


POSITION | SALARY
ANIRNE ] 25 s
REPAIR MAN |$5() witk
cHAUFFEIR |3 () wir

Put Your Name
On This Pay-Roll

Men like you are wanted for big-pay positions in the fascinating field
of automobile engineering. We have made it easy for you to fit your-
self for one of thesge positions. Youdon’t have to go to school. You don’t
have to serve an apprenticeship. Fifteen automobile engineers and spe-
cialists have compiled a spare time reading course that will equip you to
be an automobile expert without taking any time from your present work.

: M‘NE : v ‘ Partial List of
{4 LLTQHES Contents
ARS;{{Z& | More than 100 Blue

Prints of Wiring
Diagrams

e 6 Volumes Shipped Free 7 ——

Now ready for you—an up-to-the-minute six- | {aburetorsandSetings

volume library on Automobile Engineering, cover- Lubsication

: 3 . - s

ing the construction, carc and repair of pleasure | tren ¢

cars, motor trucks and motorcycles. Brimming S ransmission

over withadvanced informatio_n on Lighting Systems, Garage Steering Frames
Design and Equipment, Welding and other repair methods. Tires

Contains everything that a mechanic or an engineer or a | Vulcanizing
motoreyclist or the owner or pr_ospective owner of a motor car ls'l""!"“ d Lighti
ought to know. Written in simple language that anybody 'g'y's':’e";f‘s" ighting
can understand. Tastefully bound in American Morocco flex- Shop Kinks

ible covers, gold stamped, 2650 pages and 2100 illustrations, tables Commercial Garage
and explanatory diagrams. A library that cost thousands of dollars Design and Equipment
to compile but that comes to you free for 7 days’ examination. Electrics

Storage Batteries

Care and Repair
Motorcycles

a a Commercial Trucks
Glossary

Not a cent to pay in advance. First you see the books in your ¢

own home or shop. Just mail coupon and pay express charges

when books arrive. You can read them and study them for seven whole days

before you decide whether you want to keep them or not. If you like the ¢ Dept.
books send only $2.80 in seven days and $3 a month until the special ¢ 45é
introductory price of $29.80 has been paid. (Regular price $45.00.) .
Ahlpn_g viihth}&he set goe’? aﬁrear’s consu]tin% member- American
ship In the American Technical Society. (Regular .
price $12.) This great bargain offer must soon 4 Technical
be withdrawn. Society

hicago, Illinois
Send No Money ,”,.....;. .

lume set, Automobile

N Don’t take our word nﬂ',;i‘{’,'lm-xn{_mg 7”{131};’? ex-
ow . mination, shipping charges
forit See the books ¢ .y]fnéc'r. 1t detide to buy, 1

wi

. . | send

without cost. There is so the balanc i

S 5 2/ _ the $29.50 has paid. Then you

much profit in this offer for you, / goend me a receipt showing that the

7 7. 45. set o books and the on-

that we urge you to waste not a sulting Membership are mine and fally

moment in sending for the paid for. 111think | can get along with:

books. Put the coupon in /‘m_th the bno'l;s after the seven days’ trial
the mﬂils today. Send no / will return em at your expense.

money—Just the coupon!
American Technical

Society, Dept. 458 »
' Chicago, Ill. Z_Reference.—.. - . - —

¢ . Mail The
; ‘ﬁ coupon For |
| These Books ‘

/
Name .-......
/

o —

/ Address......... s e wie S e W e e e




PICTURESQUE NEW ORLEANS in Mardi gras season is the setting of “Behind the Gray
Wall,” Roman Doubleday’s complete novel in the next issue. It is both a colorful romance
and a mystery story that will keep you guessing until you have read the last page.

Vol. LVili. No. 5 December 29, 1920

The Island of Thrills. A Complete Novel, . . Francis Lynde
Castaways on a volcanic isle in the Pacific shouldn’t expect much in the
way of Christmas presents, but Alison Jeffard and Hugh MacLaren
received a gift beyond price, and with it came thrills aplesty.
The Cabochon Emeralds, . 2 3 . Charies Agnew MacLean . 63
A Christmas Comedy of New York.
Chesterfield bought a gift for a girl, and then the excitement began for
a lot of peopic.
The Double-Cross Brand. A Short Story, . . Henry Herbert Kaibbs . 84
Oily George was as slick as his name implied, but Darrow had com-
petent friends.
“Who Am I? Can’t Y’ Seel” A Short Story, . . Theodore Seixas Selomons 96
Christmas comes to Candle, and into a bitter man’s heart.
Najib’s “Yowltide.” A Short Story, . . AMbert Payson Terhune .
A yuletide celebration in the land of Moab lacked many things, but not
excitement.
Godsend to a Lady. A Short Story, . B. M. Bower . A 3 5
Casey Ryan gets mixed up with a show lady and a poker game.
When Dynevor Died. A Four-Part Story—Part I, William Morten Ferguson
Morney goes to Pineclake to work hard, but "finds time to be adoptcd
by a dog, make a lady angry, acquire a broken head, and become
involved in a tragic mystery.
Caught in the Net. Editorials, . . The Editor Al
Hard-headed Points of View. Federal Revenue Receipts. Opportuni-
ties Multiply. Posting the Names of Streams. Spelling and
General Custom. Conscious and Subconscious Memory. Popular
Topics.
Thxough the Snows. A Short Story, . . Roy Norton . : .
O!d Harmless hits a stiff trail, but David ‘and Goliath arrive in time.
Lost Wageons. A Four-Part Story—Part IIL, . Dane Coolidge
Tucker Edwards malkes a strike, and fmds that Ketcherside is a gold
god with feet of common clay.
Tke Broken Bottle. A Short Story, . . John van Bibber .
Att(n,,)lt\ul suicide isn’t a uqually traveled road to fame, but Grainger
took 1t.
A Tale of Two Towns. A Short Story, . . Roy W. Hinds .
Cameron Finlock proves that it all (.Lpends on your point of view.
Chat With You . 5 g 5 . 5 : 5 5 5 5

Twice-a-month ‘publi~etion Iseued by Street & Smith Corpontmn 79-89 Seventh Avenue, New York. ORMOND G. SMITH,
President; GEORGY MITH, I‘ruuumr GroraGr C. SMITH, JR , Secre tl? (,oﬁyngh: 1920, by Street & Smith Cerporation, New
York. Copyright,. Ly Street & siith Corporation, Great Hritain. Al ts Keservod,  Publishe s evetvwht.re are c.m!.loned
against using an: the mments of this Magazine either wholly or in pnrt i-class 20, 1909,
tire Post Offica at New York, N. Y., under Act of Congress of March 3, 1879 (,nnn.du.n Subsu‘mtmn Sd %72, Foreign, $5.44.

WAIK\!V(:—Do not subseribe throuoh awents unknown to you. Complaints are daily muaas by rernnvu who have benn thun vlcnmned
IMPORTANT—Authors, agents, and publishers are requested to note that this firm does rot hold itself

manuscripts while at thu office or in transit; and that it cannot undertake to hoid uncailed-for manuscriits for a longer penod than

six months. If the return of manuscript is expected, postage should be inclosed.

The next POPULAR will be on the news stands January 7th



Popular 5—PAGE TWO.
0

Order Yeour New Year’'s POPULAR Now

PRt T e 1 111

A Strong Number

RRRTX

The Ccmplete Novel is an unusual mystery story

of New Orleans,

Behind the Gray Wall

By ROMAN DOUBLEDAY

Second Installment of

When Dynevor Died
By WILLIAM MORTON FERGUSON

and

Conclusion of

Lost Wagons

By DANE COOLIDGE

Among other favorite authors contributing
short stories will be

STACPOOLE, DAVIS, BOWER, BROWN, NORTON

Out Jaruary 7th. Order your copy from your news dealer now.

o HI HTUARHTHTTHTTTHEAN

o A



THE POPULAR MAGAZINE

VOL. LVIIL

DECEMBER 20, 1920.

No. 5

The Island of Thnills

By Francis Lynde
Author of ‘The Fad Maker's Fortune,”’ ‘‘The Perfect Crime,"’ Etc.

aways—but with a difference!

Here is a tale full of that Simon-pure “romance” of adventure which you are
always looking for and so seldom find—the sort of story you have been hoping to
find again ever since your boyhood’s days. It's one of those yarns better not told at
all, uniess superlatively well told. Our giving you this tale is proef of how perfectly
we think Mr. Lynde has succeeded. Yes, he tells us of a desert island and two cast-

(A Complete Novel)

O poor Robinson Crusoc,

What for did you do so?

He made him a coat

Of the skin of a goat,

So did poor Robinson Crusoe.
—QOld Song.

CHAPTER L
IN WHICH WE GO TO SEA.

F I had kept my mouth shut about
l “Pinck” Barrett, or if Bob Lauderdale

hadn’t been so loose-tongued as to repeat

what was said at a club luncheon, there

would still have been a tragedy, though it
would have taken an entirely different slant,
and I shouldn’t have gotten myself writ-
ten down so everlastingly in Alison Jeffard’s
black books.
found it necessary to take her aunt Mary
on an early-winter voyage for her health
across the Pacific; in which case, all that
happened subsequently wouldn’t have hap-
pened at all.

To begin at the beginning, let me say
that I hadn’t a thing against Barrett on any
personal score—not a thing in the world.
I’} admit that we weren’t chummy in any
ordinary sense of the word, but that may
have been because Barrett never seemed to
have much use for anybody who couldn’t
contribute something toward his business
success. And for a reason which will appear

Also, Alison wouldn’t have

presently, I rather despised him secretly as a
man. But other people found him entirely
personable; and the Old Man—we all called
Alison’s father the Old Man in the Island
and Oriental Sugar Company—had early
taken a fancy to him, boosting him over the
heads of a lot of the other fellows, and
finally giving him a year in the islands as
local head of the company. So, when Bar-
rett’s year in Manila was up and his en-
gagement to Alison was announced, I fancy
it was generally admitted that the old sugar
king’s daughter had picked the brightest of
the bunch; the brightest, if not exactly the
best. Ior we were all willing enough to ad-
mit Barrett’s business ability. Besides, he
had money that his father had left him.

Before going any further, perhaps I'd bet-
ter define myself by saying that I was prac-
tically out of sight in the lower register of
the business scale; engineers rank a good
bit that way in modern corporations, as
everybody knows. I had begun as a “trou-
ble shooter” in one of the home refineries;
and after the big war I had been given my
engineering job again and was sent to the
Philippines to superintend the installation
of some new cane mills. While there, I saw
more or less of Barrett, of course; I couldn’t
very well help it.

With this bit of explanation disposed of,
we may now come to that fatal talk with
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Bob Lauderdale over the luncheon table in
the Acanthus Club; Bob having climbed to
the sales managership of the company while
I was away, and 1 having just returned from
Manila. :

“Surest thing you know,” Bob was saying

—he had just given me my first news of the
Barrett-Alison engagement.  ‘“‘Wonder it
diin’t percolaie across’ to vou on the other
sice.  The scciety columns made noise
enough about it here, the Lord knows.”
1 guess I must have gasped. To tell the
truth, the news gave me a sort of sickening
shock. I had known Ahson Jeffard all my
life, as you might say; had carried her school
books for her in the days beiore hard-bitted
old Adam Jeffard grew so poison rich that
his daughter didn’t have to go to the public
school. Puppy love? Maybe. We may call
it that, anyway.

