
ing what chance you’d have, you can take
this for an answer—every chance. We’d
see that you had it.”

“Go this voyage on the Devon Coast, then
next year when you’re back home again, go
to a nautical school and work for your ticket.
You'll get it. And remember, just as my
daughter said, only I'll put it more plainly,
T’ll back you. Do you understand? You're
not to worry about expenses, fees, money,

clothes. I’'m a man who believes in paying
my debts.”
“No,” said Red. “No. Whatever I do,

I’ve got to do on my own.”

And then for a while he thought without
speaking. Work for his ticket! So that
was it, was it. Second mate. Why not?

“What other men can| do, you can do,
said the girl. “But better.”

Red had to laugh. He was pleased that
this girl thought sufficiently well of him to
say that, but what did she really know of
him? Not a thing. She didn’t understand
what life was. He did.

“Then you’ll work for your ticket?” she
said.

“Yes, miss, I will,”” said Red.

“Good!” said the ship-owner. “You’ll
sign on tomorrow on the Devon Coast. -T’l
arrange that much, at least.”

“Aren’t you most awfully hungry?” said
the girl.

Red hadn’t eaten since noon. He grinned.

“Not very,” he said.

“Well,” said the girl, “you’ll be having
supper with usina minute, anyway.”’

Red was suddenly scared.

“Oh! I don’t know about that, miss.” I
ought to be going.”

“That’s not the real reason, Red!” she
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said. Shelaughed. ‘“That’s what they call
you, isn’t it? I know what you’re think-
ing. It’s nonsense. Aren’t you as good as
any one else? You said so.
course. You believe 1t and so do I, and so
does father.”

The stout and pompous-looking butler
opened the door and the girl jumped up
from her chair.

“That’s supper, at last.

XII

NEXT morning there appeared in the
London papers an account of the
fire in a house near the New Cut.

A man called Coley, identified by a
letter in his pocket, had fallen from a back
—window in making his escape from the
burning house and been killed. In his
hand he had the famous ruby and platinum
pendant that had been stolen the previous
night from Lady Crestworth out51de a
theater.

Though Coley had hitherto not. been
known as a thief, he had been in trouble
before and had lately been serving a term
of imprisonment for assault in the North of
England. #

The report of Coley’s death had far-
reaching effects.

I’'m starving.”

the night at the Farlows’ house
in Bruton Street in a bedroom far
more luxurious than anything he
nad ithagined or seen, save in the moving
pictures.

He was so exhausted that after putting on
a pair of Mr. Farlow’s silk pajamas and
switching off the electric lamp over his head,
he fell asleep before he had had time to
crawl in between the sheets.

He awoke suddenly, feeling cold, to find
it was daylight once more and that Mr.
Farlow, fully dressed, stood by the side of
his bed, gazing down at him.

Red sat upright at once.

“Have I slept too long?”

“No,” said Mr. Farlow, “I’'m the only
one in the house awake but the nurse who’s
in charge of my boy. I’m an early riser, al-
ways, and I have the morning papers left at
the door as soon as they’re published. I
want you to look at this.”

Red took the paper Mr. Farlow held out
to him and read under the heading—Jewel
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Thief’s Tragic Death—a report of ‘how
Coley had broken his neck in his fall from
the window and how the ruby pendant had
been found in his hand.

He returned the paper to Mr. Farlow and
sat for a time, hugging his knees and think-
ing. He said presently:

“Well, sir, I guess I’'m responsible. I'd
better go see Scotland Yard.”

“I don’t look at it that way at all. If
ever there was an accident, it’s this. Or if
ever a man deserved killing, it was Coley,
However, what I want to tell you is so far as
I'm concerned it simplifies matters im-
mensely. I’'m going to Scotland Yard my-
self to report what happened and I don’t
intend to mention your name, if I can help
it. Coley’s identity is established. He’s
out of the way. Moss, if I judge him cor-
rectly, will be out of the way, too, directly
he knows Coley is dead. Anyway, you're
not to worry. If I don’t see you before you
go, I'll see you on board the Devon Coast,
for certain, this afternoon. Ill speak to
the captain about you.. And, as I prom-
ised, I'll phone the, marme supenntendent
and make sure that you’re signed on.’

“Tt’s very good of you, sir,” said Red.

“I pay my debts,” said Mr. Farlow.
“And I like you.”

MACTAVISH had not been ar-
rested.

After~hitting the policeman he

¥ had turned and bolted through
the traffic of Commercial Road East, up
St. Anne Street in the opposite direction
taken by Red, who had gone south down
Three Colt Street. :

He had slept the night in an outhouse in
a stable-yard but before it was dawn had
risen and made his way by Thomas Street
and Bow Common Lane across Limehouse
Cut, southeast by Upper North Street by
Grove Street, Ricardo Street, Kerry Street
and Grundy Street into Poplar, where he
had sought out a friend of his, another
Scotsman, who kept a fried fish and supper
bar near the East India Dock gate.

He had breakfasted in the kitchen on
fresh herrings and tea and hot buttered toast
and had afterward smoked his pipe and re-
flected that, perhaps, in spite of the police,
life had something to offer a man.

And then he read in the morning paper
how a jewel thief had been found dead in a
back yard of a house that had been on fire.
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In his hand was a ruby and platinum pen-
dant that had been stolen from Lady
Crestworth the night before when leaving

the theater. The man’s name was Coley.
Alfred Coley.

MacTavish was startled and a little
frightened by the news.

Was the dead jewel thief the man Red
had been going to see?

Alf Coley, the friend of that crooked
fellow, Joe Deacon. If so, what had be-
come of Red?

MacTavish hoped that he had not gotten
into any trouble. He reflected that the
sooner he himself was out of London the
better. If the policeman he had hit in
Limehouse saw him he was lost.

THE Hartigans were aroused
| soon after dawn by Fred Morri-
4/ son, Mrs. Hartigan’s brother.

; At first, having in mind what
F red had said the mght before when he had
called to see them and made trouble about
the pendant, they were reluctant to let him
in but he had told them he had something
to tell them that might mean prison for all
three unless they took —— good care and
so they opened the door.

And then, in the back kitchen, he showed
them a morning paper, containing the news
of Coley’s death and the discovery that he
was the thief who had stolen the ruby and
platinum pendant from Lady Crestworth.

“Now,” said Fred Morrison, ‘“who the
—— is this feller, Coley?”

Mrs. Hartigan pondered.

“I know,” she said. ‘’E’s the feller Red
was going to see. ’E must have stolen the
pendant from ’im.”

“You fool!”” said Hartigan. “That’s
what comes o’ you bein’ so scared you went
an’ shoved the —— thing into ’is pocket an’
not in mine.”

“You needn’t talk, Sam,” said Fred
Morrison. “I ain’t forgiven you for pinch-
in’ it from me an’ you needn’t think it.”

Mrs. Hartigan knew by the look in her
brother’s face that in another minute he
would lose his temper and there would be
last night’s trouble all over again.

“For ’s sake, you two,” she said.
“Shut up! What are we goin’ to do?”

“Well,” said Fred, ‘“‘you two can do what
you like; myself, I’'m goin’ to take a trip to—
well; I’'m not goin’ to say where. Knowin’
what kind of a rat you are, Sam, I’m afraid
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if you knew you’d split. I'd do you in if
you did, o’ course, but I’'m not goin’ to run
any risks. I’ll look after myself.”

With a nod, he left husband and wife
glaring at each other in the dim light of the
morning across the kitchen table.

“Suppose the police have got that feller,
Red, an’ he lets on he got the pendant ’ere,”

-said Mr. Hartigan.

“Dunno about you, Sam,” said his wife,
“but I'm goin’ to sling my ’ock. Comin’?”’

“Oh, I'm comin’, Floss. I wouldn’t let
you out of my sight now for a fiver.”

By nine o’clock the Hartigans were in
Chatham, where Mr. Hartigan had a brother
who showed no pleasure at seeing them.

~.  WHEN Mrs. Coley read that her
&47—= husband was dead she was glad.
@ Then, when neighbors called at
A the house and commiserated, as
was considered only decent, she suddenly
burst into tears.

Poor Alf had kicked it. She was all alone
in the world. A widder. Poor old Alf.

She did not know how Alf came to be
dead in the back yard of a house near
Waterloo, but in some way or other that
young feller, Red, was responsible.

Alf had welted him. He’d followed Alf,
probably, and done him in. But it was ]oe
Deacon who had once made love to her, the
beast! When Alf was away at sea, and Alf
had come home unexpected and half killed
him. It was Joe Deacon who was respon-
sible.

Joe Deacon had sent Red to Alf. Red
had meant no harm, she was sure, but Alf
had just about finished him off. He would,
of course; that was Alf’s way. But it was
Joe Deacon who was to blame for poor, dear
old Alf goin’ West before ’is time. All
right, then, she’d go and see what that there
Joe Deacon had to say about it.

Just as a mere precaution, knowing Joe
tolerably well, Mrs. Coley put a knife in her
pocket before setting out on her journey to
East Ham, where Joe Deacon lived.

Joe Deacon, however, had already read
the news. He was quick enough to connect
Alf Coley’s death with the red-headed
young sweep who had kept him from getting
the tow-headed Scotsman’s money in the
pub in West Ferry Road. There was only
the one thing to do and that was to leave
London at once.

When Mrs. Coley called he and the lady,
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who passed as Mrs. Deacon for the time
being, were well on theirjway to.Cardiff.

Moss, who had seen Coley’s body carried
out of the house after the fire had been
extinguished, escaped without;being ques-
tioned by the police. Alf was dead. Far-
low’s girl had got away with her brother.
The game was up.

He crossed the river to Euston and took
train to Liverpool.

‘%7 Red washed and dressed; and
m after scribbling a note of thanks

=¥ to be given to Miss Farlow and re-
fusing breakfast, hurried away from the
house in Bruton Street and caught a bus in
Oxford Street for Limehouse, running the
risk of meeting the conductor who'd hit him
the day before.

It took him some time to find where the
Hartigans lived and when he at last reached
the house a woman told him that Mr. and
Mrs. Hartigan had left early that morn-
ing without saying a word. The woman
winked and looked very mysterious, thereby
giving Red to understand .that the Harti-
gans were no better than they ought to be
and that she, for one, was not surprized they
had gone. Red thanked her and walked off.

As he drew near the shipping office he
heard some one calling:

“Red! Red Wilson!”

Turning, he saw MacTavish hurrylng
toward him, wearing a soft brimmed hat
- that was much too big for him, and a rain-

coat, also too big. e
o they di

“Why, Mac!” he said.
get you?”

“Get me?” said MacTavish. He looked
uneasily first to the right and then to the
left. “Nae, they didna. Red, thon fella,
Coley, he’s deid?”’

“Is he?” said Red, pretending an indiffer-
ence he was far from feeling.

“Aye. It’sin the paper. Did ye meet him?”

“Yes, I met him, Mac, but only for a
minute or two. He wasn’t the kind of man

~ that I care for, anyway v

. “Is it the sam’ man, dae ye think?”

“Perhaps.”

“Weel,” said MacTavish, “ye’ve ta’en a
weight off ma mind. I got it into ma heid
ye were in it an’, mebbe, the pohce had ye or
ye were hidin’ somewhaur in fear o’ yer life.”

“What are you doing now, Mac?”’

“I’m daein’ two things; hopin’ thon police-

WHEN M. Farlow had left him,

»
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man I punchit winna see me—he’s aff duty
the noo, which is a’ to the guid—an’ rin me
in; an’ I’m hopin’ when I get to the shippin’
office there’ll be a ship fur me.”

“If you want a ship, Mac, maybe I can
get you one. I’m signing on this morning
at ten on the Devon Coast, lying in East
India Dock, and leaving tonight. Like to
come with me, if I can fix it?”

“Wud I? - Daes a puddick drink beer?

Wud I no’.””

@ the rail of the bridge deck amid-
%> ship and watched a man coming

along the quayside, carrying his sea-bag

over his shoulder.

One of the sailors who had signed on that
morning had been knocked down by a motor
lorry and taken to the Poplar Hospital and
this man, apparently, was his substitute.

The man made his way up the gangway
to the after well-deck and stood for a mo-
ment, glancing about him uncertainly.

The mate eyed him with disfavor. He
wasn’t a very presentable specimen, he
thought, from any angle, but if he could do
his work, who cared? He had a pale, un-
wholesome face and a pointed nose and
swollen eyelids and a scrubby fair mustache.
He wore a comparatively new blue suit, tan
shoes, white collar and red tie, blatantly
red, and a hard black bowler hat. Any one
seeing him might have set him down as a
respectable clerk, slightly given to drink,
perhaps, or a shopkeeper, or an out of work
bus conductor, anything, indeed, rather
than an able-bodied seaman.

“Here, you,” said themate. ‘“Come here!”

The man nodded and spat and then very
slowly climbed the ladder that led to the
bridge deck.

“What’s your name?” said the mate,
fuming.

“Chadwick’s me name,” said the man
vather haughtily. "Ere’s me discharge
book.”

“Huh!” the mate grunted. The more he
saw of this merchant the less heliked him.
“Give it here. Now, let me tell you this,
Chadvnck I don’t know what kind of ves-
sels you’ve been used to, but”—here he
looked at the date of the completion of
Chadwick’s last voyage and was shocked—
“T don’t understand; you’ve not been to sea
for two years.”

LATE in the afternoon’the mate
of the Devon Coast leaned over
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“No, mister, I ain’t,” whined Chadwick.
“T’ve been ashore, on account of my poor
wife’s illness. I couldn’t leave ’er. They
wouldn’t take ’er to ’ospital an’ I’ve been
lookin’ after ’er.”

“Oh!” said the mate. ‘“Well, what I was
going to say was this: I don’t know what
kind of vessels you’ve been used to, but if
you spit on these decks again, wood or steel,
you’re going to getinto trouble. Andanother
thing, don’t scowl when I speak to you.
Understand? Better get that into your head
now. I’m not the man to stand any
nonsense from a deck-hand or any one else
when it comes to running the ship. One
more thing: When you have occasion to

speak to me, which’ll be —— seldom, you’ll
say ‘sir.” Understand?”
“Yes, sir,” said Chadwick sulkily.

“All right, then, get on for’ard and dump
your gear in the forecastle!”

Chadwick hoisted his sea-bag once more
and walked off, past the galley and the
fiddley and the No. 3 hatch and the saloon
deck-house, under the lower bridge, to the
ladder that led down to the for’ard well-
deck.

And here he paused for a moment,
hardly trusting his eyes.

Coming toward him from the direction of
the forecastle were two men whom he had
little desire to meet again. One was the
feller they called Red, the red-headed feller,
who’d interfered with him—blast him—and
the other was the Scotsman who’d made his
nose bleed.

Chadwick descended the ladder and
greeted them nervously, with an affectation
of geniality. |

“Well,” he said, “didn’t expect to see me
aboard, did yer? Well I’'m’ere, all the same,
an’ just because o’ you, Red, an’ that —
silly trick o’ yours in buttin’ in when you
wasn’t wanted. Some feller that ’ad been
listenin’ follered me an’ caught up with
me where that bus stopped by Lime’ouse
Church. A lunatic who worked on ’is
own an’ was chock full o’ Russia an’ Lenin
an’ Trotzky an’ the Red Flag an lord
knows what! ’E said ’e’d found out from
what ’e’d ’eard that I wasn’t in earnest.
A lie, anyway, as I told ’im. He
wouldn’t ’ave it. The blasted maniac. He
said if I didn’t clear out o’ London ’e’d do
me in. See! ’E’d foller me an’ do me in.
Mad like, o’ course.”

Chadwick was growing worried. This

red-headed feller didn’t seem pleased to see
him.

“You an’ me, Red, an’ Jock, ’ere, we
ought to ’ave a pretty good time this trip. I
got it in for that bloody mate already. 'Im
an’ his talk about running the ship. |
We’ll show the stiff, won’t we? It’s about
time some o’ them bloody mates was taught
they can’t do as they like. You an’ me,
we’re as good as ’im, any day o’ the week. '
What are you, Red; sailor or fireman?”

“Neither,” said Red, speaking for the
first time since he had caught sight of
Chadwick. “I'm bosun. Understand that?
Bosun.” His voice was direct and threat-
ening. Chadwick stiffened. ‘“And don’t
you call me Red, till I give you leave.”

“What the are you talkin’ about?”
said Chadwick. “I’'m not goin’ to be put
upon by you. You needn’t think it. I'm

as good as any man aboard this ship an’ in
your ’eart you know it!”

“I don’t know anything of the kind,”” said
Red. “Iknow you’re a despicable sweep, if
that’s any good, who’s out to make money
by saying things he doesn’t believe. You
listen to me and pay attention. 'I don’t
intend to waste time arguing. I'm bosun
and that’s enough. You’re not as good as
any one else aboard this ship and you needn’t
think it. You’re not as good as me to begin
with. Youw’ll do your work and keep a
civil tongue in your head, or if not, you’re
going to be sorry you ever set eyes on me.
You may be as Red as you like ashore, but
aboard this ship you’ll remember you’re one
of the hands and you’ll do as you’re told.”

Red had a strange feeling that what he
was saying to Chadwick some one had said
to him in almost the same words. And then
there flashed into his mind suddenly the
memory of the boatswain four and twenty
hours before on the forecastle head of the
Cape Spartel, warning him what would
happen on that voyage he had never made.
He glanced uneasily at MacTavish.

MacTavish beamed at him and winked.

“Man,” he said “dae ye ken thon’s the
grandest speech that ye’ve made. I wudna
ha’e believit ye had it in ye.”

Red turned to Chadwick.

“All right, you. Get along for’ard and
don’t look at me like that.”

After Chadwick had moved away, Red
laughed.

“Queer world, Mac, isn’t it?”

" “Aye,” said MacTavish, “it is that.”



= ¢HEN Donald O'Rourk was a
young man, he traveled many
A trails, and lay in many lodges.
Then he married Rachel Vorhis,
who bore him many children before she
died in giving birth to the ninth. The
children, also, had died on him, mostly;
and now he was an old man striving to
disentangle the web of recollection to find
something of use to the one son who re-
mained to him. Thisson, Joshua O’Rourk,
a long and weary man of thirty-five, sat on
the door-step, watching the slow approach
of the Indian summer night with the same
patient impatience that he gave to his fa-
ther’s maunderings.

In the darker dusk of the cabin the old
man was retelling—inconsequentially, as old
men will—the story of how he first went to
the land of the Senecas, in the days of his
youth. This he told for the information
of the slender, buck-skinned hunter whose
name was Ferry, and who, as he listened,
watched through the cabin door a dramatic
sunset that faded over the land that had—
and not long since—been the Cayugas’.

That tribe no longer hunted in the val-
leys of the Irequois, having retired, with
Brant and his Mohawks, to the King’s
lands in Canada, at the end of the Revolu-
tion. Many of the neighboring tribe, the
Senecas, had gone with them; but a portion
that were under the discreet leadership of

Author of “A Point of Honor,” “King’s Bounty,” eic.

certain chieftains, were allowed, by Con-
gress, to remain in their own and their
brothers’ inheritance until all the unre-
served land should be claimed by white
settlers. Only this present season had the
lake-lined valleys been declared open for
settlement; and the next day at dawn a .
party of pioneers would start to see what
among these might be worth the claiming.

