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Truly American—IVORY PY-RA-LIN

Mark X before subject that interests you
and Mail This Coupon to

E.I. du Pont de Nemours& Co.
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‘Wilmington Pop. Delaware
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Toiletware tells. Exquisite simplicity
—and Ivory Py-ra-lin—mark the dressing-
rooms of true American Gentlewomen.

I[IVORY PY-RA-LIN

(A Du Pont Product)

is of America, and for America, from mirror
to manicure scissors. [t is handsome, simple,
correct, and enduring. Obtainable in com-
plete sets, or piece by piece, in permanent
patterns as occasion arises.

Send for Illustrated brochure. Ask
your dealer to show you lvory Py-ra-lin.
You may be certain of the genuine by the
name Ivory Py-ra-lin stamped on every piece.
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OWNED AND OPERATED BY

E. 1. DU PONT DE NEMOURS & CO.,
725 BROADWAY NEW YORK
Canadian Office and Factory, Toronto, Can.
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Uncle Sam Makes
’Em Strong

Reports from France indicate the delight and surprise of the French
at beholding our hardy, robust National Army.

Men who were doubled up over.desks, clerks from dry-goods stores,
and members of every sedentary occupation
have within the short space of a year been
developed into strong, vigorous men.

How was this miracle performed? Uncle
Sam knows, because he did it. Just how is
explained by a splendid course of exercises
and gymnastics that has been prepared by
American experts for use in our army. The
U. S. MANUAL OF PHYSICAL TRAIN-
ING tells how every man can improve his
physical condition, no matter what it may be
at present.

We publish a verbatim edition of the
official document. It contains nearly 200half-
tone cuts illustrative of the different exercises,
posed by West Point Cadets. Its price—s50
-cents—is little for such a complete guide to
health and vigor. Throw away the quack
medicines that you are taking and invest a
small portion of their cost in this book, which will return you a bigger
percentage of profit than a like amount ever did before.

PRICE—50c¢ PER COPY
Profusely Illustrated

If sent by mail, add 5 cents per copy to cover postage.

STREET & SMITH CORPORATION, Publishers
79 SEVENTH AVENUE & = =  NEW YORK CITY

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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Dipped From the Stream

A FEW TYPICAL LETTERS FROM THE VOLUME OF CORRE-
SPONDENCE FROM “POPULAR” READERS. “DO YOUR SUBSCRIBERS
READ THE LETTERS YOU PRINT? YE GODS!” WRITES ONE OF
THEM.

H. W. Henderson, Jefferson, O.: Do your subscribers read the letters you
print? Ye Gods! Your issue of February 20th, 1917, published a letter I
wrote from Mars, Pa., mentioning that I had a lot of back numbers I was
willing to sell. I have received inquiries from every State in the Union,
from Porto Rico, and from Canada, and even to-day got another from a
business man who says: “I have read THE PopuLar for many years, and
think the same as you do about it; in fact, I have tried a lot of other maga-
zines, but cannot get interested in them.” Here’s a suggestion in the line
of conservation: Omit one meal every two weeks, and buy a PoPULAR.

P. SS—When I moved I disposed of all my back numbers. Please men-
tion this as soon as possible, or five years from now I will be getting
inquiries.

A. D. Mainard, Battery C, 64th Regiment, C. A. C,, Fort Barrancas, Fla.:
Your story in the March 20th number, “Not According to Hoyle,” Bruck-
man, is worth its weight in gold. If it could have had a universal circulation
a year ago there would have been very few. Joe Boyles in our army. The
man higher up would not be there if he did not know his business. THE
PopuLAR is the best of all good magazines.

J. B. Mercer, alias “Shorty,” with the American Expeditionary Forces in
France: I want to ask a favor. I found an old PopuLar in a dugout. In
it is a continued story, “In His Place,” by H. de Vere Stacpoole. I read it
before I noticed that it was continued, and after bumming through the
whole brigade, eventually found another soldier, with more of the story.
It’s a darned good yarn. Please send the two remaining numbers. Candle’s
burning out, and so must close. Yours in haste.

Mrs. M. B. Beaufort, Bedford, Va.: Whatever else you exclude from
your magazine as unnecessary, do not shorten the editorials or the “Chat.”
Also, let Hamby, Holman Day, and Knibbs write as much as they will. And
please give us a few more stories like Wallace’s “Man Who Knew,” and
Stacpoole’s “In His Place.” I want to read something that grips the atten-
tion and takes the mind from war and other disagreeable things. Can we
communicate with the dead? Possibly, but not probably. Why should we?
Not only does the Book forbid us to “seek the truth from the dead,” but
we have no need to do so. We have Moses and the Prophets, also Christ
and the Apostles. If we will not hear them, neither would we hear though
one rose from the dead.

R. J. Doebler, Minto, N. D.: Since the first copy of THE PoPurLar was
issued I have read every one, and I consider the magazine the best steady
diet for reading in America. The stuff to put across right now is war
stories, such as those by Metcalfe and Bronson-Howard, which will have a
tendency to wake up some of the natives who have been asleep for the past
year or two.

W. C. Fisher, Uvalde, Tex.: I have been a constant reader of THE PorPuLAR
from the beginning, and I particularly admire the work of Bower, Sinclair,
Chisholm, and Ferguson.

E. E. Stallings, LaFayette, Ala.: After reading the last story and the
“Chat,” I must say a few words of praise. I have been a regular reader of
THE PoruLar since the fifth issue, and the last one seems the best. I get
some of my old copies down occasionally, and read them over. Paine and
Davis are strong. THE PopuLAr is worth five times the present price, but
can’t you let it come every week?

Ramsey Wallace, Management David Belasco, 219 West 81st St., New
York City: Will you kindly advise me as to how I may get in touch with Mr.
Will Levington Comfort, in regard to the motion-picture and possibly the
dramatic rights to “The Tiger Lily?” Have read only the first two install-
ments, but it is unnecessary to go any further. .

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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The Quitters

By Francis Lynde
Author of ‘‘Scientific Sprague,”’ ‘‘For the Money in It,’’ Etc.

Were they loyal or disloyal? That was the question agitating their friends
and acquaintances. From all indications, these two fine American fellows were not
only s;lackers, but prebably something worse. Their situation was untenable. Even
when they tried to right themselves, it appeared that they were only indulging in
secret machinations with the subtle enemy. Mr. Lynde has managed to outdo
himself in this novel of intrigue and adventure, which means that you won’t put
down the story till you have finished it.

(A Complete Novel)

CHAPTER 1.
“IT NEVER RAINS——’
OMMY ORMSBY—“Tom Junior” in

Middlesboro, where he had grown
up and knew everybody—read-

’

justed the shade of the electric desk’

light and stared again at the figures on the
typewritten sheet before him; stared in

shocked astoundment, while the perspira--

tion started out clammily in the palms of his
hands. For at:.the foot of the sheet there
should have appeared, if the Ormsby Ma-
chine Works bookkeeper, Briggs, had prop-
erly labeled his statement, the grim word
“bankruptcy.”

The time was the evening of a day mem-
orable, not only in the Ormsby annals, but
also in the history of the nation and the
world. Tommy, called in by wire from his
job of traveling salesman to grab the helm
when his father was hutriedly carried off to
the hospital, had returned to the office after
business hours to examine the summarized
statement which the bookkeeper had prom-
ised to have ready by quitting time. For
weeks past Tommy had been anxious about
the senior Thomas’ health; had harbored

a suspicion that ragged nerves and business,

troubles might be chasing each other in vi-

cious circles. But he had had no idea how
frightfully the circles had narrowed.

A study of the statement showed that the
downward slide had been progressive, with
a rapid acceleration toward the last. The
Ormsby Machine Works, once the most pop-
ular going concern in Middlesboro, manu-
factured a line of patented railroad special-
ties. But for some years the railroads,
cornered between the devil of limited earn-
ings and the deep blue sea of unlimited ex-
penses, had been buying more cannily.
Ormsby, senior, saying nothing, and even
omitting the ordinary family retrenchments
of a man in difficulties, had stumbled on,
following the shrinking market, snapping up
contracts where they were to be had, and
apparently ignoring the fact that his buying
market for raw materials was skyrocketing
higher and still higher with each successive
munitions order from the Allies. The result,
over which Tom, junior, was now sweating,
was a simple sum in subtraction: contracts
to be filled at ruinous figures of loss, and—
no stock in hand with which to fill them.

Tommy Ormsby ran his fingers through .
‘his hair and gasped. “Suffering cats!” he
exploded. ‘“A-thing like this to jump up
and knack us at a time like this!”

Mechanically, his gaze shifted from the
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death-warrant figures to a copy of the eve-
ning paper he had bought on his way to the
office. In a scarehead running all across its
front page was the announcement that Con-
gress had taken the final step and the coun-
try was at war. Like many others, Tommy
had forecast the step as one of the things in-
evitable, and had long since made up his
imind as to what he should do; what amy
red-blooded young fellow must do.

But now the bookkeepei’s statement was
like an iron hand outstretched to bar the
way. If he should enlist in the naval re-
serve, which was what he had been planning
to do, leaving the business like a ship aban-
doned in a storm, there could be only one
possible outcome—a wreck which might
easily crush the sick man into his grave, and
would certainly leave the family penniless.
On the other hand, a swift and vigorous
campaign of reorganization might salvage
the wreck and thus save the day for the sick
man and the dependent ones.

Yet this was only a chance. Being a well-
balanced young business -man, Tommy
Ormsby saw instantly the tremendous mag-
nitude of the reorganization job. Ormsby
senior had been borrowing frantically at
the local bank—on demand notes—and
Grimsby, the bank’s president, was a hard
man. Let but a whisper of the true state of
affairs reach him, and the wreck was as
good as accomplished. Tommy held his
head in his hands and did a lot of rapid-fire
thinking. Two things were clear: the ruin-
ous railroad contracts must be canceled—
they simply could not be filled; and some
other work, work that would pay a real
profit, must be found to take their place.

Sweating like a ditch laborer, Tommy
wrestled desperately with the double-headed
problem. The first half of it, the canceling
of the contracts, presented plenty of diffi-
culties, but they were not insuperable. With
the nation at war, a multitude of readjust-
ments must be made—war conditions would
force them. Tommy knew his principal cus-
tomers pretty well and thought he stood at
least an even chance of begging off, with a
minimum of lawsuits. But what was to take
the place of the abandoned railroad work?

Like a flash of inspiration the answer
came. His single asset was a machine shop
well equipped to turn out specialties. The
war was a war of machinery. With the na-
tion on the eve of a prodigious campaign
of preparation, its mechanical industries

must be instantly mobilized. If he could
secure a government contract ef some sort,
he—

The idea had no sooner taken shape in his
mind before the difficulties began to tumble
in. Time, precious time, must be wasted
in trying to get the railroad contracts called
off; and beyond that lay the uncharted sea
of securing the new work and preparing for
it. More than all, every move must be made
in resolute secrecy. If Banker Grimsby
should get a bare hint of the contract can-
cellation it was good-by; the smash would
come between two days.

Even this wasn’t quite the worst of it.
Ever since the black day on which the news
of the sinking of the Lusitanie had been
flashed over the land, Tommy, in common
with other red-blooded persons, and aided
and abetted by his fiercely patriotic sister,
Margaret, had eaten war and slept it and
talked it. He even proposed going to Can-
ada and enlisting as a make-believe Brit-
isher. But now, if the business plant were
to be pulled through to success, he . could
neither enlist at once, nor give the real rea-
son why he was hanging back. Secrecy, and
then more secrecy, must be the watchword
if Grimsby were to be held off.

It made him perspire afresh when he
thought of the whiplashings he would have
to endure. All Middlesboro knew the stand
he had been taking, and even if the cam-
paign of reorganization should win out, peo-
ple would point him out as a coward who .
was afraid to make his word good, or would
say that he was staying at home to make
money; that he had deliberately stultified
himself to become a war profiteer.

Of , course, all this would be only for a
time—a mighty short time, he promised
himself. With the business affair ham-
mered into soine sort of shape, he would
turn it over to Randall, the shop superin-
tendent, get his father’s permission to offer
their Florida yacht—one -of the extrava-
gances of the Machine Works’ most pros-
perous period—to the government, and, if
the offer should be accepted, would take the
first train for Jacksonville and would him-
self sail the yacht up to Norfolk and enlist
with it.

Still the dreadful interval which must be
gone through was appalling, and he sprang
up and began to tramp back and forth
within the narrow limits of the private ofiice.

“If I could only explain as I go along!”
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he groaned. “But I can’t—can’t even tell
it at home! Marge would be all right; she’d
understand, and she’s got a nerve like a red
Indian at the stake.
without telling mother; and mother couldn’t
keep still to save her life—not after people
begin calling me a slacker. And if I don’t
tell Marge, she’ll flay me alive for a quitter
—after the way I've ranted and stormed
about the_ nation’s slacking. She’s sore
enough, already, about Melly Howell. It’s
simply insufferable how she refuses point-
blank to believe that Melly is as anxio
to get by as anybody can be, and that he’s
dubious only because his mother has hyp-
notized him into thinking he has a bad
heart!

“Then there’s Alicia—Allie and the good
old doctor: Allie won’t say a word, because
she” doesn’t happen to be built that wiy,
but it sets me afire when I think of what
she’ll be thinking. She won’t have an atom
of use for a slacker—any more than Marge
—and I wouldn’t put it past her to break
our engagement short off. Oh, damn/’

Two other turns up and down the room
brought no relief; merely a little more am-
plification of the prospective journey over
hot plowshares.

“I shall>be obliged to tell Melly, because
T'm going to need legal advice—scads of it—
and whilé he’s only a gosling lawyer, he’s
.got a long head. I wonder where the dick-
ens he has gone, and why he didn’t leave
word ‘with somebody about when he’d be
back? It does beat the everlasting band
how the gun always jams at the very minute
when you want to speed it up to the limit!
Nothing doing, not a wheel to be turned
until I can find out where we stand, legaily,
on these contracts. ‘And that won’t be until
Melly gets home.”

And with this, since the way was thus
blocked for the time being, he chucked the
accusing statement into the safe, twirled
the knob of the combination, locked . the
office and went home.

CHAPTER II.
‘——BUT IT POURS.”

Young Mr. Melburn Howell, whose ab-
sence from Middlesboro at a moment when
Tommy Ormsby needed him most, has been
noted, bore the 'unenviable distinction of
figuring as a sick man who was blatantly
and ostentatiously a picture "of abounding
health. :

¢

But I can’t tell her

To the eye of the beholder there was noth-
ing lacking to complete the picture. Big-
muscled, fair-haired, with laughing blue
eyes and a skin that always looked as if
he had just stepped out of his bath, Meliy
Howell might have taken the part of the
hero in° a Greek play, so far as out-
ward appearances were concerned. But his
heart

There were two things the matter with
Melly’s heart. One was that he had long
since given it away, with all its belongings
and appurtenances, to Margie Ormsby. And
the other—but thereby hangs a tale; the
twice-told tale of an overwrought and anx--
ious mother. Melly’s father, a county-seat
attorney in easy circumstances, had been
carried off in middle iife by some sort of
heart trouble, and from the day of his déath
his widow had gone about in fear and trem-
bling. Firmly convinced that the father’s
ailment was of the hereditary sort, she was
constantly expecting its reappearance in her
only son.

To drive the wedge of anxiety still deeper,
the Howell family doctor had early con-
firmed the widow’s fears. There had been
ominous talk of cardiac diatheses, and ialse
rhythm, and congenital peculiarities in the
systole and diastole, coupled with much cau-
tionary advice. With proper care the hered-
itary tendency might never develop; but the
care must be taken.

The care was taken. Throughout his boy-
hood Melly labored under a burden of
“don’ts” heavy enough to sink a ship.
Rough play was strictly interdicted, and
schoolboy athletics were entirely out of the
question. In college it was the same—or it
was supposed to be; but here the supposi-
tion missed the mark by several miles. In
spite of the home handicap, Melly had
grown into a very pretty figure of an all-
around athlete; the aptest of timber for the
football squad. For the nine months of the
freshman year he held aloof, in deferciice
to the widow’s worries, and perhaps just a
trifle on account of the hereditary hypnosis.
Then, in a tempted moment, he fell—from
the side lines to the gridiron actual—and
speedily became the superidol of his class
and college.

Strange to say, the threatened heart had
behaved beautifully. Accidents there were,
of course, and in his final year a torn leg
ligament which laid him up for a month—
and was accounted for at home by ‘a neatly
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camouflaged story of a bad fall. But the
heart—which had by this time been thrust

_ forcibly into the keeping of Margie Ormsby
—never missed a beat; hammered steadily
along through the postgraduate law-reading
‘period, and bade fair—if Margie could be
induced to take it “to have and to hold”—
to last out an average lifetime.

It was while America was still neutral
that young Howell was admitted to the bar.
But the Lusitania had been torpedoed and
America was stirring. Melly stirred with
-it, and so, for that matter, did the anxious
widow. There was no use in Melly’s talking
about enlisting; he would simply drop dead
in his tracks, as his poor father had. Thus
the widow, who really believed what she
said, and, though she did say it, was mno
whit less patriotic than thousands of other
American mothers of an only son.

-On the other hand, Margie Ormsby was
palpably scornful, making it extremely un-
comfortable for a young lover who was torn
between a keen desire to fight for his coun-
try and a dutiful reluctance—buttressed
just a little, perhaps, by the ingrained fear
that there might possibly be something in
the hereditary notion—to override his
mother’s convictions, Margie wore a re-
cruiting badge, reproached her own brother
for taking it out in patriotic and warlike
talk, and, completely ignoring the legend of
the damaged heart, threatened to pin a white
feather upon Melly if he should disregard
his country’s call.

More than willing to be urged to do the
thing he most wished to do, Melly had taken
a day off to go surreptitiously to a recruiting
office in a near-by city; and was much
amazed when he found that it was the torn
leg ligament, and not his heart action, which
kept him from passing the physical exam-
ination.

Thus matters stood at the time when it
became evident that' America was going to
quit being neutral. Joyously confident that
he could squeeze the football leg by under
a real war call for volunteers, Howell took
another day off, made a wire appointment
with a heart specialist in a great city, and
went up in the hope of getting a clean bill
of health that would convince even his anx-
ious mother.

The trip was made on the day in which
Tommy Ormsby was to find himself sud-
denly thrust into the place of commanding
officer on the bridge of the sinking business

ship. Melly had sweated through the four-
hour train journey to the city, had eaten
a rather hearty luncheon at his hotel, and
was hurrying to keep his appointment with
the specialist. At the entrance of the sky-
scraper, on a lofty floor of which the great
doctor had his office rooms, Fate stuck out
a malicious foot and tripped Mr. Melburn
Howell.

The incident was only an incident, and
not a tragedy—as, for the moment, it threat-
ened to be; but it answered the fateful pur-
pose. There were flowing traffic streams in
front of the big building, and through them
a young girl foolishly tried to wedge her
way. Dodging under the very bits of a
truck team going east, she popped neatly in
front of a touring car going west; jumped,
screamed, and stood still, after the manner
of terrified women the world over.

As handsomely as if he had been clipped
from the third reel of a movie thriller, Melly
danced in to the rescue; snatched up the
girl, whirled, leaped again, and then spoiled
the entire film by making a very clumsy
slide and fall to safety, the fall being the
old football wound’s revenge for the side-
wise wrench and a moment of forgetfulness.

Having a man-sized horror of the kind of
notoriety the “heroic rescuer” gets, Melly
scrambled to his feet, paused just long
enough to make sure that the girl wasn’t
hurt, and bolted for the skyscraper vesti-
bule and the nearest of the elevators. The
breath-taking ascent in an express car,
added to the girl-snatching and the fall, did
the business for him. When, after a few
moments in the doctor’s anteroom, he
stripped to his shirt in the examining pres-
ence, his heart was pounding away like a
trip hammer, and his efforts to tone it down
when the stethoscope was applied only made
matters worse.

“Um,” said the great man, letting his eyes
narrow as he listened; “didn’t overlook the
elevators and run all the way upstairs, did
you?” : :

“No,” said Melly, “but I slipped and fell
on the sidewalk just before I came up.”

Now if he had told the doctor all that had
gone on before the fall, things might have
turned out differently. But since he was
still congratulating himself upon his lucky
escape from the newspaper headlines, he
added nothing to the bare statement of fact.

“Ever troubled with palpitation?” was
the next query. :
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“If T have been, I didn’t know it by that
name.”

“How about your record?—parents both
living?”

. “My mother is; my father died when he
was thirty-eight.”

“Of what?”

“Heart trouble of some kind. He was
found dead in his chair. There was neo au-
topsy.”

The gray-bearded expert talked easily
upon indifferent topies for a few moments
and then clapped the stethoscope on a sec-
ond time. The very suddenness of the
renewed assault set the foolish heart jump-
ing again. When it whs all over, the gray-
beard said his say briefly.

“You're wanting to get into the service,”
he began, much as if the stethoscope had
enabled him to read Melly’s mind. ‘“That
is what they all want when they come to sce
me nowadays. I’gd have to put you under
observation to give you an exact diagnosis,
but I can tell you this much; you might pass
the ordinary recruiting examiner—though
if your present condition is any criterion,
there’ll be symptoms that ought to make
him hesitate.”

“And if I should pass?”

“After that, you’d probably put in a pe-
riod of training in some mobilization camp,
and in the course of it you’d come up against
the real army surgeons—and you can’t fool
them.”

“I’d be thrown out?”

“Certainly; if you’re not fit. The army
is looking for assets, just now; not labili-
ties.”

“And you’d call me a liability?”

“I didn’t say that; couldn’t say it defi-
nitely without the observation I spoke of.”

“M-m-m,” said Melly, trying not to look

* as dismal, as he felt. “Pleasant prospect.”

“You needn’t worry,” was the brusque
reply. “There will be plenty of landward
jobs for the men who can’t fight.”

“But I’d much rather fight.”

“Of course; any man would. But you
are not personally to blame if your parents
gave you a weak-heart diathesis. You
want to fight, but also want to live. The
fee? It will be just half as much ags it would
be if I could send you to a recruiting ser-
geant. Good day.”

At this point it must be remembered that
Meliy Howell, in spite of his splendid arms
and legs and the stiff proving ground of the

college football field, had been carefully and
systematically hypnotized on the heart ciues-
tion from his boyhood up. As a matter of
fact, the great specialist had not given him

a definite decision either way. But the hyp-
notism got busy at once. He was smas:ed,
The great doctor had been merely trying to
let him down easy. Tommy—good old
Tommy Ormsby—would get his billet in the
service, and all their plans about going in
together would -be knocked into a cocked
hat.

. In soms such gloomy frame of mind as
this he caught a late afternoon train for
Middlesboro, and made bad weather of it
all the way home, arriving at a moment
when half the town, it seemed, was at the
railroad station to give a patriotic send-off
to a handful of Middlesboro youths -who
were rushing to the colors at the first pre-
liminary clang of the war tocsin

Ordinarily, he would have expected to find
Margie Ormsby among the flag wavers;
caught himself wondering why she wasn’t
there; and then remembered that she had
a father in the hospital. Though it was
pretty late, he went around by the Ormsby
house on his way home, the ostensible ex-
cuse being the sheer neighborly duty of ask-
ing how the sick man was getting along, and
the real one being a crude, manhke desire

for sympathy.

Margie was at the gate when he came up,
as if she were waiting for somebody. The
light of the street arc at the corner showed
him a changed Margie; a Margie with the
fires of enthusiasm damped down, and pal-
pable and rather haggard anxiety in the
dark-brown eyes.

“You, Melly?” she said; and then: “I've
been wondering why you didn’t come.”

“I’'ve been out of town,” he explained
briefly. “How is your father to-night?”

“Not any worse, Doctor Trimmell says.
I have just phoned to ask. But it’s bad
enough.”

“Tom is home?”

“Yes; he got in at noon to-day and tecok
daddy’s place at the Works. He is down
there now. Mother is at the hospital.
Won’t you come in?” :

He walked with her as far as the steps
and they sat down. It was a warm evening
for April, and the night alr was sweet with
the fragrances of budding spring. The
young woman was the first to break the step-
sitting silence.
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“Of course, you have seen the evening
papers?”’

‘KYeS.})

“We knew it would come;
come.”

tle nodded soberly.

“%'ve been thinking—thinking hard,” she
went on. “It has come at a bad time for
us; with daddy out of it, and business not
any too good at the Works, I’'m afraid. But
Tom must have his chance.”

“To enlist, you mean? A little later, per-
kaps?”

“No, now. I've thought it all out. This
war is going to be the woman’s opportunity,
Melly. I'm going to take Tom’s place at
the Works, until daddy gets up again. I
- can do it, with Mr. Randall’s help; you
know I can.” 2

He did know it. Among her other gifts,
which were many, the steady-voiced, capable
young woman at his side numbered the
priceless gift of organization; the ability
to see ahead and plan. And she had always
been familiar with the business routine of
the Machine Works.

“I haven’t seen Tom yet, but I fancy he
won’t agree to anything like that,” he ob-
jected.

“He will agree to anything that will leave
him free to do his duty.”

“There will be many kinds of war duty,”
he suggested, throwing up a hasty little
breastwork against the thing he knew was
coming.

“Besides fighting, you mean? Not for the
young men, Melly. There will be plenty of
those who can’t fight, but who caz do other
things. Have you decided yet for yourself?
—as between the army and navy, I mean.”

She had never taken him on quite that
tack before; with the calm, serious, of-
course-you’ll-go assumption that apparently
shut off all argument.

“It isn’t a matter of decision,” he re-
turned slowly. “God knows, I want to go
badly enough. But I’'m afraid I’'m out of
it.” And then he told her of the visit to the
great heart specialist, giving, of course, his
own hypnotically colored translation of the
verdict which was really no verdict at all.

For a time she made no reply—which in
itself was ominous. And when she did speak
there was a certain quality in the low-toned
voice that cut him like a knife.

“Have I known you all my life, Melly,

it had te

only to find out at the last that I haven’t
known you at all?” she asked.

“I dom’t kmow why you should say that,”
he evaded.

“I can’t help saying it. I have been tak-
ing you for a man, you know.”

“Am I to blame for a thing I can’t help?”

“I won’t argue that point with you. You
think you have inherited something that
Doctor Trimmell says can’t be inherited—
in spite of what old Doctor Bushnell told
your mother when you were a child. You
grow up a great, strong man, able to do any-
thing, or endure anything, that other men
can. You’ve never had a symptom; you’ve
told me so, time and again. And yet, when
the test comes, you fail. What you have
really inherited is your mother’s ability to
worry about nothing. It’s forgivable in a
woman; but in a man——"

They were hard words, bitter words, and
how was he to know that.outraged love, and
a spectacle of crumbling idols, and flaming
patriotism, and cruel disappointment, and
a lot of other tragic emotions, were respon-
sible for them? He rose from his seat on
the porch step.

“Then you think I am a willing slacker?”
he offered.

“You are forcing me to think that you
care more for your fears than you do for
your country in its time of need. I can’t
think that way of the man I may some day
marry, Melly.” Then the flaming patriot-
ism got the upper hand: “I won’t ever
marry a man who thinks twice for himself
and only once for his highest duty—who is
willing to stay at home and let other men
do his fighting for him!”

When a fond lover has been hunting sym-
pathy and has been given instead a sharp
box on the ear, it is only your true sheep-
man who can take it meekly.

“I’'m sorry. If that is the way you feel
about it, good night!” said Melly Howell;
and he went home.

CHAPTER IIIL
TANGLED HALYARDS.

It was a rather sober-faced pair of young
men who went together to the private office
of the Ormsby Machine Works on the morn-
ing following Melly Howell’s return to Mid-
dlesboro. After a night’s interval, Tom’s
plan of salvation for the crippled business
loomed much larger on the side of the dif-
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ficulties than it had in the night-before flush
of inspiration. And as for Melly, the porch-
step clash with flaming patriotism personi-
fied by Margie Ormsby had given a militant
outthrust to his square jaw and made him
rather brittle of speech, even with Tommy
Ormsby.

Neverthéless the forenoon was not
wasted. A c1rcular telegram, diplomatically
worded by the “gosling” lawyer, went out
to the various customer railroads, stating
the fact of Mr. Thomas Ormsby’s sudden
breakdown in health, and asking for a for-
mal release from all contracts. Next, a con-
fidential inquiry was sent to Washington,
tendering the Machine Works as a factor
in the government industrial mobilization,
stating its capacity and capabilities, and
asking what steps should be taken to make
it available.

“That’s about all we can do until the re-
plies begin to come in,” said the brevet
attorney; “that, and to keep old John
Grimsby’s ears plugged when he happens
to turn them in this direction. How did you
find your father this morning?”

“Pretty badly off,” said Tommy gloom-
ily. “It isn’t serious, in the sense that he
is likely to lose his life, or anything of that
sort; but the doctor tells me that it will be
weeks, or maybe months, before he can come
back to business.”

“Doctor Trimmell has the case?”

“Oh, sure; family physician, and all that,
and dad wouldnt hear of having anybody
else. I drove him back from the hospital
this merning, and he says what dad needs
most is to get entirely away from business
and completely out of reach of it; spoke of
a sea voyage, if it could be arranged, as
about the proper thing.”

“And the way matters stand it can’t very
well be arranged,” was the regretful re-
joinder.

“Wait,” said Tommy; and thereupon
proceeded to unfold his plan of taking the
Ormsby yacht around to Norfolk to offer
it as a patrol boat for the naval reserve.
“Yeu see how it fits in,” he concluded. “If
we can contrive to stand the Works on a
going basis, with Randall in charge, I'll pro-
pose the trip, taking mother and Margie

along, and the doctor, too, if he’ll consent

to go.”

“And Allie?” queried Howell.

Tommy grinned. “Naturally! I couldn’t
hope to persuade the doctor to go unless his

daughter were included 'in the invitation,
Anything wrong with that:”’

Melly Howell answered the grin with a
thoughtful frown.

“Nothing; if things turn out before you
go so that you can tell Allie why you are
not enlisting on the spot.”

“But I'll be on my way to enlist when we
go.”

As Tommy had done the night before in
the same place, Melly Howell jumped up
and began to pace the floor.. After a bit
he burst out with the stery of the former
day’s happenings, winding up with the tale
of the heart-rending impugnment of motives
he had suffered at the Ormsby porch steps.

“That was pretty raw!” was the brother’s
comment. “Marge had no right to say a
thing like that.”

“Yes, she had—a perfect right!” snapped
the lover refusing to recognize even a broth-
er’s prmlege of criticizing the loved one.
“She sees only what everybody else sees;
a great husky football player who is hipped
with the notion that he’s due to drop dead!
Say, Tommy; if you take the Lucita around
from Jacksonville to Norfolk, I'm going
with you, heart or no heart!”

“Good man!” said Tommy with another
grin. “Amd when we reach Norfolk?”

“If you enlist, I’m going in, too—if I have
to beat the head off of some medical QL!al‘p
to make him let me by!”