Afterward, it had tapered off—or up—
into an honest, straightforward, girl-to-man
friendship, and I had always believed that
it was Alison’s good word that had got me
my first job with ‘the Island and Oriental
after I came out of .college. Man love, this
time? No-o, hardly. I wasn't altogether a
wcoden-headed ninny, and I knew well
enough—had the best of reasons. for knowing
—that Adam Jeffard’s millions had put his
daughter safely out of reach of a workaday
engineer. But—Pinck Barrett!

“Secms ‘to have knocked you all in a
heap,” said Bob; and then I realized that I
had been absently staring at nothing and
stirring the glass of ice water with my fork.

“It does,” I admitted. 3

“It’s no specially new thing,” he went on.
“Barrett has had his weather eye on that
quarter of the heavens for a gcod while.
Everybody is calling it a love match, pure
and simple.”

“But Barrett!” I blurted out. “Why, Bob
—he can’t marry anybody!”

“Why not?” Bob asked coolly. “The Old
Man hasn’t made a pet of him to no pur-
pose—not by a hatful. Pinck’s a ‘comer,’ in
the rapidest sense of the word. He’ll die a
rich man, sooner or later.”

“But, see here!” I gulped; “he—he’s mar-
ried already!”

That was how I spilled the heans.
evebrews went up a full inch.

“Isld on. Mac,” he said; “you don’t mean
that!”

Cume to think, perhaps I didn’t mean it.
Perhaps, in a strictly legal sense, Barrett

Bob’s

wasn’t married. But intrinsically and as a
matter of fact he—— However, those lifted
eyebrows were warning me that I'd have to
make good, so I said what I was obliged to.

“Maybe my code of morals is old-fash-
ioned and out of date,” was the way I stum-
bled on. “I can’t see things as some of our
fellows in the islands seem to: I don’t want
to see them that way. There is a girl; a
Japanese—I've understood that Barrett
married her according to the Japanese
custom—which may-or may not count as
a marriage in United States law; prob-
ably doesn’t. But that doesn’t cut any fig-
ure with the decency side of it. ‘[hey’ve
been living together.”

“Publicly?” Lauderdale snapped.

“I can’t say definitely as to how publicly.
They had a bungalow in one of the suburbs.
That sort of thing isn’t as uncommon in
the islands as it ought to be, you know.”

Bob was frowning.

“That’s bad,” he commented; ‘damned
bad, if you ask me. Alison is a mighty good
little soldier, and she deserves something less’
rotten than that for a Christmas gift.”

“A Christmas gift?” I queried.

“Yes; they’re to be married Christmas.”

_ Christmas was nearly two months off. and
I remember thinking that a good many things
might happen in two months. But at that
moment I hadn’t the slightest idea of the
vast number of things that were actually
scheduled to happen before the Christmas
holidays should come along down the pike.

Presently, the subject died a natural
death, and Bob began to -talk about the for-
tunes that were going to be made in sugar
in the next twelve months or so. I hoped
he would forget what I had said about Bar-
rett. There is no use muddying a pool when
you haven’t any means of clarifying the
water afterward, and I was telling myself
in the seven different dialects of the Taga-
log that I was an ivory-headed fool for hav-
ing mentioned the Manila bungalow episode.

I say I hoped Bob was forgetting; but he
wasn’t, and didn’t, as the event shortly
proved. Three days later I happened to
meet Alison Jeffard as she was getting out
of her car at our office-building entrance,
and—she cut me dead!

I felt pretty miserable about that. Not
sentimentally, of course; I wasn’t quite ass
enough to take that slant. But after you’ve
been schoolboy chummy with a girl all your
life, it’s a bit tough to get the slap direct. T



THE ISLAND OF THRILLS 5

didr’t blame Alison, you understand. It
was her part to be loyal to the man she had
promised to marry. And, even if she were
admitting the thin edge of the wedge of
doubt—well, there may be times when one
needs a dose of bad news in one’s business;
but that is no reason why one should espe-
cially iove the news bringer.

After that sidewalk meeting with Alison
—which, you will agree, was no meeting at
all—I left the city and put in a couple of
weeks at one of our local plants. Then, one
morning, I was called to headquarters by
wire. «Going up in the elevator of the office
building. T bumped into Lauderdale and fol-
lowed him to his rooms in the sales depart-
ment.

“About Barrett,” I began, when I had
him cornered in privacy. ‘“Did you repeat
what I told you to anybody else, Bob?”

He looked a bit fussed.

“Yes,” he admitted; “I spoke of it to my
sister Kate.”

“And she carried it straight to Alison, I
suppose?”’

“I'm rather afraid she did, Mac; though
she refuses to tell me anything about it. Just
the same, there’s been a flare-up of some
sort and the Christmas wedding is off—or,
at least, postponed. Barrett has gone East
on business for the company and won’t be
back until some time in January.”

“Huh!” said I; though I didn’t need this
confirmation to tell me why, three days after
the Acanthus Club luncheon, Alison Jeffard
bad looked straight through me without ap-
pearing io sce me.

Bok changed the subject—and seemed
rather glad to.

“What are you in town for, this morning?”
he asked.

I told him I didn’t know, and left him.
Bui within the next fifteen minutes I found
out why I had been wired for. A cable had
come, and [ was to take ship at once for the
Philippines to make some extensive changes
in cne of our Luzon plants. One of the com-
pany’s ships was clearing for Manila early
the next morning, so said our machinery
chief, and unless there wcre some good rea-
son for delay, I'd better get ready and go
in that. Since there was no good reason, or
any reason at all, I made my arrangements
accordingly.

With something less than a day in which
to prepare for a journey nearly a third of the
way around the world, it was quite late that

night before I showed up. at the company’s
wharf and went aboard the old Mindoro.
The boat was a freighter, but it had formerly
been in service between San Francisco and
Hawaii and was fitted with limited passenger
accommodations. Captain Lamper, an old-
timer in our fleet, met me at the gangway,
and there was a queer twinkle in his eye as
he helped me aboard with my dunnage.

“Didn’t know but you’d got bashful and
had backed out, Mr. Mac,” ke said, adding:
“Everybody else has turned in long ago.”

“That is what I’m going to do, right now,”
I flung back; and thereupon he called a
member of the anchor watch to carry my
luggage, still with the curious twinkle in his
eye.

There were only eight staterooms in the
Mindoro, and mine was the one farthest
forward on the port side. The main cabin,
with its single hanging iamp turned down
and smoking sullenly, was empty as I passed
through it; and since I was dog-tired, I
postponed the stowing of my dunnage to a
new day and turned in at once.

When I awakened the following morning
the old Mindorv was curtsying to the long
Pacific swell, proving that I had been a good
enough sailor to sleep right through the
racket of getting under way. While I was
dressing, a Filipino cabin boy came to tell
me that breakfast was ready. Up to that
moment it hadn’t occurred to me to won-
der if there were any other passengers
aboard; but before I could ask the boy he
was gone.

Under such conditions there was nothing
to palliate the shock that was awaiting me
when I stepped out into the main cabin.
The breakfast table held covers for nine per-
sons, and four of the nine had already taken
their places, with Captain Lamper doing the
honors. But I had no eyes for the captain,
or for the clerkish young supercargo who sat
at his left. What I saw, and all I could see,
at the moment, were the two women sitting
across the table from young Clarkson.

If T made a noise like a choked chicken,
it was small wonder. For the two women
were Aliscn Jeffard and her aunt Mary.

CHAPTER 1II.
A LEAF FROM KIPLING.
Figure it, if you can. For a solid month

or more I was dooined to be shut up in a
narrow ship with a young woman.who could
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—and did—lopk straight through me with-
put perceiving that I was there; to sit at
meals with her; to share with her the same
limited deck space in good weather, or the
more desperately limited between decks in
bad. It was enough to make me gasp and
wonder if the California coast were, indeed,
irretrievably beyond the reach of a strong
swimmer. If it hadn’t been, I'm not sure
that I wouldn’t have gone overioard.
Fortunately, at that first breakfast Cap-
tain Lamper didn’t try to introduce us. He
evidently took it for granted that Miss Jel-
fard-—the two Miss Jeffards—iwere upon
speaking terms with the company’s super-
visor of cane mills and refining machinery;
or, if they were not, that it was none of his
business. Luckily, toe, for me, he and Clark-

sun kept che conversational ball rolling dur-"

ing the meal, and I was leit to say little or
nothing—which I did most assiduously.

I'rom the talk which went back and forth
across the table, and over my head, I learned
a few of the whys and whereforcs. On the
supface of things it appeared that Alison
had persuaded her aunt that a voyage to
Manila, just at this particular time, wouid
add years to her life, and they were going
in the old Mindoro because—well, chiefly
because Aliscn had so elected, was the way I
put it up. Of course, they might have had
ihe bridal suite in the Pacific Mail’s fastest
fiver if they had wanted it, instead of rough-
iag it on a freight carrier, but it seemed they
bhadn’t wanted it.

After I escaped from that paralyzing first
breakiast I was better able to put two and
two tegether. Being more or less familiar
with the transpacific sailings, I remem-
Lered that the next regular Manila boat
wouldn’t leave San Francisco for a week.
‘The 27indoro wasn't particularly a slow boat,
and she would probably beat the regular
liner into Manila by a day or so, if she had
ecod lack, inasmuch as she would go direct
instead of by the roundabout way of Yoko-
hama and Shanghai as the liners did.

What then? It simply meant that Ali-
son was in such a tearing hurry to reach
Maniia that she was willing to subject her-
s2if and her aunt to the discomforts of a
ircight boat for the sake of getting to the
U'nilippines a little sooner. And why? She
was simply eaten up with impatience to see
end hear for herself; and, incidentally, to
rrove me the meanest liar that ever drew
Lrecath of.scandal.

Of course, there were a thousand and one
contacts in those slow-winging, leaden-
footed days. They were unavoidable. We
were constantly coming face to face, Alison
and I, and it couldn’t very well ‘be helped.
But if I had been as small as I felt, the
offended goddess' couldn’t bave had a better
excuse for ignoring my presence. NNot that
I ever thrust myself upon her, you may be
sure: on the contrary, 1 was always dodging
to keep out of her way, spending long hours
in the crew’s quarters forward, and roast-
ing alive for other hours in the hot engine
room with Duncan, our old Scotch chief
engineer.

As the days loafed into weeks some little
measure of self-respect came along to help
me out, as it should have. Viewed impar-
tially, I told myself, my punishment didn’t
fit the crime. While the matter at issue—-
Barrett’s fitness to become the husband of
the sugar king’s daughter—was a thing in
which I had no right to meddle, still I
hadn’t dene anything to make me a moral
leper, a hissing, and a reproach. Pinckney
Barrett was a reprobate, of a sort, and I
had merely mentioned that fact to a friend.
That was the sum total of my crime.

Coincident with the growth of this be-
lated sense of self-justification came another
prompting which, at times, I fought with all
the strength I could muster. It came in the
way of a natural result. The constant bat-
tery of wordless anger and contempt began
to have the effect of a prolonged whipping.
At first, the whippee may hide his face and
let the bare back take its medicine. But
after just so long the reaction is bound to.
come. When it set in, the cold anger in my
lady’s eyes no longer made me turn away;
far from it, I found myself meeting it with
a strange quickening of the pulses; a re-
crudescence of that puppy love mentioned a
while back, maybe it was, but, if so, there
was mingled with it a grown man’s desire to
rise up and smash things.