“Seventeen, I was,” said old Donald,
packing his pipe; his eyes fixed on something
no one else could see; “and traveling with
Jock McPherson, as-was wood-runner for
Sir William Johnson; and me anxious for a
similar post. We set out from Johnstown
in late August; and followed the Great
Trail till we come in hereabouts. Here we
took to canoes, going up the lake till we
were past the High Fall. Turned we off
then to the left, climbing a bluff to a trail
through the woods—which was oak, mainly,
and some pine—till we come, keen set, to
one of the little castles of the Cayugas.
What was it they called it? ‘Coriogonal.’
Ay, Coriogonal. There we lay that night;
and I mightily taken with a slim, brown
maid that—

“Well, from there, at morn, we went
south by west through a swamp where the
frogs were croaking, coming out in a little
valley with a waterfall at its head. Lying
warm and soft between the hills in the sun,
mournful sweet, and half asleep, like, it
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seemed; and I, loon mad as I was, told the
maid that ’twas there I would be buried.
She answered me ’twas Seneca country; and
that I'd best speak to them concerning my
wishes, they being an obliging people. She
was of the Senecas herself; a wise woman
and a priestess later, and witty beyond any
other I have known—" :

He dreamed off into the past, as old
men do.

“Ay,” he spoke therefrom, “slanting
warm and soft to the southern sun. The
snuggest valley of them all.”

Joshua O’Rourk looked inquiringly at
the hunter.

“South by west through a swamp—can
we come on it by that, d’ye think?” 3

“It’s not much to go by,” said Ferry
doubtfully; ‘“were there not some land-
mark at the mouth of the vale, old gentle-
man?”’ :

“Alandmark?”’ repeated Donald O’Rourk,
a trifle dazed by his lightning swift return
from the past. ‘“Nay, not one that ye
could depend on as still standing— Ah,
but there is, though! Wait, till I light me
pipe. How can I recollect aught truly,
when me pipe is out?”’

The spark showed in the dusk; and old
Donald spoke assuredly.

“On the right of the main valley ye’ll
see that the hill breaks down into a bit of
high, ragged, bare clifi—to think I should
have forgot it! On the southern edge of
this rock, and fairly high up, is painted the
sign of the Bear. And not two hundred
paces to the west opens my valley—ye’ll
know the cliff by the sign—and ye’re
knowing the sign?”

He peered at Ferry; who shook his head.

“Here, then—" And he loosened his
hunting shirt to show the clan sign tattooed
on his breast.

FERRY looked with augmenting
. respect at the mark that sym-
= bolized membership in one of
A the great, secret clans of the
Iroquois, that, in the days before the
Revolution, had bound the Confederacy
into what seemed like an unbreakable
alliance. Each buck was bound in loyalty
to the tribe into which he was born; and
likewise to the clan into which, at a certain
age, he was ceremoniously inducted. As
all the clans were made up of members from
all the tribes, it followed that peace within
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the league was assured; and the warlike
propensities of a most warlike people turned
wholly against the Algonquins, and more
kindred enemies. All of whom wasted
their strength by frequently fighting among
themselves. As membership in the clan was
by eléction, as well as by birth, occasionally
persons outside the Confederacy were, under
favor, admitted to the privileges and pro-
tection that membership accorded. Old
O’Rourk had been one of these; and the
younger man recognized the fact and the
old man with a changed regard.

“Ye’ll be of the clan of the Bear, then,
old gentleman?” ‘

“Even so, young hunter,” answered
Donald O’Rourk. '

“’Tis the reason I’'m willing to go scout-
ing with you, Ferry,” said Josh, “leaving
Mary and the boy alone with him in a land
that was hostile yesterday.”

“And they’ll be as safe with me,” said his
father, “as they’d have been with Sullivan’s
own command, or in the lodges of the
Oneidas.”

“Well, each to his own judgment,” was
the hunter’s comment. “But I’d trust no
Indian till I’d killed and scalped him with
my own hand.”

* ‘“Ye've never sat at a council, I take itp”
said old O’Rourk.

“No, nor wish—mor need—to, now,”
answered Ferry. ‘“After all, the bond of
the clan broke with the Confederacy. Will
that sign avail aught in this day?”’

“Ay,” answered the old man, “and as
much as ever. For those who broke the
bond are all on the King’s lands in Canada,
and like to stay there. What bands of
Iroquois there be that hunt in these valleys
nowadays are Senecas that go under the
leadership of Red Feather and the Snake
Weaver. And they were two who ever
held with the colonists, and opposed the
scattering of the Council Fire.”

“No friends of Brant’s, I know,” ad-
mitted Ferry.

“And consequent,” added Josh, “no foes
of ourn—we trust.”

“They say the Snake Weaver takes on
queerly for an Indian,” said Ferry. “Would
have his tribe to give up hunting, and clear
the lands that Congress granted ’em, and
plant more corn than they used, and graze
cattle and sheep like the white settlers.”

“’Tis not the worst advice in the world,”
said old O’Rourk ; but his tone was a sad one.
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“And I’ve heard tell that he’s dead set
against the trade in liquor,” said Josh.
“Calls it the worst enemy of the redskin;
and tried to have the sale forbidden on the
Reservations—to no purpose, of course.’

“Ay,” agreed his father, “Sir William
held so too.”

“For if they didn’t get it on the Reser-
vations,” argued Josh, “they would off.”

“What matter?”’ asked Ferry. “’Twill
soon settle the Indians for us; and then all
the valleys of old York will be open for
settlement.”

“Yes, hunter, I reckon you be right.”

The note of melancholy in the old man’s
voice was deepened.

“It don’t sound true Indian to me,” said
Josh. “Who be this Snake Weaver, Dad?
Inever heard tell of him till lately.”

“Nor I,” said his father. “He’s a sachem
new since my time. And I can recall
neither buck nor warrior of that name
among the Senecas. But he seems to lead
’em, now—with Red Feather.”

“They say he be as crazy as two loons in
the spring,” said Josh. “Always a-doing of
everything different from any one else; and
bound to get his will one way, if not by
t’other.”

“And proud as Lucifer,” added Ferry,
“boasting that he ain’t never been refused
a favor. Which may be ’cause he don’t go
about much to ask such— Look,” and he
pointed to the door through which the world
showed suddenly, darkly silver, “the moon
is up. ’Bout time we was starting, isn’t it,
O’Rourk?”

“Just about,” said Josh, getting to his
feet. “And here come Mary and the boy
from the spring.”

He stood aside to let her enter—a tall,
gaunt woman, drawn and dried till she was
spare and sinewy and strong beyond belief,
bitter determination marked about her
mouth and contradicted by the resignation
in her eyes and on the high, smooth brow.
She was followed by a slender, nervously
controlled, brown child of thirteen, who
carried a dripping bucket. She took in the
situation without a comment, and began to
gather the supplies the men would beneeding
on to the table, where they packed them,
woodsman fashion, while the boy stood
quietly by, ready to help when necessary.

“It may be that we was longer than I
thought for ” the woman explained in her
nasal, dead level utterance. “Young Josh
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would hawve it that he saw a redskin looking
down from the bank above the spring; and
then, of course, he needs must go scouting
after.”

Joshua O’Rourk stopped short in his
packing; and old Donald raised his head to
listen.

“Find any trace?”’ Josh asked of his son.

“There was the mark of a moccasin on a
bit of moss,” said the boy, “and the fur
still rising.”

“So?” said Ferry, pausing to look at
Josh; who was looking at his father.

“’Twas naught,” said Mary hastily.

“But I don’t like the sound of it,” said her
husband. “Was there nary ’nother trace,
son?”’

“Nary one, Dad,” said the boy; and again
the three men hung in suspense.

“Nay, I'll warrant there weren’t,” said
Mary, practically, from where she filled a
pair of flasks from a cask that stood in a
corner. ‘“Nor a mark on the moss, nor a
redskin on the bank, neither! ’Tis all
childers’ fancy, and comes from listening to
dad’s old tales. Don’t ye hold back on
’count of such, Josh, lad.”

“What d’ye think, Dad?” asked Josh,
turning to the old man.

“We-ell,” the latter considered slowly,
“there may be more’n a bit of truth in what
Mary is holding. ‘One swallow does not
make a summer, nor a single slot a trail’, as
the saying goes. Moreover, if the lad
should have the right of it, it’s no hostile he
saw, but some friendly Seneca sneaking
through the woods for salt—"

“Salt?” demanded Mary.

“Ay, they’re saying the secret wells are
hereabouts, though I never saw naught of

the sort meself.”
@@ “Nay, I’'m sure that’s the case,

>\ now I come to consider. Get on
with your packing, lad, and never waste
your thought on us. It’s six miles to where
Slosson and Loder are waiting for ye; and
if a cloud should go over the moon, ye’ll be
barking your shins on every log that lies
’twixt here and their camp.”

Unconcernedly, she bustled hither and
yon; old Donald’s eyes following her ab-
sently, in her careful energy.

“Now, look,” she said to Josh, “I’'m
giving ye two flitches, and saving one for

THE other men still hesitated;
and Mary broke in reassuringly.
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ourselves. That means ye must hustle
back to get us some more afore the trails
close; for I’m not hankering to go through
another winter on coon’s grease. Here be
the flasks. Will two do ye? What are ye
doing with the powder and bullet, man?
Pack it all; and I’ll run off some more balls
tomorrow for dad to go hunting with.”

“I’'m going to load all the rifles,” said
Josh, ‘“and leave ye five rounds a gun
apiece besides. D’ye think that’ll do ye,
Dad? Just in case—?”

“Sure, and it will—it will—"’ nodded the
old man; his mind on a slim, brown priestess
of the Senecas, wherever his eyes might go.

“’Tis all we can spare,” said his son.
“Bring the guns here to the table, Joshie.”

Young Josh dragged the five long rifles,
that were the household’s defense, to the
table, where his father was dividing the
balls. Through a haze of years Donald
O’Rourk heard the hunter protesting.

““Twon’t leave us enough to hunt with,
nor yet give your family enough to put up
any sort of a fight —granting they’ll need, or
could—both of which I’'m doubting.”

“And yourn .is the true word, George
Ferry,” said the pioneer’s wife. ‘“Better
for Josh to hurry on and back with the news
of the new homestead, than to be wasting
time and lead thataway.”

“Well, I’ll load the rifles, anyhow,” com-
promised Josh, “for my own peace of mind;
but I reckon I will pack the rest. We’re
like to need it all. But mind you, run those
balls the first thing in the morning, Mary.”

And he rammed in some wadding; while
Ferry commented caustically on the vaga-
ries of married men, as he adjusted his pack
with young Josh’s assistance. Strapped, the
hunter turned to Donald O’Rourk.

“Well, old gentleman, I'll bid ye good-
even’, and trust to bring ye word of your
south-lying valley this day fortnight—
lessen we bog in that swamp first.”

“No fear of that,” said the old man; “the
way is clear, quite straight and open, as ve
will find, and the ground slanting gentle to
the south. The corn will sprout early
there.”’

“Ay, so we’re hoping,” said Ferry. “Are
ye ready, O’'Rourk?”

“Nearly, nearly,” answered Josh, from
where Mary helped him with his pack.
“If ye’re feared, lass”—turning to put his
hands upon her shoulders—‘of what ye
seen tonight, bid me stay, and I will.”
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“Nay, nay!” she refused impatiently.
“I’'m never the woman to hold ye back for
a megrim or fancy! If ye be not with the
first party, the best lands will be taken up
by other settlers, and some one else lay
claim to dad’s valley.”

That settled it. Old O’Rourk gave his
son the conventional blessing and farewell,
then sat watching as, with restraint, after
the manner of his kind, Joshua kissed his
wife, without embracing her, and enjoined
his son to look after his mother and the hogs,
and not to ram the wadding too hard if he
should take out the old rifle. The old man
had taken leave of his own family just so,
scores of times; and it was as if now he
looked on a part of that dead life that he
had lived, from the eyes of another person.
Then the engrossing sense of identity took
hold of him; and it was his son who seemed
like a familiar stranger.

The other men stepped forth into the
Indian summer night, leaving the old man
to help Joshie put up three oak bars behind
the heavy door. Donald O’'Rourk, having
poked the brands into a blaze, sat down on
his accustomed settle, puffing and staring
absently into the flame. The youngster
yawned cavernously, spread a pellet in the
recess formed by the settle, and rolled up
for the night. Mary was stirring about,
redding up the litter of household goods
scattered by the recent departure.

“He’s a good son—my Josh,” said the old
man, at last. :

“And a good husband,” said his daughter-
in-law.

“He’s all I have left,” went on O’Rourk,
“out of the nine that Rachel bore me.”

“That is the way of things,” said Mary.
“Quick born, and quick gone—the Lord’s
will be done.”

“Ay, the Lord’s will,” said Donald
O’Rourk absently. “But sometimes I’'m
thinking we be like the maple trees, Mary,
one of which will fly ten thousand keys in a
spring. Yet, out of all that multitude, but
fifty seeds will sprout; and of that fifty,
one—and well mayhap not even that—will
grow great enough to be tapped for sugar.”

“Yes,” said the woman who had borne
his son five, “we be even so, Dad.”

He smoked in silence; his mind empty or
adrift; until she came, at last, to a rest on the
seat opposite him.

“Did ye ever know the Snake Weaver,
Dad?”
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“Not that I know, or recall. Why do ye
inquire?”’

‘“Tis said he rules the councils here-
abouts; and we are in sore need of salt.
Didn’t I hear something about secret
wells?”

“Very like,” said the old man, “but,
though I knew a power of their secrets, that
was one I never heard. A Cayuga would
have concealed it from his clan-brother, if
the same weren’t of his own tribe; they was
that jealous of the we

“But the Snake Weaver is a Seneca,”

objected Mary. ‘‘And he don’t always hold
with their uncivilized ways. He don’t act
like a redskin at all, sometimes; he’s that
queer and unexpected.”

“’Course he isn’t a Cayuga,” admitted
the old man. ‘“But I wouldn’t put much
dependence on that. Ye’d best be asking
some buck ye meet with friendly, for salt in
the bucket; if you’re wishful to use the
native stuff, ’stead of freighting in from
Albany.”

““Twould be wicked waste,” considered
Mary, “if there are wells around here. But
I’d hate to beg so much as a bucket of brine
from one of them greasy, painted, blood-
thirsty, child-skinning varmints!” she ended
bitterly.

“Ye wouldn’t be so again’ them, if ye’d
lived in the lodges like I have,” said
O’Rourk.

“Maybe not,” said Mary; and her mouth
was pinched. “But I was one of them who
did live through the raid on Cherry
Valley—"’

“But remember, lass,” interrupted her

father-in-law, “that ’twas the blue-eyed
Iroquois who engineered that deviltry—"
- “Eh, and what of that?”’ cried Mary.
“Blue-eyed, or red-skinned, they killed you
just as cruel— What—"" she gasped—
“what was that?”

With bated breaths they waited in the
attitudes in which the sound had caught
them. Again the call echoed outside the
walls.

“Oh!” said Mary, outbreathing in relief,
“’tis but a screech-owl—they always give
me the creeps!”

“That was no owl,” said young Josh,
raising himself to his elbow, “was it, Gran-
dad?”

“No,” judged O’Rourk; his head cocked
as he harkened to the memory. ‘’Twas
too harsh for an owl.”
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THE youngster scrambled to his
feet, and was suggesting—

“The whicker of a coon, be-
like,” when the call came again,

3 bﬁt from the opp051te side of the clearmg

“Why, I thought it was over yon—"
began Mary; and then she whirled, as the
haunting trill came, nearly simultaneously,
from two other cardinal points.

“Grandad!”’

Joshie crept close to the old man, who
stood, suddenly tense and hot-eyed, by the
table.

“What be it?”

“God! breathed Donald O’Rourk.
rounded!”

“Redskins?” whispered Mary and the boy
together.

“Yes,” said the old man.

“What shall we do?”” asked Mary calmly.
“What can we do?”

“Little enough,” said O’Rourk, with
Gaehc fatalism, ‘“but we’ll do what we
can.’

Under excitement the years were shdmg
from his shoulders.

“Look, lass, could ye handle a nﬂe, if it
were leaned so, upon the loop?”

Mary looked along the barrel, testing its
weight against her own strength.

“Ay,” she decided, “I reckonso.”

“I don’t think they’ll try this end,” said
O’Rourk, glancing over her head to where
the wheat stubble slept in the moonlight.
“The woods yon are so distant that they’ll
think twice afore they risk being picked off
in the mid of run. Thank God we made no
loop on the chimney side! They’d be using
it now against us. Sure,” he reflected, “they
can not be knowing we’ve just four rounds—
though they must have marked that we be
short two men—"

Mary moaned in torture at the thought
his words suggested.

“Steady, now!”

He spoke as sternly as if he had six sons
in reserve; and she controlled her agony,
licking the blood from her lip. ' He brought
a hachet and laid it on a stool by her side.

“Them’s two men’s lives,” he told her.
“Make sure ye account for ’em both—

“Sur-

.Joshie, take t’other new rifle, and the

southern loop. And here’s the ax—oh,
ye’ve got your tomahawk, I see. Well, I’ll
keep the ax meself, then.”

He carried it, with the two remaining
rifles, to the door leaning one gun against
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the wall, convenient to his hand, placing the
ax, likewise, across a stool, and standing the
other rifle ready to rest on the peep-hole’s
ledge. Then he went to the hearth and
trod out the flames, leaving only an ember
or so to glow on the under side of the brand,
before returning to adjust the shutter in
the door. ~And all this he did, not shaking-
ly, as an old man does almost all things, but
calmly and deliberately, as if through care-
ful habit.

“Dost see aught?”’ he asked; and the
others answered no.

“Now listen close,” he ordered. “We
have just four balls between us, and every
one of ’'em must tell! Save your shot till ye
can not miss your mark. Joshie, ye must
account for one with your tomahawk; and
T’ll do for at least two with me ax. That’ll
be eight, and if there are more’n that again’
us, may God deliver us from them!”

He ceased speaking; and a silence thick
as the darkness oppressed them. Without
the loopholes the scene showed luminously
colorless, like a wash drawing in silvery
shades of taupe. Second lagged on second
till a hundred, that seemed like a thousand,
had gone. The tensity died from old
Donald’s attitude; his gaze glazed a little on
the peaceful world he watched. His thought
eluded him, harking back to another night
spent by a loophole; and, if one had ad-
dressed the proper question, he would have
replied that he and two other lads, one
wounded, were holding the cabin against
the Lenape. His head bowed twice; then he
was jerked suddenly back to the present.

“There is a big buck,” Joshie was saying
quietly, “with two plumes, creeping through
the weeds to the left of the white birch.”

“Hold your shot, lad, hold your shot,”
admonished his grandfather; his own ac-
customed eye picking out four shadows that
slipped, as no shadow should, along the
edge of brush on his side of the clearing.

. “God above us, Dad!” screamed his
daughter-in-law. ““There are five redskins
coming through the stubble!”’

Her rifle slipped on the loophole’s edge;
and the precious ball was gone before he
could halt and steady her. With the report
a scalp-prickling, staccato yell was raised
outside; and the gray forest vomited Indians
under old Donald’s calmly despairing eyes.
Young Josh’s rifle spoke, and, evidently,
likewise in vain; for, with a cry of ‘“Missed,
by golly!”’ the boy darted across the cabin,

seized his grandfather’s second gun, and had
again fired at his own loop before O’Rourk
bad judged it prudent to draw trigger on
the chieftain, who seemed to lead the at-
tack. Even so, with all his care, the old
man misjudged in the treacherous light;
and his ball no more than riffled the war-
rior’s scalp-lock. He dropped the useless
rifle and seized on the ax; as his daughter-
in-law sank to her knees in the dark behind
him, covering her head with apron. Rising
and falling, sirenwise, confused commotion
surged round the cabin; yells, shouts, pound-
ings, and a curious, small, picking noise,
but—O’Rourk noted it mechanically—no
return rifle fire.

“Here, Joshie! Here, to me, at the door,”
he shouted. “Quick! They’ve no firearms.
We'll hold the door against them yet.”