“Then we’ll call that part of it settled
But until the time comes we’ll have to stand
the gaff. We’ll both have to take a fierce
lot of back talk from people here for not
getting in overnight. But Grimsby must
be held off if it takes a leg. Are you game
for it?”

“Try me,” said Melly grimly; and so the
campaign was opened.

Braced as he was for it, the “back talk”
heaped upon him from all sides during the
next few weeks came many times within an
inch of getting Thomas’ goat. Old friends,
family friends, were passing him in the ctreet
-with a query in their eyes, and others were
xmore outspoken, “Yellow” was the word
oftenest used; and after a little he got so
he could see yellow wherever he went. And
to prolong the agony, there were vexatious
delays in getting the railroad contracts ab-
rogated, and still other, and more vexatious
ones, in getting any satisfaction at all out
of a swamped and frantically overworked
war department at Washington. Neverthe- .
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less, the desperate problem was edging it-
self toward a solution, of a sort. After a
costly lot of telegraphing, and some few
hurried visits to sundry railroad headquar-
ters, Tommy was able to cross most of the
- bankrupting contracts off the books. Also,
taking the trusted Randall halfway into his
confidence, he put the Works in shape_to
turn out small airplane parts, or fuse plugs
for shells, or any of the machined products
that a hard-pressed war department might
need. But still there was no definite an-
swer from Washington, and he did not dare
to take his hand from the wheel—or his eye
from John Grimsby, banker—long enough
" to go to the capital in person.

Meanwhile there were more of the whip-
lashings. Home, with Margie as house-
keeper—his mother spent most of her time
at the hospital—was like an apartment in a
refrigerator. There had been one withering
burst of scorn at the first, when Tommy had
moodily declined her plan of substituting
for him and announced his intention of
sticking to the Machine Works “for the
present.” And after that, the ice box.

To make it worse, Middlesboro, taking
the lead in a Middle West which, at that
early period, seemed to threaten a certain
deliberateness in waking up, was swept by
a storm®of patriotism. There were rallies
and parades, and young men volunteering by
the dozen. The conscription act was work-
ing its way through Congress, and “draft
slacker” was the mildest epithet applied to
young fellows who, like Tommy Ormsby
and Melly Howell, seemed disposed to wait
until they should be dragged in by the scruff
of their necks.

Then there was Miss Alicia Trimmell, the
doctor’s daughter. They had been engaged,
more or less, Tommy and Alicia, since Ali-
cia’s graduation from the high school. It
had been what Middlesboro called a “sen-
sible” courtship; two young people who had
known each other all their lives, and were
both of them too modern and too well bal-
anced to be foolishly sentimental or secre-
tive about a thing which was perfectly nor-
mal and perfectly patent to everybody.

Now Alicia had taken Tommy’s rather
vague explanation of the business necessities
with a half-startled look in her wide-open
gray eyes, but-she had said nothing, and it
was not until after the town talkers had be-
gun to fling the word “yellow” at Tommy—
behind his back—that she broke the barrier

which the vague explanation had built up
between them.

“You have changed your mind about the
war, Tommy?” she said, one evening when
the unwilling slacker, driven from home by
the low temperature established by his sis-
ter, had taken refuge on the Trimmell
porch.

“Not at all,” Tommy denied. “It’s a
righteous war, and we ought to have gone
into it long ago.”

“That is what you used to say,” she re-
turned, with the faintest possible emphasis
on the word which put the saying in the past
tense. 7

“It’s what I’'m saying now.”

Silence for a' moment, and then, very
softly: “Does your business really need you,
Tom?”

The question was perfectly admissible,
and Tommy knew it. In former years the
Ormsbys had taken long vacations, in Flor-
ida, cruising among the West Indies, and
the like, and the Machine Works, with its
clean monopoly of patent rights, had gone
on under Superintendent Randall’s efficient
guidance without a hitch. Tommy took
the bull squarely by the horns.

“Some things have happened that I can’t
talk about, even to you, Allie,” he blurted
out. “Can’t you trust me?”

“Of course I trust you. But—but people
are saying such dreadful things about you,
Tommy, dear!”

“Don’t I know it? Haven’t I plenty of
friends of the sort that’ll come and tell me
kindly what people are saying? I've got
to stand for it. Dad is sick, and—and—
well, I've just got to stand for it; that’s all.”

The pretty young woman who had earned
the epithet “sensible” in her home town said
no more; but the barrier was up again,
higher than ever. Tommy didn’t reduce
the height of it appreciably when he spoke
once more in riddles.

“Your father thinks dad ought to take a
sea voyage. I’'m trying to get things
knocked into shape so that I can take him
for a run in the Lucita. - I shan’t dare do
that unless I can persuade your father to go
along. I'm counting on you to help me,
Allie.”

“A pleasure trip,” she said faintly; “at
such a time as this?”

“Call it that, if you like.
it any plainer, just now.”

The pretty, wide-open eyes grew suddenly

I can’t make
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thoughtful, and if the light had been bet-
ter, Tommy might have seen sober shadows
gathering in them.

“Old as he is, father is talking about try-
ing to get into the medical reserve,” she
answered. “I don’t believe he would care
to go in the Lucita, much as he would like
to go and take care of your father.”

“It wouldn’t be for long,” pleaded Tommy.

desperately. “And he has already half
promised me to go.”

“If he is willing, I shan’t put anything
in the way,” was the quiet reply; and
thereby another layer was added to the
built-up barrier.

It was two days later that matters precip-
itated suddenly. = Immediately after his
daily hospital visit Tommy Ormsby sought
out Howell in the “gosling” lawyer’s offices
in Temple Court.

“It has come to a head,” he announced
grimly. - “Doctor Trimmell says we’ve sim-
ply got to get dad away from here, and do
it now. I’ve been telling dad all sorts of
soothing-sirup things about the business,
but he knows how it was left when he
smashed down, and while he’s right here in
town with it, there isn’t going to be any
improvement.”

“Well?” said the brevet legal adviser.
“What have you done?”

““A lot of things. I’ve wired Sarskjiold,
our old Swedish sailing master, to pick up
a crew and go to Jacksonville to get the
Lucita ready for sea—did that a week ago.
Beyond that, I’ve made mother and Margie
understand that we’ve got to go. Doctor
Trimmell will go with us, to take care of
dad, and, of course, Allie will go along, too.”

“And the business; any new develop-
ments in that?”

“Yes; we're out of the railroad tangle, at
last, and Briggs has been working like a
dog on the collections—past-due dead horses
and all that. He has scraped up money
enough to finance the trip, and enough more
to keep the Works jogging along for the
time. Lastly, I've seen Banker Grimsby
and have bought the pr1v1lege of takmg dad
away for a few weeks.”

“Bought it—how?”

“With money—a payment on those notes.
Randall was my good angel. I haven’t told
him any more than I had to, but he’s wise to
the situation just the same, wise and loyal.
Some years ago he put a chunk of his sav-

ings into Bethlehem Steel. You know what
the war has done to that stock. Randall
slipped up to Chieago the other day and bor-
rowed on it; borrowed money and gave it to
me and told me to go fling another handful
of dust into old John Grimsby’s eyes.”

“Fine!” said Melly Howell. “Now, how
about Washington?”

“There was a letter this morning from
Craig. He says things are still in confusion,
but are getting themselves straightened out
after a fashion. He went to the department
and found our letters buried a mile deep
in the unanswered files. In spite of that,
he says the prospects are good; that if I can
turn up in person inside of the next two or
three weeks, he’ll put me next to somebody
who has orders to place. That fits in with
our plan like the shoe on a horse’s foot!”

“And the plan is still the same as we've
talked it?”

“Precisely. We all leave for Jackson-
ville to-night. After we get to sea, where it
will be perfectly safe to talk, I'll call a fam-
ily council, tell all the things we’ve been
keeping dark, and get dad’s permission to
make the government a present of the Lu-
cita. Then we’ll dawdle along up the coast
to Norfolk, and after the Washington busi-
ness is settled, you and I will break into
the naval reserve, if we have to go as com-
mon sailors. ~ I understand Bob Hazard is
on station duty in Hampton Roads, and he’ll
lend us a hand. How does that strike you?”

“Right—all but one little detail. With
your kind permission, I’ll take the other
route and join you at Jacksonville. I—to
tell the blank truth, Tom, I-don’t think I’'m
quite equal to riding forty-eight hours or so
in a train with Margie while she still thinks
I'm trying to flunk my country.”

“Oh, shucks!” said Tommy; but he made
no other objection, and so it was arranged,

CHAPTER 1V.
THE “LUCITA” CLEARS.

Though Mr. Thomas Ormsby, senior, had
been fond of asserting, in his quiet way,
that he was not Pittsburgh rich, he had
been far from economical when it came to
adding an ocean-going yacht to the Ormsby
vacation luxuries. But for the ample pro-
portions and high-speed motors of the Lu-
cita Tom, junior, had been chiefly respon-
sible, averring that since they were going
in for an utter extravagance, they might as
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well buy comfort and celerity with the same
check.

Hence, the trim little ship, built on the
model of an ocean racer, all white enamel

and polished mahogany from stem to stern, .

presented a handsomely nautical appear-
ance as she lay at her berth on the Jack-
sonville river front, taking in stores. Steer-
ing wide of the motor-craft conventions, her
builders had given her a liner’s bridge and
superstructure, with the crew’s quarters
forward, commodious cabin and stateroom
accommodations amidships, and a sheltered
promenade deck aft. Abaft the bridge an
oval-sectioned exhaust funnel helped out the
ocean-steamer design, which was topped off
and completed by a.pair of slender steel
masts carrying signal yards and a wireless.

As for the wireless, the merest appren-
tice economist would have pronounced it a
needless luxury. In her peregrinations with

the family the Lucita had made no oversea

voyages, and her crew had never included a
wireless operator. But the installation had
sérved as a plaything when there were
‘young people aboard, and both Tom, junior,
and his sister had become amateurs; Tom
a rather indifferent “plug” operator, and
Margie, who did thoroughly most of the
things she undertook, a fairly skillful
“sender” and a passable “receiver.”

In accordance with the instructions tele-
graphed by Tom, junior, Captain Ole Sarsk-
jiold, the Swedish ex-tramp skipper who had
served as the Lucita’s navigator on a for-
mer cruise, had proceeded by train from
New York to Jacksonville. Construing his
orders to suit himself, he took his crew with
him; two sailors with rather Germanish

names—Leitbold and Hansburger—his crip-

pled nehpew, Lars Larson, for the engine
room; a low-browed, chauffeurish-looking
fellow named Hartzig for Larson’s assistant;
and lastly, to make the language of the little
ship truly polyglot, a Greek cook with a
name unspellable and equally unpronounce-
able, and a young Madeira Islander, as
handsome as one of Velasquez’s peasant
models, for cabin steward.

Thotugh Skipper Sarskjiold had been given
the exact number of people he was to pro-
vide for, and the probable length of the in-
tended -voyage, it was remarked by the
bright young shipping clerk who superin-
tended the delivery of the cabin stores that
the yacht was provisioning as if for a voyage

to Rio. Its refrigerators were well filled, its

small ice-making plant was overhauled, and
in addition to the regular fuel supply in the
tanks, a considerable number of barrels, all
bearing the stenciled brand of a great oil
company, were taken aboard and stowed in
the hold.

In the flight from Middlesboro the
Ormsby schedule called for a morning ar-
rival in Jacksonville. The journey was

' made without incident, and on time, though

the invalid was exhausted enough to be glad
to go to a hotel and rest when the Florida
city was reached. As soon as he could
escape, Tom, junior, went back to the rail-
road station and got there in time to wel-
come Melly Howell, who had kept his prom-
ise of coming by a different route.

“Everything all right, so far?” was the
late comer’s first question.

“Right as right. Dad’s a bit way-worn,
but we’ve got him in a dark cool room a: a
hotel, and he’s chirking up visibly at the
thought of getting to sea.”

Howell’s next query was a purely personal
one. “You didn’t, by any chance, hold your
‘family council’ on the way down, did you,
Tom?”

“No; dad wasn’t in any condition to take
part in it, and Marge shut herself up in a
book. Besides, I didn’t dare to spring it too
soon. Dad’s pretty stubborn when you get
him going, and in his weakened state it
would be just like him to think he had to
go back to Middlesboro and take hold of
the new scheme with his own hands. That
wouldn’t do at all. We’ll wait until we are
fairly at sea and it is too late to turn back.
I guess you and I can stand the racket a
few hours longer.” i

“When de we sail?”

“I don’t krow, yet. I haven’t seen Sarsk-
jiold. But the.yacht ought to be ready and
waiting.”

But oddly enough, as they found when
they went to the wharf, the Lucite was not
ready. True, the stores were aboard, and
everything was shipshape above decks and
in the cabin and on the bridge. But in the
engine hold Larson and his helper had the
starboard motor down, with the multitudi-
nous parts arranged like pieces of a Chinese
puzzle on the floor. The skipper explained.

“Ve turn her over few tame and she gets
warm on the bearings. Ay don’t vould laik
to go to sea ven she gets warm on the bear-
ings. Lars, he bane tune her opp, and ve
get out dis efening.”
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The delay didn’t count for much, since it
could be used to good purpose for the in-
valid. Besides, there were clearance papers
to be obtained, and the formalities of the
port regulations to be complied with. At
the port collector’s office a good many ques-
tions were asked, but Tommy was able to
answer them all satisfactorily. There being
no special reason to maintain secrecy with a
United States official so many miles distant
from Middlesboro and Banker Grimsby, he
explained fully the double object of the
voyage.

“Fine!” said the official, when he had
been told what Tom hoped to do with the
yacht. “We’ve had an eye on her for some
time, and wondered if your father would be
willing to turn her in as a unit in the coast
patrol. She’s stanch enough to carry a
four-incher—two of them, for that matter.
You're clearing to- day?”

“This evening, yes.”

“You’ll take the inside course, I suppose
—or da you draw too much?”

“We could do it for the greater part, so
far as our draft is concerned, but for my
father’s sake, we want to make it a real sea
voyage. Is there any war reason why we
shouldn’t?”

The official smiled. “The usual sea
stories,” he said. “You can hear anything
you like if you care to listen to the talk that
drifts into port. We've already had a sub-
marine and at least two Germian raiders op-
erating off the Bahamas—in the imagination
of some of the coastwise skippers.”

Ormsby and Melly Howell laughed.

They had both cruised enough to know how
to discount sea gossip. It would be time
enough to take the alarm when some govern-
ment vessel should give it.
- The day in Jacksonville, like the rail
journey from Middlesboro, passed without
" incident. There was some little additional
shopping to do, and the three women did
it. Obeying an impulse as foreign to his
nature as anything could be, Melly Howell
kept out of the way; went early to the wharf
and was aboard the yacht when the other
members of the party drove down. Even
then he kept out of sight; was in the engine
hold, looking on while Larson put the fin-
ishing touches to the reassembled starboard
motor, what time Tommy and the doctor
were putting the invalid to bed in the own-
er’s stateroom.

It lacked little more than an hour of sun-

set when the pilot came aboard and the
Lucita, under the thrust of her twin screws,
backed away from her moorings to make
the turn in the river. Howell went on deck
by way of the forward hatch. The yacht
was pointing her sharp nose toward the ship
channel, with Sarskjiold and the pilot en
the bridge. The stowaway—he had been
calling himself that and some other oppre-
brious names—stole a cautious look aft. The
promenade deck was empty save for a single
figure; the figure of a young woman stand-
ing at the port rail, looking out upon the
river-front panorama which was just be-
ginning to pass itself in review.

Howell paused just long enough to make
sure that the figure at the rail was not that
of the doctor’s daughter. He would will-
ingly have postponed his entrance upon the
scene—any scene with Margie Ormsby in it
—until after Tommy had had a chance to
explain things in the family council. Since
this was impossible, he was thankful for a
chance to meet Margie first, and alone.

She manifested no surprise at all Whén
she looked and found him standing beside
her. During the weeks which had followed
the clash at the porch steps they had met
often enough, but the old-time chummy rela-
tions had not been resumed—couldn’t very
well be while one of them was playing the
part of the ice in the ice box to a slacking
brother, and was more than suspecting that
the other slacker was aiding and abetting
the brother in the disgraceful chase of the
business dollar.

“So you are going on the pleasure trip,
too, are you?” she said, glancing up at him
calmly.

“If—if you are still calling it a pleasure
trip,” he stammered. . '

“What else is it—for everybody but
daddy?”

“I wish you could trust me—for just
about half an inch at a time, Margie!” he
pleaded reptoachfully

“It isn’t a matter of trust,” she answered
quite coolly. And then: ] don’t wonder
that you and Tom wanted to get away from
Middlesboro. I was glad to leave, myself.”

He was silent; there seemed to be abso-
lutely nothing left to say. After a moment
she went on:

“I suppose you have come to. propose
some sort of a modus vivendi, as you lawyers
call it. T’ll agree with you perfectly that it
isn’t worth while for us to advertise our
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differences to the others while we are shut
up here together on the yacht, and——"

“Oh, I say!” he broke in. “If there were
really anything the matter with my heart,
you'd—— Won’t you give me twenty-four
heurs longer, Margie? It’s all I'll ask.”

“What is going to happen in twenty-four
hours? Will another day turn you back into
the man I used to believe you were, Melly?”

“Maybe it will—er—by Jove, I %ope it
willl”

She shook her pretty head rather mourn-
fully. “I'm afraid it can’t. When things
are once broken they can’t be so easily
mended.”

“But this
eagerly.

“Then tell me what this trip means—
besides getting daddy away from Middles-
boro.”

This was forbidden ground, or he chose
te think it so, and his answer was a clumsy
evasion—for a beginning lawyer. =

“Er—what makes you think it means
anything?”

“I don’t think; I know. I've lived with
my brother a good many years. I want to
know what it is that he is ashamed to tell
me.’

“What do you think it could mean?”

“I can tell you the plain inference.
Everybody in Middlesboro knows that you
and he have been planning some profiteer-
ing scheme that you are afraid or ashamed
to talk about. Isn’t that true?”

“What an idea!”

“Answer me: Isn’t it true?”

“Well, if we did?—plan, I mean. Don’t
~ we have to consider the butcher and the
baker and the grocer, even in war times?”

“What I want to know is if this voyage
has anything to do with the plan.”

He tried another tack.

“Margie, dear; you’re on your father’s
yacht, and your brother is in command of
it. If I knew it was going to be turned into
a pirate ship, flying the Jolly Roger, would
you expect me to be the one to tell you
about it?”

She locked him over with cool disdain, or
something that very closely resembled it.

“That is a rather brutal way of telling
me to mind my own business, Melly,” she
said crisply. Then: “You asked for twenty-
four hours—they are yours. For that length
of time I'll—suspend sentence; is that the
proper legal phrase?” Then, as if to show

thing can,” he protested

him that the gap was bridged, temporarily
and technically, at least: “Now, I wish
you’d please tig my shoe. It’s been coming
untied all day.”

It was while the shoe-tying was in proccss
that Tommy came out of the after cabin and
went forward to climb to the bridge.
Though it is only fourteen miles or there-
abouts, as the bird flies, from Jacksonville
to the open sea, it is a considerably greater
distance by river; and the channel, gener-
ously widened and deepened as it has been
of late years, still calls for measurably re-
duced speed. It was while the Lucita was
circling the first of the bends below the city
that Tommy looked ‘back toward the dis-
appearing river front.

In a berth not very far from the one the
Lucita had lately left a small steamship
appeared to be getting up steam. Black
smoke was rolling from her funnel to make
an orange disk of the setting sun. At the
backward glance, Tommy saw a string of
flags flutter up to her signal yard. With
no special reason for doing so, Tommy
called the Swedish sailing master’s atten-
tion.

“What boat is that back yonder; the one
that is firing up in such a hurry?” he asked.

Oddly enocugh, as he thought, Sarskjiold
seemed more or less disturbed. But he an-
swered calmly enough.

“Ay bane tank das de revenue cutter,
yaas,” he drawled.

“And the signal flags; who on earth is
she trying to signal to—while she is still at
her moorings?”

The skipper’s answer to this was a mere
unintelligible grunt, and Tommy, who knew
from past experience how hard it was to
make Sarskjiold talk when he didn’t feel
like talking, let the sailing master step back
to -his place beside the pilot. For himself,
however, and gtill for no reason that he
could have set in words, he kept an eye on
the ship with the smoking funnel and the
string of signals fluttering in the landward
breeze.

Developments, such as they were, fol-
lowed quickly. The first was a gradual
quickening of the Lucita’s speed; and a
minute or so later, just as the bend of .the
river was about to blot out the view to the
rear, Tommy saw the small steamship back
away from her wharf, saw a white wreath of
steam encircle the smoking stack, and heard
the drone of a distant siren.
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Being only an amateur “jacky,” with a
strong desire to grow into a real one, Tommy
Ormsby couldn’t read the message of the
colored flags, and was far from suspecting

that the faintly heard drone of the siren was.

the navy code signal to “Heave to!” But
if he had suspected it, a little tableau which
confronted him when, losing sight of the
harbor and its shipping, he turned to face
forward, would have given him something
else to think about. The miniature chart
house which contained the heavy-weather
steering gear and the wireless set shut off
the rearward view of the two men who
stood in front of it. As Tommy turned, the
weather-beaten and bewhiskered river pilot
was passing a bottle, from which he had evi-
dently just taken a drink, back to the sailing
master. And in the act of dropping the
flat bottle into his pocket, Sarskjiold moved
the index of the engine-room dial up for
more speed.

Tommy kept to his own end of the bridge
and stared ahead, frowning thoughtfully.
This bottle business threw an entirely new
side light on the ex-tramp captain. Why
was Sarskjiold, hitherto figuring as a grim
fanatic on the subject. of temperance, ply-
ing a strange pilot with whisky and patently
bribing him to break the speed regulations
governing the movement of vessels in the
‘river channel?

It was with a feeling of suddenly in-
creased responsibility that young Ormsby
kept his place on the bridge. Belonging
strictly to his own generation—a generation
of young business men which doesn’t drink,
and is alertly suspicious of the man who
does—Tommy frowned again and tightened
his grip on the bridge rail. With three
women and a sick man aboard, it was no
light thing to put to sea with a mavigator
who carried a pocket flask. Clearly, Sarsk-
jiold—this newly side-lighted Sarskjiold—
would bear watching.

CHAPTER V.
A RACE TO THE SWIFT.

For a good half hour and more after the
city water front had dropped astern the
Lucita seemed to have the ship channel all
to herself. Indeed, it was not until the
jetties at the river’s mouth were in sight
that Tommy Ormsby, glancing aft, saw

the little ship with the smoking funnel forg- .

ing along some two or three miles in the

rear, far enough away now so that any sig-
nals she might be displaying could scarcely
be distinguished without the help of binocu-
lars.

Still far from suspecting that the move-
ments of the rearward vessel had anything
to do with the Lucite, Tommy was again
watcking Sarskjiold out of the tail of his
eye. For the last ten minutes the big Swede
had been shifting back and forth on his own
end of the bridge. There had been no more
passings of the bottle, and the pilot in his"
place at the wheel in front of the chart
house was attending strictly to business.
The sun had set, but in the crimson after-
glow the pilot’s boat, rocking on the ground
swell beyond the bar, was plainly to be
seen. '

Tommy Ormsby glanced aft again. The
rearward vessel was coming on at a smart
clip, fresh volumes of smoke tumbling from
her funnel seeming to indicate that she had
her forced draft on. After many years of
harbor-improvement work the passage over
the St. John’s River bar has been widened
and deepened to a fairway. Once in line
between the jetties, the pilot moved the en-
gine-room signal to “full speed” and the
Luycita suddenly took a white bone in her
teeth and shot ahead like a destroyer going
on an S O S call. Five minutes of this
brought her abreast of the bobbing pilot
boat, with the big twin propellers dragging
to check her headway.

“There you are,” said the whiskered one
to the sailing master. “You said you
wanted to get into blue water before dark,
and I made it for you.” With no more ado,
he whipped down the ladder and over the
side to his tender, which had hooked on and
was towing at the yacht’s forward gangway.
Then, for the first time, apparently, he saw
the revenue cutter and shouted up to the
skipper on the Lucita’s bridge.

“Hey!—that’s a gover’ment boat back
yonder and she’s makin’ signals.”

Evidently, as Tommy thought, Sarskjiold
either didn’t hear or failed to understand.
Almost before the pilot’s boat had been
given a chance to cast off, the yacht shot
ahead again at full speed Before Tommy
could interpose, his sister had come forward
and climbed to the bridge.

“What ship is that back there making
signals to us, Captain Ole?” she asked.

Sarskjiold, at the wheel; did not turn his
head, with the face that looked as if it
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might have been hewn out of the rough with
a hand ax.

“Ay tank she ent signal us,” he offered.

“But there is a string of flags flying, and
a man on the bridge wigwagging.”

The wooden-faced skipper made no reply
to this, He seemed to be devoting his en-
tire attention to getting the last wheel turn
of speed out of the Lucita. Miss Margie
Ormsby was not of those who are to be put
off by the deaf-and-dumb method. Slip-
ping into the combination chart house and
wireless room she sat down at the instru-
ments and quickly clamped the earpieces
over her head. Tommy saw the move and
joined her.

The young woman opened the key and the
sizz-z of the spark followed. As has been
said, Tommy knew international Morse well
enough toread it when the sending was suffi-
ciently slow, and he made out that his sister
was answering a call, giving the yacht’s
name and its owner’s. While this was being
done, Tommy, having his eyes free, and hap-
pening to look out through the semicircular
windows of the chart house, saw the skipper
pick up the flexible speaking tube connecting
with the engine room and put it to his lips.

There was nothing in the incident to make
it ‘record itself as significant. Margie had
closed her key and was writing on a pad.
Tommy bent over her and read the words as
they appeared under the pencil point. They
came slowly, for she had flashed the signal
which told that she was an amateur.

“Why—haven’t—you—answered—signals
—and—wireless? Heave—to—and—Ilet—
us—send—a—boat.”

Tommy stepped to the chart-house door
and gave the order promptly.

“Heave her to, Captain Ole.
revenue cutter wants to speak us.”

By this time the evening dusk was lying
upon the face of the season like a dusty
haze, and the fast yacht, shooting seaward
at dispatch-boat speed, had lost its pursuer
in the murky distances. Sarskjiold obeyed
the order at once, turning his engine-room
index back to “Stop.” The wireless was
buzzing again, and Tommy turned to look
over his sister’s shoulder. Once more the
pencil point was tracing words on the pad,
and again he read therm.

“Heave—to—and—show—a—light. You
—have—dangerous—criminal— on—board.
Penalty—of—the—law 2

The pencil stopped abruptly. The young

That

woman opened her key and jiggled it.
There was no response. The installiation
had suddenly gone dead. At the samz in-
stant, Tommy Ormsby realized that the Lu-
cita was not stopping. When he darted
out to the bridge he found Leitbold, one of
the fore-deck men, at the wheel.

“Where is the skipper?” he snapped.

“He has gone below, sir,” returned the
man, politely enough. “Something has gone
wrong with the engine-room signal and the
dynamo.” _

The low growling of the motors was stop-
ping at last, and Ormsby turned to look in
the direction in which the revenue cutter
must lie. The night had fallen quickly.
Far off to the westward the beam of a
searchlight was playing, but the light itself
could not be seen. It seemed incredible
that the Lucita could have made such a
wide offing in such a short time, but Tommy
knew the speed capacity of the little ship.
With the stopping of its engines the yacht
lost way and was presently lying to, sway-
ing gently to the lift of the seas. After
waiting impatiently for the skipper to re-
turn, Tommy put his head through the
chart-house door.

“I’m going below to find out what has be-
come-of Sarskjiold,” he said, in tones to0
low to be overheard by the man at the
wheel. “Take care of those two messages
and don’t show them to anybody.”

The skipper was found in the engine hold, -
together with Larson and the mechanician,

. Hartzig. Hartzig had the casing off of the

small independently driven dynamo which
supplied current for the signals, lights and
the wireless, and was doing something to
the commutators. The engine room was
lighted feebly by means of a small emer-
gency storage battery. Larson was just
backing out of the starboard shaft tunnel
with a cord light and a broken bolt in his
hands.

The square-faced sailing master was
growling in his own peculiar brand of Eng-
lish over the heaped-up ill luck. The dy-
namo had a short circuit, and they could
have no lights until it was repaired. And
the “warm” thrust bearing on the right-
hand propeller shaft had broken a boit.
Asked how long the yacht was likely to
lie crippled, the answer was optimistic.
Half an hour would probably suffice in
which to make the repairs.

Ormsby went on deck frowningly thought-
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ful. The accidents which had simultane-
ously disabled the motive power, and cut
out the lights and the wireless, were toe
opportune—much too opportune. And with
the knowledge that there was a traitor on
board, it was needless to attribute them teo
ill luck or chance. A glance around the
horizon showed him that the searchlight
beam had disappeared. Had the revenue
cutter turned back to Jacksonville? Or was
it steaming still farther away in search of
the yacht?

Howell, Margie and the doctor’s daughter
were on the after deck when Tommy Ormsby
reached it. Dinner was ready to be served,
but it had to be postponed because there
were no lights. Tommy explained the rea-
son for the darkness, adding that they’d
probably have the electricity again in a
short time; and at this the two young
women said they would go and tell the
others.

Left with Howell, Tommy Ormsby lost
no time in briefing the real and more seri-
ous situation, telling Howell what the chase
by the revenue cutter had meant, and re-
peating the messages which had come over
the wireless.

“A criminal on board?” said Melly; “one
of our crew?” Then: “Wait a minute;
there’s only one kind of a criminal that
would make the commander of a govern-
ment boat chase us.” Had you thought of
that?”

Ormsby nodded. “A German dynamiter,
or something of that sort, I suppose. I'm
just wondering what we’d. better do.”

“Find the man first; which one is it?”

“Your guess is as good as anybody’s.
What little evidence we have would seem
to point to Sarskjiold. But it may be some
member of the crew. They’re all foreigners,
and three of them have German names.”

“How well do you know the skipper?”

“Dad knows him better than I do. We
had him with us as navigator a year ago
last winter. Dad had him looked up in
the shipping records. The report, as I re-
member it, was to the effect that he was
an honest old squarehead, and a good sea-
man, but that he had had a piece of bad
luck which had cost him his master’s certifi-
cate:?

“Do you eliminate him?”

“I don’t know. He was on the bridge
with us, and he knew Marge was working
the wireless. But he couldn’t have known

what was being flashed back and forth. It
looks more like Larson or Hartzig; only
they couldn’t have known what was going
on on the bridge.”

Howell took a moment to think about it.

“The simplest thing is to put back te
Jacksonville and let the government people
do the identifying,” he suggested.

“Yes; but there’s a string tied to that.
The man who is wanted—whether it’s
Sarskjiold or ome of the others—would
know, right off the bat, what was coming.
If he’s desperate enough, he might open the
sea cocks for us.” .

“That’s so. We mustn’t take any
chances—with your father and the women
aboard. What else had you thought cf?”