At Honolulu, where we stopped long
enough to unload part of the Mindoro’s
outward-bound cargo of machinery, I was
no longer ducking and dodging to keep out
of sight. At the Marshalls I was able to
meet the chilly indignation in Alison’s ‘all-
too-beautiful eyes with a new daring born
of the induration which comes of too much
undeserved punishment. And at the Mari-
anas

I never knew why Captain Lamper laid
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the course so as to take the Mindoro through
the archipelago formerly named the La-
drones instead of to the southward of it.
The regular steamship lines all dodge these
islands, either to the north or the south.
But Lamper knew these seas so well that he
could have sailed them with his eyes shut;
so I did not question him when I found by
consulting the chart that we were passing to
the northward of Guam.

The weather, which had been a bit heavy
for a few days, was now as nearly perfect
as the rawest fresh-water sailor could have
desired. The days were picture fine and the
nights idyllic. With the spicy breath of the
islands in the air, the phosphorescent wave-
lets lapping along the bilge, and a tropical
moon to spread the Mindoro’s wake fan-
like in a broadening path of silver astern, it
was easy to figure the stout old ship as sail-
ing an enchanted sea.

Now and again we came in sight of some
one of the islands. As everybody knows,
the Marianas are partly of volcanic and
partly of coralline origin. It was the vol-
canic islands that we were occasionally sight-
ing; high-pitched, heavily wooded masses on
the horizon, in sharp contrast to the level
atolls of the coralline groups.

It was on one of these perfect nights when
the moon was at its full that T went on deck
to smoke a bedtime pipe; to do that and to
try yet cnce again to throttle the growing
desire to be transformed into a cave man or
something of that nature. California and
Adam Jeffard’s millions when a long way
off; in another world, if you think of it that
way; and the one woman——

I thought she had gone to bed. I was cer-
tain I had beard her and her aunt come
in before I had left my own cubby-hole state-
room. But I was mistaken. As I walked aft
I saw her standing alone at the rail. At first
I thought she was merely reveling in the
beauty of the night. Then I saw that she
was holding something up to the mooniight;
a thing that glinted and flashed like a tiny
point of white fire.

I don’t know of any possible reason why
I should have jumped to the conclusion that
it was Barrett’s ring, but it came to me in-
stantly that it was the sparkle of a diamond
that T had seen. As I drew back into the
shadow of the deck awning she made a quick
gesture, as if she were tossing something
overboard. Almost unconsciously I took a
step forward. The AMindoro had a short

turtleback stern extending aft beyond the
rail, and on the sloping metal of the sheath-
ing there was a minute point of light glim-
mering and winking to the shudder of the
propeller. Then I saw that I had been mis-
taken; the quick little gesture had merely
meant that she had dropped the thing she
was holding up to the moonlight, and it
had fallen outside of the rail.

What followed had no sequence, if you
understand what I mean; the whole busines:
bunched itself in a tragic climax. The
ship’s rail at the stern was merely threc
strands of canvas-covered. wire rope sup-
ported by iron stanchions. In a flash Ali-
son had passed the slight barrier and was
reaching for the thing she had dropped. The
next instant she had slipped on the smooth
sloping metal of the turtleback and was
gone. And, with barely enough presence of
mind left to snatch up a life buoy as 1
sprang to the rail, I went over after her.

CHAPTER III.
THE LONG REACH.

Naturally, I hadn’t fairly cleared the Min-
doro’s rail before I realized what an abso-
lutely suicidal thing I'was doing by going
overboard without first giving, or trying to
give, some sort of an alarm. So it was with a
half-strangled yell of “Man overboard!”—
which probably couldn’t have been heard six
feet away—that I plunged, losing my hold
upon the clumsy ring buoy as I went under.

Coming to the surface, I struck out
quickly for the buoy and caught it. The
ship, a black bulk to the left, was already
beyond calling distance. Raising myself
high on the cork float, I scanned the broad
pathway of the ship’s wake rippling in the
moonlight. There was no swimmer’s head
to be seen, and a heartbreaking conclusion
jammed itself home with crushing finality.
Alison’s slip had taken her nearly straight
aft over the edge of the turtleback; hence,
she must have fallen directly into the tail
race of the propeller, to be drawn under
and drowned at once by the suction.

I let myself slip back to sea level, sick
and gasping. It had been so horribly sud-
den. Two little minutes earlier we had both
been standing on the Mindoro’s after deck,
alive and well. And now the dear girl’s
life had been snuffed out like a candle, and
my own finish—that of a lone swimmer in
a trackless ocean—could be only a matter
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of a few hours. To cap my groan of despair
a smalil vo.ce just behind me said, quite con-
versationaily: “i'm doing pretty well, con-
sidering; but could you let me have a bit of
that iite buoy?”

Of course, I whirled like a man stabbed
in the back and made a frantic grab for her
—-grabbed and missed.

*No,” she objected, still spcaking quite
caimly, “I don't need to be rescued: just a
hand on that buoy, if you please.”

I pushed the clumsy cork ring toward her,
steadying it so that she could hook her arms
over it. She had lost her hat, in the dive
from the ship’s turtleback, and her hair had
come down.

“TI wish now I had had it bobbed,” she
remarked, supporting herself with one hand
while she tried to twist the thick ropes of
hair to make them stay out of her cyes.
Then: “I suppose it isn’t any use trying to
make them hear on the Aindoro?”

“None in the world,” I returned, estimat-
ing the distance to the vanishing ship, which
must, by that time, have grown to a full
half mile.

Silence, for a long minute, while she kept
on trying to put up the rebellious hair. And
at length, much as if she were remarking
upon the state of the weather:

“It was silly of you to come over after
me. If you had wanted to do anything, you
might have stayed on board and stopped the
ship. Is it likely that we shall be missed?”

“Not in time to do us any good,” I an-
swered, turning both hot and cold under the
cool criticism which she might have, and
probably would have, applied to the veriest
stranger who had done what I had.

Another silence, and then: “Do you hap-
pen to know whether or not we are in one of
the regular steamship lanes?” If we had
been actually meeting for the first time there
c¢n opposite sides of a cork buoy in mid-
ocean, her tone cculdn’t have been more
calmly impersonal.

“We are not.” I assured her. “Captain
Lamper changed our course at the Mar-
shails; just why, I don’t know.”

I made sure she’d break down at that; any
other woman in the world would have—with
small blame for it. But if she were any-
where near the edge, she didn’t show it.

“There are islands about: we have been
sighting them all day. Perhaps we may be
abie to reach one of them,” she suggested.

You would say that we had a handsomely

fat chance to reach anything—unless it
might finally be the bottom of the sea.
There was nothing in sight in any direction,
barring the shadowy wraith oi our ship
which was now becoming indistinct in the
distance. Yet I couldn’t find it in my heart
to extinguish this last little hope ior her.

“We might,” I conceded.

“Are the islands inhabited?” she inquired.

“A few of them are, but more are not.”

“What islands are they?”

“The Ladrones—the Marianas, as they are
called now.”

She had contrived at last to twist her
hair into a knot that would stay, and was
reacking down into the water as if groping
for something she had lost. Pretty soon
the diving hand came up with a small shoe
which she proceeded to tie to the buoy by
its string. Then she fished up the other and
made it fast beside its mate.

The shoes taken off and secured, she be-
gan to get rid of her outer clothing a bit at
a time; the skirts which would impede her
swimming, and the waist with its loose
sleeves to bag and hold back; all this as if
it were part of the day’s work. Not to be
outdone in pure sang-froid by a mere girl,
I followed the sensible example, and soon
our tiny circular life raft was festooned with
the cast-offs. If it should come to a swim
for life, we should need to be rid of all the
handicaps.

After those questions about the islands she
didn’t talk any more; giving me to under-
stand, as I took it, that the status quo be-
fore the double dive from the after deck of
the old Mindoro was still to be maintained.
I wished she would talk. Her silence gave
me too blessed much time to think. Among
other things, I remembered, all of a sudden,
that these South Seas were alive with man-
eating sharks. What if one of them should
scent us and give the signal? Too often I'd
seen a dozen oi them rush for the contents
of the garbage barrel emptied overboard
from a ship’s galley.

If similar thoughts were disturbing my
cool-blocded little vis-a-vis across the nar-
row circle of the life buov, she made no
sign. We had been drifting in the milk-
warm sea—and awkwardly—er—clearing
the decks for action, as you might put it—
for maybe half an hour, in solemn silence,
when the slow circling of the buoy once
more turned my back toward the glitter-
ing moonbeam path. Presently I saw Ali-
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son raise herself and shade her eyes with her
hand. Then she said, as calmly as if she
were passing the time of day, “A landfall, I
think: look straight down the path of moon-
light.”

I twisted myself around and looked.
Dimly bulking at the far end of the silvered
moonlight highway a dark mass loomed like
a shadow. My swift fear that it might be
only a cloud was dissipated instantly by a
glance at the sky. There was ro storm brew-
ing. Yet the iand, if it were iand, was far
enough beyond our puny reach.

Followed another half hour; a keenly anx-
ious interval of suspense. We were not
standing still; we were unmistakably drift-
ing some whither; the appearance of the
looming shadow, upon a horizon which had
so lately been empty, proved it. There were
currents and tideways in all these island
groups, as I knew. Was one of these drift-
ing us toward the land?

At the end of the period of uncertainty the
critical question was answered definitely.
As nearly as could be determined, we were
being carried slowly down the mocnlit path,
and the pace was accelerating. Little by lit-
tle the shadowy bulk to the eastward ma-
terialized until it took shape as high land,
and before long we could distinguish the dis-
tant thunder of the surf. And still our
course remained unchanged. We were drift-
ing shoreward as straight as if we were at the
end of an invisible tow line.

I could easily prefigure that this hopeful
state of affairs wasn’t going to continue.
Sooner or later the driit current would be
deflected by the mass of the island and we
should be swept aside. The next slow cir-
cling of the life buoy turned this forebod-
ing into a fact accomplished. Our direc-
tion was already changing. During the long
and silent drifting interval I had firmly made
up my mind that I wasn’t going to speak
again unless I was spoken to, but now this
vow had to be broken if we were not to lose
our last slender chance of getting ashore.

“We'll have to swim for it,” I said. “The
current is changing, and it won’t carry us to
the land.”

“That is just what I was going to re-
mark,” was the cool reply; and as she spoke
she slipped from her support and struck out,
with the end cf one of the hand lines of the
bucy between her teeth.

Then and there was where the battle, the

shrewdest one ever fights, began. Though
the grip of the tidal swirl was intangible, it
seemed fairly viselike. Hampered by the
backward-dragging life buoy—it was laden
with all the worldly goods we possessed, and,
for aught we knew, ever should possess—we
made headway only by inches. Steadily we
were swept along parallel to the shore line
—which was lucky, perhaps, since the hoom-
ing of the surf gave notice that a landing
through it would be impossible for two tire:i
swimmeis. At times I could have sworn
that the tide rip was actually carrying us
seaward again.

I don’t know how long this desperate
struggle lasted; for hours, it seemed to me.
Straight through it ail the sturdy little
swimmer on the other side of the handicap-
ping, clothing-freighted buoy fought pluck-
ily: she was swimming with the crawl stroke,
and you could have timed a watch by the
regular flash of her white arms at the out-
reach. Not a word out of her, mind you,
from first to last. For one thing, she had
her teeth clamped upon her towing string;
and for another, there was no breath to be
wasted. .