Young Josh stumbled headlong across
the murk, and took up a position directly
opposite his grandfather. The door be-
tween them was being shaken by tremen- -
dous shocks at short, regular intervals.
Obviously, it could not hold much longer.
The old man and the boy, with weapons up-
raised to strike, stood swaying slightly for
momentum; and the door crashed away be-
fore the butt end of an eight-inch log, letting
gray darkness into that which had been
pitch  black. Even as it did so, Mary
screamed as she was dragged to her feet by
two Indians.

“Dad! Dad! The fireplace! They’ve tore
out the chimney!”

The man and boy whirled toward the
hearth; where, one after another, dark forms
were blotting out the moonlight that shone
and winked through a breach torn in the
clay and willow-withe fireback. And in-
stantly they were seized from behind by
those, who having manned the battery-
ram, now swarmed through the doorway.
Thé whites struggled handsomely; but the
odds were seven to one. They were speed-
ily, and not uncarefully, disarmed and held
helpless, while all paused for breath-taking.

A brand that had‘been kicked out of the
hearth with the rest of the fire waxed,
waned, caught a bit of dust in flame and
threatened the flooring. An Indian stepped
out the fire, kicking the other embers on to
the stone again; where he presently busied
himself in rekindling a blaze. It leaped to
show an apparently wrecked cabin. The
scant but stubborn furniture had been
flung hither and yon in the struggle; and
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most of the log lay in the débris of the
door on the floor in front of the threshold.
Actually there was little damage, save to
the door and the chimney. The redskins
looked toward the empty frame.
seemed to be waiting.

@3, INTO the light, stepping high
=¥ \i_‘ over the log, came the chieftain.
(ft‘ He was a slightly withered In-
&¥ dian, a season past the prime of
life, but lithe and vigorous still. He was
taller than most Indians and many white
men, and wore full ceremonial dress; but
—and O’Rourk realized it with heartburst-
ing relief, and no little wonder—neither he,
nor any of the others, were painted for war.
The chief, a sachem, old Donald noted,
stood for a moment, as if to see and be seen,
and then, passing silently to the cask, laid
large and heavy hands upon it. This he
deliberately up-ended, and watched the
rum that dribbled, for a little,.from the
bunghole. So, also, with glistening, de-
sirous eyes, watched the other Indians.
Then, still gravely and deliberately, he
pried off the top, and turned the cask upon
its side. There was a deep, voluptuously
regretful sigh through the room as twenty
pair of small black eyes saw the liquor spill
and sink through the cracks of the flooring.
Haughtily, sternly, their leader watched
them as they eyed the wasting rum.

“Ugh! Good!” he grunted at them.
“Ugh!” Noncommittally they grunted
in return.

Mary, gasping, looked to her father-in-
‘law; who, hardly less astonished, regarded
the chieftain.

“Must be,” he concluded some thought
aloud. “Yet—we be prisoners— Harkee,
Sachem,” he demanded, ‘directly, but un-
certainly, “come ye carrying white belts or
black?”

For, past events considered, the old man
could not determine whether their visitors
came in peace or war. The indications
pointed in both directions.

“Be you Donald O’Rourk?” asked the
sachem; Indian cautious, old Donald
thought.

“And if T be?”” he asked, not less so.

“The belts are white,” answered the
-sachem.

“And if I be not?” said O’Rourk curi-
ously. '

4“We go,” said the sachem, ‘‘as if we had
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never been, like the snow that falls under a
March sun.”

He folded his arms and waited in proud
patience while old Donald considered the
prudent course.

“Give me the belts,” he said at last, “for
I am Donald O’'Rourk.”

At his words the small, bronze-strong
hands were loosened from all three of the
whites; and the twenty-odd Indians with-
drew to the walls of the cabin. where they
squatted impassively, as if their part were
finished.

“Dad! Dad!” breathed Mary, turning
from anxiety to anxiety; but the old man
silenced her with a gesture.

“Ugh! Good!” repeated the chief.

And he delivered many purely imaginary
strings of wampum; which were received in
a like fashion; O’Rourk raising each high
above his head.

“Dad, ask him—ye must ask him—what
he has done with Josh and Ferry!”

“Hush, lass,” he commanded, “this be
solemn ceremony.”

He turned to the sachem.

“White belts bind the settlers and the
Council Fire. Why come ye to the Bouse of
Donald O’Rourk with owl cry and war
whoop? It is not so that belts should be
delivered to one who lay as a clan brother
in the lodges of winters long dead.”

“Ugh!” grunted the warrior, and sud-
denly became voluble. “I am a Seneca. I
am a sachem. I am the Snake Weaver.”

O’Rourk nodded, for he had suspected
nothing else.

“With owl cry and war whoop I came to
this lodge; for I feared that if I knocked on
the door the string would be drawn in. I
made you my prisoners, lest you close your
ears against my words; for it may be that
you will not be pleased with what I come
to say to you. It may be that you will not
yield what I come to ask of you. So it
seemed wise to me to come in this way,
with a show of strength, that you might see
that I am a warrior, and worthy that all
men should turn their eyes upon me when I
am among enemies. I have made you my
prisoners, and now you may be scalped and
tortured, as it is our custom in warfare—"

“Dad! Dad!” shuddered Mary; but the
old man’s look never wavered from the
sachem’s face.

“But you need not fear.” The voice, a
deep one for an Indian’s, sank a note lower.
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“I carried no weapons when I came against
this house, nor painted my face, nor did I
let my young men paint theirs; for I bore
belts of good will to those within. Iam a
warrior! Many are the scalps that I have
taken. But your scalps shall be buried on
your heads. Many are the prisoners I
have tortured. But you shall die quietly,
untroubledly, of old age. Iam a warrior. I
am a Seneca. I am a sachem. I am your
son.”

He stopped; and Mary forgot to be
frightened.

“Hwa-at?” said Donald O’Rourk, won-
dering impersonally what he would be hear-
ing next.

“Ugh!” confirmed the Snake Weaver. “I
am Donald O’Rourk, sometimes called the

Snake Weaver. You are my father. Iam
your son.”
“Dad!” whispered Mary. “Yon’s mad!”

“A son? My son? Have I another son,
then?” muttered old Donald; his mind
fumbling through the past.

“I wished to see you, and greet you in
friendship,” went on the Snake Weaver.
“My mother, the Dog Tooth, kept your
name green in her memory, and spoke to me
of you. I came to your lodge, and took
you by force, but you need not fear, your
life shall be spared. I wished you to see
that your yellow son was not a dead dog to
be despised and forgotten. Iam a warrior.
I am a Seneca. I am not an Andaste to
come begging an old bone of my father. I
am an Iroquois, carrying belts, and wearing
the horns as T walk to and fro in the Council.
We of the Longhouse love our friends and
our kindred, and treat them with kindness.
You have been friendly with Indians. They
are your friends. Ugh! I respect you, my
father.”

And he bent in proud humility to sweep
his finger tips across the insteps of old
Donald’s moccasins.

Mary’s voice broke sharp as the yap of a
fox in the forest. For the white women of
that day had little charity, with more or
less reason, for the red ones.

“Dad! Ye be not listening to yon!”

“Why, lass,” the old man answered,
slowly reflective, “beyond all doubt he has
white blood in his. veins; and if his mother
said ’twas mine have I any reason to deny
it? Look at his hands, big and strong to
strike a man, or wield an ax—no true red-
skin has hands like ’em! And the breadth
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of his shoulders, and the depth of his chest—
I had as good in my time, and faith, they be
the foundations of a man. And see how his
hair is growing in a little curl about the
temple; just so is mine, and even so is
Josh’s—"

“Dad!” wailed Mary, as the old man
walked round and round the quaintly
embarrassed chieftain, rubbing his own
knuckles in pleased achievement.

“Did ye note, Mary,” he went on, oblivi-
ous to aught save his point, “how, when he
spoke to the bucks concerning the rum, his
chin was thrust? That’s no Indian trait
neither, but straight from Derry. Al-
ready young Josh’s jaw begins to do the
same; and sure ’tis the mark of a fighter.
But his eyes are his mother’s; and hers
could see farther than most—this world
and another. And the bold hawk’s beak
on him is coming from the Longhouse, too.
"Tis a better than I could have passed to
him. Sure, and he’s drawn the best from
each of us to make him a man and a leader
of men. Deny him? I—who have but
one son left me? Not me. Faith, ’tis a
one the King of Spain might take pride in
claiming!”

“And I suppose ye’ll acknowledge the
whole of the Six Nations, if they come
traipsing through the woods with some
crazy tale!” said his son’s wife bitterly.
“And you that have been a married man
too, with a wife that bore you nine afore
you laid her away!”

“Nay!” said O’Rourk quickly. “There
was no wrong to Rachel. ’Twas all long
afore I saw her first. And I and the maid
were married too—as marriages go in the
Longhouse.” '

“Ay, I know how they go,” said Mary;
“and ye call it marriage!” :

. SUDDENLY the old man

Y dropped his head in his hands.
Reality was slipping from him in-

. . to the mists of uncertain memory.
“’Tis all mixed like,” he mused. “Were
Rachel’s husband the same as the lad who
wintered with. Senecas and the Cayugas?
Was either the man who scouted for
Schuyler? And was he the old fool who
turned his back on the door, to be seized
from behind, not an hour since? Sure, and
that was a boy’s trick—Scout O’Rourk
would never had been caught thataway!
Then who be I? Be I—be I—be I—me?”
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He thrust out a hand, and stood swaying
blindly in the riddle of identity.

“Lawk!” breathed Mary, in awe.
crazed too!”

The Snake Weaver drew the hand down,
with a curious, almost a reverent, gentle-
ness. -

“We of the Longhouse,” he repeated,
“love our friends and our kindred. If you
will follow the fortunes of your yellow son,
and live with our people, I will cherish your
old age with plenty of venison; and you
shall rest at ease in my lodge.”

“Eh?” Old Donald was dazed.

“Dad!” blazed Mary. “How can ye
harken to such—and Josh, maybe, lying
scalped and killed not a stone’s throw from
the door!”

“No! My white brother,” and the Snake
Weaver dwelt on the conventional term till
it was meaning more than usual, “my white
brother is half-way to the lake by this time.”

“Ye see,” said O'Rourk to Mary. “They

wear no war paint. Where is me pipe?
-How can I con51der aught without me
pipe?r”

“Consider!” cried Mary; while the®achem
bent for the pipe he saw under the over-
turned table. “And what may there be to
Jonsider?”

‘“The life in the lodges,” said O’Rourk.
““The. brave hfe I led in the lodges—when I
was young.”

“And who would hunt for us, if ye are so
wild as to go?”’ demanded Mary. “Can
Joshie lift a log, or chop it up for the fire,
by his lone? If other redskins come sneak-
ing in am I the one to pow-wow, and smoke
with ’em, and offer ’em belts and tokens?
Will ye leave your own flesh and blood to
freeze and starve and be scalped at the last,
to loll in a dirty Indian lodge?”

“Wait,” said old Donald, “me—me pipe
is out.”

He groped for a brand on the hearth,
lighted the new-packed pipe, and sat for a
while puffing. Joshie watched the chief in
fascinated admiration. At last O’Rourk
knocked the ashes from the bowl, and spoke.

“Harkee, Donald O’Rourk,” he said to
the Snake Weaver; who straightened with
the appellation. ‘“That you are my son I
well believe, the more as I have lost many
sons as tall and straight and as strong as
you be. Ay, in all fatherhood I hold for my
son; and as such you shall be addressed and
acknowledged—for that, I see, is what you
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are after. And with justice, I am believing.”

He paused, nodding. Then he sighed.

“But I can not live in your lodge. There
is a trail for each man which he may travel
but once. In my youth my trail led to the
Longhouse; now I am old I can not go that
way again. I must walk with my white
children till the end of the trail is reached.
But till then and after I charge you to live
in peace and friendship with your white
brother; and my blessing shall descend
alike on you both. Is it so?”

“My father is free,” said the Snake
Weaver, “to go or to stay. If it is your de-
sire to live in the new fields, I will send one
of my trusty young men to guide you
where you wish to go. Is—is there nothing
else that you may bless me for?”

“Salt, Dad,” said Mary, relieved, calm,
and practlcal

“We are in sore need of salt to keep meat
for the winter,” said O’Rourk.

The Snake Weaver spoke in the western
tongue to a buck, who arose from the floor
at his words.

“Go, then, the squaw and the boy,”
ordered the sachem. “This young man will
show you the little well tonight. It lies not
a rifle shot from this place. Ugh! ‘There
is nothing to fear!”

Then the Snake Weaver approached
gravely to raise his father’s hand above his
own head.

“T will visit this house again,” he said,
and, stepping over the log, was gone.

One by one after him the Indians filed
out; each pausing to shake the old man’s
hand and grunt ceremoniously in passing.

ALONE, O’Rourk righted, with
1 some difficulty, his accustomed
| settle, and sat himself wearily
down.

“Eh—me pipe is out again!” he com-
plained petulantly. Stooping stiffly, he
secured a flame from the hearth. For
a while he sat outbreathing blue clouds in
silence. Then suddenly he sighed.

“Ay, I’'m old,” he muttered. “That’sit—
I’'m old! Fit for naught now, save to pot
pigeons and chop firewood for the women
and childer. The trail comes to an end.
All trails come to an end—some kind—of
an—end—""

His head dropped back, and he sank
into the easy sleep of old age; the pipe
glowing between his fingers.




RENEGADE -RESU
by L-Patrick Greene

Auihor of “The Liitle Thing,” “The Flame,” etc.

HE attitude of the Herveys toward
their portrait gallery is somewhat
typical of the English—of the

. Anglo-Saxon race. ~Although it
contains, as it were, an inner history of a
people; although it is, in part, an explana-
tion of the growth and solidarity of a wide-
flung empire, none but members of the fam-
ily has entered the room where the por-
traits hang—and they only enter when a
Hervey enters the service and again when he
leaves it, or dies.

The Herveys, when they speak of the
gallery at all, call it the Chamber of Hor-
rors and have disrespectful, slangy nick-
names for their stern-visaged, hook-nosed
ancestors whose portraits line the walls;
they attribute unspeakable crimes—of
slave-running, debauchery and graft—to
their forebears. Yet it is a matter of na-
tional record that a Hervey was a pioneer in
the movement which finally put an end to
slavery in Africa, and other Herveys have
labored for the welfare of savage races the
wide world over. Almost the only criticism
that has been leveled at the Herveys—and
it applies to the first of the line as well as the
last—is that they are too cold-blooded, too
Puritanical, to be human. And as for graft,
the Herveys have always had to pinch and
scrape that they might exist on the pensions
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awarded them by a grateful—theoretically
speaking—government.

The Herveys are inclined to be silently
apologetic in the presences of people who
have relatives in the navy or army. To
them the life of a civil servant seems trite
and inglorious before the pageantry of war:
The title, “native commissioner,” could not
be mentioned in the same breath as that
of “major,” “commander” or even “lieu-
tenant.” ; %

And yet—

. JOHN HERVEY was twenty-two
when, the day before he sailed for
South Africa, he entered the gal-

. lery for the second time. The first
time was on the occasion of his uncle’s
death—the victim of a poisoned arrow in a
New Guinea jungle. Then—he was only
twelve—he had been a passive, wondering
observer. Now he was to be an active,
eager participant in a ceremony which was
almost Latin in its show of sentiment.

He looked at the portraits—a laurel
wreath hung above each one—of dead and
gone Herveys; looked at the portraits of
other living Herveys stationed at distant
outposts of the Empire. He shivered
slightly. They seemed to be regarding him
sternly, measuring his worth, challenging
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him to equal their record of service, threat-
ening him with things unnamable should he
fail to live up to the Hervey traditions.

He looked for relief at the large, massively
framed portrait of himself he held in his
hands, mentally comparing it with those
hanging on the wall. He had the same
hooked nose, the same wide spaced eyes as
they had. But his mouth was different,
seemed effeminate by contrast, and his ears
were small, set close to his well-shaped head,
not large and outstanding like those others.

Pushing his way through a horde of rela-
tives, ignoring the admiring, possessive
looks of his mother and sisters, deaf to the
heavy, labored chaff of the men, he saun-
tered over to a dark corner where a portrait
hung with its face to the wall. It had no
laurel wreath—only a strip of broad, black
crépe paper pasted diagonally across it.

At the top was written:

“Frank. Born a Hervey, May 1, 1870; ap-
pointed Assistant Native Commissioner to Basuto-
land, - 1893; resignation requested 1895. At that
date went to Rhodesia and prospected for gold.
During the rebellion of 1896 he led a party'of
Matabele warriors to attack a white settler. Died a
renegade.”

John Hervey turned the portrait over
and started in surprize. Except for a neat,
well trimmed mustache, it might have been
a portrait of himself. It had the hooked
nose, of course; ears set exactly the same, a
smiling, dare-devilish look in the eyes and
the same unruly lock of jet-black hair which
persisted, despite years of careful brushing,
in curling unHervey-like about his forehead.

John Hervey thoughtfully pulled his
upper lip, considered a moment and then
replaced his uncle’s portrait—its back to the
wall—considered a moment longer and hung
his own beside it.

“No, not there, John.”

He turned slowly at his mother’s voice,
flushed slightly before the searching scrutiny
of the others.

“Why not, Mother?” he asked softly.
“It isn’t the Hervey custom to condemn
on circumstantial evidence alone, and Uncle
Frank—”

‘‘Silence, sir!”

An old man, gray-haired, his white, bushy
mustache stained with tobacco juice, tooth-
less, but still a Hervey, still bronzed by
years of tropical sun, still erect, very stern
and unbending, moved stiffly toward him,
his face an angry red.

The others made way for him, according
him a greater respect than age alone could
command. Thousands of square miles
were colored red on the maps because
Grandfather John Hervey had won the
trust of a warlike tribe: Single-handed,
armed only with the Hervey traditions, he
had gained concessions the representatives
of other nations had failed to secure; had
actually protected those representatives
and their armed forces from being massa-
cred by an outraged people. The Herveys
knew and could estimate his accomplish-
ments at their true worth, even if the papers
had only announced “‘that by request of the
Paramount Chiefs a Protectorate had been
proclaimed over Blank.”

The old man walked past his grandson
and turned the portrait of Frank Hervey,
his youngest son, to the wall again.

Then he returned to the other end of the
attic room and waited expectantly before
the portrait of the first of the Herveys. .

The others gathered silently about him.

He waited a moment, breathing hard, his
steely gray eyes smoldering under their
bushy cover.

Then he took the portrait from the wall,
placed the laurel wreath which hung above
it carefully in a basket, and read the record
of the first John Hervey to give his life to
the administering of the white man’s jus-
tice to a heathen people. The reading
finished, the portrait was replaced and the
youngest John Hervey placed a fresh laurel
wreath above it.

The old man passed slowly down the line,
and the listening Herveys heard the history
of their people, the history of an empire’s
growth; they heard of men who served for
serving’s sake, of men who helped to make
the trails in the earth’s far corners as safe to
tread as the King’s Highway.

In Drake’s first American settlement
their story began—but it knew no bounda-
ries: Canada and India, Australia and
Africa, China and the South Seas—all parts
of the world gave testimony to the ad-
ministrative abilities of the hook-hosed
Herveys.

Even as he read, a Hervey, stationed on
the Northern Nigerian border, was dying of
blackwater fever, unattended save by naked
savages, who made the bush hideous with
their howling lamentations. And another,

‘somewhere back of the Himalayas, was re-

ceiving a deputation of hillmen, which was
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the crowning success of his administration.

But the death of the one would not be
known for many weeks to come. With the
success of the other, even had it been known,
this present gathering of the Hervey clan
did not concern itself. It was only inter-
ested in the dead and gone Herveys—and,
of course, in the youngster who sailed for
Africa in the morning.

After a long hour Grandfather Hervey
came to the portrait which faced the wall.
His voice faltered slightly as he read the
record inscribed thereon; but there was
something terribly magnificent in the stern
light which flashed from his gray eyes, in
the contemptuous disgust in his voice as he
spat out the words—

“Died a renegade.”