“Something like this: we’ll idle along up
the coast to-night, just as we planned to
do. By to-morrow morning we ought to be
off Charleston, and I'll make some excuse
for putting in. Then we can get in touch
quietly with the secret-service people and
let them come aboard and get their man.”

‘“That looks all right to me,” said Melly
Howell; and so it was decided.

Soon after this the lights came on and
dinner was announced. Coincidently, Sarsk-
jiold came aft to ask for his sailing orders.

“Lay your course up the coast and take it
easy,” said Tommy. “We’re not trying to
run circles around anything this trip.”

“Goot,” said the sailing master; and when
he was out of hearing, Ormsby passed a
word of caution to Howell. “Marge and
you and I know of this; we needn’t hand it
on to the others.”

The first dinner on board the Lucita was
scarcely a triumph of sociability. True, the
Greek cook proved his worth, and the serv-
ice of the handsome Madeira boy was flaw-
less; but three of the six people at table
answered the genial doctor’s sallies at ran-
dom, and the doctor’s daughter, taking her

‘cue subconsciously from Tommy Orinsbhy’s

abstraction, was equally unresponsive.
Placid Mrs. Ormsby was chiefly concerned
about her invalid, and excused herself early
to go and see if he had everything he
wanted.

Shortly after dinner, the fatigues of the
rail journey accounting therefor, the women
disappeared into their staterooms; and a lit-
tle later, Doctor Trimmell, who had smoked
a cigar with the two young men on the after
deck, also turned in with the remark that he
was going to enjoy the first night in many
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when he wouldn’t have to listen for his house
call bell.

It was after the doctor had gone, and
while the two he had left behind were loung-
ing in their respective deck chairs and look-
ing out over the yacht’s stern at the glow of
phosphorescence spreading itself fanlike in
the vessel’s wake, that a limping figure,
unseen by either of the pair at the taffrail,
stole aft and entered the darkened main
cabin. In the cabin the figure sprang upon
the cleared dining table and knelt thereon
to reach something in the cabin ceiling. The
light from the tiny transom over the door
of the doctor’s stateroom left the kneeling
man in shadow, revealing only a pair of deft
hands and a screw driver busily at work.

A few minutes after the limping cabin in-
truder had finished his job and vanished,
the two young men turned in. As they were
passing through the cabin Tommy Ormsby
flicked the lights on and glanced up at the
telltale compass let into the ceiling.

“Northeast, eight degrees east,” he said.
“Sarskjiold is keeping well off the coast.
But as long as we’re trying to kill time it
-won't make any- difference.”

Thus the amateur young sailorman, read-
ing the course from the telltale. But if he
had known what had been done to the com-
pass within the last half hour, or had
thought to take a real seaman’s glance at
- the heavens before retiring, there might have
been another story to tell. Also, if either he
or Melly Howell had been wakeful, as they
were not, they could hardly have failed to
note the gradually quickening beat of the
motors which began a little while after their
stateroom light went out; began and in-
creased until the Lucita was ripping through
the heaving seas at her best speed.

CHAPTER VI
THE HIGH-RIDING TRAMP.

Through the hours of darkness, with the
square-faced Swedish ex-tramp captain
standing watch, off and on, with one of his
fore-deck men, the Lucita foamed along on
her course. Some hour or so beyond mid-
night the little wind there was went down
leaving the sea like a black and undulating
mirror over which the fast yacht rushed
with a hammock-swing motion that was like
a lullaby.

Just before dawn the same limping figure
which had invaded the cabin the night be-

fore made another wvisit to the precincts
which were supposed to be sacred iv the
owner’s party. Again the busy screw driver
did its appointed task and the figure van-
ished, to reappear a few minutes later on.
the bridge. It was Larson, and after ex-
changing a few words in his native tongue
with Sarskjiold, he went below.

A half hour passed, and from time to time,
as the light increased in the east, the sailing
master held the wheel by leaning against it
and swept the horizon with the glass. When

the light was fully come the horizons showed

no land, but it immediately proved that the
yacht was no longer alone on the heaving
waters. Off the port quarter and well astern,
a black-hulled tramp was wallowing along,
steaming on a course nearly paralleling that
of the Lucita. Still farther away, and on
the starboard quarter, was another vessel,
this one steaming in the opposite direction.

The sailing master held the two strangers,
one after the other, in the field of the bi-
noculars. The tramp was apparently in
ballast; she stood quite high out of the
water, and was making fairly good speed for
her build. The other ship, on the contrary,
was plainly a regular-line cargo carrier with
her holds well filled: she was proceeding at
the slow grind of the heavily laden, with
little or no lift to the heaving of the seas.

Sarskjiold had the glass still at his eyes
when Larson appeared again. “Quick!” he
said, as his round bullet head came above
the bridge grating; “they are getting up!”

Under a swift spin of the wheel the yacht
swept a wide half circle to.starboard, coming
around on a course exactly opposite to that
which she had been steering, and bringing
the two sighted vessels ahead and to port
and starboard, reversing their positions in
reference to the Lucita. At the same time
the speed was reduced. Hence it came
about, when Tommy Ormsby and Howell
mounted to the bridge a few minutes later,
the yacht was loafing along at half speed,
with the first red flush of the sunrise just be-
ginning to show a few points off the star-
board bow.

“Queer how a fellow gets turned around
at sea,” Tommy was saying. “A little while
ago, when I was taking my bath, I could
have sworn the sun was going to rise in the
west.” Then to Sarskjicld: “Where are we
this morning, Captain Ole—somewhere off
Charleston?”

The sailing master shook his head. “Ay
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tank we bape good ways from Tharleston
yet.”

Tommy Ormsby was going to ask why,
but just then he caught sight of the high-
waisted tramp to starboard.

“Hello!” he exclaimed; “that fellow is
going about. Reckon he’s forgotten some-
thing and is going back after it?”

“It looks more as if he were heading for
that other  fellow—away over there to the
westward,” said Howell. ,

It was at this conjuncture that Margaret
Ormsby came up to the bridge, with the ge-
_nial old doctor at her heels. “Fine large
morning,” was the physician’s greeting to
the young men. “What is there in this
world any more peaceful and soothing than
a good-weather sunrise at seal”

“It’s peaceful enough just here,” said
Tommy; and Howell asked how the doctor’s
patient had rested. While the three men
were talking, Miss Ormsby had taken up
the ship’s glass and was focusing it upon the
tramp.

“Why doesn’t that ship show what na-
tion she belongs to?” she asked; and when
there was no reply: “What are those queer
things at the bow? They look like the
high bulwarks on the Lake Michigan boats.”

Again lacking a reply—naobody else could
as yet make out the strangenesses revealed
by the glass—she presently began again:
“That’s curious; she is carrying a deckload
of something—something that looks like—
I dor’t know just what it does look like;
‘dark-colored sacks of something scattered
around everywhere. And on the bridge—
there are a lot of men on the bridge and
they’re in uniform!”

During the interval which had elapsed
since the Lucita had so suddenly reversed
her course, with the mysterious tramp so
singularly doing the same, the deep-laden
freighter had forged ahead; and now the
three vessels were converging upon a com-
mon point.

Margaret Ormsby had scarcely uttered
her excited exclamation before a string of
signal flags shot up to the tramp’s yard.
The young woman thrust the binoculars into
Melly Howell’s hands and darted into the
chart house to get the code book. “It’s
for us!” she gasped, when she had hurriedly
fluttered the leaves and found the phrase
corresponding to the signal. “It says, ‘Yacht
to port: stop immediately and lay to.”

Sarskjiold did not wait for Tommy

Ormsby to give the formal order. At the.
word “stop” he grabbed for the engine-
room signal, and after a few diminishing
surges the Lucita lost headway and lay
swinging gently to the rolling of the swell.

What follewed figured for the watchers on
the yacht’s bridge like a thunderclap for
which there has been no warning flash.
While they looked on in shocked bewilder-
ment the line of signal flags came down
from the tramp’s yard and the German naval
cnsign was dquickly brought out. At the
same instant the false bulwarks at the bow
disappeared with a clattering of iron upon
iron, the curious deckload Margaret
Ormsby had seen through the glass sprang
alive as a swarming crew, a battery of heavy
guns was revealed and a shot was fired.

Coincident with the thudding thunder of
the gun they saw the shell strike and ex-
plode on board the freighter; saw the wreck-
age fly from the superstructure and the gray-
painted funnel crumple and fall, its collapse
followed by a rising cloud of white and the
roar of escaping steam. Either by luck or
good marksmanship the range had been ob-
tained with fatal accuracy, and the single
shell crippled the ship beyond any hope of
escape. None the less, the cripple showed
her colors—the British flag—and her teeth.
Her bow gun spat fire and a shell whined.
1t fell short, and was followed by others in
quick succession, but none of them reached
the mark.

Having the range of its helpless quarry
the tramp raider stood off and hurled two
more of the heavy shells at the target. They
were both direct hits, and at the second,
which tore a great hole in the freighter’s
bow plates, the victim’s gun was silenced,
the flag of defiance came fluttering down,.
and the onlookers on the Lucite’s bridge saw
the crew, or what was left of it, making fran-
tis efforts to lower the boats.

“It’s murder!” gasped Howell, gripping
the bridge rail as if he would crush it; and
Margaret Ormsby’s eyes filled suddenly, and
she could no longer see the struggling figures
on the distant ship. ‘“Their tackle is fouled

- and they can’t get their boats over the

side!” gritted Tommy Ormsby. He was
just about to take a chance—all the chances
—and order Sarskjiold to send the yacht to
the rescue when it became apparent that the
raider’s commander meant to be merciful,
after his kind. Already a motor launch had
been stripped of its masking tarpaulins and
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was dropping to the water with its officer
and men in their places. There was a swift
race across the intervening seas, and pres-
ently the launch was seen leaving the wreck
with two of the freighter’s boats which had
finally been gotten over the side in tow.

It was while the wounded and unhurt
survivors of the freighter’s crew were being
taken aboard of the German that the end
came for the unnamed victim ship. There
was an ominous slanting of the masts, and
the people on the Lucita’s bridge fancied
they could hear the gurgling rush of water
through the gaping hole in the bow plates.
Slowly the angle of the decks increased;
then the stern rose dripping and with a sul-
len plunge the vessel was gone.

“My God!—ijust like that!” said Melly
Howell; and the young woman beside him
bit her lip and choked back a sob.

But now the Lucita’s turn had come and
there was no time for horror-stricken com-
ment on the fate of the unknown freighter.
For the motor launch was once more leav-
ing the raider’s side, and this time it was
headed for the yacht.

CHAPTER VII.
HOSTAGES.

Quickly shouldering his responsibility as
his father’s lieutenant, Tommy Ormsby tried
to discount the menace of the approaching
visitation,

“They won’t sink us,” he thrust in hast-
ily. “Thank God, we haven’t a U-boat
commander to deal with. The captain of
that tramp cruiser is at least half human
or he wouldn’t have tried to save the Eng-
lishmen. Marge, you go below and stay
with dad and mother and Allie. Melly, you
and I will meet these fellows and find out
what they’re going to do to us.”

“Not without me,” put in the mild-eyed
old physician, with a little tightening of his
lips; so there were three of them at the
after-deck gangway when the launch was
boat-hooked to the yacht’s side and the
officer in command, a wasp-waisted young
Prussian with sharp-pointed Hohenzollern
mustaches to identify him as a loyal liege-
man of the All-Highest, was whipping over
the rail, followed by half a dozen armed
sailors.

Mindful of his suddenly weighted respon-
sibilities, Tommy Ormsby climbed into the
breach with a cheerful, “Good morning,

Herr Lieutenant,” but the greeting was
churlishly ignored as the officer snapped out,
in English of the kind that is learned from
the grammars:

“Who are you—and what will you in these
seas be doing?”

Tommy explained, or tried to.

“This is the American private yacht Lu-
cita, and I am the owner’s son. My father
is sick, and under advice of his physician,
Doctor Trimmell here, we are giving him the
benefit of a sea voyage.”

“So—a pleasure trip—in this time of the
war?” rasped the German. “I will your
papers see; quickly, if you pleasel”

Now the Lucita had no papers save the
clearance document procured in Jacksonville
the previous day, and this Tommy Ormsby
drew from his pocket.

The officer read the paper and a light
seemed to dawn upon him. “So! It is for
Norfolk you think you are bound? That
is a mistake, mein herr. At this moment
you are many kilometers south of Jackson-
ville. You will your sailing master order to
get the yacht under way and lay it along-
side of our ship, at once!”

Tommy Ormsby opened his mouth, but
for the moment no sound came forth. And
when the words did come they were fairly
shocked out of him.

“Soutk of Jacksonville?” he exploded.
“But that can’t be, Herr Lieutenant! We
are off Charleston!”

The lieutenant waved a hand as if in
supreme contempt of Tommy’s nautical
knowledge—or his lack of it. “You are
more nearly the Bahamas off, Herr
Ormsby.” Then, with a return of the rasp-
ing: “Will you order the yacht under way,
or shall I?” 5

Still too greatly astounded to do much
more than gasp, Ormsby shouted the order
up to Sarskjiold on the bridge. While the
yacht was edging up to the raider, towing
the motor launch at its after gangway, the
officer continued his inquisition.

“Your people; how many do you ship for
these—these pleasure trips?” he demanded.

Tommy enumerated his party including
the skipper and the members of the crew;
and one of the German sailors, acting as
orderly, wrote down the names. Then the
lieutenant announced his decision.

“T shall on board the Seeprinz take you—
Until then, you and your friend, Herr How-
ell, will consider yourselves under arrest. Be
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so good as to step forward and tell your

" sailing master that he shall obey orders
from me. It is far to land, and to sink your
yacht with women on board we do not
wish.”

Again Tommy, obeyed his orders because
there didn’t seem to he anything else to do,
and an armed German sailor went along
with him to see that he carried them out
to the letter. Still in a daze of astonishment
that the Lucita should have been overhauled
far to the south of Jacksonville instead of
to the north, he was constrained, by the
presence of his armed guard, to limit him-
self to the brief order to Sarskjiold.

Upon his return to the after deck the
officer motioned him over the side and into
the towing launch. Melly Howell had been
pushed aside and he, also, was under guard.
By this time the Lucita had come abreast of
the raider, lying as near as she could be
brought without danger of a collision, and
the propellers were dragging to check her
headway.

As deftly as if the maneuver had been
carefully rehearsed beforehand, a boom with
a hoisting sling and grappling hooks swung
out over the raider’s side. The lieutenant
spapped an order to his under officer and
four men of the launch’s crew ran forward
and lifted the yacht’s fore hatch, three of
them dropping into the hold, and the fourth
remaining on deck to bring the grappling
hooks down on the run.

From his place in the launch Tommy
Ormsby looked on in increasing wonder-
ment. With an inattentive ear he could hear
the good doctor pleading with the lieutenant
in behalf of his patient, and out of the tail
of his eye he saw his sister come out of the
cabin and go to stand beside Melly Howell.
But the thing that was going on under the
swinging boom was what engrossed him. -

Following the plunge of the grappling
hooks into the Lucita’s forehold came the
sharp clatter of a hoist, and the sling came
up with a barrel-in the hooks. Tommy rec-
ognized it as an oil barrel, and jumped im-
medlately to the conclusion that Sarskjiold
bad laid in an extra supply of fuel oil, and
that the cruiser was robbing them of it.

The conclusion held good until the fifth
barrel was dangling in the air. Then came
a small contretemps not down in the bills.
The hoisting gang on the high deck of the
cruiser swung the boom a second too soon
and the ascending barrel crashed against a

boat davit. The hooks held, but one of the
barrel heads was smashed. Out of the
broached barrel, instead of the expected
gush of fuel oil, came a flat bolt of white
cloth to fall with a splash in the sea.

Tommy was more deeply mystified than
ever, but apparently his sister was not. Dis-
tinctly he heard her say to Melly Howell;
with cold scorn in her voice: “So this was
what you wanted me to wait twenty-four
hours to find out; was it? Perhaps you can
tell me why the Lucita sailed yesterday with
a cargo of air-plane linen hidden in oil bar-
rels and then falls this morning into the
hands of a German warship? Was that why
we didn’t let the revenue cutter overtake us,
and why we dido’t go back after the en-
gines were repaired?”

.Tommy sprang up in the launch to repel
the monstrous accusation before it could
spread any further. But the German lieu-
tenant got ahead of him. In a trice, How-
well was hustled over the yacht’s side and
into the launch, and Miss Ormsby was
curtly ordered to retire to the cabin. The
cargo shifting was apparently completed
and in the absence of any one else in au-
thority, the German 4aid his orders upon
Doctor Trimmell.

“Listen, Mein Herr Doktor: we shall take
your two young men with us, and for the
time you are in command of this yacht. If
you move without orders, we fire into you.
This is war.”

This was all there was fo it until the
launch was hoisted to its place at the cruis-
er’s waist and the two young men found
themselves in the presence of the warship’s
commander. There was a brusque introduc-
tion, and the captain took his subaltern
aside to hear his report. Followed a short
command, veiled as a request.

“If you will do me the honor to step down
into my quarters, Herr Ormsby,” said the
captam indicating the after companionway;
and it was not until after he had begun to
descend that Tommy saw that Howell was
not going to be permitted to accompany him.
In the cabin of the tramp cruiser the com-
mander waved him to a seat.

At his first ghmpse of it, Ormsby had
thought the captain’s face seemed vaguely
familiar, and now, as he sat across the table
from hlm the impression deepened. While
he was cudgeling his brain trying to recall
where and when he had seen the wide-apart
gray eyes with the weary look in them, the
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nose with a peculiar slant as if it had once
been broken, and the closely cropped beard
whitening in a curious ring around the
mouth and nowhere else, the nail of recol-
lection was suddenly driven home and
clinched.

“In the nature of things we must be very
brief, Mr. Ormsby,” the captain began,
speaking perfectly good English. “The ship
we engaged a few minutes ago had a wire-
less, and, short as the action was, a eall for
help was sent out. There are none of your
warships in this neighborhood, so far as our
information goes, but we are taking no risks.
Lieutenant von Kaufmann has made his
report of what you have told him. Have
you anything to add to it?”

“Nothing,” said Tommy. “I told your
second officer the simple truth. We are out
of our course, far out of it, and that I cannot
explain. Neither can I tell you why we had
ten or a dozen cases of linen in our hold
concealed in oil barrels.”

A ghost of a smile flitted across the tired
face of the commander. :

“Perhaps the German intelligence office
could explain both of these unaccountable
things for you Mr. Ormsby, but the explana-
tion can wait. For the linen we are much
obliged; there is great need for it in the
fatherland. But let us come to business,
as you Americans say. I had no knowledge
it was your good father’s yacht we were to
look for, or that you were to be a family
party on board of it. I am sorry that it has
proved to be so, yes.”

Tommy’s eyebrows lifted.
my father?” he demanded.

Again the ghost of a smile came and went.
“And yourself, as well. For many years
yet I sailed in command of a liner between
Hamburg and New York. It was some four
years since, I think, that you and your fa-
ther and mother and sister crossed in my
ship.”

“You are Captain Holtzberg,” said
Tommy. “I thought I recognized you, but
I couldn’t be entirely certain. I—I wasn’t
looking to find you in the imperial navy,
you know.”

“I am always in the navy—as a reservist,”
was the crisp reply.

“Well,” said Tom, “now that we have ar-
rived at some sort of a starting point, what
are you going to do with us, Captain Holtz-
berg? For myself I ask nothing, and I think
I can say the same for Mr. Howell. Your

“You know

nation and mine are at war, and Howell and
I were meaning to enlist. But on the yacht
there is left only a sick man, a good doctor
who is- too old to fight, and three helpless
women—all these at the mercy of some
traitor on board who is, directly or indi-
rectly, responsible for our being here this
morning.” -

The ex-liner captain shook his head
rather sadly.

“Following my instructions exactly, I
should either make prisoners of your peo-
ple or make them take to the boats, and
sink the yacht, Mr. Ormsby.”

“Oh, but,-captain!” cried Tommy, half

- starting from his chair; “you are not mak-
g

ing war upon helpless noncombatants, are
you?r” :

“That depends. This is war, and we are
fighting for our existence. But we needn’t
argue that point. The question is, what am
I to do with you yet? You say you have a
—what you call a traitor on board. Do
you know who it is?”

“I do not, but I strongly suspect it is
the Swedish sailing master, Sarskjiold.”

“Then this is what I shall do: I cannot
set your people in the yacht free to carry
news of us to the nearest American port,
and I do not wish to sink your little ship.
I shall keep you and your young friend on
board the Seeprinz, and you shall send an
order to your doctor, and through him to
your sailing master, to keep within hail of
us. Later, we shall see what further is to
be done.” :

Most naturally, Tommy would have pro-
tested vigorously if he had been given a
chance. But the mild-mannered ex-liner
captain, who could be mercifully considerate
in one breath and a man of iron in the next,
gave him no chance.

“But surely you will let me go back and
explain to my people!” he gasped, when the
captain ordered him curtly to write his note
to the doctor.

“There is no need. You will make your
letter quickly. In ten minutes yet your
dunnage must be aboard. Otherwise we
strip the yacht and sead it on the bottom.
Vorwaerts!”

It was all done so quickly as to leave
one of the victims, at least, gasping for
breath. While he still sat at the cabin table,
calling himself hard names for mot having
taken matters vigorously. into his own hands
the night before, when he had every assur-
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ance that trouble was to be expected, his
luggage and Melly Howell’s was brought
down from the deck above, and the raider
began to tremble with the thrust of its pro-
pellers. A moment later a German sailor
appeared with Melly; and when the door
of a small stateroom was closed upon them
they realized that they were prisoners of
war.

CHAPTER . VIII.
AT THE TAIL OF A WAR KITE.

The Lucita had got her sailing orders per-
emptorily after Tommy’s note to-the doctor
had been conveyed on board. Catapulted
thus violently into the headship of the di-
minished party on the yacht, the “beloved
physician,” as all Middlesboro called him,
acquitted himself nobly. By training and
inclination a man of science and a student,
and living the life of a general practitioner
in a city that was scarcely more than an
overgrown village, he had never had an
adventure. But now the adventure had
come, he rose to the occasion with a curious
and almost exultant feeling of renewed
youth.

" Sarskjiold had kept his place on the
bridge, and to the Swedish sailing master
the new order was transmitted.

“Qur two young men are held as pris-
oners on board that German ship, Captain
Ole, and its commander directs that we fol-
low and keep the Lucita within hailing dis-
tance. In Mr. Thomas’ absence I am in
command, and you will accordingly take
your orders from me,” was the way in which
the good doctor took over the reins of au-
thority; and being as unnautical as any
landavard person could be, it never occurred
to him to wonder that the skipper raised
no objections and exhibited no surprise at
the turn things had taken.

The new order established, with the en-
emy cruiser leading off on a southerly course
and the yacht hanging on her starboard
quarter as if at the end of an invisible tqw-
line, the doctor groped for more of the reins.
In the main cabin, heaped in a corner of a
settee and crying quietly into her handker-
chief, he found Margie Ormsby. Comfort-
ing people being his long suit, he soon got
the tears dried, and together they took ac-
count of stock. _

The young woman outlined the situation
between decks. Mrs. Ormsby had beey told,
and se had Alicia, and they were together

in Alicia’s stateroom: grief-stricken, of
course, as who wouldn’t be? Fortunately,
most fortunately, the sick man had slept
straight through it all—was still asleep. So
he knew nothing of what had happened.

“That simplifies matters somewhat for
us,” said the doctor encouragingly. “We
must get together and agree to keep it from
him as long as we can,”

“But we can’t hope to do that indefi-
nitely,” objected the practical daughter.

“No; but we can’t tell what a day may
bring forth, and every added hour of rest
and freedom from worry is an hour gained
for your father. I have faith in our two
boys, Margie. They’ll find a way out of
this, somehow.”

It was just here that the young woman’s
self-control threatened to give way again.

“You don’t know it all,” she faltered, and
thereupon she told him all; how Tommy and
Melly, from being hot-hearted patriots be-
fore war was declared, had suddenly become
—well—slackers; that was the only word:
how Melly had pleaded his weak heart, and
Tommy had given the business excuse, and
had finally talked everybody into making
this yacht voyage.

“That was partly my doing,” said the
doctor. “Go on.”

Margie did go on. There was some sort
of secrecy about the Ormsby business af-
fairs after Tommy took hold. He knew,
the doctor did, the business trouble was
what had broken daddy down. Well,
Tommy and Melly had gone into some kind
of a partnership, and they wouldn’t tell what
they were doing. Then she told of the cne
radiogram and the part of another that had
been received from the revenue cutter the
night before. It was all a miserable mys-
tery, and it was only made worse, and con-
siderably darker for the two young men,
by what they had just seen—the transfer of
a lot of air-plane material from the Lucita’s
hold to the German raider.

The good doctor did his best—which was
far from being inconsiderable—toward
straightening out the tangle and consoling
the tangled one. The Swedish skipper was
the villain, and probably the only one. He,
Doctor Trimmell, would see to it person-
ally that from this time on the sailing mas-
ter would do exactly what he was told to do;
no more and no less. And in the end they
would devise some way of rescuing the
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young men, and all live happily ever after-
ward.

Having done his duty in the cabin, the
doctor, with the lately awakened thirst for
adventure tingling in his veins, climbed once
more to the bridge. -

“Sarskjiold, you are a great scoundrel,”
he began, without preface. “You are the
man who has got us into all this trouble,
turning traitor to the hand that fed you.
Do you see this?”—exhibiting a tiny, glass-
barreled hypodermic needle—‘“one prick
from this needle and you are a dead man.
If anything happens to our young men, or
if you don’t do your best to get us out of
this trap you’ve set for us—well, that’s all;
you’re no fool, Captain Ole, whatever else
you may be.”

It is said, doubtless with some truth, that
every man has his own pet terror; has
picked out the peculiar and particular sort
of death that he is most afraid of. Of
course, it was only by the merest fantastic
quirk of chance that the doctor had hit
upon the one vulnerable joint in the hard-
ened old skipper’s armor. All his life he
had been afraid of doctors; of scalpels and
bone saws, operating rooms and hospital
beds. A rough two-fisted sailorman, with a
lust for gold and mot too many scruples
he stared at the little instrument in the doc-
tor’s open palm with a gray horror creeping
up under the tan on his square-hewn face.

“Sure, doctor! Ay bane going to do all
what you tale me to do!” he jerked out; but
when he would have explained that he didn’t

know what was in the oil bharrels, and a lot.

more that was entirely unbelievable, the doc-
tor left him with the hypodermic needle,
figuratively speaking, sticking in him.

In the circumstances, the breakfast-table
gathering of the depleted yacht party was
anything but a cheerful meal. Margaret
Ormsby had pulled herself together, and was
doing her best, but the doctor’s daughter
was tender-eyed, and even placid Mrs.
Ormsby was so distrait and preoccupied that
she sugared her coffee twice and would have
done it a third time if Margie had not
quietly removed the sugar basin.

As an offset to the disasters of the morn-
ing, however, the report from the sick man
was encouraging. He was sitting up to eat
his breakfast, and was talking about get-
ting out on deck a little later in the day.
Also, he wanted to know why the Lucita
was sailing south instead of north. -

At this, Doctor Trimmell spoke of the
necessity of keeping the invalid in ignorance
as long as possible, though they were all
agreed that the postponement couldn’t be

for very long.

“I’'m hoping he’ll sleep a good deal for
these first few days,” the doctor ventured.
“The way he slept through all that turmoil
this morning is encouraging.”

It is a characteristic of disasters that life,
or what there is left of it, has to go on in
some fashion after them, making new ruts
for itself if it can not find the old. By the
middle of the forenoon, routine, of a sort,
had laid hold upon the “survivors” of the

. yacht party. The doctor’s daughter, imagin-

ing nothing less than a German prison camp
for Tommy Ormsby, hid herself in her state-
room and refused to be comforted; Mrs.
Ormsby stayed with her invalid and read him
to sleep; and the doctor and Margie Ormsby
kept the deck. It was an hour before noon
-that a small diversion broke in. The course
of the raider, and, by consequence, that of
the tagging yacht, had been laid to the
southeast upon leaving the scene of the
morning’s one-sided battle. But now it
was changing to the southward. The young
woman who was doing her best to show the
old doctor what stuff she was made of was
quick to guess the reason.

“They have seen another ship!” she ex-
claimed.

There was a glass in its case on the after-
deck rail, and the doctor swept the horizon
with it.

“You are right,” he said. ‘“There is a
faint smoke off there,” pointing ahead and
to the starboard.

“I pray God it may be a warship!” she
murmured, half to herself; but the doctor
took her up quickly.

“We mustn’t forget that your brother and
young Howell are aboard this tramp that
isn’t a tramp.”

“T’'m not forgetting it,” was the low-toned
reply. “They must just take their chances;
and so must we, since we are obliged to keep
within hail of the German. But all the
same, I hope it may be a warship.”

In the course of a little time the smoke
which had been picked up with the help of
the glass defined itself plainly, and shortly
afterward the ship which was making it
could be seen with the binoculars. It ap-
peared to be another commerce carrier,
bound south, but was a much speedier craft
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than the British vessel which had been in-
tercepted at sunrise. From the volumes of
smoke pouring from its two funnels it was
evident that the stranger had already taken
the alarm. She was forcing her fires, and
her course had been changed to give the
yacht and its high-riding consort a wider
berth to the eastward.

It was then that the tramp cruiser began
to show that it was only in her freeboard
that she resembled a loafer of the seas.
From under her stern a quickened double
commotion betrayed the fact that she was
fitted with twin screws and engined for
something better than a cargo carrier’s slow
pace. .

For half an hour or longer the raider, with
the Lucite foaming along on her quarter,
held the new course to the southwestward.
Then it became apparent to the two watch-
ers on the yacht’s after deck that the strange
ship was steadily drawing ahead and widen-
ing the gap. Long before the German’s
guns came within range the peril for the
quarry was over; and the reason became
plain when another and more powerful glass
brought from the cabin by Margie revealed
the fleeing vessel as a swift passenger liner,
bound, most probably, for New Orleans or
Galveston.

“That was one time when the dog couldn’t
outrun the rabbit,” said the doctor, when
the cruiser suddenly gave up the chase and
again resumed her course to the southeast.
But his companion was a woman.

“Mercy!” she gasped, struggling in the
throes of the sudden reaction. ‘To think
that we’ve got to live in an atmosphere like
this for Heaven only knows how long!”
And with that she excused herself abruptly
and fled to her stateroom.

For what remained of this day, through-
out the night that succeeded, and for the
better part of another day, the course of
the raider-cruiser and its trailer yacht was
roughly southeast, and during all that time
no ships were sxghted nor was there any
landfall.