Along toward the last I turned upon my
side to be able to watch her better. I knew,
in the nature of things, that the stubborn
fight she was putting up couldn’t continue
forever. Nevertheless, the end of the strug-
gle—and of her splendid endurance—came
without warning. I felt rather than saw that
we were being swept past what seemed to be
the mouth of a small landlocked bay wben
the swirling tide current lost its hold upon
us, leaving us to spin slowly in the life-
saving eddy at the bay mouth.

It was at the same instant that I saw my
brave little teammate relax and go down
like a stone; and in the next breath I had
caught her in my arms and brought her again
to the surface of things. She was pretiy far
gone; was barely able to drape her iired
arms over the life buoy and let me tow her,
and it, to the shallow water of the nearest
beach.

When we reached wading depth she tried
to walk out; tried it and stumbled and fell;
and I had to pick her up and carry her.
Putting her down upon the sand above the
surf wash, I went back after our buoy rait.
I remember ncew that I hacn’t strength
enough left to lift the thing when 1 got it
and its soggy lading of shocs and clothes
out of the water. So I dragged it up out of
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reach of the waves lapping upon the sands,
and so left it.

When I got back to where I had left Ali-
son I found her stretched out like a tired
child and already sound asleep. Bending
over her only long enough to make sure that
it was sleep, and not a fainting fit, I stag-
gered off to a respectful distance and dropped
upon my face on the warm sand. For by
that time I, too, was just about all in.

CHAPTER 1V.
THE CRUSOE ISLAND.

When I awoke the sun was peering at me
over the shoulder of a wooded mountain,
and a huge land crab was speculatively re-
garding me as if undetermined as to whether
or not I might be dead encugh to furnish
him with a breakfast.

Cautiously approaching, under cover of
the wood, the place where I had left Alison
asleep I was heartily thankful to find it
empty. She was up and gone, somewhere,
and once assured of that fact, I made a quick
dash for my clothes which, in spite of the
animosity she was cherishing against me, she
had been good enough to spread out to dry
upon the hot sands. With the good old gray
tweeds in hand I felt better. It’s odd how
the conventions have made a few rags of
garmenting bridge the entire distance be-
tween the ability to face one’s world with
complacency and an avid desire to run and
hide; but the fact remains.

Clothed once more and in my right mind,
I began to wonder what had become of my
erstwhile swimming mate. Not for long,
however, for presently she came marching
up the beach with an unhusked coconut un-
der each arm. The adventures and perils
of the night seemed to have left no mark
upon her. Passing over the necessary affront
to her natty traveling suit offered by an all-
night soaking in salt water, she was quite
as alluringly attractive—and quite as cold-
eyed—when she asked me gravely if I had
been thoughtful enough to put a knife in my
pocket before jumping overboard from the
Mindoro. Evidently, the old status quo
was once more firmly seated in the saddle.
For her I was merely a man—any man—
who had happened, or chosen, to become a
castaway at the same moment with her—
nothing more.

I had a knife, and a bunch of keys, for
whatever good the latter might be to any

pair in our situation—and with this pocket
tool I made shift to strip the nuts of their
thick husks. After I had duly bored holes
in the shells to get at the milk, I passed the
nuts back to her, but she would take only
one of them so we each had our breakfast
cup. I hacdn’t learned to be wild about coco-
nut milk, even during my sojourn in the
Philippines, but a sudden realizaticn that we
were likely to be living upon it for an in-
definite whil2 did something toward taming
the distaste for the moment.

“I’ve been looking around a bit,” she re-
marked alocfly, after we had retreated to tha
shade of the palms to crack the nuts and
get at the meats. “I am afraid this is a
Crusoe island—in the sense that there are
no inhabitants.”

“Yes?” T said, determined to try my own
hand at the aloofnesses.

“There is a wreck,” she added, in the
tone she might have used if she had been
telling me that the sun was shining.

“Quite so,” I agreed. “There is always
a wreck on a Crusoe island, isn’t there?”

If she had smiled I might have taken
heart of grace. But she didn’t smile.

“1f there isn’t, there should be,” she re-
turned, quite soberly; “only I think this one
isn’t going to be of much use. It looks very
old and decrepit.”

Now I knew in reason that this attitude
of speculative nonchalance could be no
measure of her real feelings. Cast away on
a lost island in mid-ocean, in company with
a man she despised, and with little or no
probability of a speedy rescue, her condi-
tion was just about as forlorn as conditions
ever get to be for a petted daughter of mil-
lions.

While watching her furtively for some out-
ward manifestation of this confidently pre-
figured inward tempest, I became conscious
of a complete change in my own attitude.
The cave-man prompting had completely
disappeared with this marvelous and miracu-
lous plunge into conditions so exactly con-
forming to cave-man desires. As I assume
any civilized man would, in similar circum-
stances, I was alrcady putting myself upon
honor as Alison’s protector and defender . So
much, T told myseif, would go without say-
ing, and it would be manfully irrespective
of anything she might think of or about me.

The coconut- meat wasn’t very satisfying,
though it had to sufiice in the ahsence of
anything better. Still, on that first morn-
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ing the bare cupboard necessities were not
troubling me overmuch. Though we were
cast away, naksd, as you might say, in the
middle of nowhere, I knew the tropical
islands well enough to be cunfident that we
needn’t die of hunger. If rhe wieck Alison
had spoken of woulil only yield us a few
tools and the means of making a fire to cook
with, we nesdn’t stoive.

“That wreck you discovered,” I said, still
trying to match her air of casual disinter-
est; “‘is it worth going to see?”

“It miglit be,” she admitted.
very far away.”

Leisurely, because we had all the time
there was, we went in search of the discov-
ery, following the beach around to the left.
Coming presently into opener ground, we
could see more of the island topography,
which was more or less precipitous. Back
from the beach the land rose in a succession
of benches, these culminating finally in a
respectable mountain peak. And at its sum-
mit the mountain terminated in a truncated
cone; proof assumptive, at least, that it had
once been an active voicano.

Occasional openings in the forest afforded
¢limpses of high-lying meadows far up the
mountainside, and in one of them I saw a
number of animals feeding, though whether
they were cattle or goats or sheep I could
not tell at that distance. But as yet there
were no signs of inhabitants.

The doubling of the next sand spit, with
its matted jungle screen ccming down al-
most to the water’s edge, revealed a com-
plete change of scene. A deep, V-shaped
bay opened out before us, thrusting itself
into the island like a wedge; and on its
opposite shore rugged cliffs of black rock
hackgrounded a beach of less than a hundred
yards in width. Off the mouth of this bay
or inlet the Pacific surf was beating upon a
reef which made a sheltered and almost land-
locked lagoon of the inner body of water;
and, perched upon a reef within the barrier
reef, was the wreck.

At first sight of it I decided that the
vessel was one of the island-to-island trad-
ing schooners of which there are countless
numbers in the Pacific. The vessel was
“down by the head,” as a sailor would say,
with its stern well out of water, its bow
completely submerged, and its deck pitched
at a sharp angle to seaward. Only a stump
of one of the masts remained, but upon this
there were some remnants of the rigging.

“It is not

1t didn’t look very promising as a possible
repository ct things which might be uscful
to us, but I iminediately proposed that we
go around to the other side ot the bay for
a nearer view of it. This we did, following
the beach to the head of the inlet—wheiz we
found a stream of clear, coo! mountzin
water tumbling into it—and passing thence
into the shade of the black-rock cliffs which
were, as I had suppesed they would be, of
volcanic crigin.

Doubling back on the cliff beach we soon
reached the place which measured the short-
est distance to the stranded vessel. From
this point it was not over three or four hun-
dred yards out to the wreck, and we could
see perfectly all there was to be seen. On
the side toward land the hull seemed to he
unbroken, though the rudder and some part
of the taffrail had been carried away. It
was the stump of the mainmast that re-
mained, but the sails and the standing rig-
ging were gone.

“Well?” said my cempanion, a bit impa-
tienily, I thought.

“A trading schooner,” I answered briefly.
“She had probably put in here for fresh
water, and the gale, typhoon, or whatever
it was, caught her while she was anchored
in the bay.” So much it seemed reasonable
to assume, since no wooden hull that was
ever built could have come over the.outer
reef without having been broken into kin-
dling wood.

“It is very old, isn't it?” she said.

I took another Jook for a guess at the age
of the derelict. There was nothing to indi-
cate any very great lapse of time measured
by seasons or .years. The cordage hanging
from the stump of the mainmast was still
cordage, and the hull, though blackened und
weathered, showed no signs of breaking up.

“Not so very old, as wrecks go,” I an-
swered at a venture. Then, still tryins to
preserve the formalities: *“‘May I ask how
much you remember of your Robinson i iu-
soe?”’

She shook her head.

“Not very much. It was a long time ago
when I skimmed it”—as if I didn’t remem-
ber that she had given me my first copv of
the dear old book away back in our child-
hood days and our reading of it together!
“It is a boy’s book and didn’t interest me
greatly.” ?

“There was a stranded ship in it,” I re-
minded her, “and if I recall it correctly,
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Crusoe got pretty nearly everything he
needed out of it. On a raft. What I can’t
recall is just how he contrived to build the
raft.”

“That is one oi the few things I do re-
call,” she returned. “He swam to the wreck
first, and then made the raft out of pieces
of the things he iound there.”

“Of course!” 1 nodded. “How stupid of
me to forget.” Then I sat down and began
to take my shees ofi.. :

“You are going to swim out?” she asked
in a rather small veice.

“Assuredly. That was what the other
Crusoe did, wasn’t it? We breakfasted on
coconuts, but under present conditions, coco-
nuts are the entire bill of fare—unless we
can bring ourselves to the point of enlarg-
ing it with raw shellfish. Without fire we
can neither cook anything nor make a dis-
tress signal.”

I had my shoes off and was waiting for
her to go away. I felt sure she would go;
that she wouldn’t make me do a three-hun-
dred-yard swim with my clothes on. But
still she lingered.

“There may be sharks in the bay: it’s
quite deep enough,” she pointed out.

“Nocthing venture, nothing have.”

“Yes, but 2

Her reluctance to let me try it was easily
explained. With a world of men to choose
from she would probzbly have picked any
one hut me for a castaway companion, I
thought. Still, I was better than nothing.
And “nothing” meant that she would have
to face the castaway horrors alone.

“I—T don’t believe I'd take the risk, if I
were in your place,” she went on, and it was
almost pathetic to see how hard she was try-
ing to maintain that attitude of nonchalant
alcofness as she said it.

I argued it out with her calmly. There
must certainly be soinething—possibly many
things-—that we neceded aboard the wreck.
As matters stood we were completely bare-
handed. If I should succeed only in finding
a few necessary tools and the means of mak-
ing a fire, we should be infinitely better off.
And the risk might be discounted. We had
been in the sea for hours on end the night
before, and the sharks hadn’t, bitten us.

She gave in at that and moved away up
the bay beach; along the narrow margin of
sand under the cliffs to disappear finally
under the palms at the mouth of the little
fresh-water stream. Stripping quickly, I

made a bundle of my clothes, using the belt
to buckle the bundle on top of my head.
The clear, pellucid waters of the bay were
undisturbed save as- they rippled in the re-
flex of the surf breaking here and there over
low places in the outer reef, and I plunged
in. I soon reached the wreck, and passing
around it, climbed out cn the side low-cantcd
to seaward.

CHAPTER V.
THE WRECK.