{ Passing on to the portrait of his grandson,
the old man pasted a piece of parchment
on to the frame. On the parchment was
written— =

“John—born a Hervey, March 26, 1888; ap-
pointed to the Rhodesian Native Department,
April 4, 1910.”

That done, the old John shook the young
John’s hand and quickly left the room. The
other Herveys—brothers, sisters, uncles,
aunts, cousins and nephews—filed slowly
past the new addition to their gallery. They,
too, shook hands with young John, wished
hun, matter-of-factly, good luck; told him
not to bathe after sunset; ‘warned him to
follow the Hervey treatment of malarial
fever; advised him always to keep one bullet
in his revolver for himself—

JAnd presently he was alone in the room,
alone to keep watch for one hour with the
dead and gone Herveys; to read their rec-
ords; to absorb their traditions;}to fburn,
with all reverence, the old laurel wreaths.

A whimsical smile hovered about his
small, sensitive mouth when; his vigil over,
he left ithe room, locked the door and
hung the key in its appointed place. He

hesitated a moment; his hand reached up as

if to take down the key again. Then, con-
fident in the belief that it would be months,
maybe years, before the room was entered
again, he let his hand fall to his head,
brushed back that unruly lock which per-
sisted in curling over his forehead. Then,
whistling cheerfully, he descended the stairs
and, joining the other Herveys, listened
patiently, dutifully, to a heated argument
which was being held as to the size of the
tip one should give a deck steward—
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“AND so you have been to the
) Kraal of Charms?”
The native, his stupendous fat-
: ness in some way adding to the
dlgmty of his appearance, keenly regarded
the white man, then quickly looked away,
looked at a group of naked little urchins
playing in the shade of a palm tree. It was
as if he wished to hide the gleam of admira-
tion which flickered in his eyes.

The white man nodded and, sitting down
on a crudely made three-legged stool, took
off his white pith helmet and with the
palm of his hand brushed back a damp,
lclurling lock which hung down over his fore-

ead.

A big bead of sweat rolled down his

- hooked nose, hung for a moment and, then,

chased away by another, dropped to the
ground.

“Yes,” he said presently, in a matter of
fact, quiet voice. “I have been to the Kraal
of Charms.” :

Then he, too, seemed to lose all interest
in the conversation and gazed incuriously
about the kraal of Headman M’Jambe,
casually acknowledging the embarrassed
greetings of the young men of the kraal;
smiling at the children; frowning, when his
eyes rested for a moment on a group of
native constables who were imperiously de-
manding that beer be brought to them. One
of them caught his eye and stiffened, whis-
pered hurriedly to his comrades. Instantly
their noisy clamor ceased. They demanded
no longer but each waited on himself. Yet
there was nothing cringing in their attitude,
no servile obedience to an autocratic
overlord. Rather, it was as if they had
been suddenly reminded of a trivial item of
deportment, and hastened to observe it.

Beyond the kraal glimmered the waters
of Lake Tanganyika; its surface, near the
shore, was pitted with tiny fishing craft.
A soft wind rustled the palm tops, a whisper-
ing obligato to the low drone of insects.

“Tt is a long trek and a hard one to the
Kraal of Charms,” M’Jambe said softly.

“Truly!” The white man leaned back
against the hut and looked wearily at the
headman.

“And you are tired, your eyes are losing
themselves in your head. There is very
little fat on you and what there is is running
away. And—” M’Jambe brushed his hands
lightly together—‘it is a bad country; all
about that kraal death waits. There is



Renegade—Resurgam 55

fever and—and other things. It was folly
to venture there alone.”

“It would have been still greater folly to
have gone with the noise of soldiers and
camp followers.”

M’Jambe chuckled, toyed a moment with
the heavy metal bracelets which ringed his
muscular arms before saying:

“I did not know that silence kept away
evil. My people boast of their strength
that their enemies may become aware of
their own weakness; my people sing loudly
when they pass through dark places and
so frighten the spirits away— Did you say
that you saw the spirits?”’

The white man sighed. Unconsciously,
apparently, he fingered one of the rents in
his soiled white riding trousers, exposing
a blood-stained bandage; a bandage torn
from the bottom of his shirt and wrapped
tightly about his thlgh

M’Jambe looked at it thoughtfully

“Did the spirits do that?” he asked sar-
castically. “Or perhaps you were crawling
through the bush and a thorn scratched
you?”’

The white man laughed, then his eyes
flashed sternly, his lips set in a straight,
hard line. His voice grated a little as he
said:

“You know that it was not done by
spirits—or a thorn, M’Jambe.”

“I know what I know,” the headman
said stolidly.  “All else is hidden from me.
I am no wizard, no reader of unspoken
thoughts. You went to the Kraal of the
Charm-makers, although I warned you not
to do so. | You went alone—although I, my-
self, offered to guide you or to give you
my warriors as escort. But your mind was
set. Alone you went and, because you
wished it, not one of my people left this
kraal between the day of your going and this
the day of your return. Because you ordered
it, your men have dwelt among us, living
as if they owed allegiance to me. Today,
when we saw you coming along the trail,
they put on the dress of constables—before
that they went naked. No one has come to
my kraal, no one has left it, the drums have
been silent. How;then should I know what
happened to"you at the Kraal of Charms?
How should I know how you came by that
wound there?”’

“I did not say that I got the wound at
that place, M’Jambe, the white man said
softly.

“But you did,” the headman insisted.

“Yes, I did. But that is of no conse-
quence; the things which happened are of
no consequence. But the things I saw—
are of grave import.”

M’Jambe moved uneasily; shouted an or-
der to one of his wives and greedily drank
from the pot of beer she brought him.

He smacked his lips, wiped his lips with
the back of his hand, then said, as if it were
a thing of prime interest, as if nothing else
were worth considering. ,

“There is beer—and beer. Now the
beer my wives brew—"

“T have not drunk it,” the white man said
curtly, “and therefore my mind can keep to
one thing and not wander along many
paths like a man lost in the bush.”

“Then unburden your mind so that the
two of us may drink,” M’Jambe said impa-
tiently. ‘“And first I would know how you
came by that.”. He pointed his finger at
the blood-stained bandage.

“A spirit bit me,” the white man said
and laughed.

“Au-a!” M’Jambe said reproachfully. “I
am no child to be put off with foolish tales.”

“Say you so? Yet you have believed lies
told by the—er—spirits.”

“Maybe they were lies; maybe not. My
ears are open. Can you tell me the truth?”

“Assuredly. First you must know that I
crept very close to this Kraal of Charms;
this kraal which, you say, no white man has
ever visited; which is tabu among your
people because of the horrors reputed to
dwell there. It is three days’ trek from
here—you know it!—over the border, in the
country of the Germans. It is well guarded.
The—"" he smiled—‘spirits do not wish to
be disturbed. Perhaps they are making
charms which will create for you mighty
warriors; which will make you all-powerful.”

“It may be,” M’Jambe muttered.

The white man put his forefinger scepti-
cally along his hook nose.

“But I have seen the charm—makmgs and
therefore they will come to nothing.”

“It may be,” M’Jambe said again. He
looked sorrowfully, pityingly at the white
man, who continued with an easy air of
assurance—

“Tt is as sure as the rising of the morrow’s
sun,” M’Jambe.”

“Not until I have seen tomorrow’s sun
will I say it has risen,” M’Jambe said sen-
tentiously.



56

“You doubt, then, the strength of my
charms over the charms of those others?”

M’Jambe waved his hands deprecatingly.

“Not altogether that, white man. But—"
he hesitated a moment, seeking to find words
that would obscure the point he wished to
make—“but should I die in the night, the
morning’s sun will not warm my bones.”

“Meaning that the help I will summon
will arrive too late?”

““Meaning—" M’Jambe drained his pot of
beer, then threw it at a half-starved cur of a
dog, laughed as it ran yelping away—

“meaning that I would like to hear the story
of the wound in your thigh.”

THE white man thoughtfully
pulled at his upper lip.

“It is soon ;told, M’Jambe,”
: he said slowly. “A spirit—a war-
rior,” he amended with a chuckle as the
headman moved impatiently, ‘“stumbled
over me as I crouched hidden near to the
Kraal of Charms. We fought a little—in
silence, for my hand was over his mouth,
closing it so that he could not give-the
alarm. For fear of calling others to his as-
sistance, I dared not shoot him. He tried
to run his spear through my belly, but his
aim was poor and he pierced my thigh in-
stead. Then I turned his own spear upon
him and, and he died—noisily; so noisily
that others came running, white men and
black. I rose to my feet and ran, dodging
among the bush, they after me, firing and
yelling as they ran. Coming to the river—
you know it?—I hid among the reeds, close

to the shore; and the water thereabouts.

was tinged with the red blood of my wound.
Until darkness came they searched for me
and, when they returned to the kraal, I
followed closely behind them so that I saw
much that previously had been hidden.
That is all.”

“It is a lot, white man. And what did
you see?”’

“It is a large kraal, M’Jambe. I could
not count all the warriors, white and black,
gathered there; neither could I give the
full tally of the guns, big and little, that are
ready to talk of death when those white
men order; or of the iron devil things which
travel on shining rails and vomit fire and
smoke. But—I saw enough.”

“Yes, you saw enough,” M’Jambe agreed
gravely. “And now what?”

“And now I want to know,” the white

Adventure

man said slowly, “why you have not re<
ported this matter to the administrator?
Why have you dealt in play talk about a
kraal where the spirits are living and so
hide its real mission?”’

“And what is that?” M’Jambe stooped
over, grunting because of his fatness, and
searched the sole of his foot in order to ex-
tract an imaginary thorn.

“Tchat! When warriors are called to-
gether the meaning is not peace. And if
those who now dwell at the Kraal of
Charms struck swiftly, without warning—
having prepared for years for that purpose
—they would overrun the land between
here and the Thunder of Water* before
they could be checked.”

“If then,” M’Jambe said.
of it?”

The white man disregarded the question,
countered it with another.

“And knowing all this; knowing, perhaps,
more, M’Jambe kept silent? Why?”

“When two lions fight over the kill a wise
man leaves them alone.”

“Or waits to see which one will win and
then turns to help that one so that some
small scraps of offal will come his way as a
reward,” the white man said sarcastically.
“But that is the part of a hyena, not of a
man.”

‘M’Jambe was silent, but the white man,
watching him closely, saw that his shot
had gone home and was relieved to find that
it had awakened in M’Jambe a feeling of
shame, not of angry resentment or—worse—
of sneering indifference.

The headman’s thick lips moved; he
blinked thoughtfully.

“What could I do? What can I do?
The white lords over there—" he nodded
toward the east—‘‘are all-powerful. I can
do nothing; you ean do nothing.”

“It is too late for you to do anything
now, M’Jambe. But—"

“Well, what

“You are long-winded. °‘If] you say;
and ‘but’— Speak loudly. What is on
your mind?”’

“I want your word that ‘if’ and when the
day comes, you and your people will not
fight on the side of those others.”

“Why come to me with such a request?”’
M’Jambe interrupted roughly. “Go to the
paramount chief.”

“I have come to the paramount chief.”

“Bah! Have you forgotten? Why speak

# Victoria Falls.
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folly? The government,” he spat con-
temptuously, “deposed me and set another
in my place because I protected one of my
warriors from punishment.”

The white man chuckled softly. He had
heard the story of the manner in which
M’Jambe had protected his warrior—by
abducting the native commissioner and
holding him as hostage for the warrior’s
safe return. The native commissioner,
peeved at this indignity offered his person,
persuaded the Powers That Be to depose
M’Jambe. His later resignation—he had
come to the conclusion that administering
justice to his black brothers was not his
strong point; arriving at that conclusion on
the same day that he received a threatening
message from the man he had caused to be
deposed—had paved the way for John
Hervey’s appointment to the district.

“T had not forgotten,” the white man said
softly. “But a lion, though one calls it a
jackal, remains a lion; though one dresses a
dog in a lion’s skin it can not roar, and not
many fear the sound of its voice. And so,
as I have said, I am now in the presence of
the paramount chief and ask him to pass his
word that—" 2

“You are very wise,”” M’Jambe inter-
rupted again, ‘“and yet young; you are only
a boy; your face is smooth, if one excepts the
little hair on your upper lip, and were you of

my people you would not be entitled to call -

yourself a warrior; you have been only a
little while in this country, only six moons
in my district, and yet you know my peo-
ple as I know them, you speak our lan-
guage as if you got it with your mother’s
milk, I have known many white men, but
only one or two who have an understandmg
heart, who can see eye to eye with us black
ones; not one as wise as you. Why is that?
Where do you get your wisdom?”’

The white man cleverly concealed his im-
patience: He knew too well thatjany at-
tempt to force an issue at this point would
antagonize M’Jambe.

“It is nothing to my credit, M’Jambe,”
he said simply. “Among you are some
men who can follow the spoor of game as
easily as they follow the well-trodden path
which leads to your kraal, while others are
as blind men in the bush. To some men it
is easy to lie; others can detect a lie before
it is spoken. ~Some men are skilled workers
in iron, as were their fathers before them,
while others look on in awe, thinking their

skill a form of witchcraft. Asa man’s born,
soheis. And because the men of my family
have always followed the path I now at-
tempt to tread, it may be that some of their
spirit is with me.”

M’ Jambe nodded understandingly.

““If the man who was here before you had
been of your wisdom things would not have
come to this pass.”

“Towhat passhave they come, M’ Jambe?”’

The headman shrugged his shoulders.

“If a man has a dog and neglects it, fails
to feed it, kicks and beats it, how long will
that man command the obedience of that
dog? Not long, I say, if another man gives
it all the attention, all the food that a good
dog deserves. Truly. At the word of its
new master it will turn and rend the old.
And are there any that will blame the dog?”

“None, M’Jambe. But here’s a riddle
for your riddle: Suppose that a man, having
occasion to go a long journey, left his fa-
vorite dog in the care of a friend. Now that
friend—through ignorance, it may be; un-
doubtedly through ignorance —ill-treated
the dog; starved it, thinking to cure it of dis-
temper; beat it in order to correct supposed
faults. Seeing this, an enemy of the dog’s
master, planning to work him an injury, yet
having no love for the dog, fed and petted it
until at last it followed its master’s enemy.
Anon the owner of the dog returns. What
then? Truly the dog will remember the
voice of its master and will return joyfully to
his hut. Is that not so?”

“It may be. But if the dog has been
taken away to another village by the enemy,
it will not hear its master’s voice. Or, if it
is chained, though it hear the voice, it can
not obey. In that case, I say, the dog’s
master has returned too late.”

“Not so, M’Jambe. The dog would turn
on its master’s enemy.”

“And so would die,” M’Jambe said
grimly. “But I am no dog—and Ido not
desire to die.”
 For a time neither man spoke; the whlte
man whistling softly, the headman looking
uneasily at him.

JEERING shouts and the mock-
) ing laughter of children caused
' them both to look up suddenly.

They saw a man, a wreck of a

‘man, cad in unspeakably ﬁlthy rags, his

head bent forward, shuffle across the little
clearing at the far end of the kraal.
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The women of the place screamed ob-
scene insults at him; the naked little pica-
nins pelted him with filth.

He turned as if to come up to the place
where M’Jambe and the white man were
sitting. Then, starting as if with alarm,
he pulled the brim of his hat—it had no
crown—down over his eyes, turned and
shuffled quickly away.

The white man, his face set stern, a cold,
contemptuous look in his eyes, rose to his
feet, half inclined to follow the miserable
intruder. Sighing, he sat down again.
He had far more important things to con-
sider than the welfare of a white man who
had forgotten he was white.

“That,” said M’Jambe, is a man of your
race.”

“SO?H

“Truly. He is the only man of your race
known to many of my people. It would go
hard with you if they judged all by that
one.”

The white man nodded.

“True. But they know that not all the
bulls in the herd are black. Where dwells
that one? Hereat the kraal?”

“Nay. Heisa strangeman. Sometimes I
think him mad and for that reason I forget
the filth he is and give orders that he be sup-
plied with the food he comes here to beg.
He lives in a hut two days’ trek from here.
It is strange that you did not see it as you
journeyed here.”

“It would have meant nothmg to me even
if I had seen it. But in what way is he
mad?”’

M’ Jambe shrugged his shoulders.

“At times he acts as if he were a great
white man, as one accustomed to being in
authority. . Aye. Even to me he has said,
‘Do this,” or ‘Do that,” and I have obeyed
him. But mostly he is as you saw him
today.”

The white man rose to his feet again.

M’Jambe looked up at him, a mocking
light in his eyes.

“Are you going to seek out the white
man who has forgotten he is white?”’

The other shrugged his shoulders dis-
dainfully.

“No. He is nothing to me. But I am
dirty. I go to wash. In the morning I
trek—if it is permitted.”

“And why should it not be permitted?”’

“I thought, maybe, that the dog, having
listened to other voices, might be set as
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watch over me. Knowing what I know, the
men over yonder will do everything in their
power to stop me from carrying word to the
administrator of the forces hiding at the
Kraal of Charms. And you, being their
dog_l’

“Listen, white man,” M’Jambe said
fiercely. “I am no man’s dog. I have lis-
tened a great deal to the promises of the
chief of the forces at the Kraal of Charms
and much that they say seems very wise to
me. They are all powerful; they have been
preparing while your people have slept.
Tomorrow, if they wished, they could put
to waste all my land and take my people
into slavery—" ;

“They would swiftly be held to an ac-
counting,” the white man interposed.

“Small comfort to me and my people,”
M’Jambe said grimly. ‘“What good the
warmth of the sun to those who are dead?
But this I will tell you: Not yet have I
definitely cast in my lot with those others,
but they press me hard; the time is short and
soon they will force a choice upon me; to
be with them or against them. There will
be no other choice. Nevertheless, this I
will venture because of my regard for you:
Get you gone and tell those whose business
it is to know, what you have seen at the "
Kraal of Charms. If then a sufficient force
is sent to support me before a choice is
forced upon me, I will throw in my lot
with you. More than that for my people S
sake, I can not promise.”

The white man nodded gravely.

“It is fair,” he said.

“Also,” continued M’Jambe, “that my
name may be kept clear with those others
and no issue be thrust upon me, your men
shall remain here.”

“I can travel faster alone. But they shall
be unharmed?”’

“As to that, if they will only play that
they have deserted you, I will pledge my
word.”

“That will be easy—"

M’Jambe held up his hand.

““This further,” he said, “also to protect
my name: As soon as it is known to me that
you have left my kraal I shall send word to
those others by drum talk.”

The white man frowned. Suddenly his
face cleared and he smiled confidently as he
ran his fingers through that stray lock of
hair which persisted in falling down over his
forehead. Unless the unforeseen happened
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he would have three days’ start! That was
more than sufficient, he thought. And he
could not blame M’Jambe for so flagrantly
running with the hare and hunting with the
hounds. As it was, the headman was risk-
ing a great deal.

“It is good, M’Jambe,” he said. “I go
to make ready now. Before the sun sets I
will come to you again to say farewell.”

He turned and. walked swiftly away,
limping slightly because of the Wound in his
thigh.

THE sun had set, the night shad-

75 ows were darkening rapidly when

the white man presented himself

again to the man M’Jambe, the
man who was nominally only the headman
of a small kraal; actually the autocratic
overlord of an immense district.

He had bathed and shaved; one of the
native constables had washed, pressed and
mended his khaki uniform; his brown shoes

"and leggings were highly polished; his
white pith helmet had been freshly blanco’d.
He carried a rifle at the trail; his revolver
was in a holster hung from his Sam Browne
belt. Except for his arms and ammunition
he carried no provisions; he planned to eat
off the country—wild fruit, succulent roots
and such game as he could trap or shoot.

In all respects he looked like a worthy
representative of a great government,
master of himself and of the situation in
which he found himself.