In this interval the prisod routine—it
could be called nothing less—had firmly
gripped each member of the Lucita’s cabin
complement. Of course, the invalid had
been told what there was to tell; it could
not be kept from him when he began to
question Tommy’s absence, and to question,
still more curiously, the persistent south-
ward course of the yacht. He took it very

well, all things considered. Instead of mak-
ing him worse, it seemed to have the oppo-
site effect; and on the second day he was
able to sit in one of the wicker lounges
under the after-deck awning and to see for
himself the wallowing black pace setter
which was leading them no one knew
whither.

At dusk on this second day a yellow flash
appeared on the starboard horizon, and
Sarskjiold, called aft and interrogated, pro-
nounced it the light on the eastern tip of”™
Cuba marking the entrance to the Windward
Passage. This assertion was proved later
on by an abrupt change of course to the
southwest. But twenty-four hours later the
southeasterly course was again resumed, and
Sarskjiold was once more summoned to the
after deck. Up to this time there had been
no communication of any sort between the
yacht and the raider, and the prisoners in
effect on board the Lucite had wearied
themselves trying to guess the destination to
which the German was leading them.

“What do you say, Sarskjiold?”” demanded
the doctor, after the skipper had been sent
for. “We all know you planned part of
this piece of crookedness that has made us
all prisoners in the hands of the Germans:
now we want to know how much of it you
are responsible for.”

At this the man who had once been a
master of ships and had lost his certificate
made what purported to be a clean breast
of it. In reality, however, he merely took a
long chance. The two young men were pris-
oners aboard the raider, with an exceilent
prospect ‘of disappearing finally in-a German
internment camp. This was his story: Upon
his arrival in Jacksonville he had been ap-
proached by a man who produced a written
order from T. Ormsby, junior, directing him
to accept certain barrels for shipment, to
arrange for an evening sailing hour instead
of a morning, and to sail the yacht to a cer-
tain specified latitude and longitude to the
southward. And to prove all this he ex-
hibited a typewritten letter bearing a Mid-
dlesboro date line and the signature, “T.
Ormsby, junior.”

Naturally, this confession had all the ef-
fects of a bomb tossed among the skipper’s
hearers. That Tommy—and Howell—
should be so lost to every prompting of loy-.
alty, or so blind to the probable conse-
quences, as to authorize such a-thing was
blankly incredible; but there was the letter.
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And evem the good doctor was forced to ad-
mit that the actions of the young men dur-
ing the prevoyage weeks of secrecy had
been most inexplicable, if not pointedly sus-
picious.

“And you didn’t know what was going to
happen to us?” pursued the doctor, after the
shocked pause.

“Ay know notting, so hellup me Gott!”

“Well, them, perhaps you can tell us
where we are now.”

Sarskjiold eould, and did.” He had taken
the sun at noon, and had also kept a dead
reckoning. According to his calculations,
the Lucita must be off the eastern or south-
eastern point of Jamaica, and the present
course was heading her across the Carib-
bean.

“Where will that land us, and whea?”

As to this, the sailing master could only
offer a guess. If the course and speed should
hold, the first landfall would be off the
South American coast—Venezuela—and the
time should be, with fair weather, within
the next thirty-six hours.

The voluble skipper was dismissed, and
with this assumption to build on there was
an anxious discussion as to what the uli-
mate purpose of the German commander
was concerning them. It was plain, from
the experience of the past forty-eight hours,
that the captain of the Seeprinz had some
object in view other than the destruction of
such merchantmen as he might overhaul.
Oil tankers from Tampico would have af-
forded the easiest prey, but the chance at
these had been lost by the rounding of Cuba
to the eastward. To the surprise of the
others it was the sick man who gave the
hypothesis which had in it the strongest
flavor of probablhty

“The cruiser has a wireless, and it is more
than likely the Germans are getting news
from somewhere in these seas,” he offered.
“It looks a little as if she might be trying to
run away.”

“From what, would you say, Thomas?”
asked the doctor.

“Oh, I don’t know that, of course. But
there ought to be British warships patrolling
these waters around Jamaica; and we have
some of our own at Guantanamo, if they
haven’t all been sent to the North Sea. It’s
a fair inference that the British, and our
own people, know by this time of the raid-
er’s presence.”

There were arguments for and against this

conclusion. If the raider were trying to
escape some pursuit of which her wireless
had warned her, she would scarcely have
steered a course which took her within a
hundred miles of the British naval station
in Jamaica. On the other hand, the com-
merce-destroying mission had evidently been
abandoned for some reason, since the raider
was now leaving the well-defined ocean lanes
and was steaming at full speed into an area
in which there was little likelihood of falling
in with merchant vessels.

It was while the after-deck conference
was still going on that an air-jarring boom
like the echo of distant thunder was wafted
across the heaving waters. There was no
mistaking the sound of cannon fire, and all
eyes were turned toward the direction from
which the sound seemed to come. Within
the past quarter of an hour the quick-com-

. ing tropical night had flung its mantle of

star-pricked gloom -over ships and the wide
waters. Out ahead the raider was lying to,
and was flashing imperative signals for the
Lucita to do the same. Through the night
a slender searchlight cone, with its apex in
a point of dazzling radiance on the south-
western horizon, was sweeping the sea; and
in the middle distance between the raider
and the yacht they saw the German’s motor
launch racing at top speed for the Lucita.

Things happened swiftly when the
launch’s motor was reversed under the
yacht’s quarter, and the German first offi-
cer, Von Kaufmann, and a full boatlead of
armed sailors swarmed aboard. Entirely
ignoring the party on the after deck, Von
Kaufmann bellowed an order to his men re-
garding the disposal of the launch as a tow,
and ran up to the bridge to snatch the wheel
out of Sarskjiold’s hands and to shout an
order for full speed astern down the engine-
room speaking tube.

The maneuver was made none too
promptly. The searchlight eye, which was
almost in line with the dark bulk of the See-
prinz, was approaching as if on the wings
of the wind, and as the yacht backed out
of the cone of light the hull of the raider
stood out in sharpest detail. Half blinded
by the glare of the silhouetting eye, the
watchers on the Lucita’s after deck saw in-
distinctly the outlines of the light bearer as
it hove to opposite the Seeprinz. It was
but a fleeting glimpse, caught as the yacht
continued to back away out of the cone of
brightness, but they were given time to rec-
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ognize, in the stubby military masts and
high freeboard forward, the much-pictured
build of a British light cruiser.

CHAPTER IX.
VISIT AND SEARCH.

Upon their forcible transfer to the Ger-
man tramp cruiser as securities for their own
and the Lucita’s good behavior, Tommy
Ormsby and Howell found themselves osten-
sibly upon the footing of guests—with cer-
tain limitations; though they soon learned
that their real status was that of prisoners
guarded and suspiciously watched at every
turn.

True, they were assigned a small cabin
to themselves in the officers’ quarters, they
ate in the officers’ mess, and had the freedom
of the mess room, the smoking room, and the
after deck. But with these concessions
their liberties halted abruptly. With the
single exception of the raider’s commander,
Holtzberg, the official rank and file ig-
nored them completely and contemptuously;
and the German Verboten confronted them
constantly.

It was forbidden that they should go
forward of a line drawn across the vessel
amidships; they were warned to obey all
orders implicitly and without question; they
were told that they must hold no communi-
cation with any member of the raider’s
crew; and if they chanced to be on deck in
the forenoon or afternoon hours when the
prisoners in the forward hold were brought
up for a breath of fresh air and exercise,
they were to go below at once and shut
themselves in their cabin.

Under such restrictions, Howell, whose
outlook upon life—when he was not under
the influence of his mother’s too-anxious
care—was hilariously cheerful, grew moody
and thoughtful; and their effect upon
Tommy Ormsby was frankly exasperating.
Added to the minute but multiplied tyran-
nies—the deadly monotony, the plain fare
and bad cooking of the mess, the silent con-
tempt of the German officers, and the closely
restricted liberty—there was the certainty
that all of his carefully laid business plans
were due to go by the board.

“Say, by Jove, Melly, I'm getting ripe for
anything!” he growled when, in the after-
noon of the third day, the appearance of a
squad of the exercising prisoners had been
the signal for their descent to the stuffy lit-

tle eabin. “This thing is simply unbear-
able! Think of it a minute. Leaving the
farther future, German prison camps and
all that, out of the question, what’s to be-
come of the business deal we’ve been nurs-
ing if this drop-out of ours goes on in-
definitely?”

“There’s no need to ask,” said Melly
Howell.

““You'’ve said it! Craig will see that I
don’t turn up in Washington, as I promised
to, and the fuse-plug contract will go to
somebody else. Not having any contract to
borrow on, Randall will go ashore at Grims-
by’s bank, and Grimsby will come down
on him like a thousand of brick. That spells
ruin for us and the loss of Randall’s hard-
earned savings.”

“That is only one horn of the dilemma,”
Howell offered moodily.

“Yes; and the other is still sharper. Dad
and the good old doctor and the women:
the Lord only knows what they’re all think-
ing of you and me while they’re tagging
along at the heels of this hooker and get-
ting farther and farther away from home
with every turn of the engines. Then there
is what Marge said to you just before you
were chucked over the Lucita’s rail: she
thinks—anybody would think—that the
linen smuggling was a part of the business
deal I had been refusing to talk about.”

“Just the same, Margie is our best hope
in that field,” Howell put in. ‘“She knew
we had a traitor of some kind aboard the
yacht.”

“I know; but it looks crooked for us, at
that. We ought to have put straight back
to Jacksonville that night after we got our
engines going. If I ever get my hands on
that square-faced Swede!”

“You think it was Sarskjiold?”

“It’s bound to be. No member of the
crew could have done it without the skip-
per’s connivance. The course of the yacht
was deliberately changed in the night. But
all this chewing the rag doesn’t get us any-
where.” Tommy was sitting upon the edge
of his bunk mopping the perspiration from
his face. It was a torrid day, and the little
cabin was like an oven. “I'm fed up on’
this blood-and-iron business,” he went on
after a moment. “I’'m going to make a
break of some sort. Where do you suppose
we’ve drifted to by now?”

“T’ve been trying to figure it out. In
the Caribbean somewhere, for a guess.”
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“Listen,” said Tommy, lowering his voice.
“I’'ve got a bug gnawing in the place where
my brain ought to be. Assuming that Marge
and the doctor have got Sarskjiold properly
spotted and brought to heel, we two are the
only string that keeps the Lucita tied to the
tail of this hooker kite. If it wasn’t for us,
the yacht wouldn’t have to take the invisible
tow, would she?”

“Holtzberg would turn his guns on her
and sink her if she tried to get away.”

“Surest thing in the world, if he had a
chance. But see here: there is no moon,
and these tropical nights are as dark as a
pocket. Suppose the Lucita should dowse
her lights suddenly, put her helm hard down
and disappear? She has the speed to put
her out of sight and out of gun range before
this sham warship could beat to quarters.
Don’t you believe it?”

“It might be done,” Howell qualified.
“But you know very well it isn’t going to be
done; not while your people and the Trim-
mells are aboard the yacht and you and 1
are here in the hands of the enemy.”

Tommy Ormsby had his chin propped in
his hands and he was staring steadily into
the good gray eyes of his fellow captive.

“You used to have lashings of nerve,
Melly: got any of it left?” he queried.

“Maybe—a little.”

“All right; here’s the dope. We pick the
darkest part of the night for it, jump over-
board and swim to the yacht. How about
ite?

“There is nothing to prevent it—except
a few little impossibilities. In the first
place, we’re not allowed to go on deck after
dark.” e

Tommy Ormsby jerked a thumb in the
-direction of the cabin port light and How-
ell nodded.

“Yes; I suppose we might squeeze
through, one at a time. But our chance of
being picked up by the Lucita would be
about one in a million, wouldn’t it?”

“Wait,” said Tommy. “Ever since we
came aboard I've noticed that whoever hap-
pens to be steering the Lucita holds her in

. just about the same relative position on
this hooker’s starboard quarter. Get that?”

““Yes; I've noticed it, too.”

“That’s the answer. When we turn in to-
night, we watch our chance, swipe a couple
of those cork jackets in the mess room and
hang them by their strings out of the port.
Also, we can reconnoiter the position of the

yacht through the duck hole before we take
the dive. First man out snatches one of the
life belts; second man takes the other. Sim-
ple enough, isn’t it?”

“But supposing the yacht misses us.”

Again Tommy was eying his companion
pointedly. “That is where the nerve comes
in; or part of it. The. rest will be needed
when you remember that these southern
waters are full of sharks, and that they have
a way of following ships for the garbage
that is thrown over.” Then, after a pause:
“Melly, how much of your college German
do you remember?”’

“Precious little of it. Why?”

“I’'m in pretty much the same fix. But a
smattering of mine has stuck to me; enough
so that I can pick up a word here and there
when these fellows talk it slowly enough.”

“I can guess what’s coming,” said Howell.
“Let’s have it.”

Ormsby tiptoed to the door, opened it
silently, and made a quick survey of the
outer surroundings.

“Nobody in sight,” he reported. Then:
“It’s this way. Last night, a good while

‘after we had gone to bed, somebody came

to our door, opened it and looked in. I hap-
pened to be awake, and the light of the
swing lamp in the mess room showed me the
ugly face of Von Kaufmann. You were
snoring away to beat the band, and the no-
tion hit me to chime in and play second to
your bass. /The lieutenant looked and lis-
tened for a few seconds, and then backed
out and shut the door. But it so chanced
that he didn’t latch it, and it swung open
again—just a crack.”

“The Irish stew—which happens to be
German—thickens,” Howell chuckled. “Go
on.”

“I got up, meaning to close and latch the
door. But when I peeped out I saw Kauf-
mann and that black-bearded gunner officer
sitting at the table and drinking beer, They
were talking—in German, of course—and I
caught the words, ‘the little ship.’ After
that, I listened so hard it made my ears
ache, for I knew they were talking about
the Lucita.”

“Could you get the gist of it?”

“Fairly well; better than I had any r=a-
son to expect. They were both groucling
about Captain Holtzberg’s soft-heartedness.
According to Von Kaufmann, the. yacht’s
company, men and women, ought to have

‘been chucked into the forehold with the
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prisoners they have been taking from sunken
merchantmen, and the Lucita sent to the
bottom. Then the gunner officer suggested
that Holtzberg’s plan was not so bad; that
the people—our people, he meant—couldn t
get off the island until some ship was per-
mitted to go and take them off.”

“The island?” queried Howell.
island?” ,

“The name wasn’t mentioned; but it
needn’t have any name. There are plenty
of unnamed islands in the Caribbean, and
any one of them will do. You can see how
it checks out. This tag game we are play-
ing can’t go on forever; and no matter how
soft-hearted Captain Holtzberg may be, he
can’t afford to turn the Lucita and her peo-
ple loose to carry the news of him to
America. My translation of what the gun-
ner man meant is only a guess: Captain
Holtzberg is intending to maroon the bunch
of us somewhere, and then he can scuttle the
yacht with a clear conscience.”

“You mean leave us on some desert
island? He'd hardly do that, with women
and a sick man in the party. »

“You can’t tell what a German will do,
Melly. He may be decent enough not to
want to do it. But I heard enough to make
it plain that his under officers will urge it—
or something worse. They are. sweating
under their skins right now for the risk they
are taking in American waters, after we have
declared war. You can see that with half
an eye.”

For a little time Howell gazed thought-
fully out of the port light. Then he said
with quiet decision: “I’'m with you for the
jump overboard, Tom. When shall it be?”

“How about to-night? The weather looks
as if it might stay good, and the sea is

“What

smooth. ‘As you say, the yacht may miss us,’

but that is a chance we've got to face.
You're game for it, I know; and I guess
maybe I will be, when the time comes.”

In the evening of this third day, after the
early mess-room supper, the two young men
went on deck, ostensibly to smoke, but really
to weigh and measure their chances for the
adventure of the night.

Surveyed at large, with the difficulties
and distances in plain view, the plan seemed
fairly feasible. As heretofore, the Lucita
hung upon the raider’s starboard quarter as
if she were towing at the end of a hawser.
A few strong swimming strokes out from the
side of the Seeprinz would carry the adven-

turers squarely into the track of the yacht.
For the remainder, the Lucita’s bridge was
comparatively low, and the man at the wheel
—-Sarskjiold or another—could scarcely fail
of seeing them, or of hearing them if they
should call to him.

“Get the idea?” said Tommy, timing the
query to fit the moment when the officer of
the deck had moved away to the opposite
rail.

“Perfectly,” said Melly Howell. “Shall it
be to-night?”

“The quicker the sooner.” Then: “I’d
give a year off the end of my life if I could
think up some way of tipping the doctor
off so he’d be on the lookout for us.”

That was an enterprise clearly beyond
any means at their command, but they con-
tinued to speculate in low tones upon the
possibility. Not for long, however. Sunset
had come, and the tropical night was advanc-
ing over the sea from east to west like an
enveloping curtain of opacity. Since they
were not permitted to stay on deck after
dark, they prepared to go below.

As they were moving toward the com-
panion stair, Tommy Ormsby turned to
fling his cigarette stub over the side. In
the act, there came a hail from the foretop
lookout, a megaphoned bellow from the
bridge, and instantly the decks became a
scene of tumultuous activity, with the watch
below pouring up out of its quarters, offi-
cers shouting orders, and men running hither
and yon as if their lives depended upon the

.promptest obedience.

“For Heaven’s sake!” gasped Tommy.
“What’s struck us!”

The exclamation faintly mirrored the furi-
ous turmoil of industry that had developed
so quickly. The false bulwarks forward had
come tumbling inboard, and hustling crews,
a gang to each piece, were detaching and
stowing them out of sight between decks. A
signal was flashing for the yacht to stand by,
and a boat’s crew was hoisting the motor
launch over the side.

Officers, stripping their uniforms as they
ran, were ducking to cover down the com-
panionway; and while Howell and Ormsby
were still trying to make out what had hap-
pened, a section of the fore deck upon which
the two heavy guns were mounted began to
sink out of sight to a clanking of chains and
a rattling of winch gears, and at the same
time a false deck was sliding forward to
cover and hide the gap.
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Every move in the swift transformation
was timed to a second. When an electric
eye in the southwest flashed up and began
to grope for the raider with its penciled
beam, and the rumbling thunder of a long-
range gun announced the searchlight’s suc-
cess, the masking was complete. Forward
and aft the tramp had taken on the appear-
ance of a thousand other vessels of her type.

From her sides, outboard, long strips of
painted canvas had been removed, reveal-
ing the name, “Solberg, Christiana,” in huge
white letters on the side plating. At the
mizzen peak drooped the flag of Norway;
and from the decks had vanished, as if by
magic, the swarming warship crew, its place
being taken by a tramp’s scanty handful
of hard-bitten sailormen in slop-shop out-
fittings; these lounging idly as the watch on
deck with nothing to do.

In the hurried scene changing the two
prisoner guests had apparently been over-
looked. But now their turn had come. The
German commander, out of his spick-and-
span uniform and clad now in the sea togs
of a freighter’s master, brusquely ordered
them below, following, himself, a pace be-
hind, to turn the key of their cabin upon
them. Tommy Ormsby swore sourly in the
thick darkness of the confined little cubby-
hole.

- “Some humane stunt!” he growled in mo-
rose sarcasm. ‘“Suppose that ship with the
gun and the searchlight should take a no-
tion to sink this hooker. Fat chance we’d
have, locked up in this dog kennel of a
place!”

Howell made no reply. He was fumbling
in the dark and trying to open the port light
for better air—trying and finding the job
impossible. Since they had last occupied
the cubby-hole cabin an iron bar had been
stapled across the port.

“See here, Tom!” he ejaculated; and
when Tommy had felt, because he couldn’t
see: “I guess we don’t swim off to the Lucita
to-night—or any other night. Somebody
was listening when we talked it over this
afternoon. They're spying on us!”

It was a body blow, but outside of their
prison cell things were happening of a na-
ture to make them forget for the moment the
checkmating of their small plot of escape.
Through the glass of the port light they

. saw a big gray ship heaving to at a cable’s
length from the raider, and an instant later

they were blinded by the glare of the great

" light suddenly turned their way.

Followed quickly the descent of a boat
from the gray ship’s davits, and by shading
their eyes they could make out the boat
coming to board. It soon passed beyond
their restricted line of vision, but presently
the noises overhead announced its arrival.

“You know more about the other navies
than I do,” said Tommy Ormsby, straining
his eyes to get a better look at the stranger.
“How do you make her out?”

“British_ scout cruiser,” Howell decided.
“We have no ships that look anything like
that. What do you say? Will Holtzberg
take the trick in the little game in which he
has so carefully stacked the cards? And
what. do you suppose has become of the
Lucita?”

“The Germans have taken care of the
yacht; that is why the motor launch went
over the side in such a hurry affew minutes
ago. As for the brace game Holtzberg is

putting up—if these people who are board-

ing us have the wits of a bunch of rabbits,
it can’t be put across. Think a minute;
this hooker has no cargo to show up, and
it’s neck-full of men—what with the big
crew and the prisoners that have been
taken.”

A trampling of heavily shod feet in the
mess room adjoining announced that the
boarding patty, or some part of it, had come
below. This was natural, since the forged
ship’s papers with which the German com-
mander had doubtless provided himself
would have to be examined by the light of
the cabin lamp. Howell’s grip tightened
upon his companion’s arm.

“This is our chance!” he whispered. “We
can’t very well break the door, because it
cpens inward, but we can raise a racket that
will make those people curious to know who
or what is locked up in here. Stand aside
and let me——"

The sentence went unfinishéd because at
that precise moment, two burly Germans
rolled out of their concealment in the bunks
on either side of the small roem, and a
huge, ill-smelling hand was clapped over the
speaker’s mouth. Still within speaking dis-
tance of his football training, Melly How-
ell put up a good fight. But he had been
taken unawares, and the muzzling hand was
stifling him. = Struggling for a hold to break
the strangling clutch before his breath
should be gone, he did his best to make it a
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knock-out for his unseen but muscular as-
sailant.

Unbhappily, the knock-out came the other
way. In the silent, close-quarters battle, in
which two other frenzied wrestlers were
continually getting in the way, the owner of
the strangling hand secured a leg lock that
could not be broken, and Howell felt him-
self going over backward. And from that
to a crash which brought a blinding scintil-
lation of stars and oblivion was but a single
clock tick.

'CHAPTER X.
IN THE LAGOON.

Melly Howell, with his first taste of war
salty in his mouth from a cut lip, came
back to consciousness with the resumed
grind and go of the raider’s engines rum-
bling in his ears. The stuffy little kennel
cabin was as dark as Egypt. Howell sat
up, groping in the blackness, and his hand
* touched a human figure lying prone in one
of the bunks. “Tom!” he cried; and got
upon his knees to fall at work upon the
many knottings with which his fellow leser
in the wrestling match was bound.

The handkerchief gag came last, merely
because Howell couldn’t see it, and didn’t
know it was there until -he felt for it. With
its removal came an outpouring of spirit
on the part of the one who had been bottled
up, as one might say, with the cork tied in;
fervent maledictions consigning the See-
prinz and its entire company—not to a wa-
tery grave, but to a place where water is
said to be the scarcest of the commodities.

Howell’s throat still ached from the stran-
gling, and his laugh was only a hoarse cackle.

“Certainly, if you wish it,” he chuckled,
referring to the warm desires voiced in the
cursings. “Send them anywhere you please.
We’ve been properly ‘strafed,’ I take it.
Have they crippled you in any way?”

Tommy Ormsby sat up and felt of him-
self. “Bruises to beat the band, but nothing
serious, I guess. They’re nothing to the
way my feelings are hurt. How about your-
self?”

“I have a hump on the back of my head
where the deck rose up and hit me,” Howell
answered, passing a hand tenderly over the
spot. “I’ve been batty ever since; until a
few minutes ago. What happened, after I
blew up?” !

“Nothing to speak of. The two garroters
got the smother on me in about half a min-

ute after you were eliminated; gagged me
and tied me up. Then they sat down in the
other bunk and waited. After a bit, the
confab in the mess room was broken off and
there were more tramplings overhead.
Pretty sooh I heard the Britishers’ boat go-
ing back, and the two stranglers got up and
let themselves out, locking the door behind
them. Next, the hooker’s engines were
started. For once in a way a German cap-
tain had hornswoggled the British navy. It
must have been that way or we couldn’t
have got off.”

For a time Howell was silent. Then he
said: “I guess this little scrimmage of ours
with the two sailors settles it, Tom. Holtz-
berg knows now what we were intending to
do, and we’re no longer even make-believe
guests on this pirate ship. We’ll be in luck
if they don’t make us walk the plank in
good old buccaneer fashion.”

“Let them!” snapped Tommy Ormsby
belligerently. Then: “Take a squint out
of the window and see if you can find the
Lucita.”

Howell went to the port light which
couldn’t be opened, and by gluing an eye to
the glass at the acutest possible angle made
out the dim white shape of the yacht follow-
ing the raider in her customary position.

“She’s still with us,” he reported.

They sat and talked for a while, discuss-
ing the new situation and trying to plan an
alternative to the frustrated escape. Finally,
when it became evident that they were to be
left to themselves for the remainder of the
night, at least, they turned in to sleep,
agreeing to let the morrow take care of itself.

In the morning the new status was suffi-
ciently defined when a sheep-faced steward
unlocked the door, thrust a breakfast tray
in, and locked them up again. As when
they had fallen asleep the night before, the
raider was still pounding along, and the
course, which could be roughly determined
by the position of the sun, was once more
south and by east.

“Prisoners all,” Howell grinned, begin-
ning an attack on the breakfast in which
Tommy Ormsby presently joined. “I’m not
so tremendously pro-German as I might be,
this morning, Thomas, my son; my- head is .
too sore.”

But now Tommy Ormsby’s rage was
somewhat sleep-tempered, and he was able
to take a fighting man’s view of the over-
night tussle and its consequences.
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“We made a straight bid for it, Melly,”
he pointed out. “We had planned to break
our sham parole and take French leave; and
more than that, we were just getting ready
to put this outfit in bad with the British
search party.. Holtaberg is still within his
rights as a belligerent.”

“I suppose he is,” Howell acquiesced.
“Just the same, I'm rather glad the ‘overt
act’ has been committed. From this time
on, Temmy, I'm a fighting American, with
no ‘ifs’ or ‘ands’ or ‘buts’ about it.”

The day thus ushered in by the prison-
cell breakfast promised to be a bad one for
the two who had forfeited their niggard
measure of liberty—and it kept the promise.
Once, just before noon, they were taken out
under guard and given a few minutes for a
turn on deck, but in this brief release they
saw neither the captain nor his English-
speaking second officer; saw nothing but sea
and sky, the rehabilitated raider with her
guns once more in position, and the Lucita,
still plowing along in her appointed place.

Locked in again, with another tray of
food which had been provided in their short
absence, they faced an afternoon of slowly
dragging hours, during a part of which they
slept from sheer ennui. But at a few min-
utes past four o’clock the ennui was broken
with a shock that first tingled and thrilled,
and later became a nightmare of horror.

Howard had risen from his bunk at the
sudden stoppage of the raider’s engines to
go to the port light, and his startled ex-
clamation brought Tommy Ormsby quickly
to his side. In the offing, but well within
their limited. field of vision, they saw a two-
funneled steamship, her build and super-
structure marking her as one of the con-
verted passenger liners. Sl

A second glance showed them that the
ship was lying to, and that her decks were a
scene of wild and terrified confusion, Quite
plainly they could see the people on board
making frantic efforts to lower the lifeboats;
also, it was apparent that the vessel was
listing -gradually to port, careening slowly
until the decks rose from the level and be-
came inclined planes down which struggling
figures were sliding helplessly.

“My God!” Tommy Ormsby choked,
“they’re sinking—they’ve been torpedoed!”

As he spoke, one of the boats, crowded to
tfle runwales, was swung out over the side.
In its lowering the stern davit fall fouled,

and an instant later it was hanging, bow
downward, with its human freight spilling
into the sea. :

Another boat followed, and then a third,
with better luck; but now the fatal list to
port had increased until it was impossible
to lower the starboard boats; impossible,
too, to get either of the remaining port boats
over the side. To the horrified onlookers
behind the barred port light it was plain
that the sinking ship would carry the greater
part of her people down with her; already
they could see men flinging themselves over
the side or dropping from ropes into the
waves.

“Why, in God’s name, doesn’t Holtzbecrg
send them help!” groaned Tommy Ormsby;
and the answer came as if the agonized ex-
clamation had evoked it. Out of the quiet
sea halfway between the raider and the
sinking liner a gray shape emerged, the
water cascading from its boxlike super-
structure and low whaleback deck. Coin-
cident with the appearance of the submarine
the pitiful tragedy climaxed. There was an
explosion of some sort in the bowels of the
sinking ship, an upheaval of the decks, a
struggle, as if she were striving like some

. sentient thing to right herself, and then a

sullen plunge, stern foremost, to the depths.

It was then that the two prisoners, staring
through the barred cell window with eyes
that had forgotten how to wink, saw the
German doctrine of frightfulness exempli-
fied in its most inhuman form. While the
two overcrowded lifeboats, which were all
that remained, were still tossing on the
waves of the vortex left by the sinking ship,
the hatches of the submarine flew open, the
guns and their gunners rose out of them,
and shell after shell was sent crashing, at
the deadly short range, into the helpless
boats.

When it was over, with only the calm
tropic sea strewn with wreckage and a few
bobbing heads to mark the horror, the two
wretched witnesses in the kennel cabin had
thrown themselves upon the bunks,- sick,
shaken, and speechless.

Some little time had elapsed, and the
raider-cruiser was once more grinding away
on her course to the southeast, before either
of them could summon the courage to speak
of what they had seen. It was Tommy
Ormsby who finally broke the silence.

“I’m sick as a horse, yet, Melly,” he said
weakly. “Was there ever such a fiendish
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thing as that pulled off before in all the his-
tory of the human race?”

“In this war, yes; and not once, but many
times. But umtil you’ve looked on and
seen it with your own eyes——"

The answer from the opposite bunk was a
groan.

“Oh, my God, Melly, I hope the good old
doctor drove the women below in the Lucita
and kept them there! If my mother saw
that——" The sentence was broken by an-
other groan, but when he began again there
was a new note in his voice. “It isn’t just
a breakaway for us, now, Melly, even if we
get the chance. We were on our way te
Norfolk to enlist: it strikes me that we’re
already in it—the only ablesbodied Ameri-
cans on the job. I don’t want to quit now
until I’ve had a ehance to hit one good lick
for our side.”

“Nor 1,” said Melly briefly. “After what
we’ve seen this day—but let’s not talk any
more about it. It will be unforgettable
enough, God knows.”

It was drawing on toward evening, and in
due time their supper came, and still they
were given no hint of what was in store for
them. But deep in the night, after they
had fallen into a troubled sleep, they were
awakened by another halting of the raider’s
engines and a prolonged roar which betok-
ened the dropping of an anchor. Howell
was the first to spring to his feet, and he
made his way quickly to the port.

“What is it now?” whispered Tommy
Ormsby.

“I don’t know. We are anchored some-
where, pretty close to land; I can see the
break of a reef with the surf on it, but the
sea on this side of it is as still as a lake.”