Getting into my clothes as hurriedly as
might be—the tropical sun, high risen by
now, was promising to blister me promptly
if I should give it half a chance—I took a
look around at our treasure-trove. The ship
was a small oue; not over a hundred tons
burden, I should say; and there was noth-
ing on the steeply inclined deck to make
me change my belief that it had been a trad-
ing schooner.

Quite naturally, the deck had been swept
clean of everything removable; even the
capstan and cable bitts were gone, and the
foremast had been snapped off even with
the deck. Forward of the stump of the
mainmast there wert two hatches, both bat-
tened down, one amidships, and the other
so far forward that the water, owing to the
position of the wreck, which, as I have said,
was well down by the head, was lapping at
the coaming.

Aft, where the hull was pretty well lifted,
there was a raised deck with transom lights-
and a companion slide, which was closed and
apparently fastened on the inside, since it
resisted all my efforts to open it. Being
able to do little with my bare hands, I began
to edge my way along toward the main hatch,
hoping that I might be able to gain the in-
terior of the ship by that route.

It was not until after I had begun this
crablike progress, handing myself along with
my feet in the leeward scuppers, that I
thought to take a look shoreward to see if

“Alison bad come back. Pulling myself up

to the high-pitched port rail, I saw her com-
ing slowly down the beach, staring out
across the bay with a hand over her eycs
to shut off the sun glare. As I looked, she
came to the place where I had waded in for
my swim. She didn’t call out; she stoed for
a long minute with her eyes searching the
wreck and the intervening water. Then, as
suddenly as if she had been struck down by
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an invisible club, she turned and fell upon
her face in the sand. ;

Naturally, this bit of heartbroken panto-
mime cxplained itself instantly. She couldn’t
see me, and the corollary to that was that
the sharks had eaten me. Too much ashamed
to call out and thus let her kuow that I had
been watching her, I slid back to the stump
of the mast and pounded upon the deck with
the remains of a block that was hanging in
the shreds of rigging. When I locked again
she was sitting up, with her face in her
hands. She had heard the pounding and
the reaction had come. She was crying with
relief—not that I wasn’t eaten, but that she
wasn’t left alone.

Chewing that cud a bit bitterly, I made

my way to the main hatch. To my sur-

prise the fastenings yielded easily when I
hammered upon them with the block frag-
ment. I lifted the hatch, which was an ab-
normally long one, and slid it off, and when
I stooped to stare into the dark cavern be-
low, surprise grew into astoundment. In-
stead af the cargo of rotting copra, I was
expecting to see I found myself staring down
upon an up-to-date, breech-loading ship’s
gun mounted upon a disappearing platform.

Lowering myself cautiouszly into the evil-
smelling depths, I examined the gun curi-
ously. It was of German make, of the size
and caliber used on their earlier submarines;
and the disappearing platform was built in
much the same way. More than this, the
hold, or this part of it, was a gun room, and
nothing elsc. There were racks of Mausers
on the bulkheads, boxes of ammunition in
the open lockers, many shells for the small
cannon. And there was nothing more than
these. £

As you would imagine, an explanation of
a sort suggested itself immediately. In some
- desultory fashion the Great War had ex-
tended even to these distant islands of the
Pacific, and this armed schooner had doubt-
less been a commerce destroyer fitted out to
prey upon such helpless enemy ships as it
might dare to attack—trading schooners and
the like.

All of which was small fish, or no fish at
ail, in our net. We couldn’t eat war muni-
tions, or make a fire and cook with them. I
handled a few of the racked Mausers; they
were mere masses of rust and wholly useless,
I decided. With a fire and 2 hammer I
might contrive to beat out a few tools from
the metal in them; but that was all.

Climbing out of the hold, I worked my
way forward to the other hatch. This, too,
was battened down, and the fastenings re-
fused to yield to the blows I rained upon
them with the broken pulley block. XNot to
be denied, I went back to the main hold and
got one of the rusty rifles; and using the bar-
rel as a pry got the hatch ofi. Here, again,
there was a disappointment, though it was
not wholly a surprise. The forehold waz
full of water, almost up to the deck level.
From the way in which the ship was canted
it was easy to figure that the breach in the
under planking must be in this part, so the
forehold would be open to the sea, most
likely with a jagged tooth of the reef stick-
ing up in it somewhere.

While I was considering the chance of
finding something useful, if I should strip
and dive into the water-filled depths, I saw
something that looked like a frond of sea-
weed waving slowly back and forth in the
flood. Suddenly 1 realized that it wasn’t
seaweed; that it was something alive—two
somethings—three- of them. With my face
close to the surface of the water, I stared
down into the shut-in pool. One look was
enough. The wreck’s forehold was tenanted
by an octopus—a giant squid!

It will doubtless say itself that what div-
ing I did into that forehold could have been
measured upon a micrometer scale. The
wealth of all the Indies wouldn’t have
tempted me to stick a leg into that black
pool with those deadly tentacles waving in
its depths. Jack London, in one of his South
Sea stories, tells of a Kanaka who, for mere
amusement, would dive into the sea and
drag an octopus from its lair and bite it to
death with his teeth. Perhaps. But I'm
not built that way.

Anyhow, I coneluded, there was nothing
much lost. Whatever there might be of
housekeeping value in that dismal cavern
would be water-spoiled and useless. Re-
mained, therefore, nothing but the after
cabin into which I had not yet penetrated;
and with my gun-barrel pry I climbed back
to attack it. Ficre I am obliged to chronicle
a complete failure. With the one poor tool
I could command I was wholly unable to
break into the locked companionway; and
the raised deck, with its small glass side
lights ali broken out, also resisted my best
efforts. Though marine construction had
been no part of my education, I was con-
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vinced that no trading schooner had ever
before been built so strongly, and I marveled
at it,

After hammering and prying for a half
hour or so, the mounting sun began to warn
me that I was nearing the limit. Since we
were only a few degrees north of the equator,
the December sun lacked little of its July
altitude, and already as I toiled I was be-
ginning to see black spots dancing in the
heated air. Obeying the warning, I crept
back to the main hold and lowered myself
into it. Again with the gun barrel for a
pry, I freed a number of loose planks that
had evidently been used for some purpose in
the cannon elevating.
two hatch covers I built a clumsy raft, tying
the pieces together with the scraps of rig-
ging salvaged from the mainmast stump.

Just as I was about to go aboard a bright
idea struck me, and I dropped once more
into the gun hold. Picking out half a dozen
of the least rusted rifles, I put them on the
raft. To these I added a half-emptied box
of cartridges; and with these war munitions
for the sole cargo I paddled the raft, the
clumsiest ever fabricated, I dare swear, away
from the ship’s side.

It was while I was working the awkward
float around the bow of the wreck—that
being the shortest cut to the shore and the
Jonged-for shade of the cliff—that I hap-
pened upon a small mystery. Leading down
into the depths from the submerged bow of
the vessel, I saw what I took to be a taut
anchor cable. Now, I could readily under-
stand that the wreck might have been caused
by the anchor dragging in a gale; but the
position of things, with the taut cable ex-
tending in the wrong direction, was puz-
ziing.

Mocereover, as I looked down through the
transparent water, I saw that the cable,
which apparently ran through a hawse hole
in the ship’s bow, was not a chain, as most
anchor cables are; it looked more like a
heavy wire rope. And why did it pass in-
board instead of up to the capstan, the re-
mains of which could be clearly seen on
the sunken foredeck? I might have taken
a Lit more time to find the answers to these
.curious questions if the sun hadn’t been so
fiercely hot. As it was, I postponed them,
and in the breathless heat began to work my
way shoreward, with a reversed Mauser for
a paddle.

With these and the -

CHAPTER VL
THE LIE COMPASSIONATE.

Alison was down at the water’s marge and
waiting for me as I shoved the makeshift raft
to the beach, and it was plainly evident that
a lively curiosity was doing its prettiest to
kill off that predetermined attitude of hos-
tile aloofness I have spoken of.

“Well—what did you find?” she de-
manded.

I told her briefly, adding: “You ses, we
are not so lucky as old Robinson was. As
you may remember, he got a good start to-
ward heusekeeping out of his wreck.”

“But those old guns,” she said, pointing;
“what good will they be?”

“I’m not certain that they will be of any
use whatever; but we'll see.”

She helped me carry the rifles up to the
shade of the cliff; after which I sat down to
overhaul them one by one, anxious to de-
termine if, by any manner of means, one
of them could be induced to fire a cartridge.
There was nothing doing; rather less than
nothing. - All I did was to dull the best
blade of my pockeiknifc scraping rust. The
firing mechanism of cach of the pieces was
welded solid with the salt rust. And there
was no oil, and nothing that I knew of that
would serve as a substitute.

Midday came while I was still sweating
over the guns, and Alison, who had been
playing the part of the disinterested onlooker
to a letter-perfect finish, went forth and col-
lected more of the fallen coconuts. Though
this was only the second meal of it, I was
already beginning to be fed up on the tree
food. Breaking my vow of silence again, I -
mentioned the fact.

“There must be other things to eat, if we
only knew them and knew where to look for
them,” she said. And then: “Would you
know sweet potatoes, if you should see
them?”

Since baked sweet potatoes usually come
to the table ax naturel, I admitted that they
might be recognizable.

“I think I found some vines this morn-
ing,” she went on placidly, “in a little open
space on the other side of the bay. We
could dig them out with one of the guns,
couldn’t we?”

“QOh, yes; I suppose so,” I agreed. “But
the guns won’t cook the things, unfortu-
nately.”

“TFire,” she murmured musingly. “I never
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realized before how very necessary it is.
Don't the boy scouts make it by rubbing two
sticks together, or something like that?”

I replied that T had heard it could be done
in that way; that indisputably thc savages
in ail courntries had heen able to do it. But
I had rever seen it done and wouldn’t know
Low to go about it. Then I explained that
my Jiopes had been based upon the possi-
bility of persuading one of the rifles to fire
a cartridge. I'd seen dry grass fires slarted
by the burning wads from a shotgun.

“But the guns are quite hopeless, aren’t
they?”

“They are; but we still have the car-
tridges. Perhaps something can be done with
them.”

Leaning upon this last isuit, I pro-
ceeded to try all sorts of fire-making experi-
ments with the ammunition. The priming
was still alive in most of the shells, and by
pounding the cap ends between two of the
lava stones I got explosions galore—and
nearly shot myself in the leg with one of
them. Alison seemed more_ interested now,
and she helped as she could. But with the
utmost. cunning we could employ, surround-
ing th12 anvil stone with crumbled dry leaves
and grass, and all that, we couldn’t get a
spark of the preciocus fire to stay alive. All
the explosions did was to make a racket
and blow the fuel away. Still we persevered,
keeping at it until we had fired all the car-
tridges I had brought ashore from the wreck.

While we were banging the cartridges off
one at a time, the sun got around so that we
had to move our base of operations to keep
in the shade of the cliff. After the last ex-
plosion of hope had been extinguished, my
silent helper launched a bright little idea
of her own. “

“Haven’t I read somewhere of lost people
making a sunglass out of a drop of water on
2 watch crystal?” she asked.

“Sure youn have!” I croaked.
we didn’t think of that long ago.”