There was nothing about him to suggest
that he was about to start on a long, hazard-
ous trek with the knowledge that he could
look for no assistance from any native
kraal on the way; knowing that in three
days, maybe sooner, white men of another
race would be hard on his trail, anxious to
capture him, to kill him, that their secret
might remain a secret. And, even granting
him three days’ start, it would be over
another week before he could hope to reach
the security of the nearest outpost of the
Northern Rhodesian Force. A week in
which anything might happen to lose him
that three days’ start. Anything such as a
flooded river, an attack of fever, any one of
the many perils of the bush.

“I go now, M’Jambe,” he said.

The headman slapped his fat thighs and

~ scowled fiercely.
“You are a fool,” he said.
‘lYeS?Y7
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“Yes. Idid not expect to see you again.
I expected you to start your journey without
further delay, and in the morning, having
found you gone, I would have talked to
those others on the signal drum.”

“I said I would come to see you again
before I departed. Would you have me a
breaker of promises?”

“And I said that I would drum out the
signal as soon as I knew of your departure.
Now I know you are going and the drums
will talk. I, too, am no breaker of promises
and my word once given can not be re-
called.”

“It is just,” said the white man. “Re-
main in peace, M’Jambe.”

He turned and sauntered slowly away.

“May your path be smooth,” M’Jambe
shouted after him and his eyes filled with
admiration. He would remember and his
people would remember, when all else was
forgotten,ithe appearance of the white man
as he set out on his long trek. With a na-
tive, last impression§ are infinitely more
important than first ones.

When the white man reached the edge of
the clearing which marked the farthest con-
fines of the village and turned into the nar-
row path which wound its way through the
thick jungle-grass, the signal drum at
M’Jambe’s kraal began to roar out its
message.

At the sound of it the white man broke
into a panic-stricken run until, remembering
that the men for whom the message was
meant lived three days’ trek away, he came
to a halt, grinned shamefacedly and then
went on again at a fast walk until the total
darkness of jungle night forced him to halt
again and wait for the rising of the moon.

M’Jambe’s drum rumbled unceasingly

‘through the darkness until, presently, an-

other drum with a shriller voice answered it.

Its note aroused the white man from the
light sleep into which he had fallen; its mes-
sage brought him to his feet and sent him
hurrying through the darkness.

The unforeseen had happened and he
cursed himself for not having entertained
thought of its possibility. A party from
the Kraal of Charms, searching for him un-
doubtedly, were at a kraal just beyond
the border opposite M’Jambe’s. They
were a. bare four hours’ trek away! -

He ran swiftly through the darkness until,
catching his foot in a tangle of creepers, he
fell headlong. When he rose, greatly
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shaken, realizing that haste meant slow
speed, he went on at a more sober gait,
considering ways and means of thgowing
the pursuers off his trail. \

When the moon rose he carefully back-
tracked a hundred feet or more. Coming
to a low-hanging branch which jutted over
the path, he swung himself up into it and
made his way from tree to tree, finally
coming down to the ground some distance
from the path. Then on he went again,
forging his way through the tangle of bush,
hoping that his ruse would puzzle and delay
the hunters; fearing that he had acted fool-
ishly, that his stratagem would count
against instead of for him,

== £y 1T WAS approaching noon of the
i second day after his departure
)2 from the kraal of M’Jambe.

= The heat was intense; overhead
clouds were gathering swiftly, dropping
lower, turning from fleecy white to gray,
from gray to inky black. In the distance
thunder rumbled complainingly. The earth
seemed to gasp for breath.

The white man stumbled painfully
through the thick undergrowth; plodded on
though every muscle of his body cried for
rest. His mouth gaped open; his tongue
protruded through dried and cracked
lips—

He wanted to stop, to lie down and sleep.
But in his ears sounded the footsteps of the
men who followed him; he heard thelr deep
guttural voices. \

He had heard nothing but that since the
drum talk at M’Jambe’s kraal. They had
got on to his trail quicker than hehad thought
possible and he could not shake them.

The ruse which he had hoped to throw
them off his trail had not checked them,
had only served to lessen his speed; the
continual effort of forcing his way through
the jungle growth had sapped his strength.
He would have been better off had he kept
to the path.

As it was, they had succeeded in getting
ahead of him. Once he had nearly walked
into the trap they had set for him by a
water-hole.
one since.

The grasses moved to the right of him, but
there was no wind blowing. They moved
again. His grip tightened on his rifle bar-
rel; he would use the weapon as a club; a
shot now, with the bush all about him full

He had not dared to approach:
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of his enemies, would bring them all upon
him, and that meant the end.

A native wearing a strange uniform sud-
denly rose up from the long grass, leveled a
rifle at him, grinned triumphantly—com-
manded him to halt.

With a sobbing curse the man threw his
rifle in the native’s face and dived forward,
collaring the man below the knees; bringing
him to the ground.

They wrestled savagely, rolling over and
over. The white man was underneath,
the native’s hands were about his throat,
choking him. The pressure increased—

A shot sounded.

The white man wondered why the native
went so suddenly limp, silent, lifeless.

He tried to rise to his feet. Lights flashed
before his eyes, then went out, and he wan-
dered for eons in impenetrable darkness.

When consciousness came to him again he
found himself lying on a bed of reeds in a
small hut. ‘

He wondered vaguely at the clean order-
liness-of the place; wondered that he should
be in a hut at all, unbound, cared fo»

He sat up, endeavored to rise to h s feet,
then fell back with a groan.

Physical surrender having been forced up-
on him, he found that recovery was hard;
having stopped, he could not go on.

“Here—drink this.”

The voice seemed to have come from a
great distance. Some one raised him up,
supported him from behind.

He drank automatically from a cup held
to hislips. .

It was a strong, nauseating liquid; pres-
ently the sickness passed and strength
flowed back into his veins. He was sud-
denly aware that he was very hungry—all
other sensations palled before that.

Slowly opening his eyes, he looked into
the face of the man who was supporting him;
that face seemed strangely familiar, almost
as familiar as his own. It looked as, he
felt, his must look. Wide-spaced gray eyes
sunken deep into their sockets; cheeks and
chin covered by a sandy stubble of beard;
small, almost effeminate-shaped mouth
gaping a little from weariness.

“I’'m all right now,” he said feebly and
moved away from the other’s supporting
arm.

He rubbed his eyes and then looked again
at the other; saw, with a feeling of intense
disgust, that it was the white kaffir, the
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man he had seen at M’Jambe’s kraal.

Almost immediately the feeling of disgust
passed; amazement took its place, giving
way to slow recognition.

He pulled thoughtfully at his upper lip.

The other laughed and with an impatient
gesture brushed back the curling lock of hair
which hung down over his forehead.

Recognition came like a flash to John
Hervey then.

“Thanks for the drink, and all that
Uncle Frank,” he said.

The other Hervey, labeled renegade, re- N

ported dead, living as white outcasts live in
black man’s Africa, chuckled.

“And which one of the hook.nosed Her-
veys are you?”” he asked.

“Dad’s your brother. I— But never
mind about that now. Give me food,
water. I must be on my way before it’s
too late.”

He rose unstea.dxly to his feet.

“Steady, boy.”

The older man pushed his nephew down
into a rickety chair, pulled a table up to'it;
brought him food, water; questioned him as
he ate.

“You've discovered something over the
border, eh?”

‘lYes-”

“‘Suspicions or proof?”’

“I saw everything. The Kraal of Charms
is the railway head. They’ve got an enor-
mous garrison there—whites and blacks.
I saw Maxim guns and field-pieces, stores—
I’ve got a full record and plan of the place
here”—he tapped his head—‘“and it can
only mean one thing.”

Frank Hervey nodded.

“You’ve done well, youngster, I’ve sus-
pected all that but I've never succeeded in
getting within five miles of the place. And
the old women at headquarters won’t act
on suspicions for fear of offending a ‘friendly
power’! Well?”

“M’Jambe’s afraid of them. He daren’t
come out openly against them—good reason,
too, when you come to think of it—and he’s
not ready to go in with them yet. So he
let me get away and at the same time
warned them that I knew everything. I
thought I’d have three days’ start. Instead
of which they’re right on my heels.”

He rose to his feet.

“I feel better now—first food I’ve had for
two days. Maybe I can dodge them now.
Thanks for the grub, Uncle Frank. Funny

Shall I tell the folks—"

r”

seeing you like this.

“Tell ’em anything you please but—
his voice became sharp, commanding—
“don’t go like that, you fool, or you won’t
live to tell the Herveys anything and they
won’t know whether to hang a laurel wreath
above your portrait or paste a black band
across it. Listen!”

_ HE GRIPPED his nephew firmly
8 'by the forearm.

Shouts sounded in the jungle
all about the hut—shouts and an
occasmnal shot.

“They’ve found the dead native—yes, I
shot him—and they’re beating the jungle for
you, converging on this hut.”

“Maybe I can get through their lines—”

“Don’t be a —— fool. Take off your
clothes.”

John Hervey obeyed unhesitatingly. It’s
the custom of the Herveys to render implicit
obedience to their elders.

While he was undressing, the older man
trimmed his hair, mustache and beard a lit-
tle and put on the clothes his nephew dis-
carded.

“Put those on,” he said, pointing to his
own filthy rags.

Again the younger Hervey obeyed. His
spirits began to rise as a tiny glimmer of
understanding of his uncle’s plan came to
him.

“We'’re very much alike,” Frank Hervey
said. Dressed in the uniform he looked
very much younger, looked as his nephew
had looked. ;

And John Hervey, clad in tattered, dirty
rags, was the white kaffir—except that he
stood erect and his eyes sparkled..

His uncle looked at him critically.

“Good job we both have a hooked beak.
Pity your hair isn’t longer, but it’ll do.
They’ll see what we want them to see. It’s
funny! You have the same’ undisciplined
lock of hair as I have.” He laughed.
“And 'you pull your upper lip, and your
ears and mouth are small. Ah, welll
We're Herveys just the same, only we have
a little more imagination than the rest.”

John Hervey moved impatiently.

“We haven’t any time to waste,” he said.

John Hervey peered through a crack in
the door. No one was in sight, but the
shouting sounded nearer.

“It’s not time to do anything yet, young-
ster. You think you can play the part of a
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white kaffir? It’s a rotten part. Natives
spit on you, but that’s not so bad as having
white men spit on you. You must show
no resentment if they do. But it’s hard—
hard. Here, smear this grease in your
hair and on your face. Good. Now rub
this dirt in. Understand, now, you’re the
man I was. You're a renegade; you’ve
almost forgotten your own language. When
you leave here, you’ll leave quickly—I’ll
see to that. If they stop you—I don’t
think they will; they know that I stand in
well with M’Jambe and they don’t want to
offend him yet.. M’Jambe thinks I’m mad,
but I saved his life once, so he takes care
of me. What was I saying? Oh, yes. If
they stop you, tell ’em in the vernacular
that you’re going to ask M’Jambe’s protec-
tion because a white man beat you. ~See?”

John Hervey nodded.

“I'm afraid I'll give the game away if I
have to go barefoot—sure to limp—"’

The other nodded assent.

“Glad you thought of that. Here, wear
these.” He took a pair of native-made
sandals from a nail in the center pole and
gave them to his nephew. “But, my —,
your feet are too clean.”

He poured water on the floor, scraped
dirt into it. John Hervey paddled in the
muddy puddle; daubed mud on his bare
arms and legs.

“You’ll do now,” said Frank Hervey.
“Pull your hair down over your eyes;
shuffle, don’t walk—the sandals will help
you there; and keep your head bent; your
spirit’s broken—you can’t look a man in the
eyes. Ialwaysfound thathard. Of course
it’s easier to lie that way—and it’s easier to
be lied to.”

He looked out again through the chink in
the door and saw men advancing through
the bush toward the hut.

“It’ll be time to go in a moment or two.

When you get through the lines, hide up,

somewhere. T’ll keep ’em busy here for a
time and when they’re through with me
they won’t bother about you at all. They’ll
have gained their objective. It’ll rain like
pretty soon, that’ll hide your tracks.
Not that that matters. You’ll be able to
make your way down country without any
trouble. Stop at all the kraals you wish.
They know me, and if you keep your
mouth shut—don’t talk too much—they’ll
never suspect anything.” He kept his eyes
glued to the chink in the door.
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“Don’t talk now, either. I’ll do all the
talking. I’ve talked so much to myself—
had to. For a Hervey, ’'m talkative.

“Tell me: Did you use to fold your ears
over and tie ’em with string when you went
to bed—so as to make ’em stick out the
Hervey way? You did? Oh, that’s rich.
And I bet you used to try to stretch your
mouth as welll But it didn’t come off,
did it? And they used to say you weren’t

a true Hervey, didn’t they? But you are.

It isn’t the outward appearances, is it?”’

He turned, straightened himself. His
eyes sparkled.

“It’s time you went,” he said. “Never
mind about me—I’ve always had a horror of
passing out dressed in those filthy rags.

Glad you had plenty of ammunition—I’ll

haveamerry time. Goodby and good luck.”

He held out his hand, took John’s in a '

firm grip.
For a moment they stood motionless,
silent.

ously,

nephew’s arm, flung the door open wide.

“Get out, you ——!” he shouted again
and yanked the other forward, sending him
staggering through the doorway, out into
the open, kicking him viciously as he passed.

As John Hervey fell to the ground he saw
men advancing from the jungle toward the
house.

A rifle cracked behind him; one of the
advancing men fell. The others scattered,
sought shelter and opened fire on the trim,
uniformed figure which stood silhouetted
in the doorway of the hut.

The door slammed to. Frank Hervey
had darted inside and was firing rapidly at
the spurts of white smoke which came from
the gray-green of the bush.

[FE FRANTICALLY, cursing loudly
] - in the vernacular, John Hervey

F ,, crawled on hands and knees to-
=2 ward the bush where the spurts
of smoke were thickest.

He reached the shelter -of the bush in
safety but still crawled forward, jabbering
with fear. Right through a line of native
soldiers he passed, finally barging into the
legs of a white man.

He knelt erect, patted the white man’s
leggings supplicatingly.

“What is it, you?” the white man asked

‘

Then Frank Hervey shouted contemptu-i

1
“You filthy rotter,” suddenly twisted his
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in harsh, guttural sounding English, and
when the kneeling man mouthed inarticu-
lately, repeated the question in the ver-
nacular.

“A strange white man came to my hut,”
John Hervey whined. ‘“He beat me and
turned me out of my place. I go to ask
M’Jambe for justice.”

Aommandt von Wissman grinned.

“It’s a pity he didn’t kill you,” he said.
“Get out of my way before I rectify his
shortcoming.”

John Hervey passed on, crawling still on

hands and knees, an abject, debased crea- -

ture. Not until he had left the hut and the
warriors who surrounded it far behind did he
rise to his feet. Then, going swiftly, he
made a wide detour through the bush,
coming on to the trail which led to the south
about the hour of sunset.

Behind him sounded the rattle of fire-
arms. He halted and looked back along
the trail. Uncle Frank was doing himself
well, he thought, and his eyes shone with
the pride of family.

Presently a bright glow lighted the dull
grayness of the bush just beyond the turn
in the trail. The hut was on fire—

He heard exultant yells, then aloud ex-
plosion, then silence. The light vanished;
a cloud of smoke hung pall-like above the
bush.

He walked on soberly. He knew now
that his mission was safe. Confident that
the man who had spied out their secret was
destroyed, and their secret safe, the Ger-
man forces would return to their stronghold
and give no thought to the wreck of a white
man who had passed through their lines.

Acting on a sudden impulse he halted,
turned about, and saluted.

Then, somewhat self-consciously, he hur-
ried on.

“Tt was a good way to die, though,” he
muttered, “and I’'m jolly glad that I did
what I did in the portrait gallery.”

A few minutes later the clouds closed
down and the rain fell, completely obliterat-
ing his tracks.

LESS than a month later a par-
7 ty of white men accompanied by
W) an army of native carriers ar-

7" rived at the kraal of M’Jambe.
Armored cars followed closely in their wake.
They announced that they were prospectors
and immediately, in proof of it, commenced
operations which, strangely enough, had
little or nothing to do with mining. But,
undoubtedly, those operations were the rea-
son why, in the early days of the Great War,
the papers were able to print a paragraph
to the effect that “‘a large German garrison
with vast stores of ammunition and food
supplies has surrendered to our forces at
M’Jambe kraal on the Northern Rhodesia
frontier.”

The same day that item appeared, the
Herveys entered their portrait gallery for
the first time since young John had joined
the service. The ‘occasion was the death
of that old martinet, Grandfather John
Hervey. :

For a time they forgot the occasion which
had brought them together as they crowded
about the portrait of Frank Hervey and
looked at it, silently, wonderingly.

It faced out into the room—a laurel
wreath hung above it—and after the word
“renegade” something had been added so
that it now read:

“Renegade—Resurgam!”
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r‘ VER in the East Side section of
! New York City he went by the
? name of “Monk.” You couldn’t

J look at him and call him any-
thing else. All his face lacked of being a
gorilla’s was the hair. He was short of body
and legs, but had an enormous spread of
fleshy shoulders, a great depth of chest, and
arms so long that his hands—if hands those
clusters of gnarled, clawlike hooks could be
called—hung to his knees.

Monk lived in a cellar in Gilligan’s Alley.
The police knew a little of him. He had
been brought in twice—once in connection
with an opium-den raid, another time on the
suspicion of peddling dope. Both times he
had been released for lack of evidence. He
had been watched, subsequently; but be-
yond the fact that he lived without working,
nothing irregular. had been established
against him. The reports on him stated
that he took long walks, far uptown, some
days over in Brooklyn, and made friends
with many dogs. That wasall.

It was just enough. One day the police
of Brooklyn had reported to them by a
gentleman of that city that his dog Fannie,
a full-blooded dachshund, great with pup,
had either strayed or been stolen. A
police lieutenant in New York, who had a
knack for adding two and two, summoned
a young officer named Mallow.

“I’ve got a hunch you’ll find Fannie down
in this Monk bird’s cellar-hole,” said the
lieutenant. “You might find a litter of
pups with her; she was on the verge of her
mamahood when she disappeared. Be
careful. Don’t let him get hig claws on you.
According to a couple of chinks we pinched
with him that night, he’s something of a
strangler.”

That lieutenant should have been sitting
in a higher seat. For certainly he had
soaked the nail on the head.

THE room was not at all to Fan-
nie’s liking. It was small, squalid,
and it stank of evil as well as of
filth. Cobwebs hung from the
smoky ceiling and corners, splashings of
tobacco-juice mottled the walls, and butts
and cuds and matches were strewn over the
floor. One dim gas-light guttered down
upon a table heaped with dirty dishes, two
rickety chairs, a ragged-looking couch and a
vermin-infested box of straw. In that box
lay Fannie and her family. And that was
what hurt her pride. For, indeed, it was a
far cry from Fannie’s downy feather bed at
home; it was really no place at all in which
to bring seven thoroughbred dachshund
pups into the world.

But the most repelling thing in this filthy
hole, in Fannie’s eyes, was the hideous
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man-ape sitting on the edge of the box,
grinning down upon her and her babies.
Fannie feared that face. She wished now
that she had feared it yesterday evening at
dusk, over near home. For the life of her
Fannie couldn’t understand why she had
followed the ugly monster! Curiosity, per-
haps. The hideous one had grinned at her
and uttered coaxing words. -Never dream-
ing that the huge talon-like hand that the
Monk had held out to her as he stooped
down was about to choke her wind off,

' Fannie had just stood there, tongue lolling
out in a laugh—for his was the ‘funniest
face she had ever seen.