“An island?” queried Tommy, joining his
fellow captive. _

“Probably. And what is this—lying right
here under our bilge?”’

In the uncertain starlight it looked like
the back of an enormous whale. Then, as
their eyes became accustomed to the infil-
trated darkness, the thing took a shape and
a name familiar enough now to all the sea-
faring world. :

“Heaven!” gritted Tommy, “it’s the beast
of a submarine!”

There was no doubt about it. The top
works and conning tower lay just ahead of
the port-light point of espial, the twin peri-
scopes figuring as black masts rising to a
height beyond their eye reach. There were

men on the small platform which served
for a bridge, and one of them, by his ges-
tures, was giving orders to a trampling gang
on the deck of the raider over their heads.

Presently a black flexible thing like a
small hawser came over the raider’s side,
was caught by a couple of men manning an
open hatch in the submarine, and passed
below. .

“Now we’ve got the answer to all the
guesses!” said Howell, sinking back upen
one of the bunks. “Besides being -a com-
merce destroyer, this pirate is a mother ship
for submarines! That is why we haven’t
been chasing prizes these past few days.
This brute outside has been waiting around
for a fresh supply of fuel oil—and killing
whatever happened along in the meantime
to keep her cursed hand in!”

“You've said it!” Tommy Ormsby ex-
ploded. “And the Lucita—what do you
suppose they’ve done with her?”

Melly Howell rose, groped for his coat
and put it on.

“That is something I'm going to find
out, right now. Will you back me?”

“Surest thing on earth. But you’ve for-
gotten that we are locked in, with the door
probably guarded, besides.”

“I have forgotten mnothing,” Howell
whipped out his pocketknife and inserted
the bigger of the blades noiselessly in the
crack between the door and the jamb just
above the lock. Next, with the stickpin
from his tie he began to probe gently up-
ward through the keyhole into the mecha-
nism of the lock. There was a faint click as
the probe found the catch which held the
bolt im its shot position. Then the knife
blade, nicked upon the edge of the bolt, was
made to rock back and forth in the crack,
the merest fraction of an inch at a time; be-
came a tiny pinchbar to pry the bolt out of
its socket. In a few seconds a louder click
announced the success of the lock picking,
and Howell gave the word.

“Ready, now!” he whispered.. “The
chances are that there won’t be more than

~ one man on guard; the rest of them will be

on deck. But we’ve got to make sure of
that one man!”

“Go to it!” said Tommy, between set
teeth; and Howell turned the latch softly
and jerked the door inward.

Tommy Ormsby’s quick leap was not
needed. There was nobody in the mess-
room cabin; no one in sight anywhere. The
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swinging oil lamp over the table was turned
low, and on the table were empty bottles
and beer steins. On either hand were other
doors leading to the various officers’ quar-
ters, one of them standing open. Howell
darted silently across and into the open
door, emerging presently with a. pair of au-
tomatics, one of which he passed to Tommy.

“It’s Von Kaufmann’s cabin,” he said. “I
saw the pistols hanging in their holsters one
day as he came out. We may not need to
kill anybody; and then again, we may.”

Tiptoeing to the companionway they be-
gan to climb the steps with due caution,
Howell in the lead. Cautiously they inched
their way up to the deck level, wondering
that, with the ship at anchor in a sheltered
harbor, there should be no lights showing.
While they were still on the steps, the gear
grmd of a power pump began somewhere
in the depths of the vessel to tell them that
the fuel was going over the side into the
submersible’s tanks.

Once fairly on deck in the faint starlight,
they saw that they still stood a chance of
escaping immediate discovery. Only a few
of the raider’s crew were in sight, and these
" were lined up along the starboard rail, which

was the side upon which the submarine lay.

As they emerged from the companion head,
Howell dragged Tommy into the shadow of
the deck house upon the port side.

From this temporary refuge they were
able to place themselves in reference to their
surroundings, so far as the dim light would
permit. The raider—and the submersible—

were lying in a broad lagoon, with a forest-
covered mainland at the right reaching out
in curving points toward an inclosing reef
showing a white line of surf as the ground
swell broke lazily over it. There was a tiny
fire on shore, with dark figures standing or
lying about it; but there was no sign of the
Lucita.

Tommy Ormsby stared long and earnestly
at the dimly defined group on shore.

“It’s one of two things, Melly,” he
breathed. “Either the yacht has got away
in the night—or they’ve sunk her.”

Howell did not answer at once, He was
shading his eyes from the firelight and try-
ing to pierce the gloom in which the shore
group was buried. When he spoke, in a
whisper matching Tommy’s, it was to say:
“Your pipe dream has come true. Holtz-
berg has marooned our people—and a lot
of others.

I can make out at least two

women—ijust beyond the fire. Look closely
and you’ll see them yourself.”

Tommy Ormsby looked and gulped down
a cry of rage; swallowed it whole.

“It’s up to us, Melly!” he gritted softly.
“Do we let them chuck our people ashore
like a bunch of convicts without our hitting
back at them?”

“Not on your life!” was the prompt an-
swer to the challenge. Then: “I have a
plan—listen!” and as they crouched lower
to make themselves small in the shadow of
the deck structure, the plan was unfolded in
hurried whispers.

CHAPTER XI.
SABOTAGE.

Being a lawyer’s son, with an education
designed to enable him to follow in his
father’s footsteps, Melly Howell knew little
about the.vast and varied war science of
destruction. But since they were only two
men against a hundred and more, destruc-
tion was the only weapon they could hope
to employ.

The murderous submarine lying under the
raider’s bilge seemed to offer the weakest
place in the enemy’s line. Lacking fuel oil,
it was safely out of commission; if some
way could be devised in which to keep it
out! Howell’s plan, the details of which
he confided to Tommy, was beautifully
primitive; also, it was lacking the final fac-
tor of conclusiveness. But Tommy—him-
self the son of a machine shop, as one might
say—could suggest nothing better; so they
set about it.

Stealing forward on the deserted port side
of the raider mother ship, and still won-
dering why the Germans were doing their
tank-filling job in utter ‘darkness, they
passed under the bridge and so came 'to the
open hatch through which the oil hose led

'up to the hold. This hatch had been the

prison lid shutting in the crews of the va-
rious sunken prizes; and now they thought
they knew. how to account for the half-de-
serted condition of the Seeprinz. The pris-
oners had doubtless been ferried ashore,
with a major portion of the raider’s crew
for a guard—this to leave a ‘clear field for
the transfer of supplies to the submersible.

Howell led the way at the open haich,
hanging by his hands on the coaming and.
dropping into the unlighted depths below.
Tommy Ormsby followed, dropping fairly
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into Howell’s arms. The dark hold reeked
with the prison smell, the sickening odor
‘of human overcrowding. There seemed to
be no provision made for ventilation, and
the place was like the Black Hole of Cal-
cutta.

With the trailing oil hose for their guide
they pushed on. The hose ran aft, leading,
amidships, to a boxlike iron tunnel passing
either under or through the coal bunkers.
At the farther end of the tunnel a dim light
showed, and again Howell took the lead,
crawling on hands and knees along the pas-
sageway with Tommy at his heels.

At the end of the tunnel they found them-
selves in a small, iron-walled pump room
lighted by a single incandescent bulb sus-
pended from the ceiling. That they were
in the immediate vicinity of the -ship’s boil-
ers and engme room was made plain by the
stifling heat. In the middle of the iron
chamber stood the oil-passing unit; a cen-
trifugal pump driven, through gearing, by
an auxiliary steam engine. Directly over-
head, and reached by an iron ladder brack-
eted to the wall, was an open. grating.
Through this they could hear voices, and ‘a
faint odor of-pipe tobacco dnfted down
upon them.

In planning the raid they had not hoped”

to find the pump room untenanted; but so
it was. Having set the machinery going,
the pump man had doubtless climbed to the
engine room above to escape the heat. With
the field thus clear the end they had in view
asked for no strategy. A rack of tools on
the bukhead offered the means: Tommy
Ormsby ' caught up a hammer, and one
swinging blow smashed the thin cast-iron
shell of the oil pump. And for his part,
Howell thrust a steel wrench into the un-
protected cogwheels. With a din like that
of a boiler shop the driving machinery
wrecked itself. From the engine room above
came a hoarse, “Mein Gott im Himmel” and
a pair of legs in overalls came through the
open grating with the feet feeling madly for
the rungs of the ladder. Howell flung an-
other wrench at the light bulb, making a hit
that left the place in darkness, and then
they fled, scrambling forward through the
iron tunnel and running to the hatch in the
fore hold. Here Howell made a human lad-
der of himself to enable Tommy to reach
the coaming, and Tommy, in turn, left a leg
down-for his accomplice to climb by.
“What mnext?” gasped Ormsby when,
Br

grimy and breathless, they had scuttled to
cover in the shadow of the bridge. Swiftly
as they had retreated the alarm had already
spread to the raider’s deck. There was a
trampling of many feet to tell them that
the loungers at the starboard rail were run-
ning forward, and an eager arm hooked over
the coaming of the fore hatch proved that
they had been promptly pursued from below.

“Back! The way we camel” Howell
panted; and they raced aft on the port side
of the ship, hurling themselves down the
cabin companion and into their prison ken-
nel, Howell shutting the dogr and quickly
relocking it with the knife blade and stick-
pin combination, Then: “Off with your
clothes and into your bunk in a hurry!”
and in the pitch darkness they hid the
stolen pistols under their mattresses, flung
their outer garments right and left, and
tumbled into the sleeping shelves.

This naive attempt at camouflage prom-
ised little more than a short reprieve, as the
event quickly proved. Almest-at once the
temporarily baffled pursuit came crowding

“into the mess-room cabin and somebody

tried the door of their refuge. Then a key
was thrust into the lock, the bolt was shot,
and the glare of an electric flash light illu-
minated the sleeping cubicle. Tommy
Ormsby struggled up on an elbow and gave
a very fair imitation of a man suddenly
awakened out of a sound sleep.

“Cut it out! What are you trying to
do?” he growled, crooking an arm across
his face to shut out the glare,

There was a momentary consultation in
German; then a guttural voice said: “You
vill out of dose bets get und come vit us,
geschwind—aquick!”

Tommy Ormsby made a proper show of
awakening Howell, and they got up and
dressed under a volley of German com-
mands presumably urging haste. In the
mess-room cabin the swinging lamp was still
burning. The companion steps were well
guarded by soldier-sailors whose bayoneted
guns made any attempt at escape a quick
bid for suicide. The two prisoners were
roughly shoved and hustled and made to
stand with their backs to the bulkhead be-
hind the mess table. They saw that the
men who were mishandling them were
chiefly strangers; sullen-faced fellows in the
oil-stained leather of the undersea service.
It was evident that the submarine’s officers
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and crew had taken the place temporarily,
at least, of Captain Holtzberg and his men.

“We needn’t look for any mercy from this
outfit,” said Tommy Ormsby, out of the
corner of his mouth. Then: “Buck up—
here comes the head murderer!”

Instead of one there were two coming
down the companion steps, the commander
of the submersible and his second. One
glance at the bloated brutal face of the
superior officer was enough to tell the sabo-
tiers that they were no longer dealing with
a good-natured reservist of the Holtzberg
type.

The inquisition was short and sharp, giv-
ing the culprits little chance to equivocate.
But for that matter their clothes, begrimed
by the crawl through the rusty iron tunnel
in the bowels of the ship, betrayed and con-
demned them.

“You are Americans?” snapped the in-
quisitor, showing his teeth like a dog pre-
paring to bite.

Howell answered for both
said. ~—

“Nein!”’ was the snarling demal “you
are schweinhunde—pig-dogs! Has lt never
to you been told what Germany does with
civilians who make of themselves franc-
tireurs? Is it so that you have not of Bel-
gium heard?”

Again Howell spoke for both.

“We saw what you did to that ship and
its people this afternoon, and that was
enough. We smashed the pump to keep you
from getting oil, and we are only sorry that
we couldn’t think of some way of sinking
your infernal murder machine and you
with it.”

“So? Good. For that you shall be shot.”

At this the second officer, a young Prus-
sian with the cold eyes and haggard, dissi-
pated face of his cult, whipped out his auto-
matic. But the other caught his wrist and
turned the weapon aside. There was a little
talk between the two, and Tommy Ormsby,
listening avidly, heard Captain Holtzberg
named, together with some reference to “his
ship” and “in the morning.”

Following this came a curt order to the
sailor guards, and without a word of expla-
nation vouchsafed, the two captives were
driven on deck at the point of the bayonet
and over the side into a dinghy which had
evidently been used in some of the previous
shore-goings.

Into the boat with them tumbled five of

“We are,” he

their captors, three with guns, and the other
two to row. A quick pull across the mirror-
like surface of the lagoon and the boat was
beached upon the white sands at some con-
siderable distance from the camp fire which
was still glimmering among the trees farther
around the curved shore line.

At the landing there were more indignities
for the captives. The five men set upon
them, flung them down, and bound them
hand and foot. That done, two of the five
rowed the boat back to the anchored raider,
the gun-armed three remaining as guards.
Immediately the three dragged the helpless
ones up to the forest edge, and after sys-
tematically robbing them of everything they
had, sat apart to quarrel over a division of
the spoils.

“Perhaps you’ll tell me what you find in
this dirty bag of tricks to laugh at!” rasped

-‘Howell, when Tommy Ormshy rolled over

on his back and began to chuckle softly.

“An attack of afterwit,” said Tommy
promptly. “I was just thinking what a pair
of suckling infants we were to be satisfied
with merely croaking an oil pump, when we
might have—but it’s no use to cry over
spilled milk. You see,wdelayed
the fueling game for a few minutes, or hours,
and for that we shall be shot in the morn-
ing.”

“Think they really mean to stand us up
before a squad?”

“Not a doubt of it. I couldn’t catch all
that was said; but it seems that Captain
Holtzberg is sick and has been taken ashore.
He is to be asked to waive his claims upon
us in the morning, and then we can be
‘strafed’ decently and in order.”

Howell grunted. “I shouldn’t mind so
much if we had done something worth be-
ing shot for. As you say, we’ve only de-
layed the game. Think they’ll let us see
our people before they call out the squad?”

“Not. likely. That would be much too
un-German.”

Silence for a moment, and then: “How’s
the damaged heart behavmg Melly?”

Howell grunted again: “Wouldn’t know
I had one; guess I never had one—a dam-
aged one, I mean.”

At this conjuncture further talk was in-
hibited by the nearest of the three guards
who reached over and prodded Howell in
the ribs with his bayonet, growling out an
order in German for which the sharp steel
point offered a sufficient translation. Re-



THE QUITTERS 35

duced to silence, the two lay side by side,
each busy with his own thoughts. Off
shore they could hear muffled hammerings
to tell them that the submarine’s mechanics
were installing another pump connection,
but aside from this the stillness was pro-
found.

Half an hour or so beyond the bayonet
prick, Howell saw that two of the guards
were composing themselves for sleeping,
sprawling upon the warm sands and each
. with his gun under his hand. The third
man was still sitting up, smoking a long-
stemmed pipe, but he had his back turned
and appeared to be concerning himself very
little about his responsibilities.

By slow inchings Howell turned upon his
side and began to work upon the knot of his
hand fetterings. At home, one of the young
lawyer’s small social accomplishments was
the ability to entertain a roomful of people
with sleight-of-hand tricks. = And to help
matters along, the knots had been tied by
sailors, whose trade teaches them to tie
knots in such a fashion as to leave them
reasonably easy to untie.

In a short time the bound hands were
free to begin a careful search in the series
of looted pockets. One of Howell’s little
luxuries was a tiny gold-handled knife used
as a cigar clipper. It was attached to his
key ring, among his keys, and he was hop-
ing against hope that the bunch had been
overlooked or discarded in the systematic
pocket picking. To his great joy he found
that his half-hearted supposition was true.
Howell drew his feet up by half inches and
one thrust of the keen little blade freed
them. Then he rolled over cautiously and
put his lips to Tommy Ormsby’s nearest
ear.

The head was wagged, and he went on:
“Slip your hands out so I can reach them.
I have a knife—now your feet.”

It was done, successfully. By this time
the two watchers who had shifted their duty
to the shoulders of the third were snoring
peacefully, and the third man was nodding.
The captives were unbound, but what to
do next? To spring up and overpower the
nodding sentry would have been easy, but
the struggle would arouse the other two
and so turn the odds the other way. How-
ell pointed out the safer expedient.

“That fellow’s nodding,”” he hissed in
Tommy’s ear. “Wait until he does it again,
and then try a crawl, keeping under the

shadow of the trees. When you get a start,

“ I'll watch my chance and follow.” -

Tommy Ormsby obeyed promptly. Turn-
ing upon his stomach he crawled away, the
soft sand deadening the noise of his move-
ments. Howell kept his eyes fixed upon the
nodding figure at his right, staring with
every muscle tuned and strained for the
leap to follow the first sign of awakening.

Untrained as he wds in the use of arms,
Howell knew precisely what he should do
if the German came awake. The man was
sitting with his back rounded and his rifle
lying loosely in the crook of his left arm. At
the attacking leap the gun must be seized,
jerked free, and, in the same set of metions,
the butt brought down upon the nodding
head.

Fortunately for the reluctance with which
any soldier, amateur or other, must contem-
plate the details of his first killing, the
sleepy German did not come -awake. Howell
waited until Tommy Ormsby’s shuffling re-
treat was no longer audible. Then, at an
unmistakable snore from the humped figure

. at his right, he turned and followed his file

leader.

Five minutes later he overtook Ormsby a
hundred yards up the beach. They listened.
There was no alarm, and together they
plunged boldly into the black shadows of
the forest. For the moment, at least, they
were free and foot-loose.

CHAPTER XII.
A COUNTER THRUST.

Most naturally, while they were, endeav-
oring toput distance between themselves
and the immediate danger of recapture, the
fugitives wasted little time in talk. But a
perspiring half hour farther along, when
they came out upon the beach no more than
a short quarter mile from the place where
they had left it and realized that they had
merely circled in the jungle darkness, they
flung themselves down to breathe and to
laugh grimly at the fate which was stub-
bornly refusing to let them get away frem
the dangerous vicinity.

In the circling they had borne to the right, -
and the emerging point gave them a better
idea of the topographies. The curving
beach formed a crescent, with the raider as
the center from which the shore line might
have been struck. Looking eastward, they
could see the glimmer of the dying camp
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- fire. Out upon the black mirror surface of
the lagoon, the Seeprinz lay motionless at
her anchorage. The raider was still without
visible lights, and the muffled hammering
continued with unabated vigor.

“It strikes me there is a good bit of mys-
tery mixed up in this thing yet,” said
Tommy Ormsby, staring fixedly at the ship
blotting out a-section of the encircling reef.
“1 haven’t been regarding Holtzberg as a
sick man. How does it come that he broke
down so suddenly and had to turn things
over to the submarine butcher? And why
are they balling things up out there in the
dark when they might have the whole elec-
tric equipment of the raider for lights?”

“I give it up,” said Howell. “What I'd
like to know is where we are ‘at’ in the
mix-up. If we are on an island—and I sup-
pose the coral reef answers for that—it can’t
be a large one.”

“Call it a little one,” agreed Tommy sen-
tentiously.

“Calling it a little one, with the two Ger-
man crews to beat the bushes, we. can’t
- count upon living very many hours after
daybreak.”

“No, I guess not. I'm trying to get used
to it, Melly. This life has suddenly grown
too swift for me.”

“I know,” nodded Howell. “I’'m still try-
ing to convince myself that it isn’t all a lob-
ster dream.”

“Oh, it’s reality, all right—with a punch,
at that. Not that I’'m backing down; I'm
ready to take another whirl, if there is one,
and somebody will tell me what it’s to be.
Stiil, I confess shamelessly that I'd like to
see mother and dad and Marge once more
before I step off into the wherever it is. And
that isn’t saying a word about -Allie Trim-
mell, either, as you’ll observe.”

“I’'m observing,” Howell
shortly.

“Yes; and putting Marge’s name in the
place of Allie’s, for your part of it,” Tommy
grinned. “But let that go. The old life
has gone glimmering. If so, what’s left?
Soldiering, Melly; nothing on top of earth
but soldiering—while the firing squad holds
off. And that brings me down to the rat
that’s gnawing me just now. I don’t mind
paying a good stiff price for goods deliv-
ered. But I do hate it mightily when I don’t
get my money’s worth.”

“Meaning that we didn’t get our money’s
worth in smashing the pump?”

commented

“Not by many golden shekels. They’ll
rig up another pump; and to-morrow morn-
ing, when they can see to comb us out of
this island jungle, we’ll pay the price of a
real, sure-enough soldier’s job.”

“I’m with you,” said Howell simply. “Do
we go back down the beach and kill those
three sleepy-headed sailors for a beginning?”

“T’d say ‘yes’ in a holy minute if there
were any profitable afterclap to the mas-
sacre. Let me think a minute.”” With his
elbows on his knees he propped his head in
his hands, locking up presently to say:
“Listen! Isn’t that a pump going again?”

It was, unmistakably; not a centrifugal,
this time, but a pump of the plunger type
with a reciprocating clang that was cleariy
audible.

“There you are,” he went on dejectedly.
“A little delay is all we bought.”

Howell rose to his full height, stretch-
ing his arms over his head. :

“It runs in my mind that I'm going
around yonder to murder those snoozing
sailors,” he announced half jocularly. “It’s
what a guard deserves for sleeping at his

post, anyhow.”

“Do you mean it?” demanded Tommy
Ormsby, getting up and shaking the sand

- from his clothes.

“Well, perhaps nothing quite so cold-
blooded as that,” laughed Howell. “Just
the same, we ought to be getting action of
some sort. We scem to have a little time,
just now, that belongs exclusively to us,
and g :

The interruption was the appearance in
the northern sky of a curious. apparition.
Though it lasted but a fraction of a second,
Howell saw it quite distinctly; a broad
pencil of light shooting up from the distant
horizon, quavering for an instant, and then
disappearing as mysteriously as it had
come.

“Say, Tom; did you see that?” he queried
excitedly.

Tommy Ormsby was still dusting his
clothes. “No; I didn’t see anything.
What was it?”

“I can’t imagine., It was exactly like the
aurora, as I have seen it in northern Michi-
gan. But they don’t have northern lights
this far south—or do they?”

“Northern lights? What you saw must
have been a ship’s searchlight!”

“By Georgel” said Howell, disgusted at
bis own lack of imagination; “of course, that
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is what it was! Look right over this little
break in the surf to the left”—pointing the
direction. “Maybe it will show again.”

It did show again, and they both saw it
this time. Howell’s imagination quickly re-
deemed itself..

“Thomas, my son, a searchlight in war
time means a warship. No ,merchantman
would go about, showing a light!”

“Carry it farther,” snapped Tommy.
“It's a warship searching for something.
Now we know why those Boches out yonder
are working in the dark. Both the See-
prinz and the submarine have wireless, and
they’ve been tipped off from somewhere"’

As he spoke it became evident that others
had seen the false aurora as well as them-
selves, since the tiny night fire among the

trees at the other extremity of the beach™

blinked out like a c#ndle in a gust of wind.
Tommy Ormsby stifiened himself.

“That puts it more than ever up fo us,
Melly,” he said quietly. “That ship out
yonder is looking for the raider, or the un-
derwater devil, or the island, or all three
We must make some sort of a flare that they
-~can’t help seeing.”

“Nothing easier,” said Melly Howell.
“This jungle ought to have deadwood
cnough in it to make a benfire. We'll go
back a ways, and

“Hold on a minute,” Tommy broke in,
searching his empty pockets. But the search
was in vain. The pocket-picking guards had
not missed the silver keepsake match box;
either his or Howell’s.

“No matches, and consequently no signal
fire,” he grated. “And that isn’t all; the
tobacco’s gone, too. Melly, without matches

and tobacco we’ll have to face that firing -

squad in the morning before we've had a
smoke. That is clearly impossible. Let’s
go back to those three sleeping beautxes and
rescue the matches and the makin’s,’

“That is just what I was going to suggest
when’ you-began about the searchlight,” said
Howell. “Let’s go.”

Not to miss the advantage of a surprise,
they plunged into the jungle, meaning to
come out in the rear of the enemy. But as
soonas they left the open beach they again
lost their sense of direction. After a con--
siderable time spent in struggling through
the thick tangle they emerged—not upon
the scene of the battle-to-be, but upon the
edge of a small open glade, with the lagoon
lying beyond it, a column of steami rising
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lazily from a quenched fire in its center, and
its sward liberally bestrewn with dark ob-
jects which they quickly recognized as the
figures of sleeping men. They had over-
shot the mark, and had circled around to
the detention camp.

Retreating hastily they held a whispered
council. Notwithstanding the fact that the
greater part of the raider’s crew must be
ashore, the camp appeared to be lightly
guarded. Tommy Ormsby was for going
back and carrying out the original plan
of the surprise attack upon the three guards,
pointing out that the indispensable signal
fire hung upon the retrieval of their matches.
But Howell thought that, now they were so
near, they ought to try to communicate with
the Lucita’s people. While they hesitated,
an entirely new face was put upon the situa-
tion by the approach, across the lagoon, of
a boat from the Seeprinz. =

Their first thought was that their escape
had been discovered and reported, and it
became 4 matter of prime necessity that
they should ascertain at once if this was
the fact. Creeping around thé glade circle
to that part of the beach for which the boat
was heading, they hid and waited. In due
time the boat took ground within a few
feet of their hiding place. The starlight
enabled them to see that there were only two
oarsmen and a single passenger; and the
passenger, when he stepped ashore and gave
a waiting order to his oarsmen, proved to be
the fat-faced submarine commander. At
the giving of the order he turned away,
walked up the sandy slope and entered a
small tent which had been pitched a little
way apart from the guarded glade.

At this, the two watchers changed their
position to one nearer the tent. A moment
later a faint glow within the canvas walls
betokened the lighting of a candle, and an
exaggerated shadow showed them the burly
figure of the newcomer seated upon a camp
stool. A low murmur of voices disturbed
the silence. The flap of the little tent had
been left open and they could see another
man seated upon a cot bed from which he
had apparently just arisen. Tommy
Ormsby opened a larger peep hole in the
ground palm foliage and got a glimpse of
the face of the man on the cot.

‘“Holtzberg!” he said, in a whisper that
was scarcely more than a breath.

Again the perplexities were thickened.
Why had the submarine commander come
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ashore to waken a sick man after midnight? .

Did the conference have anything to do with
the recent exhibition of flashes on the north-
ern horizon? The talk in the tent went on
in rumbling monotones, but it was in Ger-
man, and Tommy seemed to have lost his
knack of catching even an odd phrase now
and then. Suddenly, with a single word,
“Wait!” he disappeared in the backward
jungle.

For five minutes, ten minutes, an age, it
seemed, Howell held his ground, hardly dar-
ing to draw his breath. Then through the
medium of the sixth mysterious sense he
knew that Ormsby had returned, and that
he was not alone. A moment later Tommy
crept up to report. ¥

“Don’t yell,” he murmured in Howell’s
ear.- “I went around to the other side of
things and contrived to kidnap Marge. She
knows German like a native, and she’s back
there behind the tent where she can hear
what they are talking about.”

At the moment—Iover allegiance spring-
ing to the fore—Howell felt as if he could
slaughter the plotter who had not scrupled
to drag his sister into such hideous peril.
‘But the thing was done, and could not be
_undone. Moreover, Tommy had disap-
peared again, doubtless to take his place
beside the imperiled one.

For an interval not measurable in mere
clock tickings the argument in the tent was
prolonged.  Without understanding the
words, Howell knew that the submarine
commander was urging something at which
Holtzberg was revolting; something to
which the middle-aged reservist was object-
ing strenuously. But at the last, after a
moving shadow on the canvas advertised the
leave-taking of the visitor, came a phrase
which all the English-speaking world has
come to understand in its full significance:
“zu befehl, Excellenz,” the yielding of an
inferior to the command of his superior—
and it was Holtzberg who uttered it!

The “Excellenz” was boarding his boat to
return to the anchored ships when Tommy
Ormsby stole up to beckon Howell away.
A little distance apart in the wood, under a
white-boled palm to which her brother had
led her, they found the young woman. How-
ell could not see her face in those gloomy
depths, but the nervous trembling of the
hand she gave him told him what she had
gone through.

“You can tell us, Margie?” he asked

“Yes; I can tell you. These are not men
into whose hands we have fallen: they are
devils—fiends incarnate!. Captain Holtz-
berg alone has some few impulses of hu-
manity left. But he is a sick man, and he
is outranked by the other.”

“I gathered as much,” said Howell. “He
said ‘zu befehl’ just as the submarine officer
was leaving. That means ‘as you com-
mand,’ or something like that, doesn’t it?”

“Yes, it means just that. But Captain
Holtzberg didn’t say it until after he had
said everything he could against the cold-
blooded plan of the other—Lieutenant Cap-
tain von Kriegspelter. This man is of the
nobility, and a senior officer in the German
navy—Captain Holtzberg’s senior.”

“And what is the plan?”

“It is simply murder—wholesale murder!
Captain Holtzberg was angrily reprimanded
for having taken prisoners from the ships
he has been sinking. Now this Prussian
Graf says we must all be killed; that the
cause of the fatherland demands it. The
ships, he says, should have been sunk with-
out leaving any trace—especially here in
American waters.  Captain Holtzberg
begged to be allowed to leave us all here on
this island; to give us that much of a chance
for our lives. But the Gref would not con-
sent.” ,

“What is to be done? Did that come
out in their talk?” queried the brother, with
a little shake in his voice.

“Yes. There is a warship—American or
British—somewhere near us, on the watch
for the Seeprinz and the submarine. - The
stop here has been made to allow the sub-
marine to take oil and supplies from the
Seeprinz. They are hurrying now to get
away before daybreak. When they are
ready to put to sea, Captain Holtzberg and
his men will be taken back to their ship,
leaving all of us prisoners here on the
island. Then the Seeprinz will throw some
gas shells ashore. The night is: stilf, and
there will be no wind to blow the gas away.
In a few minutes, the Graf sald we would
all be dead.”

“They were not to give even you women
a chance?” said Howell, aghast at the hor-
rible plan.

“No. Dead men—and women—tell no
tales. Those were his. very words. Be-
sides, we couldn’t get away. Captain Holtz-
berg couldn’t take us in the Seeprinz; and
the Lucita has been sunk.”
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“The infernal demons!” gritted Tommy
Ormsby.

“Yes,” was the cool-voiced reply. ‘“Some
of them are demons and the others are mere
blind machines, helpless to reason or to dis-
obey an order, however barbarous it may
be. Only fiends could have done what they
did a few hours ago when that big ship was
sinking, That is another thing: the Graf

said that no one, not on the German side,

who had witnessed that sinking must be al-

- lowed to live to tell of it.”

“You saw that ship go down?” Howell
demanded. :

“I; but none of the others, I am thank-
ful to say. But I.—I shall see it the long-
est day I live; or I should if I were going
to live.”