We had the watch crystals—two of them,
since we were both wearing wrist watches
when we went overboard. And the two time-
pirces marked the exact moment of our sepa-
rztion frem the world of human beings: both
Laviny stepped at 10.17 p. m. I pried the
crysta! from mine, polished it carefully on
my shirt sleeve, and applied a drop of clear
water,

Theugh I had little faith in it after I had
seen the infinitesimally small point of con-

“Curious

centration' it made, this experiment came
neareir being a success than all our fouiing
with the gun cartridges. Time and again
we got the dried leaves hot enough in tiny
pin-point spots to smoke; but that was the
limit. Having the patience c¢f two pe:sons
with all the leisure in the universe, we iept
on trying until the sun had gone so fav over
to the westward that its rays were too indi-
rect; and after that came supper-—of more
coconuts. I didn’t venture to ask my com-
panion how she felt about a third meai of
the things, but by this time I was beyin:i
to shudder at the bare sight of the brown-
shelled globes.

After supper I suffered another twist of
the deprivation screw; one which, fortu-
nately, did not involve Alison. As I have
recorded back a piece, I had gone to the
Mindoro’s after deck to smoke, the night
before, and the unlighted pipe was between
my teeth when the catastrophe climaxed.
With the unconscious habit of the smoker,
I had stuck the pipe into my pocket as I
grabbed for the life buoy; so I still had it,
as well as a tin box of tobacco, which I had
been careful to dry out during the day in
the hot sunshine.

It was from the purest mechanical force
of habit that I sat back agains. the cliff
face after our coconut supper and filled the
pipe and clamped it between my teeth. And
it was not until I found myself groping ab-
sently in my pockets for a match that I real-
ized what I was doing. It was then, for the
first time gince we had been thrown togzther
at the beginning of the voyage, that Alison
smiled at me, though-it was only the smile
that she might have given a chance ac-
guaintance, at that.

“It is no wonder you were so desperatcly
anxious to make a fire,” she remarked, half
mockingly.

“No,” I returned. “Still, I was thiniing
less of the pipe than I was of possible Laled
yams and grilled shellfish, If we ever os-
cape from here I shall never want toc =22 a
coconut palm again as long as I live.”

“I'm feeling rather that way myself,” :he
admitted; and this was the most human
thing she had said, thus far.

With the conversational ice thus cracked
a trifle, she plunged into an undercurrent
that I am sure had been running strongly
in the thoughts of both of us all througa this
long first day.
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“The real Crusoe,” she said; ‘“wasn’t it
years before he was rescued? Are we &

I tried to put the ominous facts before her
without coloring, either optimistically or the
other way.

“As 1 said last night, Lamper was steering
a course among the Ladrones,” I told her.
“I know little about these islands, except that
there are many of them, mostly small, and
that the southernmost one is our own island
of Guam. I have been told that the greup
extends north from Guam some five hundred
miles, and that there are a good many vol-
canic islets, like this one.”

“You said last night that most of the small
ones were uninhabited, didn’t you?”

“That is what I have been told is their
present condition; though long ago, in Ma-
gellan’s time and Captain Cook’s, they were
all inhabited. If the plants you found this
morning are really yams, that is geod proof
that there were inhabitants here once.”

“The islands are not in the regular track
of ships?” :

“No. The steamship lines to Japan run
north of the group, and those to the Philip-
pines to the south. Of course, there are ai-
ways the trading schooners; but if this
island isn’t inhabited—and the undisturbed
condition of that wreck out there is pretty
good proof that it isn’t—the schooners
wouldn’t come here.”

“But that one did,” she countered, point-
ing to the wreck.

“Yes; but for what purpose we don’t
know, unless it was to take on fresh water.”

“You think it wasn’t blown ashore in a
storm?”’

“I am confident that it wasn’t. It was
anchored in the bay when the storm smashed
it. In fact, its anchor is still down. You
can see the cable running out from the
sunken bow.”

“Tt is curious,” she commented. “Unless
it did come for water, what could an armed
ship like that have been doing here?”

I told her briefly what I had surmised;
that the nameless schooner—I had been un-
able to find a name anywhere on the wreck
—had been a commerce destroyer fitted out
during the Great War; also, I told her that
the Ladrones, which were now under a Japa-
nese mandate, had formerly belonged to Ger-
many.

“Somehow, I can’t quite believe it was a
real warship,” she objected. “Mightn’t—
mightn’t it have been a pirate?”

The short tropical twilight was merging
into night, so I had leave to smile at this
romantic hypothesis.

“This is the twentieth century,” I re-
minded her. “There are no pirates now-
adays.”

“But there might have been,” she in-
sisted; “with the World War turning every-
thing topsy-turvy as it did.”

I thought it could do no harm to let her
keep the piratical idea if she wanted to.
Privateer or buccaneer, it made small dii-
ference to us. After a little lapse into
thoughtful silence she began again on a new
tack, asking me, oddly enough, I thought,
what day of the week it was. I told her,
and after another pause she said:

“A week from to-morrow will be Christ-
mas Day.”

That quiet remark of hers knocked me all
in a heap. Eight days later, in the normal
run of things—and if I had kept my mouth
shut—her wedding day would have dawned.
And now, at a time when she should have
been busily and happily occupied in trous- -
seau-tryings-on and things of that sort, she
was marooned on a tropical islet with the
man who had bored the fatal hole in the bot-
tom of her life ship of happiness and scut-
tled it.

As 1 said in the beginning, it was a trag-
edy, all right, and when the full folds of it
wrapped themselves around me I thought I
would be willing to do anything under the
shining sun to make it easier for her. To
my  utter astoundment she gave me the
chance, much as if she had been able to
read my thoughts.

“You lied about Pinckney, didn’t you?”
she said as quietly as if the sudden.accusa-
tion wasn’t going to hit me like a rock fall-
ing from the cliff above us.

What could I say? Of course, the truth-
ful reply would have been a stern denial,
buttressed by the shameful details, if she
insisted upon having them. But, on the
other hand—well, it was only one week
from the day which should have been her
wedding day; and for that week, and prob-
ably many more, she would be a captive
here, mourning over her lost happiness;
mourning even more bitterly over the doubt
unresolved—the doubt she had been on her
way to Manila to either confirm or dispel.
On the instant my resolve was taken. I
could lift a part of the burden, temporarily,
at least; and I would.
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“Tell me one thing first,” I said. “Are
you really and truly in love with Pinckney
Barrett?”

“I was going to be married to him,” she
retorted, as if that settled it.
“Well, then—call it a lie.
hated Barrett, more or less.”

I heard her draw a long breath. We were
sitting perhaps a couple of yards apart, and
I thought she would make the distance
greater. But she did not move or speak;
and when the silence was finally broken, it
was I who had to break it.

“We should have made some preparation
for the night while it was still light enough
to see things,” I said, banishing the impos-
sible topic as best I could. “As it is o

“It makes little difference,” she protested
in a veice that was as blank as an unwritten
page of white paper. “The beach sand will
do—as it did last night.”

We got up to walk a little way around
the cliif face, my noticn being to get as far
as might be away from the jungle forest
with its possible threat of night beasis or
reptiles.
the cone-shaped summit of the mountain out-
lined itself against the sky; a dark mass
reaching—for us—halfway to the zenith. As
I glanced up at it I saw a thing to make me
stop suddenly and look again.

“What is it?” she asked, half fearfully,
I thought.

“Nothing but a freak of the imagination,
I guess,” was my answer. “For a moment I
fancied I saw a faint pink glow over the
top of the mountain.”

She stood a little apart, staring upward.

“You did see one!” she exclaimed. “There
it is again!—it comes and goes. Can it be
—no, it can’t be the afterglow of the sun-
set; it is too late for that!” :

“It looks more like the ghost of a reflec-
tion from a fire,” I qualified; and then the
explanation jumped at me out of the night:
“It ¢s a fire! Didn’t you notice the shape
of the mountain, in the daytime when you
could see the top of it distinctly? It is, or
has been, a volcano, and there is fire in it
yet. To-morrow we shall climb up and do
the Prometheus act—only it was heavenly
fire that he brought, wasn’t it? Never
mind; it will serve to cook our sweet pota-
toes, if there are any.”

She made no reply to this little sally as
we passed on around the cliff. Perhaps the
thought of sleeping under the shadow of a

2Bp

I—TI’ve always

As we left the shadow of the cliff,

more or less active volcano was disturbing
to her, but, if so, she was too proud to let
me know of it.

At a point a little beyond the landing
place of the raft we found what I had been
hoping we might find; a shallow cave like a
hermit’s cell, hollowed out in the foot of the
lava cliff. There was a bed of white beach
sand in its dish-shaped bottom, and it was
as dry as a bone.-

“There is your sleeping berth,” I told
her; and after I had seen her safely hidden
in the rock hollow, I did as I had done the
night before; removed myself and made my
bed in the warm, loose sand of the beach.

CHAPTER VII.
HELL FIRE.

I was astir at the first peep of dawn the
next morning, the beach sand being some-
thing less wooing than a spring mattress,
and, taking advantage of the cock-crow hour,
I searched out a cove pool conveniently pri-
vate, stripped. and had a refreshing plunge.
Dressing after it, I heard a great splashing
around on the far side of the cliff promon-
tory; an advertisement that Alison was also
up and taking her morning bath.

Since she had dutifully foraged all three
of our meals the day before, it seemed no
more than fair that I should take my turn.
So I went exploring in the wood, keeping an
eye out for something, anything, that might
fortify us for a climb to the top of our
mountain; that is to say, anything but coco-
nuts, of which there were enough lying on
the ground to feed all the wild pigs in crea-
tion.

Before I had gone very far I was made
to realize that, while an engineering educa-
tion may be a capital thing in its place, its
botanical features are conspicuous chiefly
by their absence; a lack which even my
recent sojourn in the Philippines hadn’t cor-
rected. From reading Stevenson and Jack
London I knew that there were plenty of
edible things all arcund me, if I could cnly
recognize them. Kalo, or taro. I knew, rom
kaving seen it growing in Hawaii, and there
were numerous bread-fruit trees growing
among the palms. But neither the roots of
the one nor the fruit of the other was edible
without cooking. Bananas, of which a num-
ber of varieties grow in all the islands, was
the one fruit T hoped to be able to find; but,
though I saw many plants that looked like
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bananas, there was no fruit on them. So it
was with a faltering appetite that I finally
picked up a couple of the despised coconuts
and went back to the cliff beach.

Alison didn’t say “Good morning” when
she met me. What she said was, “Oh, dear
me! Dore coconuts?”

I acquiesced sorrowfully.

“I'm tremendously sick of them myself,
but until we can find something else that
can be eaten raw 2

“I know,” she cut in, adding: “I don’t
believe I care for any breakfast; I'm not
hungry any more. Shall we climb the moun-
tain and see if last dight’s pinkiness really
meant anything? If we’re going, it will be
better to go before the sun gets too hot.”

1 was quite as willing as she was to forgo
the only breakfast there was in sight, so we
set out, taking the little stream which came
down into the bay head for a pathfinder. It
was stiff going for a while. Huge ferns and
clambering vines made a tangled jungle of
the forest, and we had nothing to use as a
clearing tool.

Finally, however, by dint of perseverance,
we won through the worst of it and began
to ascend the slopes of the mountain. Here
the forest was more open and the going much
easier. In the course of time we came to
one of those high-lying, meadowlike spaces
1 have spoken of. As we entered it from the
downhill side, a flock of goats—unmistak-
able, ordinary goats-—took fright and dashed
away into the wood at the left. Here was
meat, any quantity of it, needing only catch-
ing and cooking, and I ventured to say as
much to my silent tramping companion.

“Yes,” she returned, half absently; ‘“Rob-
inson Crusoe had goats on his island, too.
How did he contrive to catch them?”