Then the whole world had gone wild,

crazy. That bunch of bony hooks had
clutched her about the neck and squeezed.
Came a moment of frantic but futile strug-
gling. How she had kicked and wriggled!
But it was no use. Those steel-like fingers
had dug in at her throat till her lungs felt
about to burst and her eyes to pop out.
Stars and fiery streaks had danced and
leaped before her swimming eyes, and a
hellish jangle and blare of bells and horns
had filled her head. Then something had
been thrown over her, a piece of cloth, or
a bag. That was all. Next she knew,
here she was.
- Then had come the puppies. They were
seven, and comprised as fine a litter as ever
was given birth to. Five sons, there were,
and two daughters, and every one a blue-
blood. And no one was more fully con-
scious ‘of that blue blood than was Fannie
herself. Which was why she growled when
the gorilla-man reached down and began
pawing over her children. Wise in puppy
psychology, Fannie was keenly anxious to
have her children make a good beginning,
and not come in contact with contaminat-
ing influences.

For her growl she received a stunning cuff
on the ear.

“Nip me an’ I’ll bat your brains out!”
snarled the Monk.

She lay there quiet and suffered him to go
on pawing over her children. All of their
eyes were now open, and they were having
a gay old time squirming and tumbling
against their mother’s soft warm belly.
One after another Monk held them up to the
light of the gas.

Monk saw something in one of those pups
that caused him to scowl and then slouch
ov5er and hold the tiny face close up to the

gas-light. Under the sudden glare the
puppy let out a wee squeal and blinked its
eyes. And now every ridge and mound in
Monk’s apish face was quivering with rage.

“Cock-eyed!” he snarled, his bloodshot
eyes blazing. “Yuh — fittle rat, you're
cock-eyed outwards!”

The puppy was wofully wall-eyed. Each
eye looked straight out.

Now cross-eyed or wall-eyed, it made no
difference, in Monk’s belief; either phase
of the condition of strabismus was sure to
bring misfortune, not only to one thus con-
ditioned, but to all who might become in-
timately associated with such a one.

Monk drew back the hand holding the

up. -
: ‘I‘)Y’ain’t gonna bring me bad luck, ’cause
I’'m gonna scatter your brains on the wall!”

Still weak though she was from her puppy
ordeal, Fannie managed to clamber out of
the box. She came waddling over toward
him, after the bow-legged manner of her
kind, deliberately, stupidly, but with a
gleam of deadly purpose in her eyes, and
her curled-up lips baring her fangs. Monk
dropped the pup and turned to face
her, hefting one of his enormous feet for a
swing. But Fannie wasn’t really looking
for a fight. She only wanted her baby.
She bent over the tiny thing and picked it
up in her mouth.

Monk would have kicked her, but just
then his attention was withdrawn. He
heard footfalls on the stone steps leading
down from the alley to the outer basement
door. These were followed by the heavy
clump-clump of brogans, which he instinc-
tively knew to be those of a cop, on the base-~
ment floor. Then came a series of raps on
his door.

“Drowser!”

Monk’s bulging eyes rolled. Then he
moved. Stooping, he grasped a clawful
of Fannie’s scruff. As he lifted her, Fannie
let go of her pup. With a sideswipe of one
of his shoes Monk scooped the little wall-
eyed one over under the table, then dropped
Fannie in the box. He reached out for an
old overcoat hanging on the wall, intending
to cover Fannie and her family with it.
But he didn’t have time. The door came in
with a bang, forced open.

In all verity Monk looked the gorilla at
bay, as he crouched, head thrust forward,
his hooked fingers hanging below his knees,
before the entering policeman; his face was
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a hideous complex of blazing eyes and
ferocious teeth.

There was little to be said; and Mallow
said it.

“I want that she-hound.”

And then young Mallow began to have
his hands full. Never had he faced any
such proposition as this. Not that Monk
took him unawares. Fast fighter, fist and
rough-and-tumble, that Mallow was, he in-
stantly foresaw Monk’s rush and met him
with a straight-out, battering-ram left, his
big fist crashing between the half gorilla’s
eyes and bringing him to a reeling halt.
And Mallow followed that up with a ter-
rific right swing to the jaw. It was a per-
fectly delivered wallop, his fist landing
on the “button,” Mallow thought. But
strangely Monk didn’t fall. He just stood
there, at a half crouch, swaying dizzily, his
rolling eyes bulging like two glass balls, his
clawlike hands still opening and closing
down beside his knees. His whole attitude
was that of one who was knocked out but
didn’t know it. :

There Mallow was fooled. In the ring
he had seen men thus remain on their pins
for some few split seconds, after stopping a
knockout blow, then crumble over in a
heap. But Monk didn’t do that. He
spun completely about. And then—

A cat couldn’t have leaped quicker than
Monk did toward the door. But instead of
plunging on. out through the door for a
getaway, he stopped, pivoting. So quickly
had he leaped that he now stood behind
Mallow. Mallow was turning to face him
when Monk leaped again. He lighted
astraddle of Mallow’s back, with both legs
clasped round the policeman’s body. Un-
erringly those huge claws closed and locked
around Mallow’s neck.

Mallow grinned as he thudded to the
floor under the impact. “For he was a fight-
er. Only two years before he had been one
of the great middleweights in the United
States Navy. Today he was the acknowl-
edged best man on the force. He had all
the qualities that go to the making of a
champion—the marrow and muscle, the
lightning coordination of hand and foot
and brain; he had speed, cleverness, withal
self-confidence. But the greatest fighter in
the world couldn’t have fought that thing
clinging to his back.

Mallow quickly realized that he wasn’t
fighting a man. Strive as he would to
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loosen that choking steel-like collar of
claws, he failed. He could get no hold.
Monk’s bony digits were so solidly locked
about his neck that Mallow couldn’t wedge
his fingers down inside of them and thus pry
them loose.

- And there was no dislodging him. Down
on his hands and knees with that two hun-
dred pounds of snarling fury on his back,
Mallow heaved and strained, tugged this
way and that, squirmed like an ell in his
efforts to twist his body, to roll over. He
jabbed backward with his elbows, kicked up
with his heels. He did succeed finally in
throwing a backward half-somersault; that
is he rose up and then let himself fall over
backward. But though that fetched him
up on top, it left him worse off than before;
he was on top, but with his hands and feet
fanning the air, helpless. And when at
length he managed to roll over again, Monk
rolled right along. There was no give;
Monk’s legs and claws were locked about his
body and neck.

And all the while those powerful claws
were flattening his windpipe. Mallow
couldn’t breathe. He couldn’t even gag.

There was red in Mallow’s vision now.
Everything swam in a haze before his eyes.
Vaguely, in blurred outline, he saw Fannie.
The noble little mother hound was attempt-
ing to pick up her tiny offspring, which
tumbled about over the floor near the two
snorting, straining giants, and get it out of
the way. Then Mallow’s head crashed to
the floor and everything was drowned in an
onrush of lights and blaring noises.

Things went black. The noise in Mal-
low’s head rose to a thunderous roar. He
felt himself shooting off through space.
He was choking, smothering.

He was dying. He had that indescribable
feeling of having parted company with him-
self. He saw himself, far off in the black
void; and he saw himself not in the uniform
of a New York policeman but in that of
an American bluejacket. And Mallow the
bluejacket was waving good-by to Mallow
the cop.

He was no longer trying to breathe. He
felt no further need of air. In fact he no
longer felt himself to possess lungs. All
sense-perception was gone. Only his mind
functioned, and that feebly, in a fluttering
way pulsing on to that hazy consciousness
of falling, falling, falling, with Mallow the
bluejacket waving good-by.
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EMERGING from the realm of
tweet-tweet that evening, the first
, thing Mallow saw was Fannie

& bending over that wall-eyed pup,
nuzzhng and licking it, and .with sobbing
dog noises, trying to coax it back to life.
The pup lay there inert.
Mallow with eyes so sad that he forgot his
own plight. .

“Come here, girl,”” he muttered thickly,
sitting up, with rueful eye contemplating
the motionless pup. He reached out and
picked it up. It was limp and cold. Its
mouth was open, and only the whites of its
eyes were visible between the slightly parted
lids. Holding it to his ear, Mallow could
hear nothing, not the faintest indication of
heart-throb or lung-action.

He took it outside and dropped it in a
garbage can. Then from one of the mothers
of - Gilligan’s Alley he borrowed a large
basket. Into this he put Fannie and the
remainder of her pups.

Late that evening at the precinct Mallow
announced that he was going to quit being a
policeman. He didn’t state why; only that
he was going back in the Navy. Which
was the best of reasons, for about that time
Uncle Sam had grown tired of turning the
other cheek to Mustache Billy and was
about to declare war, and hence would soon

need men.
@ Early next morning a little
% youngster of Gilligan’s Alley, one
‘Max Mokes, Jr., son of the proprietor of
the Mokes Coats and Pants Company,
found the tiny wall-eyed fellow in that can
of garbage with its snout pointed skywaid
and squealing in a way that bespoke sound
lungs. -

When little Max came galloping home in
triumph with his find, Mother Mokes lavish-
ly provided the pup 'with a saucer of milk.
But after he had lapped his fill, and she
picked him up and noted his ocular defect,
Mrs. Mokes threw up both hands and her
eyes went wide with horror. Not so her
lord and master, however. The eyes of
Mr. Mokes, seated at breakfaSt, went nar-
row with shrewdness.

Not that he was less superstitious than
she. He #vas even more so. Which made
things not all the worse but all the better
for the wall-eyed pup. Mr. Mokes pointed

BUT the funny thing about this
was, that pup wasn’t dead.

" Fannie looked at
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out that this pup was not cross-eyed, but
the opposite. If good was the direct op-
posite of bad, he-reasoned, then the condi-
tion of wall-eyes must be invested with glad-
ness and good fortune, as opposed to that of
cross-eyes being invested with sadness and
misfortune. Moreover, he pointed to the
fact that the Mokes Coats and Pants Com-
pany had not been prospering of late.
Wherefore—

“We'll give it to de cock-eyed pup a
chence, Rosy,” he decided. And forth-
with he named the pup—‘Profit.”

From the very beginning Profit thrived in
the Mokes family. He was treated royally.
In fact he fared better than did any of the
nine Mokes children. He got all the milk
Mother Mokes could spare, and all the chil-
dren could steal from her, with now and
then a few drops out of the old man’s bottle
of shlivervitz—when he wasn’t looking—
poured in. Also they fed him all the soup
he could lap up. And later, when he had
sprouted a few teeth, they fed him chunks
of meat and smoked fish—when Mother
Mokes’ back was turned.

Months passed. Profit grew like rubber.
His growth was wholly lengthwise; he just
stretched right out, at the rate of about a
hali-inch a day, into the longest, leanest
slender-snouted, bow-legged thing a person
ever looked at. He didn’t look like a dog
at all, but like a lizard.

Things went fine for Profit during those
early summer months. He had only to eat
and sleep, or waddle about the store of the
M. P. & C. Co., or sit in the doorway and
watch the many khaki-clad youths that had
now commenced to people the streets.
Profit was sitting soft. What strengthened
his prestige was that since his adoption into
the Mokes’ family, the Mokes’ Coat and
Pants Company had prospered.

But alas for that chapter of Profit’s life,
one day an evil wind blew a man into Max
Mokes’ store who announced that he repre-
sented Local Seventeen of the Fish Clean-
ers’ Union; that his fraternity was going on
an outing, and was in the market for two
hundred pairs of white pants to be worn on
said occasion.

The man made the announcement stand-
ing out in the middle of the store. Mr.
Mokes had a Godlike moment. An electric
quiver shot up his backbone. He well-
nigh snapped that backbone in bowing his
affability. But when he straightened up—
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The representative of the Fish Cleaners’
Union was on his way out. He was walking
backward, holding up both hands with
palms forward, and his eyes, bulging with
horror, lookmg downward at Profit.

It was plain to Max Mokes that the man

was afflicted with the cock-eye phobia.
Which did not help Profit’s case a bit. It
took Mr. Mokes about ten minutes to re-
cover from the shock. Then it took him
less than ten seconds to get into action.
Profit debouched to the sidewalk on the fly,
with one of Mr. Mokes’ enormous shoes
flying him a close second.

They simply gave him the air. There
was unity of purpose in the Mokes’ family.
From then on Profit got the broom, the
dish-cloth, the poker, whatever Mother
Mokes had in hand, whenever he essayed to
enter the kitchen. The Mokes’ children
snarled at him and stoned him out of the
yard.

Now a mongrel cur might have sat back
on his haunches and whined at the skies.
Profit was a thoroughbred, with two un-
tainted lines of pedigrees behind him, both
tracing back through many generations of
blue-blooded dachshunds. Pride was his
heritage. There was no whine, no cringe in
him. He was no groveler. This matter
of his excommunication baffled his under-
standing, so far as cause went. But he did
comprehend the effect. He saw the point:

He was not wanted. S@ with his head back
and tail straight out he pointed his long
tapering snout to the windward and fared
f(;rth, sedate and serene, to face the world
alone.

1 A DOG without family connec-
tions, rambles--a . rough road.
Qv Profit got it going and coming,
YV and usually he got it in the neck.
For with dogs, as with men, personality is a
tremendous factor in the struggle for sub-
sistence. In those hungry days following
his banishment Profit saw many other hobo

dogs win homes. Some of them were mutts .

of the meanest and lowliest mongrel type;
curs with dirty noses and silly eyes and
grinning mouths, with nothing in their
heads save roguery, and some of them,
forsooth, with more breeds in their make-
ups than lice in their mangy hairs. But
they won homes. They had personalities.
Something in their silly, grinning faces got
across. Sooner or later some man or boy
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came along and uttered the open sesame,
“Come on, Fido.” And away they went.

But he? Nay nay. Breed he had, and
intelligence. But blood and brains couldn’t
compensate for those terrible wall-eyes.
Many times people stopped and cast ap-
praising looks at him. He had the head, a
beautifully shaped head, the tapering snout,
the long lizard-like body, the wide bow-legs
—any one could see at a glance that he was
a blooded hound. But his eyes were against
him. The instant people got a close-up look
into those wall-eyes they snarled, “Git!”’

He got, of course; for pride forbade him
to persist where he was not wanted. But
never did he sneak or slink away; he moved
with deliberate sedateness of carriage, with
his tail straight out and with the quivering
point of his nose lifted.

Yes, Profit was a bit of a highbrow. But
unlike most human highbrows in distress,
who had rather sit in seatless pants and
count their belly-wrinkles than go to work,
Profit was willing to scratch.

And it was stingy scratching in those
days, with the doughboysin Franceand the
gobs out on the Atlantic all busy chasing
the Huns, and everybody at home Hoover-
izing. They were poor people in that sec-
tion of New York City, and what bones
they threw into the garbage cans had long
since been gnawed clean—before going into
the soup pots, in fact. And then, frisking
garbage cans is not the happiest of occupa-
tions. A fellow has to knock ’em over in
order to frisk ’em properly; and it doesn’t
take much of that to arouse public senti-
ment against himself.

So that Profit was kept pretty much on
the high lope, with some cop’s club or Judy
O’Grady’s broom loping him a close second.
But he could run; moreover, those wall-eyes
possessed an uncanny power of judging the
distance and velocity of flying objects. See
backward? Better. He could see to the
left of his tail with his right eye; and vice
versa.

1 It was a dog’s life. And the nights were
worse. It was the cats, the sneaking gutter
cats that prowled and howled all night long.
No matter where Profit crawled to sleep for
the night, in a sewer-pipe, a barrel, beneath
a step, always one of those snarling, spitting
cat things came along and claimed owner-
ship. In no time he was joined by his
howling gang, and then followed a rough-
house of fang against claw. They never
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chased Profit, for the reason that this world

has never seen the dozen gutter cats that

could make that dog run. But they did

render his nights miserable in that they com-
. pelled him to keep both eyes open.

Naturally the heave and stress of such an
existence was taking its toll. No dog can
gallop all day and fight all night on an
empty stomach and hold his weight. Profit
fell away to a long, scrawny creature of
strings and bones and skin. Then Autumn
came, and in addition to the ravages of
hunger he commenced to suffer from the
cold. Suddenly the nights changed from
periods of wakeful misery to periods of shiv-
ering agony, with the moan of the icy wind
and the rattle of his trembling bones added
to the noises of the spitting cat things. It
was hellish. Mornings he was so stiff and
numb that he could scarcely drag himself
out of his pipe, box or barrel.

It grew colder still. Clouds of dust swept
through the streets with each roaring gust
of wind. People were wearing heavy over-
coats. Profit grew leaner. The garbage-
can friskings were about petered out. The
cans froze to the earth, so that he could no
longer capsize them; and he was too weak
to hop up and clamber into them. When
thirsty, he had to lick the ice in the gutters.

Along toward Christmas time Profit had
three feet in the grave. He was the sorriest
looking dog in the world. Every rib of him
showed. His protruding eyes wept per-
petually and copiously and his tongue was
always out. He fairly gushed teéars and
saliva, which, instantly freezing, gave him a
beard of icicles. People looked at him and
laughed. What they saw to laugh at was a
poser to Profit. He often wondered. But
he was too hungry and discouraged to take
offense. Sad and forlorn, he went stagger-
ing on his weary way, his watery wall-eyes
ever questing and his wet nostrils ever
sniffing for a bone, a crust of bread, any-
thing that would keep that low burning fire
within him from going out.

For he was irrepressible. Little of meat
or muscle was there within that long frame
of bones; but within that frame pulsed a
great soul. For aught to the contrary, the
same soul might have once upon a time in-
habited the frame of a man, some great man.
Maybe so, maybe no. Certainly Profit’s

- was a heart that could not quit. The
thought embodied in the old, old saying,
“Every dog has his day,” smouldered in his

- of strong features and wide shoulders.
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mind. He felt that somewhere in this hell-
ish world was a man-god who the instant he
clapped eyes upon him would snap fingers
and say, “Come on, Fido.” And to keep
body- and soul together till that moment
came was  the one desire that dominated
him, that kept his limber legs from sagging.

> ONE cold, dark gray Monday
. morning Profit squatted on the
sidewalk before a butcher shop in

' %. Third Avenue. The door of the
store was open; but to look at Profit you
couldn’t have told that he was aware of
that. His right eye looked downtown, his
left uptown. But out of the inner corner of
each eye he saw what made both eyes glow
with the fire of an idea. The saliva drooled
from his lolling tongue, freezing into long
icicles. Profit was doing what certain logic-
proof people like to tell you animals can’t
do. He was reasoning.

In that store, over the edge of the butch-
er’s block hung a string of sausages, the end
two feet above the floor. Profit was weigh-
ing and considering his chances of easing in
there, grabbing the end of that toothsome
string and making a gallop for it, leaving
merely his compliments.

It took good generalship. Profit had
that. When a large stout woman came
along and turned in at the store, he waddled
in on her heels. He walked in with that un-
concerned, indifferent manner of an or-
dinary domesticated dog, without by so
much as the flutter of an eyelid divulging
the direction of his mind’s content. But he
didn’t come out that way. He was in the
store only a split second. He emerged gal-
loping, the long string of sausages trailing
behind, the butcher’s cleaver slicing the air
within an inch of his left ear. And as he
galloped he swallowed.

Profit ported his helm, turning up Third
Avenue. And that was his first lucky
move in a long time—since the day of his
adoption into the Mokes family, in fact.

Down Third Avenue came an American
bluejacket, a dark-eyed, tanned youngster
He
swung along with the wide roll of a deep-
water man, taking up most of the sidewalk,
his hands in the breast pockets of his pea-
coat. His flat hat was tilted down over his
left ear at the usual seagoing angle of forty-
five, giving him a heavy list to port. The
wide bottoms of his pants flapped in the
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wind, each threatening at every step to
wrap itself around the other leg. This tar
was one of the radio operators of the big
scout-cruiser Rolling Lou—she being an-

" chored up the Hudson a ways for a breath-
ing spell before her next gallop across. She
was on convoy duty.