“You say they have sunk the Lucita?”’
asked Tommy.

“Yes; it was after they put us ashore,
just a few hours ago. They took the yacht
outside of the reef and put some sort of an
explosive in the hold. It was as cold-
blooded as all the rest of it.”

“Was it by Holtzberg’s order, or the other
man’s,” Howell queried.

“The Graf’s, I think, Captain Holtz-
berg was ashore with us at the time, sick
and shaking as if he had an ague. I think
it was the sight of that sinking ship and the
shelling of the lifeboats that made him sick.
After they brought him ashore he sat by
the fire for a while, staring into it and.mut-
tering over and over again, ‘Schrecklichkeit
—ach, mein Gott, mein Gott!’”

- Tompmy Ormsby clutched Howell’s arm.

“We’re killing time here when we ought
to be busy!” he snapped. “That warship
has got to be signaled in some way—and
signaled quick!” Then, in clipped sen-
tences because the minutes had grown sud-
denly precious, he told his sister of the mys-
terious light pencils they had seen on the
northern horizon.

“You must go back to mother and dad,”
he wound up, “and that will leave Melly and
me free to do what we’ve got to do. And
you must get us some matches—matches, do
you understand? We must have some, if
we have to kill somebody to get them!”.

Margaret Ormsby would have tried to find
her way back to the glade by herself; wished
to, but neither her brother nor Howell would
consent to this. Together they led her to

the edge of the encampment, and then .

waited until she glided back to them, ghost-
like, with Doctor Trimmell’s match box,

“It was in his coat pocket, and I took it
without awakening him,” she whispered,
adding: “Everybody seems to have fallen
asleep—even the guards. Tell me what you
are going to do, and let me help, if I can.”

“You can’t help; we are going to finish
a job we began an hour or so ago,” her
brother returned grimly; but more than this
he would not say. :

Now, in all these hurried whisperings there
had been no mention made of disastrous
first causes; no self-reproachings on the part
of the young men for having, through the
linen-smuggling transaction, set in motion
a train of events which was now threaten-
ing to terminate so murderously; no hint
on Margaret’s part that she, and aill the
others, knew the inculpating facts and had
been trying in vain to find excuses for the
smugglers,

So the parting moment, which might
otherwise have cleared up all the mysteries
and misunderstandings, held only a choked
“Good-by—God keep you both safel” And
with that she vanished.

CHAPTER XIII.
THE SIGNAL,

Waiting until they were assured that Mar-
garet had reached her place in the circle
about the extinguished camp fire, the two
young men stole back to the beach and
held another brief council. Now that the
lives of all were at stake, Howell insisted
that they must find some surer means -of
averting the massacre than a mere attempt
to summon help by the expedient of light-
ing a brushwood fire,

“That notion is a back number, now,” he
declared. “Time is too valuable, and there
are too many ‘ifs’ in the way. If we could
gather dry wood enough—and that’s doubt-
ful, in the dark—the blaze would be seen
first from the raider and the camp; which
means that it would be surrounded and
beaten out before it could get a fair start.
Vge’v:: got to think up something better than
that.

“I’m already thinking of it,” was Toinmy
QOrmsby’s prompt rejoinder. “How far is it
out to that ship, Melly?”

Distances were deceptive in the starlight,
but Howell offered a guess. “Threc hun-
dred yards, perhaps.”
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“That is what I should say; but I believe
it is a bit shorter from the place where we
were landed. Are you good for the swim?”

“Easily. But what’s your idea?”

“The oil,” said Tommy briefly. “Cut a
hole in the hose and set the stuff afire. That
will make the signal blaze to a fare-you-
well; and give the Fritzies something to
think about in the meantime.”

“By Jovel that’s an inspiration, Tom!
Why didn’t we think of that instead of the
pump smashing? But we needn’t put all
our eggs in one basket. I'll swim off and
try for the oil blaze while you go to the other
end of the island and gather stuff for a last-
resort bonfire—in case I get knocked out.”

“T like your nerve,” said Tommy quietly.
“But there is one horribly good reason why
we should both try the swim. I’ve been
down this way before, and, as I've said,
these waters are full of sharks—especially
these island lagoons. If we both start, one
of us may get through.”

“That goes,” said Howell, and together
they ran up the beach to choose a spot from
which the perilous swim could be reduced
to its lowest terms in distance.

Now- it is well known that the average
human brain is apt to be unable, in moments
of stress, to entertain two widely divergent
ideas at the same time. Intent upon the
new venture, neither of them remembered
_ that the point toward which they were has-
tening was, or ought to be, enemy infested.

Hence, before they realized how far they’

had run, they were stumbling blindly over
the three sleeping German sailors who had
forgotten their duty under the spell of the
warm tropical night; stumbling literally,
since Howell tripped and fell headlong upon
one of the recumbent figures before he
could gasp out the word of warning to
Tommy.

There and then blazed up a small battle
which took no account of the Hague hu-
manities. Knowing well that a single shout
from the Germans would undo them, the two
adventurers fought swiftly and desperately.
In falling upon his unseen antagonist, How-
ell had made shift to clutch the man’s gun;
unable to rise and foreshorten the weapon
for a stab with the bayonet or a blow with
the butt, he brought the gun down across
the German’s face as one would break a
stick over his knee, effectually stopping the
shout that was already gurgling in the man’s
throat. :

Tommy Ormsby, escaping the handicap
of a fall, had the additional advantage of
realizing fully what he was about when he
sprang at the two upstruggling figures be-
yond Howell. He also made a clutch for a
weapon, and was lucky enough to wrest one
out of its owner’s hands before the Geriman
could get upon his feet. Beyonet drill, as
the Great War has developed it, was an un-
known art to Ormsby, but no kiltie of them
all could have delivered the close-quarters
butt blow with better effect. Down went
the thickset young Bremener with a gasp
and a grunt; and, “Kamerad!” gurgled the
third when both of the attackers rushed him,
bayonet point to breast.

There was swift work when this third
man, the only one capable of giving the
alarm, was made to lie with his face in the
sand to have his feet and hands tied, and a
knotted handkerchief gag thrust between his
teeth. For things were happening out on
the lagoon; a lantern had appeared at the
rail of the Seeprinz and men were coming
over the side. To bind and gag the two
who had been knocked unconscious was the
rext job, and it was neatly finished before
the boat—it was the dinghy again—had left
the raider’s side ladder.

“Take hold here with me, quick!” gasped

‘Howell; and in a trice they had dragged the

three silenced ones back into the jungle. By
this time the boat was on its way to the
shore. Oddly enough, as the two crouching
watchers in the jungle’s edge thought, the
oarsmen—there were only two of them—
seemed to be making no especial haste. It
was Tommy Ormsby who first guessed the
purpose of the leisurely expedition.

“It wasn’t an alarm; it’s only the guard
relief!” he breathed. “They are coming to
let these other fellows gao aboard and turn
1n. 2 :

This conclusion was confirmed when the
boat touched the sands. Three men with
guns got out of it, leaving the two oars-
men behind. From their hiding place the
two adventurers saw the three who had
stepped ashore peering about in the star-
light, evidently looking for those whom they
were to relieve. Then one of them called,
“Hans—Ludwig—wo sint sie?”” Naturally,
there was no answer; and after a moment
the three plodded off up the beach in search
of the missing ones, leaving the pair in the
boat to wait for their return passengers.

“This is where the harbor sharks miss a
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meal!” Tommy Ormsby exulted, as the three
tramping figures faded into the night. “If
those fellows will only go far enough and
stay long enough

The wait that ensued was fiercely nerve
trying, and to make it more so, the false
aurora again appeared on the horizon, this
time more to the westward and at a greater
distance; proof positive and discouraging
that the ship upon which all hope depended
was edging farther away.

“For Heaven’s sake, say when!” Tommy
Ormsby gritted, his teeth chattermg from
excitement. But Howell would not give the
word until the three trudging figures were
out of sight and hearing.

When the time came, there was no possi-
bility of stalking the men in the boat across
the open stretch of white sand. So they
shouldered two of the captured guns and
marched boldly out of the wood, hoping
that the boat’s crew would mistake them in
the darkness for two of the relieved guards.
This was probably what happened, since
they were within bayonet reach before either
of the boatmen looked around.

“Sprechen sie micht!” was Tommy
Ormsby’s sharp command; then, with an-
other dip into the scanty vocabulary brought
over from his boyhood, “Kommen sie auf!
—come ashore—quick—geschwind!”

The mixed-language command—or more
likely it was the threatening steel—had the
desired effect. The two sailors tumbled over
the thwarts in. their haste to obey. What
followed might have figured as the rough
horseplay of a college fraternity initiation.
In swift sequence the two captives were
stripped, bound, gagged and dragged up
into the bushes. A minute later Howell and
Ormsby had struggled into the looted gar-
inents, were in the dinghy and on their
way across to the Seeprinz.

“Some neat little job, that,” chuckled
Howell, toning his vigorous oar stroke to fit
Tommy’s lighter weight. “Two of us up
and five of them down.
we might McCorkle the whole ' bunch—
what?”

But Tommy was less exultant. “We're
only on the edge of the real thing, yet. It’s
still a question of minutes. When that re-
Hef guard comes back and finds what it’s
bound to find, we’ll hear something drop!”

With this thought for a spur they pulled
harder and soon reached the side of the
raider. Groping along the bilge they found

Give us time and -

the rope ladder and made the dinghy fast.
The plan of attack and retreat was quickly
agreed upon. They would set the ship
afire, if they could, and then try to escape
to the small boat. Tommy Ormsby was
dubious about the escape part of it. There
were machine guns on the tramp-cruiser’s
bridge, and the light of an oil blaze would
give the gunners point-blank range on the
dinghy.

“We'll let the get-away take care of itself;
time is what we need right now. We may
have five minutes before those fellows ashore
begin to bawl out, and we may not have one.
Up you go.”

Howell led in climbing the ladder. There
was nobody in sight at the moment when
he swung over the rail and made room for
Tommy to follow, but almost immediately
three men came aft, dragging a hawser—
an evident preparation for warping the ship
out through some opening in the reef. Again
the adventurers took counsel of boldness.
In the caps, leggings, and leather blouses
they had taken from their two latest cap-
tures they pushed forward with nothing
more alarming than a grunted “Ja wohl”’
from one of the rope draggers.

Hugging the rail, and making no attempt
at concealment, they saw again the inspirit-
ing electric flashes in the northwestern sky,
but they were still far away.

“It’s only a beggar’s chance, now, that we
can reach them with any signal we make,”
muttered Tommy; none the less, they
pushed on, coming presently to the fore
hatch, where the oil hose, pulsating like a
living thing under the strokes of a power
pump, lay before them.

It was Melly Howell, ex-football half
back and specializer in damaged hearts, who
knelt to puncture the greasy hose gently
with the blade of the gold-handled cigar
clipper. A thin jet of oil spurted from the
stab, simulating, under the throbbing
strokes of the pump, the gush of blood from
a severed artery. A black pool formed upon
the deck, spreading slowly athwartships as
it grew in size. Howell leaned over the
hatch coaming and made another puncture
to let a second stream drip into the hold.
Then he straightened up and made an even
division of the matches taken from Doctor
Trimmell’s filched match safe.

“This time, Thomas, we’re going to get
our money’s worth, and a little over and
above for good measure,” he whispered tri-
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umphantly. “You stay here, and after I'm
gone, count an even hundred strokes of that
pump, like this”—timing the~ thumping
beat. “At the hundredth stroke, strike your
match and set the stuff afire.”

“But what are you -going to do?” de- -

manded Ormsby.

“I'm going to make sure of getting our
money’s worth. Two fires are better than
cne. When you’ve scratched your match,
sprint for the boat, I’ll meet you there, if
I'm still alive. Begin to count—I'm gone.”

With the pump beats to keep time for
him, Howell fled swiftly aft, counting as he
went. Half of the hundred beats had been
ticked off before he had made his way, still
unrecognized, to the seaward side of the ship
where the majority of the men on deck were
strung along the rail, staring down upon the
submarine. Swiftly his eyes sought and
found the oil hose at the point where it went
over the side. He had overshot the mark
and had to change his position by cautious
edgings; a proceeding which took time and
still more time.

When he finally reached the desired point
the counted pump strokes were in the last
quarter of the hundred, and he was within
a few feet of the nearest German. Stoop-
ing as if to ease the hose from cramping
over the side of the vessel, he thrust the
tapping blade into the rubber, inclining the
cut downward so that the escaping oil would
follow the hose and run down through the
open hatch into the submarine. :

Still counting methodically, he crouched,
match in fingers, waiting for the firing sig-
nal. He knew it would be sheer suicide for
him to strike a light with a score or more
of the enemy looking on; that the time for
action was not yet. While he knelt the
measured thump of the machinery ticked off
the seconds—ninety-four, ninety-five, nine-
ty-six—Heavens! had Tommy Ormsby lost
the count?—ninety-eight, ninety-nine

There was no hundredth time beat.. It
was blotted out, swallowed up in a crescendo
roar on the still night air as a sheet of
flame, belching masthead high, shot up for-
ward of the bridge. It was the signal for
which Howell had been waiting. At the
instant when all eyes were turned, panic-
stricken, toward the leaping flame burst, he
lighted his match and held it beneath the
oil-dripping hose outboard.

What he was hoping for came to pass.
Crude oil, containing in itself all of the

more volatile hydrocarbons, carries fire like
a train of gunpowder. A tongue of flame
ran down the hose, enveloping it in a sheath
of fire. A fraction of a second later the
open hatchway in the submarine’s deck
coughed like a choking monster of the decp,
spouting a mushroomed column of sooty
smoke that reddened into a lurid volcano
eruption as it rose.

CHAPTER XIV.
BETWEEN DECKS.

In the panic precipitated by the simul-
taneous outbursts of fire on the raider and
the submarine, escape seemed childishly
easy to Tommy Ormshy. With the fire
fighters falling over each other to get to
their stations, men running, officers shout-
ing, and the forward deck already a roaring
furnace, he had but to lose himself in the
frenzied mob and so make his way aft to
the moored dinghy.

But upon reaching the point at which he
and Howell had agreed to meet he found
that the miraculous luck which had been
with them through all the vicissitudes of
the night had suddenly turned traitor. The
mounting oil flames made the entire shut-in
harbor as light as day; but Tommy, peering
anxiously over the rail, saw only one ob-
ject, namely, the dinghy, loose from its
moorings at the foot of the side ladder and
drifting slowly away.

An expert swimmer, he could have gone
over the side and half a dozen strokes
would have taken him to the boat. -But
he had no thought of deserting Howell. The

-crack of a pistel shot behind him made him

spin around to face inboard. At the oppo-
site rail he saw three struggling figures, and
a fourth; Howell fighting berserk to free
himself from the twining arms and legs
of two sailors, while the fourth man, the
Seepring’s first officer, Von Kaufmann, cir-
cled the three wrestlers warily, seeking an
opening for a second shot which, better
aimed than the first, should end the strug-
gle.

With the battle lust singing in his veins,
Tommy Ormsby ran to the rescue, hurling
himself upon the circling lieutenant and
recklessly ignoring the pistol, which went
off harmlessly at the moment of impact.
The diversion came in the nick of time. One
of the sailors had locked a strangling arm
around Howell’s neck, and the other had
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a knee in his back, but both let go when
they saw their officer attacked.

This gave Howell his chance. With Von
Kaufmann down and Tommy trying to kill
him by the primitive method of banging his
head against the deck, Howell flung him-
self joyously upon his two assailants. A
straight-arm jolt put one of them out of
the fight, and a left hook to the jaw that
would have made a trained ring fighter en-
vious settled the other. Before either could
recover and close in again, Howell had
dragged Tommy off of the lieutenant and
ducked with him into the first refuge that
offered, which happened to be the compan-
ion stairway.

Tumbling together to the foot of the steps
and into the mess-room cabin, they slammed
the door ahd locked it, and were thus se-
cure for the moment. Howell was the first
to grasp the possibilities of the forced situa-
tion.

“The dinghy!” he gasped. ‘“There’s an
open port light under the ladder—I stuck
my foot into it as we came aboard! That’s
our way out!”

But Tommy Ormsby shook his head.

“Nothing doing,” he panted; “the boat’s
gone adrift. We must have tied a lubber’s
knot when we made it fast.”

Howell was recovering some measure of
the calculated audacity with which he had
planned and executed the fire-setting raid;
this though the blood was now running down
his sleeve from a bullet wound in the shoul-
der—Von Kaufmann’s attempt to end the
three-cornered meélée into which Tommy
had so opportunely projected himself.

“All right,” he agreed coolly. “We're
trapped, hard and fast, but we can still make
it cost them something to put us out of the
game.” And with that he disappeared, com-
ing back presently with the two stolen auto-
matics which had been hidden under the
mattresses in their prison cabin.

With the safety catches of, the weapons
released, they posted themselves one on each
side of the door giving upon the companion
steps, waiting for the rush/they made sure
would speedily come. But there was no
rush. Instead, they heard the companion
slide slamming into place overhead, and by
this they knew that the fire-fighting exigen-
‘cies were calling for every man on deck, and
that Von Kaufmann svas content to apply
the maxim “safe bind, safe find” for the
time being.

The armistice was most welcome. Light-
ing the swinging lamp, Ormsby looked after
the wound in Howell’s shoulder. There
seemed to be no bones broken, and a make-
shift plug and bandage checked the bleed-
ing. Up to now there had beem little or no
pain, the excitement of the fight affording a
perfect anodyne. But the amatewr surgery
made him grit his teeth.

“Hurts like blazes, doesa’t it,” said
Tommy. “But there’s one comfort: if that
suspected heart of yours can pull thsough
all this rough stuff without stopping——"

“The heart’s all right; likewise the foot-
ball leg,” gritted the patient. “I guess—
the biggest crank—m the medical service—
would pass me now.’

Howell’s wound attended to, Tommy
Ormsby unlocked the door of defense and
made -a groping examination of the dosed
slide overhead.

“Once more there is nothing doing,” he
reported, when he came back; “everything
battened down tight in that direction.”

Next they tried the door of commumica-
tion with the cook’s galley amd the crew’s
quarters, as well as that leading to the en-
gine-room gangway; but these, too, were
fastened. This left the open port light un-
der the ladder as the only possible means of
escape.

“Think you could swim a few strokes with
that bandaged shoulder?” Tommy Ormsby
inquired anxiously.

“I can try it,” was the prompt reply.
“I’d rather take a chance of drowning or
being eaten by the sharks than to stay here
and be burned alive.”

“Carried unanimously. Yoa think we’ve
done for the ship properly, den’t you?”

“Listen, and do your own guessing,” said
Howell.

The din of the fire had increased by this
time to a furnace roar, with the thunder of
it punctuated by crackling explosions indi-
cating that the flames had reached the small-
arms ammunition stores. Shouts, yells, the
hiss of water cataracting upon heated metal,
and the furious stamp and go of the steam
fire pumps added to the pandemonium.

“It sure is making a noise like it!” said
Tommy, with a fighting man’s grin. Then:
“Melly, I'll be dogged if we haven’t made a
pretty fair beginning for a couple of ama-
teurs. Two little old American quitters—
that’s what they were calling us at home—
with bare hands and a box-of matches, have
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put this pirate hooker out of commission—
to say nothing of the submarine. If I had a
flag I'd wave it!”

“I’'m not so sure about the submarine,”
said Howell doubtfully. “I don’t know
much about the construction of the beasts,
but I should think they’d be built so that
a fire in the tank compartment could be
flooded. But this isn’t getting us anywhere.
Shall we try the high dive from that open
port light?”

But the first thing to be done was to lo-
cate the port, and when its position was
_guessed out they found that it must be in
the after cabin, which was Captain Holtz-
berg’s. The door was locked, but Tommy
made a battering-ram of the mess table and

- drove it off its hinges. The commander’s
cabin was quite spacious and was fiited with
an eye to comfort, not to say luxury, with a
bed instead of a sleeping berth, a built-in
bookshelf, a library table with a reading
light, and an old-fashioned, heavy secretary
desk.” There were two port lights, but only

one of them was open. The other was shut

and barred.

Through the open port they could see the

rope ladder dangling irom the rail above; it
~could be easily reached and would help in
the wriggling escape through the circular
opening. Tommy Ormsby had dragged a
chair under the port and was about to
thrust his head out when Howell stopped
him.

“Hold on,” he interposed; “let’s try it on
the dog, first,” and at his suggestion Tommy
made a dummy out of a blanket stripped
from the bed, stuck the stolen cap he was
wearing on the end of it and thrust it out
of the port. Instantly a rifle spat a tongue
of flame from the rail above and cap and
blanket were perforated.

“I thought perhaps they wouldn’t be too
busy to leave a sniper up there to get us,”
was Howell’'s comment. Then: “We're
nipped, Tommy; we’re here to stay until
they come after us—or the ship blows up.
About as long as it is broad, anyway. You
can see how light it is out there, and we
couldn’t swim very far under water, They’d

get us with the machine gun when we came

up to breathe, even if we didn’t have that
sniper overhead to reckon with.”

Since they could do nothing but wait
and hope that ‘their chance might come
later, they crossed to starboard and tried to
~ get some idea of how the fire attack was go-

ing on in the case of the U-boat, using the
barred port light' of their former quarters
as a spying hole, The sight was not alto-
gether encouraging, The tank hatch of the
underwater . ship was no longer vomiting
fire, and from a hose overhead a stream of
something which was not water was shoot-
ing into it.

“Sand!” gasped Tommy; “they’re blow-
ing sand into it with an air hose] Is there
anything on top of earth that these beggars
haven’t thought of and prepared for before-

-bBand?”

“They’ll save the submersible,” said How-
ell. “Of the two ships it is worth the most
to them—for war purposes. We’ve got one
more chance for success, Tom—though we
shan’t be here to see how it works out. If
they can’t stop the blaze you lighted up for-
ward, this hooker will presently blow up and
sink and take the U-boat with her. To pre-
vent this, they’ll probably cast off when
they get the fire smothered in the tank hold
and try to move the submarine out of dan-
ger. They’ve doubtless got an emergency
fuel supply they can use at the pinch.”

Since the kennel cabin was as hot as a
furnace from its juxtaposition to the vol-
cano blast which had come up out of the
submersible, they retreated, first to the mess
cabin, and then to the captain’s quarters.
It was the open port that drew them; their
one avenue of escape if any new develop-
ment on deck should favor them,

That the sniper was still waiting for them
overhead they learned by another trial of
the blanket-roll dummy, which was
promptly fired upon as before. Beginning
to lose some of the fine stimulus of excite-
ment, and to feel the effects of his wound,
Howell sat down in the pivot chair before
the captain’s desk. The desk closed with a
lid like a folding table leaf, and by the
light reflected from without, Howell saw
that the key had been left in the lock. Al-
most mechanically he reached up and
turned the key. ‘At the click of the boit the
table-leaf lid fell open as if actuated by a
spring.

Howell’s natural impulse was to close and
lock the desk. Then his eye fell upon an
electric flash light lying in one of the pigeon-
holes, and he took it out and pressed the
switch. The batteries were alive, and in the
flash of the light he saw that the desk lid,
in opening, had brought down with it a
spread-out map or chart.
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One glance showed that the chart covered
the Caribbean, the islands of the Spanish
Main, the northern coasts of South Amer-
ica, and the eastern coast of Central Amer-
ica. A number of the islands, and some
few points on the two mainlands, were
marked in red ink; some with a circle, others
with a cross, still others with both cross and
circle. In the corner of the sheet was the
explanatory legend, written in slanting Ger-
man script, and even Howell’s scanty knowl-
edge of the language enabled him to trans-
late it. Opposite -the sign of the circle were
the words “coal” and “oil,” and against the
cross mark, “wireless.”

Howell did not have to look twice to de-
termine the tremendous importance of his
find.

“Tom!” he called, shouting to make him-
self heard above the din of noises; and when
Tommy was staring down at the map:
“Thomas, my son, there is the most impor-
tant war document that ever fell into the
hands of an enemy! That chart gives the
location of all the secret German bases we’ve
been reading so much about; the fuel sta-
tions and the wireless outfits!”

“Where did you find it?”

“It was right here when I opened the
desk. 'Holtzberg was probably studying it
when he was taken sick and neglected to
bide it.”

Ormsby passed the flash light slowly over
the spread-out map. “Say!” he ejaculated,
“wouldn’t that make an angel weep? Here’s
a thing that, if it could be put into the
hands of our people in Washington, would
save "hundreds of lives and thousands of
tons of shipping—and we’ve got it and can’t
get away with it!”

Howell grabbed for the chart, folded it
hurriedly, and staggered to his feet.

“Search in the desk, quick, Tom: there
must be an oilskin case or some waterproof
thing to put this in—they’d never take a
chance of its getting wet. That’s it”—as
Ormsby “ found the oiled-silk wrapping—
“Take it and wrap it as if your soul’s salva-
tion was folded up in that sheet of draw-
ing paper and hide it next to your skin. It’ s
worth a nation’s ransom, Tom!”

“That’s all right; but why are you giving
it to me? When this ship blows up, I guess
T’ll sail just about as far up, and come down
just as hard, as you will.”

Howell’s eyes were shining.

“It’s for all-America, now, Tom. We

had a perfect right to wait for the blow-up
when there were only a couple of lives—
and those our own—to consider. But now
we've simply got¢ to live and get away—or
one of us must. I'm crippled, and your
chance is the——"

The interruption was a wiolent concussion
that shook the ship from stem to stern.
Témmy Ormsby caught at the wounded one
and so saved him from being thrown down.

“Wh-what was that?” he stammered;

“one of the boilers?”

For answer the concussion was repeated.
Then they knew.

“The warship!” Howell burst out. “It’s
coming, and the Germans have opened fire
on it with the big guns in the bow!”

CHAPTER XV,
OLD GLORY.

Though the discovery of the chart had
absorbed them for the moment, the increas-
ing tumult on deck brought them back with
a snap to things present and threatening.
At the first alarm of fire the raider’s motor
launch had been sent ashore for reénforce-
ments, and it had been bringing the See-.
prinz’s men off from the island as rapidly
as it could go and return. And now the
thunder of the raider’s “heavies” told that
Holtzberg’s gun crews were braving the oil
flames to work their pieces.

At the second crash Tommy Ormsby
thrust the oiled-silk package inside of his
shirt, and they both hurried across to get
an outlook to starboard. The glass in the
port light in their kennel cabin had been
cracked by the heat of the submarine vol-
cano, and some of the piéces had fallen out.
With only the smoke reek still rising from
the submersible’s oil-tank hatch to obstruct
the view they could see the boundary reef
and the open sea beyond. Far out, but still
well within the wide-flung illumination of

‘the burning raider, a long, four-funneled

ship, with high bows and a cut-down hull

that was almost buried in the huge bow
wave, was racing eastward on a course par-

allel with the northern shore of the island.

Almost immediately the raider’s guns
crashed again, one after the other, and the
watchers at the broken port light fancied
they could see the plunge of the shells fall-
ing short of the racing target.

“What I want to know is why that ship
out yonder doesn’t hit back,” cut in Tommy
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Ormsby impatiently. “There’s all the
chance in the world in this glare of light.”

“Light metal,” said Howell—“it’s a de-
stroyer, and if it’s one of ours, it doesn’t
carry anything bigger than very small rapid-
firers. The German ‘heavies’ outrange
them.”

“If it’s one of ours—look—look at the
flag, Melly! Rah for Old Glory! Look!
—do you see it?”

There was no reason for not seeing it.
With the speed of the flying destroyer to
give it a breeze the ensign stood out as flat
as a board. Tommy’s eyes filled and he
found himself knuckling them like a crying
boy.

“The good old flag!” he exulted. “Look,
Melly: that fellow who is flying it knows
what he’s doing. He’s still holding east-
ward; he knows this hooker’s armament,
and he’s going astern of us where he can
come up within his ewn range and not take
the fire from the ‘heavies.” ”

Howell was staring through the broken
port light at the almost invisible hull of the
destroyer ripping through the sea at the
speed of a railroad train, Suddenly, clean-
cut admiration for the courage, German or
other, that would fight a doomed ship to the
last and in the face of certain destruction,
came uppermost.

“Thomas, we’ll have to hand it fo the
Fritzies, after all—they’ve got a nerve!
Those fellows up forward are roasting in hell
fire and they don’t know a minute that they
won’t be blown to bits, and yet they’re serv-
ing those guns as if they were firing a
kaiser’s salute!”

“Right you are; but there is some little
courage scattered around out there on that
destroyer, too. That fellow out there is so
eager to get into the fight that he’s taking
the short cut when he might take more time
and keep out of range.”

“That’s the American of it,” said Howell.

“Right, again!” bubbled Tommy Ormsby.
“And when he gets around where he can
open up with his light artillery, we’ll be
killed by perfectly good American shells.
. There’s some comfort in that.”

“But we mustn’t be killed—or at least,
you mustn’t!” Howell broke in, reawaken-
ing suddenly to the importance of saving the
precious chart found in Captain Holtzberg’s
desk. “Suppose we go back and try that

open port again. Maybe by-this time things

are warm enough on deck to rattle that
sniper of ours.”

They recrossed the ship the morc will-
ingly since there was nothing mdre to be
seen from the starboard peep hole. The de-
stroyer had.passed beyond their line of vi-
sion, and the raider’s guns were no longer
firing—a proof that the flanking enemy had
passed astern. Instead of the measured
booming of the big bow guns there were

- thunderous noises to indicate a rush of the

raider’s defenders aft, dragging some heavy
object with them.

“Again we’ll hand 1t to the Fritzies,
Tom,” said Howell. “They’ve had to quit
on the ‘heavies,” and now they’ve dismourted
a rapid-firer and are bringing it aft.”

It was a keen punishment not to be uble
to witness the fight of the Germans against
the double odds, with an enemy getting thcir
range astern, and fire and explosion men-
acing them on their own decks. The dis-
cipline in the face of the double peril was
fine; so much the two captives beiween
decks could assume from the unceasing grind
of the fire pumps and the hiss and swish of
water pouring upon the conflagration for-
wardz == :

Shortly, too, the rapid-firer which had
been transferred to the ship’s stern set up its
barking challenge to the destroyer. This
meant that the American ship was hauling
up outside of the boundary reef at the east-
ern end of the islet.

“Our time is short, now,” Howell prophe-
sied, as they were recrossing the main cabin.

The words were hardly out of his mouth
before there came a swift series of tearing
explosions forward. In the clamor and con-
fusion they could not tell whether it was
the destroyer getting the range, or the raid-
er’s fixed ammunition being set off by the
fire. But all doubt was removed when a
shell came crashing through the deck over-
head, exploding against the bulkhead in the
mess room and filling the place ‘with flying
shards.

Almost instinctively ‘they had thrown
themselves flat at the impact of the shell,
and were only dazed by the shock and
choked by the acrid powder gases. But
when the next shell ripped the comparion
head into scrap, showering the main cabin -
with a cataract of débris, Tommy Ormsby
sprang up and dragged Howell to his feet.