“He was lucky enough to find some usable
guns on his wreck,” I replied. “Never mind;
we, too, shall eat goat mutton—if we ever
acquire the means of cooking it. Given a
pot and a fire under it, it will go hard with
us, if we can’t find some way of herding the
meat into it.”

Keeping on across the lite meadow we
came ‘to more jungle, though it was much
easier to navigate than that lower down. As
we ascended, the jungle thinned more and
more, and at last, at an altitude of perhaps a
thousand feet above the sea, the vegetation
stopped entirely and we came out upon a
bare, broken lava slope with the crater sum-
mit lying only a little way above us.

From this elevated stand we could lock
down upon practically all of our island king-
dom. As I had anticipated, it was triflingly
small; possibly two miles in the longer di-
mension by half of that distance in the other.
From all of the beaches, which were indentcd
by numerous coves and bays, the land rose
toward the common center of the mountain,
and with the exception of a few bare spots
like the one in which we had found the
goats feeding, it was a dense mass of tropicai
greenery. :

As for the wider horizons there was noth-
ing hopeful in sight. In all directions sea met
sky without a break. I own this was a keen
disappointment to me. At our height above
sea level we were commanding a circle with
a radius of many miles, and I had confi-
dently expected to find other islands of the
group in sight, if nothing more. But the
horizons were vacant. Though for the
greater part of the time Alison appeared to
ignore me studiously, she doubtless saw my
countenance fall.

“What is it?” she asked, not tco unsympa-
thetically.

“I was hoping to find that we were not
quite so completely isolated. With other
islands near there would be a better chance
of our being found and taken off.”

“Yes,” she agreed. And then: “Yet we
ought not to forget to be thankful. If ithe
current hadn’t brought us here night before
last—to the only bit of land in all this wide
world of water——"’

“Quite so,” T admitted, and then we
climbed the final hundred yards of the ascent
and the crater of our volcano lay at our feet.

It was a true crater, accurately fitting the
geography descriptions, and if the volcano
wasn’t at the moment an active one, it cer-
tainly looked as if it might become so uncn
short notice. What we found ourselves look-
ing down into was a circular depression pos-
sibly half a mile across and a couple of hun-
dred feet deep, bare of vegetation, and
hemmed in on all sides by precipitous blaci:
cliffs. Its bottom appeared to be, and doubt-
less was, a sea of congealed lava, dark and
forbidding; and from various cracks and
fissures in it numberless little jets of steain
were issuing, to be licked up and dissipated
almost instantly in the pouring heat of the
sun.

Cn the side farthest from us we saw what
at first appeared to be a group of boiling
springs of muddy water, fising and subsiding



THE ISLAND OF THRILLS 19

with the regularity of clockwork. It was
not until one of these boiling springs showed
dully red in one of its ebullitions that we
realized that what we had taken to be muddy
water was molten lava.

“There is the mother of our cooking fire,”
I announced; but where another woman
might have shuddered and clung to me, my
companion merely shuddered.

“We could never get down there alive!”
she protested; “never in this world!”

“One of us is going to try it, anyway,” I
asserted, and began to look around for some
means of getting down to the fire level.

There was a way, though we had to skirt
the lip of the crater to the opposite side to
come at it; a jagged gully zigzagging down
through the cliff and leading almost directly
to one of the fire holes. Before attempting
to go down I made a trip to the nearest
fringe of the mountain jungle and cut a
number of thick, elephant-ear leaves from a
plant which looked as if it might be the
grandfather of our familiar home-grown
giant begonia. Out of the mammoth leaves,
with twigs for pins, I contrived a rude sort
of basket, lining the bottom of it with bits
of the broken lava to make it at least tem-
porarily fireproof.

For tinder fuel I found a fallen tree and
kicked out a chunk of its rotting heart. This
was placed carefully in the carrier basket
and partly covered with earth. Then, with
a dead tree branch for a torch, I was ready
to make the attempt.

Alison had merely lopoked on while I was
building the basket, but now she crisply
declared her intention of going down with
me. Of course, I objected strenuously.
There wasn’t the slightest need of both of
us venturing into the threatening fire bowl,
and I said so emphatically. But I might as
well have saved my breath.

“No,” she maintained stubbornly, “I shall
not go through again what I did yesterday
when I thought the sharks had killed you.
I’d much rather die at once than be left
alive here by myself.”

She said it so calmly that I had no rea-
son to make any personal application of her
motive; it was simply the instinct of self-
preservation reaching out for any sort of a
hand hold. Indeed, she went on to put it
that way in so many words.

“I should go mad if I were left here
alone,” she added; “and so would you or
any one. I'm going down there with you!”

After that I said no more, and the rather
difficult descent was begun. I hadn’t been
discounting the dangers very much, but as
we approached the lava surface they began
to be manifest in a way to make me wish
from the bottom of my heart that she had
let me come alone.

At the nearer view the lava lake, at this
end of it, looked like a caldron only partly
cooled, and it was not altogether quiescent;
it was heaving gently in spots like a sea of
stiff molasses, cracking and bursting here and
there to set free numberless little jets and
puffings of steam and a thick yellowish
vapor. In consequence, the air of these
lower depths, besides being furnace hot, was
strongly shot through with the sulphurous
fumes, and we straightway fell to coughing
and choking.

When it got so bad that a good breath
was no longer to be had, I tried once more
to drive Alison back, telling her that it was
a sheer brutality for her to make me respon-
sible for her as well as for myself; but she
merely shook her head and came on.

You'’ve probably noticed the word- that I
put at the top of this chapter. ‘That is
precisely what we found when we finally slid
down, gasping and strangling, to the surface
of the lava lake. Everything we touched was
fiery not, and the heaving of the lava under-
foot gave the sickening, terrifying sensa-
tion you experience in an earthquake. It
couldn’t have been more than a dozen yards
from our alighting spot to the nearest of
the bubbling fire holes, but it was like walk-
ing over hot plowshares to cross the little
interval. And the fumes were not only
breath-cutting; they were blinding, as well.

I have a mighty indistinct recollection of
just how the thing was done at the last, but
in some way it was done; in some fashion I
crept close enough to that ncarest hell mouth
to thrust my dry stick into it and to pull
it out a blazing torch. After that, I think
the fumes must have befuddled me com-
pletely; at any rate, I remember nothing
more until T found myself at the foot of the
crater cliff, with Alison trying to fan the
breath of life back into me with a piece of a
big leaf broken from our fire basket.

“Did I—did I get it?” I choked.

She nodded, but didn’t speak. Dimly I
understood that she was holding her breath
and trying to urge me into the upward path.
Blinded and breathless, we began to climb
out of the Gehenna pit with the basket of



20 THE POPULAR MAGAZINE

stolen fire between us. Coming down I had
been able to heip, as a man should, but now
the case was reversed, and once I slipped
and should have rolled back to certain. death
if Alison hadn’t caught and held me until I
could secure a fresh hold.

Looking back upon it calmly, after it was
all over, I suppose we weren’t in that stifling,
burning gas pit more than a few minutes, all
told; but at the escaping moment, after we
had dragged ourselves and our costly booty
up to the pure air of the crater lip, I felt
as if hours wouldn’t have measured the tor-
tures we had undergone. Just the same, we
had the fire. The piece of punk wood was
still smoking, holding within its dull-red
heart a cheerful promise of some of the
things we had been so sorely missing.

CHAPTER VIIIL
THE DESERTED VILLAGE.

Did we take any chance of losing that
costly spark of fire fished so hazardously
from the Gehenna pit? Believe me, we did
not. Carrying the leaf basket as gingerly as
if it held a king’s ransom, each of us with a
spread hand under it to keep it from burst-
ing and spilling its precious-contents, we
crept down the crater slope to the wood
and to the rotting trec trunk from which I
had obtained the punk wood.

Here we shifted the kindling to a bed of
dry leaves, fanned it ablaze, and soon had
the satisfaction of seeing a respectable col-
umn of smoke rising upon the still morning
air of thec mountaintop. At that, with the
fire safely assured, we took time to sum
up the casualties.

Luckily, these were neither many nor very
serious. Alison, good little sport, had a cou-
ple of burns—which she insisted amounted
to nothing—upon one rounded arm; and I
had a few in spots where I had come into
collision with the volcanic hotnesses. But
these were trifles, now that the prize was
fairly won.

The next move in the game was to get the
fire down to the beach. To accomplish this
I made another and stronger leaf basket,
lined it more carefully with little stones and
damp earth, and wattled together a sort of
hand barrow litter to carry it on, using green
fern stalks that could be cut with my knife.
When the rig was built I was giver due meed
of praise.

“That is perfectly fine! Really, you
ought to be an inventor,” was Alison’s com-
ment. “But then, you were always &
She pulled herself up short on the verge of
an acknowledgment that we hadn’t arways
been strangers. “I mean it is—er—awfully
ingenious. We shall do it nicely, that way.
Which end of it am I to carry?”

I told her I'd take the lead and break
trail, and after a bigger piece of the punk
wood had been lighted and packed in the
carrier, we took up the litter and started
down the mountain.

Not to dwell neediessly upon a detail,
the descent was made without mishap, and
in a short while we had a fine, large cooking
fire burning in a ringed circle of stones at the
foot of our lava cliff. I had dug up a half
dozen fat yams from the patch Alison had
found the day before, and we were ready
to try experiments with a breadfruit which,
knowing nothing about the way it should be
prepared, we undertook to bake by burying
it with hot stones in a hole in the sand.

While the yams were roasting merrily in
their own juice before the fire, I made a
wading excursion out to some partly sub-
merged rocks in the bay and gathered the
leaf basket half full of shellfish;- bivalves
that looked like small oysters—and most
likely were not; these we roasted in their
own shells and ate as an entrée, skipping
lightly over the possibility that they might
not be fit food for humans. Salt we lacked,
as well as all the other garnishings; also,
when we came to cut it open, the bread-
fruit was little more than half cooked. Nev-
ertheless, I venture to say that no two cast-
aways ever made a more grateful feast on a
changed diet than we had in that belated
breakfast of baked yams and uncatalogued
shellfish.

Vith the famine assuaged, and the primal
necessities of fire and food thus assured, !
was ready to do what I had not yet taken
time to do; namely, to lock our situation
squarely in the face in the light of the moun-
taintop discovery of our islet’s complete iso-
lation. Apgain, as upon a previous occasion,
Alison seemed to divine my thoughts.

“You needn’t be afraid to say it to me,”
she challenged, with a firm set of the pretty
lips. “It won’t make it any worse to talk
about it.”

“I wish there were something encourag-
ing to say,” I returned. “I don’t care to
sp>nd the remainder of my natural life on
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this island, Edenlike as it is, and I’'m assum-
ing that you don’t.”

“Is it likely to be as bad as that?” she
questioned; and if her voice trembledsa bit
she quickly controlled it.

“Can you brace to the cold facts?” I
asked.

“We’ve both got to brace to them, haven’t
we?”’

“Well, then; you saw what ¥8aw from the
mountaintop a little while ago. Our islet
is a mere dot in an archipelago half as big
as the State of California. It may easily
he a hundred miles and more from any in-
habited land. As I have pointed out before,
the Mindoro wasn’t following any of the
regular steamship lanes; so, though we’ll
hope for the best, it may be a long time be-
fore another ship passes this way. To make
the loss total for us, the Mindoro people have
certainly given us up long before this time.
They know we must have gone overboard;
and there isn’t a chance for them to sus-
pect that we weren’t drowned.”