Heavy with sausage, having swallowed a
dozen or so of the string, Profit, too, was gal-
loping a zigzag course. It was written that
these two should collide. They did, and
with violence, the bluejacket sitting abrupt-
ly down on the sidewalk, Profit somersault-
ing a couple of times and finally fetching up
on his haunches.

“Wha’d’yuh mean, rammin’ me head-on,
you sausage-swallerin’, lop-eared land-
lubber! Don’t you know your rules of the
road concernin’ bow-on collisions! Gut me
amidships, mate, but that was a — of a
course you were steerin’!”

Profit laughed, for he felt very foolish.
The sailor picked up his flat hat. Then
after eyeing Profit’s bow-legs a moment he
leaned forward and, speaking close to
Profit’s nose, quoted a passage from the
Bluejacket’s Bible.

If on your starboard red appear,
It is your duty to keep clear.

“Bust me in the bow, mate, if I didn’t
have the right of way on you! My port
runnin’-light was a good two points on your
starboard bow! Where were your eyes!”

The gob stopped, with a quick forward
thrust of his head. Reaching out with both
hands he took hold of Profit’s head and drew
him in close. For about three seconds he
held Profit’s face close to his and glared into
those wall-eyes.

“Gallopin’ gunboats!” he exploded.
“Boy, you've got an awful pair of hawse-
holes! Why, you’re cock-eyed outboard!”

Pulling his head loose from the crushing
grasp of those powerful hands, Profit poked
his long nose in beneath the lapels of the
bluejacket’s peacoat. He nuzzled close, for
it was snug and warm in there against that
muscular body. It was the body of a man.
Profit knew that by the thunderous throbs
of the heart against the inner walls of that
swelling and falling chest. A moment later
he came to know something else. The in-
stant the bluejacket began pulling his lower
portions under the overcoat and buttoning
the coat over him, Profit knew that ’kere
was his man. Those strong hands felt over
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him roughly, but they did not hurt him.
Profit snuggled in for all he was worth.

A bluejacket sitting in the middle of the
sidewalk on a cold winter morning with an
almost dead dog in his lap is not a common
sight. . A crowd of people, on thefr way to
work, had gathered about them. The idea
was that Jack had a bit of a bun on. A
giant policeman, one Terry Sweeney, came
pushing his way through.

“Come on now, be along with yuh’se,”
Terry ordered the crowd. He halted and

- stood akimbo, looking down upon the gob

buttoning his coat over the dog. ‘I say,
lad,” he inquired, “is it a ride in the pie
wagon you’re after lookin’ for?”

“Not exactly,” answered the gob, without
looking up.

“Well, that’s what you’ll be after gittin’
if yuh don’t move along,” Terry informed
him.

Still the gob didn’t look up. He kept his
eyes on the policeman’s shoes, which were
about size twelve.

“Bust me in the hawse-holes,” said the
tar finally, ‘“there’s only one man on the
New York police force with feet as big as
them.” He looked up. “Terry Sweeney, if
you ever ride me in the pie wagon I'll get
you, if I have to come back and join.the
police force to do it.”

The crowd moved on, every one grinning
back at Sweeney the cop and Mallow the
ex-cop as they stood there shaking hands.

Sweeney told Mallow what little was
known of Profit. ;

“He’s a hobo. Remember Max Mokes,
the Jew coat-and-pants man? He had ’im
for a while, last spring. One o’ his kids
found ’im when he was a pup, I believe, in an
ash-can over in Gilligan’s Alley.” :

“In an ash-can?”’ Mallow unbuttoned the
top button of his coat, allowing Profit to
push his snout out. ‘“An ash-can?”

“Sure. Mokes took ’im in for a while.
Thin the pup give ’im bad luck, with the
cock-eyes of ’im, an’ they give ’im the
boot.”

Mallow’s dark eyes shot fire.

“Well, shoot away my fore-top! In an
ash-can in Gilligan’s Alley? When was it
young Mokes found him?”

“Oh, way back a ways—last spring—
about the time you quit the force.”

Mallow laughed and said,

“Well I'll be —. Say,” he broke off,
“did any one ever bring in the Monk?”
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“Divil a bit.”

They talked a few minutes.
was pressed for time.

“I’ve got to make an uptown train,
Terry,” he said, reaching out to shake
hands. ‘“My ship is anchored up the river
off Eighty-second Street. I’'m gonna take a
chance with this hound. If I can get him
aboard the Lox I'll throw a few feeds into
him and take some of the belly-wrinkles out
of him.”

Mallow’s main object was to get the poor
little hound fed up and on his pins. He had
no hope of keeping. Profit aboard the Roll-
ing Lou for long. Animals were strictly tabu
on that ship. ‘‘Bear’’ Blackstone, the brist-
ling, roaring old skipper of the Rolling Lou,
would tolerate no pets, neither beast nor
bird. His argument was that he already
had five hundred human monkeys, jack-
asses and parrots aboard, and that was
enough.

But Mallow

AS HARD luck would have it,
‘i' the Bear had to be standing back
4 at the quarter-deck rail when

Siriie== Mallow came up over the gang-
way. The officer of the deck, Ensign Gates,
failed to notice the bulge in the front of
Mallow’s peacoat as he checked him in and
bade him go forward. Not so the Bear.

“Mr. Gates,” he bawled, “call that man
back!”

As Mallow walked aft he unbuttoned his
peacoat. No use trying to hide his act now.
Saluting, he clicked heels before the Big
Noise, letting Profit fall to the deck.

Up to then there had been a flicker of
-amusement in the old Bear’s eyes. He had
erroneously surmised that bulge in the front
-a Mallow’s coat to be made by a different
kind of dog—a bottle; and he was antici-
pating some fun, finishing up with the met-
ing out of some extra duty, or restriction
from liberty for Mallow. But when he saw
Profit, the Bear underwent an abrupt trans-
formation; his leathery red skin turned pur-
ple, his gray eyes grew watery and goggling
and his bulbous nose looked more than ever
like a strawberry. He bristled all over, his
gray hairs sticking out like needles below
the band of his cap, and ditto his gray mus-
tache and bushy brows. Planting his short,
squat figure on feet wide apart, he drew in
his paunch and pushed out his chest. He
was about to commence firing.

“Captain,” the gob beat him fo it. “I

found this poor little hound in the gutter
and—"”

“That’ll do, that’ll do!” the Bear cut him
off. He made a noise deep down in his
paunch, like the rumbling of distant thun-
der, as he cleared his throat. His eyes were
blazing forth murderous intent now, like
those of a bear proper, a bear about to do
battle, bristling, growling, ready to crunch
and swallow down meat and bone.

“Why didn’t .you request permission
from the officer of the deck to bring that
animal aboard?” he began.

The long quarter-deck was a place of
profound silence. It was a few minutes be-
fore eight o’clock, and the Lou’s band was
lined up and standing by for “colors” back
near the taffrail. Two quartermasters
stood at the flagstaff, one holding the flag
made up in a huge roll and ready to toss out
into the wind at the word, the other with the

halyard in hand ready to hoist. Near them

stood the chief quartermaster, his watch in
hand. But for the moment all attention
was drawn from the coming ceremony, and
all eyes were fixed on the Bear, Mallow and
Profit.

“The poor little mutt was hungry, sir,”
Mallow evaded.

“Shut up!” snapped the Bear. Then he
roared: “Do you mean to stand there and
tell me that you didn’t know animals are
not allowed on this ship?”’

“I was only bringin’ him aboard for long
enough to get a feed into him and then—"

“Shut-up!” The Bear glared in impo-
tent wrath at him. Then he underwent
another lightning change of expression
as he looked own and noted the con-
dition of Profit’s eyes. A short, choked-off
chuckle escaped him. He batted his eyes
and fingered his mustache as he stood there
looking down upon that trembling thing of
bones and bow-legs nuzzling against Mal-
low’s leg. The Bear’s rough skin turned
from purple back tored. The glint of wrath
left his eyes. He scratched his rum-blos-
som a moment. For bullish and hard-
boiled old man of the wind and wave
though old Bear Blackstone was, he was
not utterly devoid of that finer stuff. In-
wardly he sympathized with the little dere-
lict dog, and admired the quality in young
Mallow that had prompted his act. But
first, and above all else, Bear Blackstone
was a naval officer, withal an officer of the
stern and rigid old school, the hard-fisted,
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wooden-ship and iron-men era. He had
never known good to come from an officer’s
giving in to an enlisted man.

“This is a man-o’-war—in a time of war,”
he bawled out, “not a hospital ship for ani-
mals! Back ashore with him!” He pointed
a fat finger forward toward the starboard
gangway.

“Can’t I keep him aboard till this evening
Liberty goes, sir?” , - z

“That’ll do, that’ll—”

Then the chief quartermaster shouted:
“Eight o’clock, sir!” The officer of the
deck shouted: ‘“‘Colors!” The quarter-
master, holding the huge roll of red, white

“and blue bunting tossed it far out into the
wind, the one with the halyard hoisted and
Old Glory leaped to the flagstaff. The band
commenced playing “The Star-Spangled
Banner.”

Profit rolled his woful wall-eyes to the
right and left—which is to say he took in
everything within a complete circle. Of the
many impressions that impinged=upon his
dog’s brain—the screeching tugs and fer-
ries plying up and down and across the
river, the gulls battling in the wind, the
city’s skyscrapers against the leaden over-
head—one thing in particular Profit noted:
Every man on this long gray ship’s upper
decks stood as stiff and rigid as a statue,
while that stirring melody rose and mingled
with the moan of the wind, and they all
faced in the same direction—aft. Perhaps
Profit didn’t think the idea in just those

words; but his mental content must have ~

been identical, or nearly so, with the thought
embodied in those words, “When in Rome,
do as Romans do.” For Profit pointed his
long tapering snout in the same direction as
all the rest of the snouts were pointed, aft
‘toward Old Glory, now flying in stately
majesty from the staff-top. And he stood
so, as stiff and tense as his weak and wab-
bly bow-legs would permit, till the cere-
mony was over, till the officer of the deck
shouted “Carry on.”

Which had not escaped the eyes of the
old Bear. He began chuckling, as he
turned away from Mallow and walked out-
board to the port rail. This old raw-meat
man had his little humorous quirk. Profit
had gone through the duty of “standing up
for his beans,” as gobs put it, in a way that
tickled His Hoary Hirsuteness. Out at the
port-rail he turned and grinned back at the

bow-legged, long-snouted, funny-eyed thing

~ later, “Har-har-har.

of skin and bones. “He-he-he,” issued up
out of the deeps of his paunch. A moment
”’ To the executive offi-
cer, Commander Wiltz, known as “Carbo-
lic,” who stood a short distance forward of
him, the Bear chortled—

“I say, Wiltz, did you see him stand up
for his beans?”’

Carbolic’s sharp, hooked nose went up
and down. He grinned.

Mallow stooped, picked up Profit and
then started forward.

“Say, lad,” the Bear shouted after him,
“you may keep him aboard till this eve-
ning’s liberty party shoves off. Fill him up.
But remember! He goes ashore in this
evening’s boat!”

THERE were other new faces on
the Low’s decks that morning,
Mallow observed, walking for-
/M ward. A draft of one hundred
‘“war babies”’—recruits,- mostly firemen—
had been transferred from the Brooklyn
Navy Yard two days before, Saturday
afternoon. Mallow thought nothing of this,
for “trench dodgers,” as the regular service
men dubbed them, were coming in the Navy
fast nowadays. Had he seen one of those
faces in particular, Mallow would have
thought a great deal of it. 4

A pair of eyes fixed Mallow the instant
he entered the door leading through the

"_superstructure bulwarks from the quarter-

deck to the gun-deck. They were such eyes .
as one might see in the Rogues’ Gallery—
which was exactly where they belonged;
small, squinted, the dark irises burning
with the evil glitter of instant recognition
blended with hatred and fear. Their owner
drew back behind the breech of a six-inch

n as Mallow passed him. Then he
watched Mallow walk forward to the radio-
office, which was amidships. There was
treachery that wouldn’t tarry at murder
in those eyes; for that fellow was Monk
Drowser.

On the Navy’s books he was one of the
many thousands of Smiths, a fireman third-
class, a coal-heaver. He might have en-
listed in the Navy to dodge the draft; but it
would appear more likely that he did so to
dodge the police. Certainly he was not in
the service out of any patriotic sentiment.

During the few minutes following his see-
ing Mallow, Monk’s movements were not
those of a rational being. He slouched
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‘erratically to and fro, forward and aft, and
athwartships, as if either he had a bee in
his pants or couldn’t stand the smell of him-
self. His one inch and a quarter of almost
horizontal forehead was compressed down
to three-quarters of an inch of puzzled-
baboon wrinkles, below which gleamed eyes
like those of a baboon who was not only puz-
zled but badly scared. His thick lips opened
and closed convulsively, showing appalling
flashes of tobacco-stained teeth.

Was it Mallow? Monk wasn’t positive.
It might be a trick of his fancy. Or perhaps
it was merely a resemblance. But certainly
that gob he had just seen carrying a dog
forward did look like the copper he had
choked to insensibility that evening several
months before. Of one thing Monk was
certain. There was not room on this ship
for both Mallow and him. An idea came
to him.

There was a skylight in the overhead
bulkhead of the radio-office which opened
on the upper deck, or top-side. Its being
directly over the radio operator’s desk made
that a good point of vantage from which to
obtain a furtive eyeful of the official radio
communication going through. The gobs
could look down through the skylight and
read what the radio operators wrote on the
typewriter. To that spot went the Monk.

. WHEN Mallow put Profit down
on the desk before “Snapper”
.Lesner, the operator on watch,
Snappers fat face paled and his
bleak blue eyes stared with that look of
fright and awe' of one seeing a ghost. He
took off the ’phones, ran a fat hand through
his red hair and sat back.

“Woof!” Snapper gasped at the skeleton
of a dog before him. Then he flared up to
Mallow, “What are you tryin’ to do, scare
a guy to death! Good Lord! What lamps!”

“He’s a thoroughbred, Snapper.”

“Huh.” Snapper grinned. “You sneezed
a snootful, I don’t think.” Then again,
“Good Lord! What lamps! Thorough-
bred, eh? Now, Mallow, if you said a full-
bred, T'd believe you. He sure is full of
breeds, all right. But don’t try to slobber
at me that God Almighty ever put eyes like
them on a thoroughbred!”

“Say, sailor,” Mallow returned sourly,
“if anybody should ride up on a bologna
wagon and ask you, God Almighty don’t
play favorites. If I know my little book,
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they all look alike to God Almighty, blue-
bloods and far-downs. But get me, this
hound is a full-blooded dog. I tell you, I
know his history! He belongs to a man over
in Brooklyn. And that’s where he goes this
evening. Not that I want to take him
back, understand. If Bear Blackstone
would let me, I'd keep him myself and make
a war baby out of him. I tell you he’s a
thoroughbred.”

Unconvinced, Snapper sat there grinning
at Profit, who grinned back.

“He can see astern off his port-side with
his starboard eye,” Snapper observed.

Then Profit did something he shouldn’t
have done. He sat back on his stringy
hams. Ignorance was not bliss in this
case. Parts of the radio sending-set—the
quenched spark-gap, the Murdock con-
denser and the oscillation-transformer—
were mounted on the desk. With the last
of these, the oscillation-transformer, which
was the copper-ribbon, pancake type, Prof-
it’s bony hind quarter came in contact as
he sat down. Snapper flashed Mallow a
quick eye-interrogation which said—

“Shall I jolt him?”

“Don’t! Cut it!”

Mallow spoke a split second too late.
Men with huge head-bumps say that elec-
tricity travels 186,000 miles a second. Quick
as a cat can throw its paw, Snapper reached
out and made two moves—threw the an-
tenna-transfer switch and pressed down on
the sending-key, thus sending surges of
Lightning’s first cousin oscillating through
the transmitting apparatus, through the os-
cillation-transformer in particular, so far as
Profit was concerned, his right rump being
in tight contact therewith.

It wasn’t much of a shock. Had the pri-
mary apparatus, the motor-generator, been
connected in— But then, of course, Snap-
per wouldn’t have done it. Had that coil
against which Profit sat been charged with
the full juice the Low’s antenna radiated
when she was at sea—well, Profit would
have been a hot dog, then and there. All
that was hooked in at the moment was the
secondary, or auxiliary sending-set, a stor-
age battery and spark-coil, which was all
the Lou’s radio department was allowed to
use while in port. But indeed it was shock
enough, and Profit felt it to the ends of his
nose, ears and toes. ' It jerked a howl out of
him and sent him flying over Snapper’s head
and into Mallow’s arms.
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“That’s a dirty trick, Snapper!” Mallow
flared up as he caught the leaping hound.
“Keep your paws off him!” he snarled, as
Snapper, a sorry look on.his fat face, stood
up and reached out to make amends to the
quivering dog. :

“Hang it, I didn’t think,” Snapper said
weakly. i

“Didn’t, eh?”’” Mallow’s strong dark face
was blood-red. ‘“Boy, you’d better culti-
vate that habit! You’d better think before
you pull such a stunt on a dog of mine.
You're lucky, Snapper! If this poor little
pup hadn’t jumped in my arms, I’d have
swung a wallop on you that would have put
you where the birds are singing’!”

“Without thinkin’,” Snapper qualified.

Both grinned, and then stood there pet-
ting and soothing the trembling dog.

Mallow felt Profit abruptly grow stiff in
his arms. Forthwith the wall-eyed one had
forgotten his misadventure of a moment
before, and was interested in something he
saw overhead. His left eye looked straight
up. And it was laughing, that eye. For of
all the faces Profit had seen on men, that
hideous complex of monkeyishness looking
down through the skylight was the funniest.

Snapper looked up just in time to see
Monk draw back from the skylight. Mal-
low didn’t.

“Woof!” Snapper looked at Mallow.
“Did you see that mug?’

“NO.”

“Good Lord! Say, what the blazes is get-
tin’ through this ship!”’ Snapper demanded
to know. ‘“What are they doin’, sendin’ all
the freaks in creation to her? Say, talk
about Darwin bein’ right! Go up and takea
look at that guy’s physog!”’

3

MALLOW went up to the top-
side, but he didn’t see ‘‘that
\%J;)/ freak” for the reason that that

N2 freak has seen him first. From
behind a cradled steam-launch Monk
watched every move Mallow made. He
saw the young former cop go questing about
over the superstructure deck for a few
minutes, no more dreaming that it was he
whom Mallow was looking for than Mallow
himself dreamed that the fellow with the
funny face for whom he was looking was
Monk Drowser. But Mallow spent only a
few minutes questing. Of greater moment
to him than getting a look at the freak was
the task of getting some good solid food into
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Profit’s stomach. So he proceeded to the
galley.

- There had been liver for breakfast, hence
there was plenty left over. About one gob
in ten will eat liver. Never in all the days
of his hellish life had Profit faced such a
happy proposition as the task Mallow set
him that morning in the Rolling Low’s gal-
ley. There was liver enough in the pile to
feed all the hobo dogs and gutter cats in
Gilligan’s Alley. Profit gulped and swal-
lowed till he was full gorged. Then he
lapped up a bowl of canned milk, which a
ship’s cook provided. Then he gulped and
swallowed some more. He kept right at it
till he was stuffed.

And then what a day followed for Profit!
Mallow carried him about the great ship’s
decks, and made him acquainted with gobs
and gobs. Profit had never imagined there
were so many bluejackets in the world. He
had never seen more than a couple or three
of them at a time. He had always consid-
ered them queer, freakish sort of individuals,
and many a time he had wondered where
they came from, where they lived. So
this was it. But such a funny house to live
in. The more Profit saw of it the more he
laughed. Mallow carried him all over the
ship—up forward over the short, towering
forecastle; then up to the bridge where the

signal-boys all looked at Profit and laughed

and patted and tickled and pinched him;
then below to the gun-deck, where Mallow
tarried a moment at his sea-bag to change
his blue flat hat for a white one; then below
again to the berth-deck, where grinning and
grimy firemen and oilers grinned at Profit
and patted him some more.