“This time we take the high dive, sniper
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or no sniper!” he shouted; and as one man
they made a dash for the captain’s cabin.

With the destroyer’s shells chasing each
other like bullets from a machine gun they
did not stop to make any cautionary experi-
ments at the open port. The rope boarding
ladder was still hanging from the rail;
Tommy Ormsby kicked off his shoes and
using the ladder for an outhaul, dragged
himself through the circular opening. Out-
side, and safely anchored upon the ladder,
he gave a hasty glance above, more than
half expecting to find himself looking into
the muzzle of a German rifle. But a mad
inferno was raging upon the raider’s after
deck and the rail was empty.

“Quick!” he yelled, swinging back to the
port. “Easy with that game shoulder—I’ll
help you!”

Though the rail above had been partly
torn away by one of the shell bursts, the
ladder held while Howell was making his
escape. But with the weight of two of them
upon it, it tore loose and went by the board,
dropping them as straight as a plummet into
the water. Remembering the crippling
shoulder, Tommy Ormsby retained his hold
upon Howell, and had sufficient presence
of mind to mark the direction of the drift-
ing dinghy as they fell. =

Actuated by the same impulse, they both
swam under water as long as they could.
But when they were forced to the surface
to breathe they saw there was little need
for concealment. The raider’s people were
far too busy to pay any attention to a pair
of half-drowned swimmers. None the less,
they went under again, and a second emer-
gence brought them up on the shoreward
side of the drifting boat. Ormsby climbed
into it first and held the boat on an even
keel while Howell got his good arm and a
leg over the gunwale. A pull and a strug-
gle did the rest, and for the moment they
were safe.

But only momentarily. In its slow drift
“the dinghy had not gone more than a few
fathoms from the raider’s side, but the drift
had been diagonal and the escaping captives
found themselves quartering astern of the
Seeprinz, and none too far out of the de-
stroyer’s line of fire. When it became evi-
dent that the Germans were still too busy
to concern themselves with the affairs of a
derelict small boat, Tommy Ormsby got an
arm over the gunwale and, paddling vigor-
ously, succeeded in backing the small craft

some little distance out of the immediate
danger zone.

From this temerarious offing, which was
possibly a hundred yards from the burning
ship, they could see the destruction wrought
by the destroyer’s shells which were still
coming over in a steady stream. The raid-
er’s after deck and superstructure were al-
ready smashed and wrecked, and a new
blaze had broken out aft of her funnel. Sin-
gularly enough, the single gun dragged aft
by the Germans had not yet been put out
of action; though the rain of shells was tak-
ing a horrible toll on the exposed decks,
there were still men and more men to serve
the gun.

“That isn’t courage any more; it’s sheer
suicide!” Tommy Ormsby gasped. “Why
in God’s name haven’t they got sense enough
to know when they’re done in?”

But it was exactly at this conjuncture
that the reason for the desperate resistance
in the face of certain destruction became ap-
parent. By some miracle of fire fighting
with the sand showers, or otherwise, the
blaze had been extinguished in the tank
hold of the submarine; and now, with its
Diesels going and the water churning under
its stern, the underwater boat was edging
away from its burning consort.

“There’s the answer,” said Howell
quickly. “The Seeprinz is done for, and
they know it. But there is still a chance for
the U-devil to put to sea and escape if it
can get outside of the reef and submerge.
That’s why those fellows on the raider .are
fighting to the death. They know well
enough what’s coming to them, but they’re
trying to keep the gunners on the destroyer
too busy to see what is going on!”

“That’s it,” said Tommy Ormsby. “Yet
once again we must hand it to Fritz for the
cold nerve.” Then, when it became plain
that the U-boat was still using its surface
motive power: “Why doesn’t the beggar
submerge? Every second he stays up makes
it more impossible for those poor devils on
the cruiser to surrender and save them-
selves! Isn’t the lagoon deep enough to let
him go down?”

Howell shook his head. “The harbor
may be deep enough, but quite likely the
passage through the reef isn’t: that must be

“the reason. See! he’s making the turn now

to head for the passage. Suffering cats!
why don’t they pot him from that de-
stroyer? Surely they must see him!”
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That the escaping submarine was seen
was proved an instant later by the explo-
sion of one of the destroyer’s shells in close
proximity to the conning tower. No ap-
parent damage resulted, and the U-boat con-
tained its slow drive for the break in the
reef. A second shell and a third failed to
halt it, this though the third seemed to score
a direct hit upon the low, water-washed
~deck.

Tommy Ormsby groaned. “It must be
one of those supersubmersibles we’ve been
hearing about,” he lamented; ‘“the class
they’re armonng so that it takes a big gun
to make a dent in them!”

Whether this was true or not, it was an
indisputable fact that the underwater boat
was making good its escape. Under increas-
ing headway it surged for the opening in the
reef, the Seeprinz gunners still working their
forlorn-hope rapid-firer to cover the retreat.
A half minute later the submarine wallowed
through a narrow gap in the coral barrier
and immediately began to submerge.

“We've lost it—we’ve lost it!” raged
Tommy Ormsby, falling back between the
thwarts of the dinghy. -But Melly How-
ell’s, “Look!—Ilook at that, will you?”
brought him up again with a jerk.

The sight was enough to make the blood
leap in the most sluggish veins. The men
on the destroyer had marked the escape and
their vessel was under way, rounding the
eastern angle of the reef with the speed of
a hydroplane. - Under a hot rifle and ma-
chine-gun fire from the after deck of the
blazing raider the swift sea scout came tear-
ing along like a whirlwind, heading straight
for the slowly disappearing submersible.

“They’re too late—they’ll never get there
in time to ram!” gritted Howell.

“No; but

Tommy Ormsby’s grlp on the dmghys
gunwale became clamplike. The destroyer
was rushing at full speed directly over the
spot where, but an instant before, the peri-
scopes of the submerging U-boat had been
cutting their double ripple. » One—two—
three seconds later a shock like thal of a
miniature earthquake. rocked the dinghy,
and a few fathoms from the place where the
submarine had disappeared a huge white
column of foam rose with leisurely gran-
deur, ten feet, twenty feet, thirty feet into
the air to fall like a dissolving waterspout
with a crash and an upheaved circular wave

that surged and widened and broke the
swinging time beat of the surf.

“A depth bomb!” Howell gasped shakily;
and already the evidences of the bomb’s ob-
literating effect upon the underwater ship
were washing in upon the wavelets swelling
through the rift in the reef—wreckage, ghs—
tening oil pools, and here and there the
bodies of men, blown unmaimed, as it
seemed, out of their living tomb.

It was not until the passing of this tre-
mendous climax had a little relieved the ex-
citement and battle stress for them that the
fugitives in the drifting dinghy became
aware of a threatened change in the weather.
But now that they looked they saw that the
stars had been blotted out, and the reddened
flare of the burning ship was reflected from
a suddenly drawn curtain of clouds.

With the lull in the battle actual a sort
of paralysis seemed to have fallen upon. the
living remnant left upon the raider’s decks.
Picked out like a heroic figure in the red
glow they could see the tall form of the
sick ober-kommander gesticulating and ap-
parently exhortmg his men to arouse them-
selves against a return of the enemy.

Out at sea, the destroyer was careening
sharply to come about. But she was not
heading for the jﬂand; she was turning her
high bow stiffly to the southwestward and
holding it there.

“What does that mean?” said Tommy
Ormsby, and as he said it a gust of wind,
as chilling-as if it had blown out of a glacier
cavern, checked the shoreward drift of the
dinghy and set it in motion the other way—
toward the reef; did this; and made a huge
blowpipe flame of the blazing ship.

There was no time for a reply, if the
wounded man in the bottom of the small
boat had meant to make one. With a light-
ning flash that illuminated the farthest hori-
zons and a crash of thunder that was like
a collision of worlds, the tropical storm burst

. in sudden and irresistible fury upon the islet

and the surrounding main. The castaways
in the dinghy heard the roar of the hurri-
cane blast as it struck the island; heard the
tall palms snapping like pipestems in its
path; felt their frail craft sent spinning, as
if from the buffet of a giant hand, through a
maelstrom of mad waters churning over the
sunken reef and past it to the waste of wild
waters beyond, far and away until the light
of the burning cruiser had lost itself in the
storm wrack to windward.
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CHAPTER XVIL
LEPTHS AND HEIGHTS.

With the hurricane blowing itself out by
degrees as it swept the dinghy onward,
Tommy Ormsby baled madly and by un-
ceasing toil contrived to keep the boat from
filling and capsizing as the seas rose higher
and higher. By some providential miracle
—the oars had been washed away and he
could do nothing toward directing the din-
ghy’s course—the capsize had been averted;
but the dawn, which brought a sudden drop-
ping of the wind, clear skies, and a blazihg
sunrise, heralded little else of an encourag-
ing nature. The waves were still running
perilously “high, there was no land in sight,
and they were adrift without food or water.

To make matters worse, Howell’s wound
was beginning to make itself felt as a crip-
pling disablement. Being a real man, in
spite of the home cosseting which had been
so liberally dealt out to him in his youth,
he strove to put a cheerful face on the mat-
ter; but after the sun had risen high enough
to turn on the furnace heat of a tropical day
the terrible thirst of the wounded seized
upon him and the depressive reaction throt-
tled him. =

“I know now how those poor fellows feel
who are smashed and left to linger and suf-
fer in No Man’s Land, Tom,” he said. And
a little later: “Ours was a short life and a
merry one, wasn’t it?”

“I’'m not regretting any part of it,” was
the exultant rejoinder. “I’m only sorry we
couldn’t stick around long enough to see
what became of the Seeprinz.”

Howell rocked his head on the thwart.

“There are a frightful lot of questions
unanswered—that are going to stay unan-
swered for us. What did the hurricane do
to the people left on the island—to our peo-
ple? Did the destroyer weather it and go
back after them? And if it did, was there
anybody left alive to be taken off? We'll
never know.”

“Oh, see here, Melly, old man—you
mustn’t go off on that tack!” the other cast-
away protested hastily. “I know you’re
pretty well done in, but we’ll never say die
till we’re dead. For all we know, that de-
stroyer may be combing the sea for us this
blessed minute.”

“Nothing like it. There’s no reason why
it should be, and you know it, Tom. We
left Margie to infer that we were going to

4B P

try to signal the outside ship with a bonfire
of some kind, but neither she, nor anybody
else on the island, would suppose for a mo-
ment that we had any such harebrained
idea as that of setting the raider afire.
Therefore we have merely disappeared in
the general smash—with any number of
ways to account for the disappearance with-
out hinting at the real one.” ,

“Oh, well,” said Tommy, trying another
expedient; “if you will insist on looking at
it through blue glass. I’'m an optimist, my-
self; choose to believe that we’re going to
be picked up. The Caribbean isn’t so tre-
mendously big, and we’re still inside of the
Little Indies.” ;

Again the wounded man wagged his head,
passing his uncrippled hand over his face.

“I need a shave horribly bad, and so do .
you,” he remarked. And then: “We may
as well look this thing square in the eye.
You know as well as I do that we can’t
hold out very long under this sun and with-
out water, to say nothing of the lack of
food—or, if you can, I can’t hope to. And
that reminds me: have you got that chart
safe yet?”

Tommy investigated. He had not thought
of the precious map since the moment when
he had dropped from the port of the See-
prinz on the falling rope ladder. It was
safe. The oiled-silk wrapper had leaked,
of course, and the heavy parchment paper
was swollen and blistered. But the ink was
the indelible sort, and the lines and letter-
ing were still legible.

“Let it dry in the sun and then wrap it
up again,” Howell directed. “The best we
can hope for now is that the dinghy will
stay right side up and be sighted at last by
some American vessel.. They’ll seatch us,
no matter how dead we are, and the chart
will be found.”

Once more Tommy made a valiant effort
to put the cheer into cheerfulness for his
companion. The sea was going down vis-
ibly now, and it no longer menaced the sta-
bility of the storm-tossed small boat. With
the_lessening height of the waves the outlook
was wider, which meant that their chance of
being seen by some passing vessel was pro-
portionally increased. :

“It’s no use, Tom”—this from the dis-
heartened one after these encouraging
dgymptoms had been descanted upon. “I’'m
not kicking, you know. We did our little
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bit—and did it plenty well and good, at
that.”

“I know,” said Tommy; addmg, after a
pause: “So am I, Melly. What have you
got on your chest? Chuck it out, and we’ll
try to settle it while there’s time.”

“This, for the biggest thing,” was the
rather shaky reply. “As we’ve left things,
nobody will ever know that we weren’t what
all Middlesboro was calling us when we left
—quitters, and traitors to boot, if the linen
smuggling ever gets on the gossip wires.
Your sister thinks we were responsible for
the Lucita’s change of course that first night
out of Jacksonville, and, by consequence,
for all that has followed. And what she
thinks, the others must think, too. I don’t
want to drop out and leave all that horrible
mess of misunderstanding behind to rankle
forever and ever.” He made a feeble ges-
ture toward the drying map. “If you had
something to write with, and could put it
on the back of that,” he suggested; ‘the
real story of it, I mean.” :

Rather to quiet and satisfy the wounded
man than as a concession to his own grow-
ing fear that their chances for a rescue were
exceedingly small, Tommy Ormsby began to
search for a pencil. Of course, the search
was fruitless. In the -fierce heat of the
raider’s between decks they had thrown off
the leather blouses looted from the two
stripped submarines at the capture of the

dinghy; and their own pockets yielded noth-.

ing but the cigar clipper, the doctor’s match
safe, and one of the stolen automatics—the
other having been lost in the plunge over-
board from the burning ship.

It was the automatic that furnished the
writing implement. ‘True, the bullets in its
magazine were nickel-covered, but Tommy
Ormsby patiently extracted one of them
from its cartridge and pried its nickel shell
off with the blade of the cigar cutter. With
the core of soft lead thus obtained, the back
of the chart for paper, and one of the boat’s
thwarts for a writing table, he wrote out the
story of the business struggle with its rea-
sons for secrecy, of the real object of the
projected voyage to Norfolk, and a brief
sketch of the battle night and the part they
had borne in it.

“That’s the thing,” Howell approved,
twisting his thirst-swollen tongue to the
words after Tommy had read the painfully
written screed aloud. “Margie’ll under-
stand, and now I can ‘go west’ in peace. I

guess we may berrow that word from the
fellows ‘Over There;’ both of us. For we’ve
been soldiers, too, Tom—for—a little—
while.”

It was mid-forenoon and the sun was like
a ball of fire in the heavens. A brazen sky
looked down upon a glassy sea which re-
flected the glare and the killing heat. With
a bit of canvas found under the stern sheets
of the dinghy, Tommy Ormsby rigged a tiny
square of shade for the wounded man’s face.
Shortly afterward, Howell lapsed into a mut-
tering stupor, and Tommy realized with a
sinking heart that this might be the begin-
ning of the end.

Thereafter, sun-scorched and perishing
with a thirst that seemed like a living fire
kindled in his throat, the one whose time
had not yet come sat through the long hours
of the torrid day, searching the horizon with
smarting eyes that had somehow -lost the
ability to wink and shut out the blinding
glare. And always there were only sea and
sky; the sea like a pot of incandescent metal
capped by the sky of brass. More than once
he felt his senses reeling, and at such crises
he tightened his grip upon the gunwales
of the dinghy. ‘“Never say die till you're
dead.” It was the Ormsby motto, and to-
ward the end the words marched through
his brain in a maddening procession:
“Never say die till you're dead—never say
die tili you’re dead—never say——"

The sun was poised, a great globe of
orange fire, on the undulating western hori-
zon, and for the last time, before it should
sink into the waters and leave the horizons
blotted out in darkness, he raised himself
to drive the tired eyes once more around the
hopeless circle. When they had covered half
the circle, and he saw a four-funneled ship
with high, cutaway bows apparently no more
than a short mile away, his dry lips parted
in a cackling laugh and he tumbled over into
the bottom-of the dinghy. For by the ap-
parition, which could be nothing but the
conjuring of a crazy brain, he knew the
demon of thirst had trlumphed and the end
had come.

Also, it figured as another phase of the
crazy dream when he heard voices—men’s
voices and the sobbing cry of a woman—
and felt, rather than saw, the shadow of the
phantom ship coming between him and the
level rays of the setting sun. In the dream
there were strong hands to lift him, and the
dream became a sort of vague reality when
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he pointed to Melly Howell and made his
parched lips mumble the words, “Careful
with him—wounded, y’ know.” Then came
the great blank.

When Melly Howell of the damaged heart
—and shoulder—opened his eyes again upon
the things that are, his first impressich was
that he was back in the cubby-hole cabin
of the German raider, snugly tucked into

one of the bunks which had curiously grown.

even narrower than it had originally been.
Then he realized gropingly that it was not
the prison cabin, and that the figure sit-
ting on a stool at the bunkside was not
that of a guarding German sailor.

“Margie!” he gurgled weakly.

“Yes, dear”’—and she bent over him.

.She told him where he was; on board the
destroyer—in the commander’s cabin—un-
der Doctor Trimmell’s care. “And you’re
going to live, Melly, dear,” she quavered;
“thank God, you are going to live!”

“Sure I'm going to live: did anybody
think I wasn’t?
alive?” :

“Every one of us. The storm smashed
half the trees on the island to bits but we
all escaped in some way.”

“The Englishmen and all?”

“Yes; and Sarskjiold and the Lucita’s
crew.”

“That Swede,” said Howell, harking back
to the beginning of the troubles; “something
ought to be done with him.”

“Something has been done. They are
holding him and all his men for an investiga-
tion, which will probably end in an intern-
ment camp.”

“And the German ship—the Seeprinz;
what became of it?” ;

“It went down with all on board. We
couldn’t see in what manner; whether it
blew up or was wrecked on the reef. At
daybreak the destroyer came back; it had
been obliged to run away from the hurri-
cane. The men, English sailors and all,
searched every foot of the island for you and
Tommy. When they couldn’t find you we
thought you must have been blown into the
sea and drowned; that was the only thing
there was to think.” .

“Then what happened?”

“The destroyer commander—he’s Bob
Hazard, our Middlesboro Bob—sent out
wireless calls for a ship to come and take

Are you—are you all’

the Englishmen aboard; he hadn’t room for
them, but he made room for us. We left
the island about noon after the wireless had
told us.that another ship was on the way
from Jamaica. I never want to live through
such another day, Melly!”

“That was yesterday?”

“The day before yesterday. It was just
at sunset when our lookout saw your little
boat. When we came up, we all thought
you were both dead.”

“I wasn’t, it seems. How about Tom?”

“He is all right now. It was only thirst
with him. He could hardly speak when we
got him aboard. It was pitiful to see Allie
Trimmell go to pieces when she saw Tom
alive—after she had been thinking all day
that he was dead. She i35 so sane and self-
controlled ordinarily, you know.”

-“Yes; I know. Now tell me how long
T’m going to be laid out.”

“The doctor won’t say. If you could have
had attention sooner——”

“It mustn’t be for long, Margie, girl. I've
got to get back into it, you know. I sup-
pose Tom has told you how we came to be
floating around at sea in an open boat?”

“We found the German chart and saw
what Tom had written on the back of it
when—when you both thought you—
mightn’t—be found alive. Oh, Melly, dear!

“It was turned over to Lieutenant Haz-
ard. Goodness! I never saw a man so
excited. Inside of five minutes he had the
wireless going. We have orders to race
straight for Hampton Roads at our best
speed. Bob says it means nothing less than
a commission for each of you two—the
chart, and the sinking of the raider and the
submarine.” .

“We don’t care anything about commis-
sions—until we can earn them like other
men, Margie. We’re in ‘for duration,’ as
jackies, if that’s what they need most.
Tom’s all right, and as for me—I'm hoping
the ‘medics’ are going to set that night’s
job on the raider over against the cracked
heart and the game football leg; that’s what
I’'m hoping and praying, Margie, girl.”

“Of course they will”’—scornfully. “And
the cracked heart—it’s mine, Melly, dear,
and I’ll mend it and keep it, and——"

“A few minutes ago you said this wasn’t
heaven, but I know better,” he murmured.
“Once more, with a long breath, sweetheart,
and then I'll try to go to sleep.”
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anything goes in love, war, stud

poker and Irish stew. I got another

entry to add to- this here collection,
the same bein’ the fairly well-known game
of baseball. I been implicated in them mad
dashes for pennants and world’s series dough
almost since St. Looey and last place be-
come the same thing, which is a long time—
bein’ forever. Durin’ my connection with
this hit-and-run thing I have done every-
thing on a ball field except shave the um-
pire, and I once come near ownin’ a club
of my own, but was saved by layin’ off the
booze and takin’ aspirin. I have also picked
up a lot of things besides a bat, and I'm
satisfied they is more angles to baseball than
they is to a fishhook, Many’s the game has
been won or lost far from the diamond, and
brains is as useful to a ball player as a horse
is to a jockey, no matter what them sportin’
writers says to get laughs. Many a guy is
up there in the big league to-day when he
should of been drafted to some rheumatic
asylum years ago, simply because he’s usin’
his head for somethin’ besides a place for
his cap. .

Since I been a manager I've hired and
fired three guys for every Frenchman in
Paris, and I've found out a lot about this
human-nature thing, too. They is no use
goin’ into the box score on that part of it,

THEY is a old sayin’ which claims that

because I'm a ball player and not a college,

but they is one kind of guy I want to tip
you off about and that’s the baby which
goes through life givin’ a endless imitation
of a worm. The guy that never comes back

no matter what you call him, the boob you

play all the tricks on and the worst he does
is grin, the hick, the fall guy, the poor, good-
natured simp whose existence is one round
off third-degree initiations into the lodge of
life.

Look out for that bird! T tell the world
fair when he - does get started, I wanna
be elsewhere. It takes them babiés a long
while to get wise to the fact that they’s
other parts in the show besides that of the
clown, but when they do get warmed up——
Oh, boy! “Take a tip from me and keep
outa traffic, because they ain’t nothin’ wilder
in the zoo than a maddened boob, and the
first guy they nail gets the benefit of all
the rough stuff z4ey been forced to take for
years.

It’s comical too, the things that set ’em
goin’. You may be maulin’ one of them
guys around every day for months, and
pullin’ things on ’em that a dyin’ cripple
wouldn’t take, and then all of a sudden
yow’ll claim they don’t know how to play
parcheesi or somethin’ and Zam! You have
fin’ly hit the raw spot, and the next few
minutes is bound to be the most excitin’ you
spent since you fell off the dock when a
innocent child.

I will now present for the first time on
any page a example of this.

When the alarm clocks went off at Wash-
ington and khaki become the very latest for
the fashionable and -unexempt young feller
of twenty-one to thirty-one, my ball club
fell - apart like a secondhand flivver. For
a coupla weeks I got the idea that the guys
in charge of the draft figured my team could
lick the kaiser all by themselves, and they
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wasn’t no use of sendin’ over anybody else.
I lost more men than the Germans did at
the Marne, and I fin'ly tried to get in the

army myself, but I couldn’t get a ticket on -

account of bein’ too old for such innocent
pastimes like war. At the time when this
tour of Europe started to become all the
rage, my club was runnin’ next to last and
makin’ frantic attempts to get farther back
than that, so I guess the reason the exemp-
.tion guys put my club in Class A was be-
cause we was playin’ that kind of ball.

Well, when the army got done with me I
had about four guys left that knowed the
difference between third base and the club-
house, and they was all old enough to of
been on the reception committee which went
down the bay to meet Columbus on the first
trip he made over here. The club owners
is crazy because our percentage and the at-
tendance was fallin’ off like Salome’s veils,
and they told me to patch up a team which
could finish the season without droppin’ out
of the league altogether, or I’d have to take
" up plumbin’ or the like for a livin’. They
claimed I could spend money like water, and
I knowed from experience what they meant
by that. Did you ever try to spend any
water?

By the end of July I was at least able to"

put nine men on the field and by the middie
of August we was makin’ almost as many
runs a game as errors. In a coupla weeks
more we begin winnin’ games to the aston-
ishment of everybody, includin’ ourselves.
The owners quit lookin’ up prices on car-
bolic acid and ‘told me if I could finish in
the first division they would give every man
on the team a bonus and present me with
everything but the franchise. They.claimed
it -ought to be easy, now that we was hittin’
our stride, and then all we had to beat was
the Giants, Chicago, Philadelphia, Boston,
St. Looey, Pittsburgh and Cincinnati.
eh?

Well, outside of the other eight positions,
they was one place where we was very weak
and that was first base. The bird which was
drawin’ a salary for clutterin’ up that bag
acted like every ball throwed at him was a
six-inch shell and what’s the use of gettin’
killed. Also, he seemed to have the idea
that hittin’ the pill was a violation of the
penal code and stealin’ a base meant the
gallows. If the crowd had ever called me
what it called him, I would of at- least
throwed a hand grenade into the bleachers!

Soft;

Joe Heiland, which claimed he was playin’
third for me, tells me in the clubhouse one
day that he knows where I can get hold of
a good ball player cheap.

“Fine!” I says. “See if your uneyform
will fit him.”

“No kiddin’,” he says. “This guy is
there! I seen him play with Jersey City
last year, and he’s another Hal Chase.”

“That ends it!” I says. “I seen them
birds which is another Hal Chase or another
Ty Cobb. I suppose if you went out and
win yourself ten bucks in a crap game, you’d
think you was another J. P. Morgan, hey?
Forget about that stuff! When them dead
ringers for Chase and Cobb get on a big-
time ball field the only resemblance I ever
been able to see is that they all wear their
ears on the sides of their heads!”

“Well, it’s up to you,” he says. “This
guy can be had for the askin’, and if you
don’t grab him quick he’s a cinch for the
Giants. He can hit .325 all day long, and
he plays that first sack like Paderwiski can
play the piano.”

“How did Jersey City come to tear them-
selves away from him?” I says.

“His old man’s got a bank roll, I hear,”
says Joe, “and he took him outa baseball to
start him in a honest livin’ of some kind.
I forget what the old man owns, for all I
know it may be Central Park., Anyways,
they have had a fallin’ out and the kid wants
to play ball again. I seen him hangin’
around the hotel this mormn, and I can
have him out here for practice to-morrow
if you say so.’

“Wait!” I says. “Has the U. S. army
asked waivers on him?” - -

“Oh,” says Heiland. “He got put in
Class 12 or somethin’ by them draft guys,
on account of bein’ physically unfit.”

Oh, boy! ,

“You big stiff!” I hollers. “Are y6u

tryin’ to kid somebody? You wanna send
me a first baseman which is crippled hey?
Another Hal Chase, hey? What is he—a
armless wonder?”
+ “No, no!” he says. “He’s in A-number-
one shape. Just a little flat feet or the like.
But on the level, that ain’t slowed him up
none, he’s as fast as a telegram around
first!”

“All right!” 1 says, . after a minute.
“Shoot him out to the park to-morrow, and
if he ain’t no good I'll betcha I'll dope out
some way of finin’ you fifty berries!”
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Well, bright and early the next mornin’,
or in other words about eleven o’clock, Hei-
land comes over to the clubhouse with a tall,
slim guy which hung his head and rubbed
his cap around in his hands like he was
washin’ out a handkerchief. From the look
on his face I figured he was gonna bust out
cryin’ at the first opportunity.

“This here’s that guy I was tellin’ you
about,” says Heiland to me. “His name’s
Manny Goldfish, but he bats under the name
of Du Pont. Manny, this is Mister Mae.”

At that, this guy looks like this is his
chance to weep and he drops the cap on the
floor. In pickin’ it up, Red Higgins, which
was comin’ in, bumps into him and sends
him sprawlin’. Manny gets up and apolo-
gizes to Red ’til Red got sick of hearin’
it and beat it.

“I’'m terrible glad to meet you Mister,
now, Mac,” says Manny, in a voice so low
I gotta guess half of it. “And also, believe
me, I’m sorry I should interrupt you when
you’re prob’ly no doubt busy.”

With that he takes a step backward, like
the chances are I’'m gonna wallop him.

I give him a long, lingerin’ look and I
felt more like bustin’ Heiland in the nose
for bringin’ this bird over. They didn’t
seem to be no more pep in him than they is
in a plate of gelatine, and he acted like he
figured he’d get murdered in cold blood if
he opened his mouth at all. Imagine a guy
like that on a big-league- diamond in Sep-
tember, when they is more fightin’ durin’ a
game than they is in France. Another Hal
Chase—— Oh, boy!

“In the first place,” I says, “if you go
to work for me you’ll hit, run and field un-
der the name of Goldfish, or whatever your
real name is, and not no Du Pont or nothin’
else! I ain’t hirin’ movie actors or chorus
girls; what I'm lookin’ for is ball players.
You can’t get no runs with a fancy name,
hecause if you could I'd christen everybody
on the club Ty Cobb and Baker, and go out
and win all the pennants from here to
Shanghai. In the second place, I don’t
wanna see no references, press notices and
photographs in full uneyform while spearin’
a hot liner, which the photographer paints
into your glove at the studio. I will loan
you a uneyform without a deposit for a hour
and lead you forth to yon diamond. In that
time if you got anything I'll no doubt see
it, and if you ain’t, kindly take the exit most

handy to you and runm, not walk, to the
street.”

“Yes, sir, Mister, now, Mac,” he whis-
pers. ‘“Thank you so many times!”

He starts for the lockers and they’s a
guy sittin” on the bench tyin’ his shoes and
blockin’ the passage. Manny stops and
stands waitin’ patiently for said guy to get
through with his shoes. He don’t say a
word and the other guy starts slowly lacin’
up, stoppin’ every now and then to admire
his feet.

“Go on, go on!” I hollers at Manny.
“Get past there and get dressed! We got
a ball game on this afternoon.” :

Manny turns around and grins.

“Nu, Mister Mac,” he says, waggin’ his
shoulders, “why should I go to work and
make bother for this feller, which natural
he’s got to tie the shoes? I could wait and
maybe——"

“You could wait?” I hollers. “I don’t
care nothin’ about what yox can do, I'm
talkin’ about me/ T’ll give you five minutes
to get dressed and come out.”

Manny looks scared and starts forward,
immediately trippin’ over the other guy’s
foot which had no more right in the aisle
than I got in Congress. I looked for some
action.

“Qop!” grunts the shoe tier.
me, feller!”

“Sssh—not a word!” says Manny, gettin’
up off the floor and rubbin’ his elbow. “I’m
terrible sorry, I should have looked good
where I'm going. I hope you didn’t, now,
hurt the foot, nu?”

He bends down and starts to pat the other
guy’s shoe, and I thought this bird would
faint!

“Get in there, Stupid!” I bawls.

He fled in.

“He’s a little odd that way,” says Hei-
land, catchin’ the look I give him. “You
know, kinda shy and bashfullike. He don’t
believe in no arguments or scrappin’. I
never knowed him to lose his temper once.
Some guys is funny that way—I don’t
know.” -

“Well,” I says, “all T gotta say is that
that baby will have a rotten time with this
club—if he makes it. These here rough-
necks will break his heart, if not his head,
the first time they get acquainted. He’s
nice and yellah too, ain’t he?”