A happier dog never lived. Profit got the
glad hand wherever Mallow took him. And
he liked every face he saw that morning,
except one; and that one was the same face
he had seen earlier looking down through
the skylight into the radio-office. Profit
saw that face once again, during that morn-
ing’s rambles. Just as they entered the
dynamo room, he saw Monk watching Mal-
low from a distance, his evil eyes peering
around the corner of a row of clothing lock-
ers. Profit knew there was malicious intent
in those eyes. Leave it to a dog to know.
But how can a dog make known what he
knows?

Profit did, however, convey one portion
of his mind’s content to Mallow, and that
was that he was perfectly satisfied with
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this newly formed kinship, and that it was
his whole-souled purpose to make it a per-
manent one. ‘Throughout that forenoon
not a move that Mallow made escaped
those wall-eyes. Profit moved as Mallow’s
shadow, and he was totally dead to every
thing and every one else.

At noon Mallow set him another stuffing
proposition. This time it was pork chops.
Not so bad.. He never had got any pork
chops in the Mokes family. Then Mallow
took a blanket and in a corner of the radio-
office made him a bed. But heavy with
meat and well-nigh exhausted from the
muddle and whirl of so much strangeness
though Profit was, he flatly balked when it
came to closing his eyes. Lie down on the
blanket he would, but go to sleep he would
not. =

Profit was taking no chances. He had
been fooled before in the matter of dreams.
Many a time, snoozing in his sewer-pipe or
barrel, Profit had dreamed of something
different, something better, or at least not
so bad. He had visioned himself in a less
bellish environment, among friends instead
of foes, being patted instead of kicked, and
felt himself to be full and warm instead of
hungry and shivering. And always had the
snarl of some spitting cat thing disrupted the
delusion and sent his wisps of imagery scat-
tering and dissolving before the blasting
realization that he was not in Heaven at all,
but back in the cruel, cold, hard and hellish
world, where the inexorable law of the pit
was the law of life, where the fit and favored
and lucky lived and laughed, and the others,
the unlucky ones and the weaklings, with-
ered and died and dried up and were for-
gotten. No, sir!
chances on closing his eyes and then wak-
ing up to find his man-god gone!

Mallow was sitting on deck stroking his
head, when Carbolic Wiltz, the executive
officer, entered the radio-office. Naval eti-
quette requires that gobs in a room rise to
attention upon entrance of an officer of
Carbolic’s rank. Mallow did that; so did
Profit, just as nice and respectful as you
please. He stood there with his nose up,
stiff and tense to the tip of his tail. The act
penetrated Carbolic’s veneer of lofty pride
and drew a sour smile to his long, eagle-
beaked face. He descended from his god-
hood for a moment and said—

“Well, Mallow, have you got your wall-
eyed dog pretty well stuffed?”

Profit was taking no °

“Yes, sir,” Mallow answered. “But I
can’t get him to go to sleep.”

Carbolic stepped over to the desk and
began consulting the radio file.

“I wonder if I might keep this dog, sir,”
Mallow added.

The executive found the message he
wanted, read it, then turned to leave.

“You might,” he answered, with a gleam
of humor in his hawkish eyes, “if you hap-
pen to have any friends in Congress. I'm
afraid it would take just about that—an
act of Congress.”

With which thrust in Bear Blackstone’s
back, Carbolic went out.

Mallow didn’t obey the Bear’s order and
take Profit ashore in that evening’s liberty
boat for the reason that no liberty boat left
the Rolling Low’s gangway that evening.

Early in the afternoon an order came by
radio from Washington. Decoded, it read:

PROCEED TO HAMPTON ROADS AND
REPORT TO SENIOR OFFICER PRESENT.
@ sang, blocks creaked and rope
" smoked as the boats were hoisted
aboard, cradled and secured for sea. Sweat
poured in the fire-rooms, where the huskies
of the black-gang bent to slice-bars and
shovels and made the fires roar under the
boilers . and the steam-gage dials move
round. In less than two hours a full head
of steam had been raised. In came the
anchor. With great black woolpacks belch-
ing skyward from her four rakish funnels
the long, lean gray sea-rambler let her
towering bow swing majestically with the
ebb tide till she pointed downstream, and
then steamed slowly away, to sea—on
what duty only bureaucratic Washington

knew.

Mallow had the midnight watch that
night; therefore he prepared to turn in
early. After supper he introduced Profit to
soap, water and ki-yi brush. It was the
first scrubbing of Profit’s life, and he did not
like it at all, but he would have gone
through a thousand times worse for Mal-
low, and so, though he suffered intensely,
he kept his tongue lolling out in a laugh
throughout the ordeal. And when it was
ended Profit felt different, vastly different—
much lighter, it seemed, but sleepy, ever so
sleepy. :

THE Low’s gobs let loose of their
muscle energy. Electric cranes
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At eight bells Mallow swung and un-
lashed his hammock, spread out his blan-
kets, tossed Profit up into it, and then
heaved himself up and in beside him. That
settled all doubt in Profit’s mind. This was
no dream! This god was a tangible, con-
crete, blood-and-flesh-and-bone god, one
that would endure down through the years,
not a wraith-like wisp of fancy. He solved
Profit’s whole problem. He was not only a
meal ticket for life, but a bed mate as well.

Mallow was asleep in five minutes. Not
so Profit. He lay there with one ear against
Mallow’s heart, his whole being becom-
ing intent on the thump-thump-thump of it,
his snout rising and falling with the slow,
rhythmic undulations of Mallow’s chest, his
wall-eyes goggling at the overhead bulk-
head. It was well nigh dark about them,
only one dim light burning and that being
covered with a paper bag—for this was in
war time, the Atlantic was thick with prowl-
ing undersea sneaks that were turning loose
tiny shooting devices of destruction, and
there must be no lights above the water-line
that might present a target. And he won-
dered, did Profit, as he lay there goggling,
wondered what all this silent to-and-fro
movement, and subdued whispering was
for, and what made this funny house that
moved over the water vibrate and tremble
and rise and fall so, and why he couldn’t
seem to close his eyes when he felt so sleepy,
and what Mallow would feed him in the
morning.

With the distant clang clang, two bells,
nine o’clock, being struck up on the bridge,
the low mumbling and whispering along the
gun-deck died down to silence, but was
quickly replaced by other noises, choking,
gasping and snuffling throat and nasal
noises that made Profit hark back to the day
when a small group of little flat-headed men
with large blaring instruments of brass
stood out in the middle of Gilligan’s Alley
and rendered the air hellish with noise.
The Lou rolled with that slow, long and
buoyant roll for which she was famous
among old-timers and notorious among
recruits. Hammocks swung from side to
side, the squeak of the straining, chafing
lashings causing Profit to wonder if there
were rats aboard. The remote throb of the
engines he could hear, too, and the low
rumble of vibration.

Three bells, four bells, five, six—Profit
heard the striking of each half-hour, each
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accompanied with the voices of the lookouts
in the bridge-wings passing the hail.
Suddenly he heard something else—a

- light footfall below Mallow’s hammock.

It was the noiseless tread of bare feet. But
Profit’s ears were trained to listening for
cats. Lifting his head he made out a squat,
heavy-set form crouching below the head-
lashing of Mallow’s hammock. Profit eyed
him, with his left eye, over the gunwale of
the hammock. "Almost dark though it was,
he easily recognized it as the face of that
funny one. But there was nothing funny
in the gleam of catlike treachery Profit
caught in those eyes, when Monk momen-
tarily turned and faced the one dim light in
the compartment.

When Monk raised one claw-like hand
to the head-lashing of Mallow’s hammock
Profit saw steel flash. Profit didn’t know
that with the severing of that lashing his
man-god would crash head first to the steel
deck. He knew that knives were weapons,
having once witnessed a.gory affair between
two dago fruit venders. Monk held a knife.
That was all Profit needed to know. He
let out a low growl, then, “Rufl”

Monk slunk away into the darkness for-
ward. Mallow woke up, grumbling thickly.

“Now listen here,” he growled in Profit’s
face. “If you’re one of them sleep-howling
kyoodles, you better break yourself of the
habit pronto! If you don’t you’re gonna
sleep alone!”

Profit didn’t deserve it. He knew that.
He sniffed disdainfully. And thereafter he
didn’t rest his snout on Mallow’s chest
again, but kept that snout uplifted. Nor
did he repeat his mistake of growling, when
again he heard footfalls and saw a dark
form stop below Mallow’s hammock.

This time no growl was necessary. It
was Jimmy Higgins, the radio operator
having the eight to twelve watch, come to
wake Mallow who was his relief.

# IT CAME like a bomb out of a
) blue sky.

Profit sat back on his haunches
on the desk to Mallow’s left, be-
side the receiving-set. Over on the right
side of the desk was the transmitting ap-
paratus.

“Now stay over where you are,” Mallow
was saying, ‘“and you won’t get hurt. I'm
goin’ to open up and send with full juice,
get me, and if you go rompin’ over there
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while I’m doin’ it—" Mallew’s voice rose,
and he shook a finger toward the oscillation-
transformer—““it won’t be a little spark-
coil jolt like you got yesterday mornin’!
It’'ll make sausage out of you!”

Profit laughed, for Mallow looked funny
with the ’phones on. Mallow pushed the
remote-control button. This started a
direct-current motor, far below on the
berth-deck, which ran a 250-volt alternator
geared to the same shaft with it. The Lou
carried a 1o-kilowatt outfit. When the
sing of induction in the ’phones told him his
machine was up to speed, Mallow threw the
antenna-transfer switch into sending posi-
tion. Hehad a message, which Higgins had
turned over, to be sent to the flag-ship, a
report of the Low’s estimated arrival.

“Stay where you are now!”” Mallow cau-
tioned again, the message before him, his
finger on the sending-key.

The ghostly glow of one dim, low-wat-
tage lamp shone down on their faces. This
globe was shaded so as to concentrate its
light downward, prevent it from shining up
through the skylight. Which was why
Monk Drowser had clear sailing. With the
light in his eyes Profit couldn’t see him,
couldn’t see anything up beyond the light.
He might have heard Monk crawling
through the skylight, had he not been so in-
tent on what Mallow was saying.

Then it happened. Feet first, down
came the Monk on Mallow’s back as he
leaned forward over the desk. The thought
flashed to Mallow that the ship had been tor-
pedoed and that it was the overhead bulk-
head crashing down upon him. His front
teeth chopped off a tiny chunk of his tongue,
as he went over,: his face crashing down
with a terrific thud on the desk, rendering
Mallow’s whole universe a conglomeration
of leaping stars and zigzag streaks of light-
ning. The next moment he was in black.

One of Mallow’s big assets as a fighter
was his ability to shake off the effects of a
heavy blow. He had never been knocked
out, but had often been knocked down.
And this was a similar experience. In a
very few seconds consciousness came back
with a rush. Automatically his fighter’s
brain formed the complex that he was in the
ring and had been knocked down. He
would wait for the count of nine.

But he heard no referee’s voice counting.
All he heard was the growl of a dog. And

~when he strove to rise to his hands and

knees, so as to be ready to spring up and at
his man, it smote him that he was being
pinned down. Something that felt heavy
as an elephant straddled his back. He was
choking. Something was dlggmg in at his
windpipe.

It was the same story over, only far
worse. Dropping down on him thus, as he
bent over in the chair, Monk had Mallow
at a far greater disadvantage this time than
on that former occasion. Heave and
squirm as he would, Mallow could not shake
him off; nor could he, pry and pull as he
would, loosen the clutch of those powerful
claws at his throat. The best he.could do

‘was to raise his head and shoulders clear of

the desk. He felt the ooze of warm blood
that flowed from a gash over his right eye
and flooded down over his face. Holding
that eye closed he rolled the other upward
and saw Monk’s face.

And then Mallow came to a full realiza-
tion of what he was grappling with. No
petty crook, this, bent merely upon render-
ing a cop insensible so that he could make a
getaway! Mallow read murder in those
eyes, in every bulging ridge and muscle of
the hideous face above him. He saw it
now, the freak of coincidence that had
thrown them together again. And with
that he saw Monk’s game. The Monk was
solely and desperately intent upon getting
rid of him. He would choke him to in-
sensibility, then carry him. aft to the
quarter-deck rail and dump him in the sea.

There was no breaking his hold; the fel-
low had the gripping power of a half-dozen
bulldogs’ jaws in his hands. When Mallow
tried to butt him in the face with the back of
his head, Monk ducked, and spat in his ear:

“Yuh can’t! Igotyuh!”

Mallow was going—fast! There were
buzzing noises in his head, and his vision
was foggy.

Profit sat there before them, very serious
and solemn of face, wondering what manner
of game was this. Whatever it was, his
man-god was certainly getting the worst of
it; he could see that. With his face all gory
red, and the ’phones all awry on his head,
one on his ear and the other on his chin,
Mallow was a fright to, look at. Profit
wanted to cut loose with a good he-dog
growl and a flash of fangs; but he remem-
bered that Mallow had upbraided him for
barking an hour before down in their ham-
mock.
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Mallow saw just one chance. He couldn’t
shake this thing off. But he could jolt Zim
off. The motor-generator was running.
The transmitting apparatus was all in readi-
ness to send, on full power. The oscilla-
tion-transformer was five feet to the right
of them. To start lightning’s first cousin
oscillating through that coil, all that was
necessary was to press down on the sending
key. His idea was to rise up out of the
chair, turn his back to the right, back up till
he had backed Monk into contact with the
coil, then reach out and press the key.

It might kill them both. Mallow didn’t
know whether it would or not. He had
seen fellows- “pull jolts” off that circuit—
but never when it was charged with full
juice. It was a high-voltage circuit. But
it was high-frequency current, which, due
to its “skin effect,” is far less dangerous to
human life than current of low frequency
even at a much lower voltage. Anyhow it
was Mallow’s only chance. He couldn’t
hold out much longer. His lungs felt about
to burst.

Slowly, every fiber and bone of him trem-
bling, his blood-smeared face a mass of
straining bulges, Mallow rose till he was
clear of the chair and stood on his feet. He
kicked the chair over backward and shook
off the ’phones. Then he turned and
backed up till the human ape on his back
brought him to a halt by contacting with
the oscillation-transformer.

Mallow saw his mistake too late. He
should have first put a paper-weight on the
sending-key, and then backed Monk into
contact with the hot coil. The coil and the
key being about five feet apart, Mallow had
to bend over the desk and reach far out in
order to press down on the key, and in doing
that he pulled the human ape on his back

- clear away from the coil. So that when
Mallow pressed down on the key, nothing
happened. There was no shock. The
quenched spark-gap sang a song of high-
frequency discharges, and all the sending
circuits from alternator-terminals to anten-
na were alive with Lightning’s first cousin;
but Monk wasn’t touching—there was
about a foot of space between his anatomy
and the live coil.

And worse, now Monk was wise. That
is, he sensed a trick. He didn’t know—
exactly. Radio was Chinese to him. But
he was quick to perceive that Mallow had
backed him up against that coil deliber-

~rumble of a fast approaching train.

ately; it was design, not chance. And
with that Monk caught a foothold under
the desk and dug his claws deeper into
Mallow’s throat. : \

“Yuh can’t!” he exulted again in Mal-
low’s ear. “I got yuh!” :

With Monk’s two hundred pounds on his
back, Mallow was unable to straighten up
again. He lay there helpless, frantically
trying to expel and inhale through his closed
up windpipe, with his left hand wvainly
pounding on the key. His eyes were filled
with blood and he could see nothing. Blind,
choking—he was finished. The noise in his
head rose to a roaring crescendo, like the
In the
vain hope that some one would chance to
look down the skylight, or some one happen
in to the office, he strove on to hold his
fluttering consciousness. But conscious-
ness was fast slipping away. Again came
that giddy, nauseous sensation of falling.
Down, down, lower and lower in the black
void Mallow felt himself sinking. Came
the thought, “This is it—the end.” And
with that he once more experienced that
queer feeling of having parted company
with himself.

PROFIT was now dancing to

‘and fro on the desk like a head-

less hen. He didn’t know what

to do, but he did know that he
ought to do something. His man-god was
bleeding, and was down, with the big gorilla
on top of him. Profit realized it was time
he took a hand—or better, a fang—in this
game. He dodged around Mallow’s face,
jumped over the antenna-transfer switch,
and stood to the right of the struggling pair,
with Monk’s murder-distorted face, with
its mad eyes, its straining cords and bulges
and snarling teeth, leering down at him.
Their faces were two feet apart. Profit set
himself, then leaped up for a nip.

Monk then did something he had never
learned to do in this life—nor in many
past lives. Monk had learned that trick
long, long before, in the far, far bygone days,
way back when the world was some millions
of years younger. It was a trick of the pre-
historic, primitive man’s—the man who
wore hair instead of clothes, and who had
long arms and footlike hands and sharp
fangs to fight with. When Profit reached
up for that nip he got nipped. Ducking

his head to one side, quick as a flash Monk
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drove in—crunch—and sank his teeth in
Profit’s shoulder.

And how he held on, that Monk! His
was the grip of Dinny O’Hallohan’s bull-
dog, “Shannon”—the latter the boss of
the block over Gilligan’s Alley way. More
than once had Profit watched Shannon lay
hold of another dog and just hold on till his
squirming, howling victim was in Kingdom
Come. And just so did Monk grip him,
Profit, now. Nor did Monk for an instant
relinquish the grip in his claws round Mal-
low’s neck. Mallow lay there as one dead,
one inert hand still across the sending-key.

A mighty good thing it was for Profit and
Mallow that Max Mokes’ boys had not
chopped off Profit’s tail—which procedure
those youngsters certainly had been seri-
ously debating, about the time old man
Mokes booted Profit out. It was that tail
of Profit’s that saved the day.

It happened in an instant, in a spoof.
“Duke”  Burton, the quartermaster on
watch, was the sole witness. Duke had
just left the bridge and was on his way aft
for a look at the patent log. Halting for a
casual look down through the skylight into
the radio-office, in the dim glimmer of the
light below Duke saw that grisly spectacle:
One man astraddle of another on the desk,
his hands locked in a strangle hold about
the other’s neck, and at the same time
maintaining a death grip with his jaws at
the little dog’s neck and shoulder.

Duke had no time to think, to decide on
any course of action. The next moment he
witnessed an electrical phenomenon. In
his frantic efforts to jerk loose from Monk’s
teeth, Profit stuck his tail out. It touched
the oscillation-transformer. And then there
was light. A bolt of Lightning’s first
cousin leaped from the oscillation-trans-
former to Profit’s tail. But it didn’t go
the way some of Lightning’s other, more
“distant, relatives—those known as Direct

Current, or Alternating Current of low fre-
quency—would have gone. That is to say,
it did not penetrate and pass through
Profit’s body, then through Monk’s, then
‘Mallow’s. This member of the Lightning
family—commonly known as “Radio Juice,”
properly, alternating current of radio fre-
quency, doesn’t act that way at all. Start-
ing at Profit’s tail, it literally splashed over
him, traveled over his skin in leaping
streaks of fire. For an infinitesimal mo-
ment Profit was suffused in a halo of bluish

79

white and violet. He was a hot dog in all
verity, a sizzling, smoking dog.

There was a hiss, a singing hiss, coming
from the end of Profit’s tail, the point of
contact, and with it two howls, one from
Monk and one from Profit. A puff of fire
flared up in Duke’s face. Then he saw that
the deadlock below was broken. Monk
had just let go, that was all, and changed
places; he lay sprawled on deck on his back
blinking into his eyes upward as might one
who had just dropped from Mars. Profit
had