“No, it ain’t that,” says Heiland. “He

“Excuse
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just don’t seem addicted to gettin’ mad,
that’s all. He wouldn’t hit a gnat.”

“T don’t care nothin’ about what he’d do
to a gnat, Joe,” I says. “If he can force
~ himself to hit a baseball, I'll take his part
myself with any gnats that gets fresh with
him.”

Well, out comes Manny on the field and
walks” with that look-out-for- the-eggs step
of his over to where we was standin’. Bein’
fairly well built in the places where it counts
he looked pretty good in a uneyform, but
then so does a chorus man. You can’t tell
how good anything is from simply lookin’
at it. Take a lobster, for instance. The
first time / seen one, I tried to step on it.

I put\Manny over ‘at first in the middle
of the practice, and told him to go to it.
Somebody hit a hot one to short, where
Ellers made a circus stop and whipped the
pill to first. The throw couldn’t of been
more perfect if rehearsed for a year, but
Manny was prob’ly thinkin’ what a crime
it was to hit a innocent baseball and he
fell all over himself and the bag, tryin’ to
stop the ball with his elbow. From the roll
it took, the worst runner that ever left a base
would of been on third anyways when
Manny picked it up.

The rest of the gang starts holdin’ their
noses, and one guy asks has Chaplin give
up the movies and got irito baseball. Ellers
is so mad he hurls his glove over at Manny,
and Manny picks it up and walks all the
way across the diamond to hand it back
to him—with the usual apology.

I thought the gang would die of shock!

“Oh, boy!” I says to Heiland. “If that
guy is another Hal Chase, I'm a second
Mary Pickford! T’ll let him stay five more
minutes—a laugh will do the boys good.”

“That’s all right!” says Heiland. “He’ll
make you and the rest of these guys like it
in a minute. Anybody’s liable to be a littie
bit off at the go in. Give the kid a chance.”
- ‘He hollers over to Manny: “Steady there,
Manny. Show these babies some baseball.
I’'m with you!”

“Yes, sir, Mister Heiland,” says Manny.
“Thanks so many times. I’m terrible sorry
I went to work and missed that ball. Espe-
cial ’'m sorry on account of Mister Mac
taking so much trouble for me. I hope you
ain’t gonna gét, now, mad, are you Mister
Mae? Please and don’t 1 Wouldn’t do it
again. T’ll give it my word Ill—say, T’ll
give an apology to everybody—I’ll—"

“Shut up!” I yells.
it. Play bail!”

“Yes, sir, Mister Mac, and thanks so
many times,” he says, and takes his cap off
to me like I’'m Wilson or the like,

Well, I said I’'d give Manny a hour to
show me. I had to break my word after
watchin’ him, because at the end of forty
minutes he was tryin’ out a fountain pen on
the dotted line of a contract with my club.
After that first boot, this guy’s work was
worth walkin’ ten miles through snow and
ice to see! At first base he was as good as
the Liberty Loan, makin’ all kinds of im-
possible stops and plays—and I’ll tell the
world that the bunch made ’em a} tough—
with the same ease you would remove a
infant from confectionery. He went around
the bags as if sent by cable, and at bat he
made it one stop from the home plate and
back again. He put two purposely wild
pitches in left field and another over the cen-
ter-field fence, and then I dragged him out.
I didn’t want to use this bird all up for the
rest of his life in one day. Before
he’ll leave the plate he insists on delib-
erately fannin’ so’s Rickart, who was
pitchin’, wouldn’t die of a broken heart. Cn
the way to the clubhouse he stops and begs
Rickart’s pargdon for hittin’ ’em so hard, and
Rickart tells him to go where the Huns come
from. Some of the boys moved up expectin’
a scrap, and Rickart dropped his glove and
got set, not only willin’, but anxious.

“That’s all right, now, Mister Rickart,”
says Manny very soothin’. “I wouldn’t
blame you a bit. Usual, I ain’t so lucky like
to-day. I’m terrible sorry I went to work
and hit all them balls on you, only natural
I’'m anxious I should make a, now, showing
with Mister Mac. Go right ahead and .
curse and curse and curse! I wouldn’t-mind.
I don’t get mad so easy!”

With that he grins and walks away,
leavin’ Rickart dumfounded and the gang
speechless for half a hour.

Well, nearly all the other clubs in the
league got blowed to pieces by the draft be-
fore the season was over, on account of
havin’ most of their A-number-one ball
players put in exactly that class by the ex-
emption guys. This was tough on the Ger-
mans, but it broke nice for us because with
the whole league ripped apart we had a
royal chance to land in the money. You,
me, or nobody else ever seen no baseball
like this here club of mine put up in Sep-

“You’ll have me doin’
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tember, which is the time to show whether
you're a ball club or a pinochle team. We
busted up the Phillies’ chances for the pen-
‘nant, we made the Boston Braves look like
semipros, and out of a dozen games with
the Reds we win a even twelve, We had no
more chance of winnin’ the pennant our-
selves than the kaiser has of gettin” elected
a alderman in Paris, but we sure did keep
the other clubs awake at night, and made
a race outa the thing till the finish.

The sportin’ writers went ravin’ mad over
Manny Goldfish, and they had nothin’ on
me. They wasn’t a day that his picture
didn’t decorate the five-star editions, and he
got more advertisin’ than the Liberty Loan.
Instead of callin’ him a second Ty Cobb,
they begin to say that Cobb was a second
Manny Goldfish! We was drawin’ bigger
crowds than any club in the league and us
not even in the first division, simply on
account of this guy’s playin’. They wasn’t
‘a game that he didn’t pull off some stunt
that give the fans somethin’ to talk about
for weeks after. Nobody give a Saratoga
chip who win the game, they only wanted to
see Manny Goldfish work. I could of sold
him to any club in the league for more
dough than the Red Cross got, but T would
of just as soon auctioned off my left lung.

But they was one thing about Emanuel
Goldfish that was past me. That was this
here unhuman disposition of his. This guy
would of made Job look like a chronic
kicker, on the level!l They was nothin’ un-
der the sun could make him mad, and he
must of been the guy that invented the soft
answer, also holdin’ the patent on this
turnin’ the other cheek when smote stuff.
His whole life was a world’s series of apolo-
gies—excuse mes and I beg your pardons.
If he bumped into you he apologized, if you
bumped into ki he apologized, if neither
was the case he apologized anyways, so’s to
play it safe. No umpire livin’ could get his
goat, and for all he knowed a argument was
a Hindu religion or the like.

i

We was windin’ up the last series with

the Cubs,>and. we needed every game we
could get to land among the first four. The
Cubs needed ’em too, because they had a
chance for the pennant if they win the ma-
jority of the games left to play. The crowds
that come out to the park was big enough
to of took Berlin the first week if they all
had guns, and every play was fought over
like it was Belgium. Every man on both

clubs was ribbed up to scrap tooth and nail
all through the series—every man but
Manny Goldfish!

That bird wasn’t human, I'll tell the world
fair! Day in and day out, he was the same
easy-goin’,  good-natured boob  which
wouldn’t get sore if somebody put glue in
his soup. In the last game with the, Cubs,
Manny comes up in the ninth with two runs
on the bases and a hit needed to win the
game. With two strikes and three balls
on him, the umpire calls him out on a ball
that was as far from the plate as Boston is
from Denver. The gang went crazy and
rushed in from the field to chew this um-
pire up. Even the Cub rooters is dazed at
the decision and the guys which had bet on
us was ravin’ maniacs. Manny dropped his
bat and swung around on the umpire, and
I figured at last his fireproof temper was
goin’ by the board. I thought he’d at least
kick this guy ‘in the ribs, and we all stood
by to give him a hand.

“Nu, Mister Umpire,” he says, removin’
his cap and pullin’ that scared little grin of
his. “Don’t you think possible that last
one was, now, a little wide from the plate,
maybe?”’ _

“Yer out!” snarls the umpire. “Don’t
gimme no back talk or I'll send you to the
showers. Beat it!”

Manny straightens up. Aha! I thinks,
here’s where some excitement is gonna be
had by said umpire.

- “Let him have it on the chin!” hisses Joe
Heiland in Manny’s ear.

Manny turns around on Joe and wags
his finger at him.

“Nu, Joe!” he says, “I'm terrible sur-
prised for you! Why should I go to work
and hit him—couldn’t anybody, now, make
a mistake? Maybe he did think the bali
was A number one. He don’t look like a
crook. Anyhow, what’s one out in my life?
It wouldn’t kill me, n#? Excuse me, Mister
Umpire,” he goes on, turnin’ around. “Be-
lieve me, I'm terrible sorry -I should give
you a argument. It wouldn’t happen
again!”

With that he tips his hat and walks over
to the bench. The gang all but swoons in
each other’s arms, and when the umpire
come to he half emptied the water bucket
before feelin’ strong enough to go back to
the plate again. -

Manny sits on the bench with his head
in his hands, lookin’ like every friend he
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had in the world had been torpedoed on the
same boat. He was also makin’ a moanin’
noise with his throat. :

“Cheer up!” I says, “I know that guy
give you a rotten decision, but the game’s
tied up yet and you may get another slam
at the pill before we go home.”

“Gevhalt!” he says, lookin’ up. “From
the decision I ain’t worryin’ my head, y’un-
derstand? That’s the least of it, and be-
sides I think the umpire meant good. But
to think I should go to work and almost
lose my temper and holler at him maybe,
right in front of everybody. Oy! What a
lowlife I’'m gettin’ to be since I become a
baseball. My father should hear me!”

“Aw, shut up!” I says in disgust. “You
got everybody thinkin’ you’re yellah, as it

is. What do you care about the umpire?

He___”

“Qy!” he says. “You fellers ain’t got no
mercy. Look that poor feller which all day
he’s got to, now, stand back from the plate
in the hot sun and watch if it’s a ball oder
a strike. He couldn’t even run around for
a change now and then, and them lowlifes
in the bleachers does nothin’ but insult him.
And then on top of that, I have to make it
worse for him. Oy!” he winds up. “Sup-
pose I should get him a cigar maybe, d’ye
think he’d excuse me?”

I would only of bounced him if I stayed
there any longer, so I beat it.

The game goes eleven innin’s, but Manny
only went ten. In that frame, the Cub
third baseman hit a roller to the box and
starts for first like a frightened bullet. The
pitcher scoops up the pill and shot it to
Manny who smothered it with his glove just
as the runner crashed into him, spikes first!
They both went down in a heap with the
ball rollin’ out of Manny’s hand from the
smash-up. It was one of the rawest things
I ever seen done in a ball park, and the
crowd yelled murder. If the victim had of
been any other player but Manny, they
prob’ly would of been a murder staged at
that, but Manny simply gets up on his feet,
staggers around for a second and then helps
this guy that spiked him to stand up. As
we carried Manny off the field he was mum-
blin’ somethin’ about bein’ “terrible sorry”
and hopin’ the other buy ain’t hurt. At the
hotel that night he claimed it was his own
fault for blockin’ the runner, which had
a right to get to first any way he could on
that hit.

Well, after that, I give this bird up, but
the gang didn’t. From then to the end of
the season they stayed up nights thinkin’ of
things to make Manny’s life worse than a
German private’s. They wasn’t a day went
by that they didn’t pull off somethin’ on
him that was enough to make a blind mouse
try and lick a bulldog. The more they done
to him, the more meek and lowly he got, and
that even temper of his which nothin’ could
change only acted with them like gasoline on
a fire. They put live crabs in his bed at St.
Looey and he thanked ’em in the clubhouse,
but says he never could eat ’em. They put
sand in his coffee and fixed it with the waiter
so’s he got near eggs for every breakfast at
Cincinnati and he grins and says he wasn’t
hungry anyways. Coming in off the road,
they lure him into a deliberately framed
poker game and in a hour they had every-
thing but his teeth. He didn’t have nothin’
left for them to play for and they had to
quit, while Manny spends the rest of the
day apologizin’ for goin’ broke and bustin’
up the game. They mislaid his bats, burned
holes in his uneyforms, hid his glove, poured
water on his laundry, made him pay all
kinds of dough for fake telegrams and called
him to his face every name known to man
or beast, tryin’ to. make him fight. They
might as well of tried to fall in the ocean
without touchin’ water. . They was nothin’
doin’l Manny:simply went around grinnin’
that silly smile of his and apologizin’ right

and left.

In the clubhouse one day Red Higgins
throwed a soakin’ wet towel at Manny and
it hit him right on a clean silk shirt with a
whack that could of been heard at city hall.
It must of stung like eighty-two bees and it
certainly’ made a bum outa that shirt. The
towel dropped to the floor and Manny
slowly stooped and picked it up. We all
waited with fond hopes that the worm would

_turn at last, the downtrodden would rise and

smite the oppressor and the like. = I think
Manny would of even had some help if he’d
started somethin’, because they was many
more popular guys with the club than Red.

Manny hesitated just a minute and we all
held our breath, awaitin’ the lightnin’ to
strike. But far be it from such! Back
comes the old grin to Manny’s face, simple
and like a ox’s. He walks over and presents
the towel to Red, after first wringin’ it out.

“Here’s the towel,” he says pleasantly.
“I'm terrible sorry it got all dirty, on ac-
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count from it fallin’ on the floor.
knowed it’s coming,
of ketched it.”

Oh, boy!

“By the Eternal!” yells Red, snatchin’
away the towel, “I didn’t know they made
’em as yellah as you!”

“That ain’t my natural -color,” says
Manny, still grinnin’, “I got that from get-
ting, now, sunburned. You know some fel-
lers turn red, while I get that tan color.
Looks terrible, I know.”

This here’s more than I could take and
I dragged him over in a corner.

“Look here, you big stiff!” I says. “Why
don’t you sail into that guy and bounce
him? You’re husky enough to take care of
two like Red, and you’ll make yourself
solid for life with the rest of the gang if
you go after him now! Ain’t you got no
self-respect at all? Go on and hit him once
for luck, like as not he’ll quit. Go on
after him or the bunch will never let up on
you! Are you gonna stand for a guy callin’
you yellah right out loud in public?”

" “Sssh!” he says, “I don’t mind it, why
should you? Red ain’t the worst feller in
the world, and we all should got to have
some comical fun once in a while, nu? He
don’t mean no harm, he’s just playful, y’un-
derstand, like a, now, grosser baby. Fun
he’s got to have. I should worry what any
of the boys do, if I can give them a little
joking, so much the better. It keeps lively
the team and it don’t cost me nothing. I
should get mad!”

What could you do with a guy like that,
hey? ]

“I suppose,” I says, “if they got to cut-
tin’ up for real and assassinated you or the
like, you’d think they was only tryin’ to
be good fellers, hey?”

“Kill me, they wouldn’t,” he says. “None
of them boys is bad at heart, y’understand?
Still and all, if they would forget themselves,
well we all got to die, ain’t it?”

Wow!

When he went out, Joe Heiland stands
lookin’ after him for a minute and then he
shakes his head and turns to the rest of us.

“I don’t know,” he says, “I may be
wrong, but I think the dope is to let that
baby alone from now on! Believe me, if he
ever does get goin’, they’ll be Hades to
pay around this clubhouse, I can feel it in
my bones. He’s a pretty good-sized husky
at that, hard as nails, and he never got them

If only I
y’understand, I would

shoulders from eatin’ chocolate nut sun-
daes. Why——"

“Bunk!” butts in Shorty Mullins. “That
guy ain’t ‘got nerve enough to steal a bread
crumb from a crippled ant! If he was
gonna do anything, he’d of done it long ago.
He’s just plain yellah, that’s all. I seen a
millign like him—they come by the crate.
What d’ye think he takes all that stuff
for?”

“Search me!” says Joe. “He was the
same way when he was with Jersey City.
He told me once that when he was a kid
he had got mad and slammed a pal of his,
and if this guy hadn’t come to in the coffin
they would of buried him. Since then, he
claims, he promised his old man he’d never
raise a hand against no man, and it scared
him so he’s kept his word.” :

“He may hand you that stuff, but not
me!” snorts Shorty. “They’s only one trou-
ble with him and that’s the' canary stripe
he carries on his back.”

Poor Shorty!

Well, we went along winnin’ games till
they was only one more left to play, and
that was with Pittsburgh. If we win it, we
finish third which puts us in the first divi-
sion and gives every player on the team that
works in the game, a bonus. It looked like
a cinch, because we had beat the leaders
with ease, and they was no good reason on
paper why a troupe like the Pirates should
give us any trouble. They was only cne
thing that worried me and that was the fact
that the boys was lettin’ down a little.” The
strain of that mad dash from the cellar te
the first division in less than two monihs,
trimmin’ everything that crossed our pulh
was beginnin’ to show. Then, again, it was
practically all over for us with no world’s
series to shoot at, and they figured it was
about time to forget the trainin’ rules till
next year.

They begin playin’ stud actin’ like no
game of poker could be really enjoyed un-
less played all night long. Some of them
had dates with either a dame or a bartender
every night, and all of ’em come out to the
ball park lookin’ like they just got up and
playin’ like they hadn’t been to bed at all.

All but Manny Goldfish, He was on the
job bright and early every day and in bed
every night long before the autos lit up their
headlights. He never touched nothin’ wilder
than milk and kept away from the ladies
like they all had smallpox. Durin’ them
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last few days, Manny was about all the ball
team I had.

I tried every way on earth to make the
rest of them guys behave, but it was too late
in the season, and most of ’em figured they
wouldn’t be no ball teams the next year on
account of the mix-up in Europe. They got
worse every day, and fin’ly some of ’em
couldn’t even remember where the ball park
was located after a large night with the
cracked ice. I posted up a warnin’ in the
clubhouse which said that anybody which
was late for the Pittsburgh game would be
fined two hundred bucks and wouldn’t get a
thin dime of the bonus money if we copped
the thing. They all swore on the city direc-
tory that they’d be in there tryin’ for that
last win, if it was the final thmg they ever
did on a diamond. °

To make sure of havin’ at least a bat-
tery on the job, I shut off the supply of
dough the day before the game. Them guys
had all been travelin’ so fast that the ma-
jority of ’em didn’t have a nickel where they
could get at it, and they raised a awful
moan. They was at least five of ’em which
had little parties fixed up for that night, and
they raved around the hotel like graduates
from a lunatic foundry. First they offered
me seventy-five for a loan of fifty and the
like, and then they threatened me with
things that would of made the last days of
the Czar of Russia look soft if they had of
did them, but I never give in a inch. I
wouldn’t of loaned ’em a dollar if they had
of give me T n'fany for security.

Manny is sittin’ in the lobby readin’ the
ads in the phone book and takin’ everything
in with his ears, which was certainly big
enough. All of a sudden he gets up and
goes over to where the bunch is plannin’ to
put a bomb under my bed or somethin’ and
I see him bust into the conversation. In a
few minutes, five of these guys breaks away
from the others and they all go out.

I remember I was a bit puzzled at the
play, because these five guys had been ridin’
Manny worse than anybody else all season,
and this sudden pallin’ together looked
funny. T figured that havin’ nothin’ else to
do they had framed another stunt up on
‘him to kill time and I let it go at that, only
hopin’ they wouldn’t kill him too.

About nine o’clock, Manny comes in alone
and goes to bed. I couldn’t swear to it, but
I thought I-heard him bust out laughin’ as
he come up the stairs,

We was supposed to start this game at
two-thirty the next afternoon, which was
Saturday, and at a quarter of two if they
was anybody in North America wilder than
me, they had him in a circus. The game’s
due to start in forty-five minutes and out
of my entire ball club they is only four
regular players ready to put on uneyforms!
The others has disappeared from the face
of the United States for all I know!

Well, I chased around like a freshly be-
headed’ chicken, wirin’ here and telephomn
there, but they was nothin’ stirrin’. I had
scouts cover the town with vacuum clean-
ers and all they got was tired. The fans
is beginnin’ to yell for a flash at their
favorite players, and the umpires drops the
information that if I don’t have a ball club
on the field at two-thirty they will present
the game to Pittsburgh on a plate. That
means no first division and therefore no
bonus.

Oh, boy!

I have about decided to go ahead with
four ball players and five guys which had
never got further than bein’ able to tell the
ball from the bleachers, when I happen to
think I seen Manny with them deserters the
night before. I nailed him,

“Look here!” I says, “you was the last
to see them guys. Where did you go with
them last night?”

“Gevhalt!” he says, gettin’ kinda pale.
“They didn’t send no word yet?” :

“No!” I says. “Where——" ;

He bangs himself on the chest and begins
waggin’ his head from one side to the other.

“Oy!” he says, “I'll betcha it’s because
my father, now, closed up on account of
Shabas!”’

With that he keeps on rollin’ his dome
around and moanin’ “Oy, yoy!” some more.

“What d’ye mean your father closed up?”
I says, grabbin’ him. “Who’s. this Skabas

el

“Shabas ain’t no guy,” he says. “Shabas
is Saturday. Oy, they couldn’t get out now

till Sunday oder Monday, maybe. Oy!”
I begin to see a light.
“Where are them guys?” I hollers. “Why

can’t they get out?. Speak up quick!”
“They couldn’t get out on account of my
father which he’s very, now, strict “and
wouldn’t do  no business on Shabas!” he
moans. - “And natural—
I run him back of the grand stand in a
corner,
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“Stop that stuff about Skabus and your
old man!” I says, “before I go nutty too!
Tell me this thing from beginnin’ to end
and tell it straight, or I'll murder you!”

“Qy!” he says. “Better I should be mur-
dered! Them five fellers is locked in the
back of my father’s'store and ‘they couldn’t
get out till somebody comes with the tick-
ets.”

“What tickets?” I hollers.

“The pawn tickets!” he says. “I got
them here by me, but I was to wait till they
sent word. Oy! Them fellers will 2

I grabbed the tickets out of his hand.

They was five of ’em all right and on each

cne was this: : ,

“One ball player, $50.00 with interest at
3 per cent. Not responsible for loss by
breakage, fire, burglary or moths. No goods
sent C. O. D.”

“My father is, now, terrible strict about
that last part,” says Manny. “So they
couldn’t get out till 2

“What did them guys hock?” I butts in,
kinda dazed.

“Themselves!” says Manny.

Oh, boy!

“Listen, Manny!” I says. “I know one
of us is nutty—go ahead and talk till I see
which one it is.”

“Better I should tell from the first,” he
says. “Honest, Mister Mac, I didn’t mean
no wrong by nobody. Them fellers, now,
they didn’t have no money, y’understand,
and they wanted some terrible bad on ac-
count they have with five girls a date which
they’re goin’ to the theater, maybe cabarets
and like that. I thought I could help them
out by my father which he keeps a, now,
pawnshop, y’understand, so I go to work
and take them over to him. But when we
get there, them lowlif—them fellers, excuse
me, Mister Mac, they ain’t got nothing
which my father would take a chance and
loan them even a dime on. I felt terrible
sorry for them, so I fixed it up with my
father he should let each of them have fifty
dollars on tkhemselves and make out tickets
for them like a watch oder a ring, y’under-
stand. Then they could go out and have it
a good time, only when it’s over they should

come back and sit in the pawnshop like

_goods till you come over and got them out!”
“And if I didn’t get them out they’d sit
there forever, hey?” I says.

“That I wouldn’t wish them,” says

Manny, “But I knew you would, now, get -

‘them out because if not you wouldn’t be

able to have a ball team which it could play
Pittsburgh!”

“How did you,ever get them guys to come
back after they went out with your old
man’s dough?” I says while we’re climbin’
into a auto bound for the pawnshop.

“Say!” says Manny, “my {father ain’t
crazy. He made all them fellers sign notes
that they owe twice what they got and
which is good as gold because he could col-
lect it from their wages. If they don’t come
back they got to pay double, nu? Believe
me, them fellers was glad enough to come
back and tear up them notes!”

Well, I brought five ravin’ maniacs back
to the ball park and throwed ’em into uney-
forms in time to trim Pittsburgh after eleven
innin’s of the wildest baseball I ever seen.
That’s the small part of the afternoon’s
events, We was dressin’ in the clubhouse
when Manny come in.

“Let him alone!” I says, jumpin’ in front
of five would-be murderers. “You guys get
what was comin’ to you. I’ll just take that
fifty out of each of your envelopes and fifty
more for showin’ up late.”

“And a dollar and a half each, besides!”
grins Manny.

“What for?” they yells.

“Interest!” says Manny. “You don’t
think my father is, now, keeping it a pawn-
shop for his health, do you?”

“Why you big tramp!” roars Red Hig-
gins. “I wouldn’t give your old man a
nickel. That’s all you guys ever think of—
money ! ”

“Yeh!” snarls Shorty Mullins. “The old.
man’s a ball player too, eh? Ball four, take
your base—ball three, take your watch!”

I don’t know what it was, on the level. It
couldn’t of just been the money, because
Manny give the Red Cross a hundred bucks
without a murmur. But believe me, it was
somethin’! .

“Say!” says Manny in a different voice
than he ever used before, ‘“fooling, that’s
one thing—business, that’s another! You
fellers wouldn’t pay my father that dollar
and a half, now, interest?”

“No!” they all bellered.

Sam! Biff! Whang! Zowie! Crash!

Five ball players hit the ground on their
ears like a troupe of them Japanese tum-
blers!

“And besides,” pants Manny, “while I’'m
working at the job, I might as well teach a/}



BALL THREE! =6l

you lowlifes that you can’t make a fool out
of my father and cheat him out of no dollar
and a half!”

With that he sails into the rest of ’em
which is standin’ there speechless, and all
but the fast runners joined the gang on the
floor. I never seen such hard and straight
hittin’ in all my life. On the level, it was
somethin’ pretty to watch!

When the last guy had resigned and
flopped over a chair, Manny sits down on
the bench and puttin’ his battered hands
around his head, begins to weep!

“Cheer up, Manny!” I says, standin’ at a
safe distance and pattin’ his shoulders.
“Don’t waste no tears over them guys. They
had it all comin’ and should of got it long
ago. Why——"

“From them lowlifes I ain’t cryin’,” he
says, lookin’ up. “Only look what I took
from them all season, when I could have
done this here at any minute!”

Danny Geer, which knowed nothin’ of
what had happened, walked in right then.
Still weepin’, Manny gets up and without a
word knocks him cold!

R

THE LUCK OF OTIS SKINNER

NLY a very few people know that Otis Skinner was saved from bankruptcy at

O the beginning of his starring career by a lucky “hunch” at a faro table. Mr.

Skinner himself does not know it. His manager and business partner, Joseph

Buckley, found the finances of the firm at low ebb one week in New Orleans,

two seasons before the consummation of the famous three-cornered theatrical arrange-

ment that made Skinner a Charles Frohman star and Buckley his personal representa-
tive.

A season of Shakespearean repertoire had proved decidedly uncertain, and-the crash
came in the Louisiana city. When the box-office statements were checked up on Satur-
day night, Buckley found that his share of the profits were just a little better than fifiy
dollars. The amount was not sufficient to defray the star’s hotel expenses, and far from
the sum required to purchase railroad transportation to Mobile, the next “stand.”

Impelled by the theory that a company manager might just as well have no money
as the pitifully small supply of cash in his possession, Buckley transferred himself and his
tiny capital to Bud Reno’s gambling house, at that time a notable institution in New Or-
-leans. The situation was so desperate that he decided to forget all rules and precepts
and play “hunches” until he had enough money to get out of town or lose what he pos-
sessed. Searching his brain for an appropriately wild plan, he suddenly recalled the
fact that the play acted that night by Mr. Skinner was “Hamlet,” and that the King of
Denmark, although his evil plottings are successful at the beginning of the story, finally
loses his crown and life. The bare suggestion was sufficient. Buckley determined to
“copper the king.” :

He put twenty-five dollars, half of his capital, on the king coppered, played it three
times, and each time the cards ran that way. ‘At the end of the first deal three cards
remained in the box, a king, a seven and a four. Buckley again coppered the king and
called the turn, king-4. Luck held, and the fall of the last three cards added one hun-
dred and twenty-five dollars to his capital.

He began the next deal with the king coppered, and, to the utter amazement of every
inmate of the gambling house, his uncanny winning streak was maintained. The king
lost eight times in succession and Buckley turned in his chips for a few dollars more than
twelve hundred dollars. He hurried to the hotel safe with his earnings, the company
moved to Mobile on the Sunday-morning train, and Mr. Skinner will learn for the first
time when he reads this that Bud Rena’s gambling house involuntarily backed his Shake-
spearean tour at a time when it seemed doomed to failure.



The Queen’s Necklace

By H. de Vere Stacpoole
Author of ‘‘The Gold Trail,’” ‘‘In. His Place,” Elc.

Like evetything that Stacpoole does, this yarn is unique and original, and takes us
all the way from the ultra<civilized Patis to the primitive jungles of the Amazon

UST before the war I was in Paris, and,
happening to be in the Rue de la Paix,
I called on my friend Leverrier. He
was a jeweler in a large way of busi-
ness, but to-day is temporarily serving as
cook somewhere in the Argonne until such
time as he can be a jeweler again.
~ I met him first in Biarritz seven or eight
years ago, and we at once became friends,
for our tastes were sympathetic, and it was
often a wonder to me that a man who loved
an out-of-door life and all that goes with
it in the form of movement and adventures
could live cooped up in the Rue de la Paix,
year in, yeaf out, with little relaxation and
no change to speak of. ;

That day I called upon him I happened
to mention this fact. We were seated in
the office at the back of his shop and there
in the midst of ledgers and papers and an
atmosphere prosaic as the atmosphere of a
bank he told me this story.

“Well,” said he, “it may seem a trifle
dull, this life of mine, but I assure you there
are moments in the life of a jeweler when
he gets all the excitement and action he
requires, especially when his stock is worth
a couple of million francs, with a couple of
thousand jewel thieves in Paris; men, more-
“over, who have made a fine art of their busi-
ness. I could tell you a good many stories
to prove my point, but I will content my-
self with one, just to show you that the
word business covers more things than profit
and money changing. It was my first ad-
venture in life, all my future turned on
it and in a most curious way.

“My father was a small jeweler in Mar-
seilles. He died when I was twenty-one
years of age. I was an only child, my
mother had passed away some years before,
and I was alone in the world. I had big
ideas. I saw quite clearly that a small busi-
ness is eternal labor and little profit, and

that if I wished to live a full life I must
strike out, take my fortune and my courage
in both hands, and risk everything to gain
everything.

“I collected all my available cash, some
sixty thousand francs, and, still continuing
in business with the aid of one assistant, I
crouched waiting to spring on Fortune
should she come in sight.

“She came.

“Just at that time occurred the sale of
the Polignac jewels. I attended it. On
the second morning of the sale and just be-
fore the luncheon hour a necklace of cpals’
was put up, the most lovely work of art,
fire opals, some of large size, and set with
small brilliants; but it was less the value
of the stones that attracted me than the
workmanship of the whole. You may guess
my surprise when the bidding started at
only fifteen thousand francs and the three
succeeding bids only raised it to eighteen

_thousand. But the fact of the matter was
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