“I know,” she admitted. “My aunt and
I had separate staterooms: I doubt if they
missed us at all until yesterday morning.
They’d find that our beds hadn’t been slept
in; which would mean that we had disap-
peared early in the night. We can cross
the Mindoro—and the regular steamships
—off the list. What else is there?”

“Remains the bare possibility of a trading
schooner touching here for water—perhaps.
Or the equally slim chance of our being able
to sight one and signal it in passing. I don’t
know how good or how slender this chance
may be. We may lie in the track of one of
these trade routes, or we may not. The
copra traders touch only at the inhabited
islands, naturally. The nut meats have to be
gathered and dried before they are fit for
shipment.”

Silence for a bit and then she repeated
something she had said at the crater’s edge.

“Still we ought to be thankful that we are
alive. It is hardly less than a miracle that
we should have been carried here—to the
only bit of !and in all this world of waters.”
Then she added, very sensibly: “I suppose
we must just hope for the best and prepare
for the worst. That is what poor old Robin-
son did. His story wasn’t all imaginary,
was it?”

I told her what I could recall of the origin
of Defoe’s immortal tale based, or so his
contemporaries believed, on the marooning

by Captain Thomas Spradling of his quar-
relsome sailor, Alexander Selkirk, on the
island of Juan Fernandez. How many of the
shifts of the real Robinson Crusoe De2foe
lifted out of the true tale and planted in the
imaginary, I did not know, but this cut lit-
tle figure with us. There was plenty of
room for improvement in our condition, if
we were to remain on our island for any
length of time.

“It will be better for us on all accounts
if we try to keep busy,” I wound up. ‘‘There
are a lot of things we ought to do while the
good weather holds; though if the ciimate
here is like that of the Philippines, we've
hit the best time of-the year. They always
count upon good weather for Christmas in
Manila.”

The moment it was done I could have bit-
ten my foolish tongue for this wholly
thoughtless reference to Christmas and
Manila. It looked like an intentional twist
of the torture screw for her, and from the
way in which she took her lip between her
teeth and sat staring fixedly out to sea, I
knew she must be taking it that way. Of
course, there was no use trying to patch
it up. It was simply a bad break, and any
attempt to explain would only have made
matters worse. So I did the next best thing;
got up and dusted the sand from my clothes
and said that since the day was yet young
we might as well stir around and see what we
could do for ourselves.

She joined me with a sort of lack-luster
interest, helping me cover the fire so that it
would keep, and acquiescing silently when I
proposed the lighting of a smoke beacon on
top of our cliff. When this was done, I be-
thought me that a signal on one side of the
islet could be seen from one horizon only,
and proposed that we plant another on some
southward promontory. Again she ac-
quiesced, and we went arcund the westward
end of the island, where the scanty beach
afforded a narrow walkway under the high
cliffs, to a point nearly opposite the bay of
the wreck, carrying a bunch of lighted brands
to kindle a second signal.

With the new fire lighted under the iee of
a big log that promised to smolder indefi-
nitely, it was Alison’s own proposal that we
go on around the island on a voyage of dis-
covery. So we set cut along the beach to
the eastward, heading the little bights and
coves as we came to them, and taking it
slowly in deference to the mounting sun.
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For the entire distance along this south-
ern shore the discoveries were negligible.
Urlike the western end of the island, which
was abrupt and rocky, with offshore reefs,
this part was mcre nearly level, with the
palms growing almost to the water’s edge.
Nowhere were there any signs of former in-
habitants, or any indications that the island
huad ever been visited by man, though, as
nearly as could be judged, there was good an-
chorage ground in a number of the inlets.

It was after we had doubled the eastern
tip of the island and were on our way back
alongz the northern shore toward the bay
of the wreck that we came upon a discovery
that was hopeful in one way and depressing
in another. We were skirting the beach of
a seinicircular bay—it was the one in which
we had come ashore on the night of drown-
ings—when we descried, at a little distance
back under the palms, the ruins of a hut.

Turning aside to investigate, we were am-
ply rewarded. At some time in the past—
a renote past, from the look of things—our
island had been inhabited. The remains of
a native village were dotted among the
palms: grass-thatched huts in all stages of
dilapidation, kitchen middens, shell mounds,
and in one place, a little apart, a few sheets
of rusty rcofing iron to mark the site of a
former copra shed, or possibly a trader’s
store.

With our housekeeping necessities keen
upon us we began an eager search in the
ruins—and found nothing; not a pot or a
pan or a tool of any sort. So the luck of the
discovery promised to be no luck at all, un-
less the few sheets of rusty iron could be
turned to some account.

“They might have left us a single cooking
pot, at least!” I lamented at the end of
the fruitless search; but my companion’s
thoughts were running in other and more
speculative channels.

“Who were they, and why did they go
away?’”’ she asked.

I made two guesses and let her take her
choice.

“The native races in many of the Pacific
islands are dying out, as the Hawaiians are
to-day,” I oifered for one of the guesses.
“Maybe this was only a remnant here. Or
perhaps our volcano showed signs of be-
coming obstreperous, and they went while
the going was good. The only encouraging
thing for us js the fact that white men
kave been here.”

“How do you know that?”

I pointed to the rusty iron.

“That came in a trading schooner, and it
may have roofed a trading station. I'm
going to drag a piece of it around to our bay
so that we may have salt to our potatoes.”

“Salt?” she echoed.

“Sure thing. I can make an evaporating
pan out of that iron, and we can boil sea
water in it.%

“I’'m awfully glad,” she said soberly. “I
wasn’t going to say a word about it, but
I did miss the salt horribly this morning.”

Since it was drawing on toward noon aned
the time for another cooking spasm, I set to
work getting out the most promising of the
rusted sheets. As 1 was dragging it out of
the thick growth of ground ferns in which it
was half buried, I stumbled over something
that made me quickly drop the iron and
grope for the new treasure. It was what
1 thought it was when I stepped on it—-the
head of an ax, red with blisters and flakings
of rust, but, nevertheless, an ax head.

I don’t think 1 should have been hapoier
over the discovery of a complete modern
kitchen outfit with all of the accessories. A
single pocketknife is a niggardly small tool
to be marooned with, when you come to
think of it, and I had felt as helpless as a
man with his hands tied. But the possession
of an ax opened out new vistas of Crusoe
accomplishment. I could chop down trees
and build a hut—build two huts, for that
matter; and with it 1 could disintegrate our
wreck a little at a time and make firewood
of it, if we couldn’t find any better use for_
the lumber.’

Alison smiled gravely at my transports.

“You are like a boy with a new toy,” she
said. “Does a rusty old ax mean that much
to you?”

“It means a house and lot in the suburbs
—two of them,” I chortled gieefully. ‘1t 1=
the one tool in the entire aggregation that
we were needing most. But there may be
others as well.”

Together we pulled out all of the iron
sheets and searched the ground beneath
microscopically; but all to no purpose. Our
luck had exhausted itself. There were no
more tools; nothing but a few shadowy nails
which had been used for fastenings in the
iron roof. But even these I saved care-
fully.

Intrusting the priceless ax head to Alison
tc carry, 1 made a back load of one of the
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iron sheets, and so laden we doubled by the
beach route the long point separating the
village bay from our own. At home again,
Allison made up the fire to roast more of
the yams while I busied myseif with the
salt pan. By careful hammering with the
ax head the edges of the iron sheet were
turned up and it was made so it would hold
water.
rock it became a capital evaporating pan,
and I soon had water in it and a fire going
underneath. By the time the yams were
cooked, the water had boiled away and
there was a thin layer of salt on the iron;
#nd so we added another of the civilized
necessities.

After dinner I devoted myself exclusively
to the ax, polishing it upon.a stone and con-
triving, with infinite labor, to rub a cutting
edge on it. Next I whittled a handle out
of a little tree that it took me a full hour to
cut down with the jackknife; a wood, dark-
like rosewood, and about fourteen times as
hard. The handle wasn’t a very workman-
like job when I got it done, but it promised
to serve the purpose.

While I was putting in the afternoon toil-
ing over the ax, Alison did the lookout stunt,
climbing to the top of our cliff and watch-
ing for that remote possibility of a sail on
the horizon. Later, she went afield in the
direction of the deserted village, coming back
after an hour or so handsomely laden with
little red bananas and oranges. By the
merest chance she had stumbled upon the
village plantation, which lay upon the far
side of the hilly point separating the two
bays. There were orange trees, she said,
and bananas growing wild. Also there was
a taro patch. We were no longer in danger
of starving upon coconuts.

With the approach of evening I decided
to go back to the site of the village for an-
other sheet or two of the iron, meaning to
make of it a screen for Alison’s sleeping
niche under the cliff. When I spoke of this,
Alison offered to go along, and I couldn’t
quite make out whether she did®it to keep me
company, or because she didn’t want to be
left alone. INo matter; we went together,
and, baving by this time learned a little more
of the lay of the island, we took a straight
course through the wood and over the neck
of land instead of following the beach
detour.

It was in the very heart of the wood that
we came upon a thing of almost awesome

Mounted upon chunks of the lava.

mystery. In a deep dell, in which, oddly
enough, no trees were growing, stood twa
rows of massive stone pillars with heavy
round capitals; single monoliths they were
as much as five feet through at the base anc
twelve or fourteen feet high. Buried in the
shadows of the surrounding forest, the great
dark, upright stones, reaching back, as they
must have, to a time when the earth wa:
young, had a graveyard solemnity all their
own; the monuments of a race lost and for-
gotten centuries, it might be, before thc
Pharaohs built their pyramids.

CHAPTER IX.
A HIEROGLYPH AND SOMEWHAT ELSE.

“What are they?’ asked Alison.

“You can search me,” I replied. Then.
in one of those curious backward flips oi
memory that come in odd moments, I re-
called a day in my junior year in college
when I had been digging in an encyclopedia
for some mechanical formula and had gone
adrift in the article on “Cromlechs.”

Most of the article, as I remember it, had
been devoted to the Druidical stones or
Salisbury Plain in England, but there had
been mention of similar remains in some cf
the South Sea islands.

I rehashed what I could recall of the
encyclopedia- stuff for Alison’s benefit, tell-
ing her that the stones probably antedated
all history; that they were certainly older
than any of the island races we knew of in
our day. I didn’t think she would be greatly
interested in the prehistoric guesses, but she
was, and we spent some little time examining
the gray, weatherworn old monuments.

It was just as we were about to leave
them and go on that Alison found the
hieroglyph. It was a rude drawing, at about
the height of a man’s head, of a ship; a
schooner, by the rig, though the two great
sails were of the lateen shape still used on
Malay craft. This picture was roughly
carved on the side of one of the great pil-
lars; “chiseled” would be the better word,
though the blunt tool used had made little
more than a straggling outline of the vessel.
Like the surface of the stone upon which
they were etched, the lines were much
weatherworn and half obliterated.

“Why should anybody take the trouble
to do that?” Alison queried, after I had
scraped the moss and lichens from the stonc
for a better sight of the etching.
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“Heaven knows,” I replied; “there is no
accounting for the vagaries of the human
insect. But see here! What’s this?”

I had gone on scraping, and just below
the picture of the lateen-sailed ship there
was an inscription, or rather, another pic-
ture, this time of an awkwardly drawn tri-
angle. At one of the points of the triangle
there was a miniature reproduction of the
shin picture; at another something that
jooked like a whee] with a hub and spokes
but no fellee, and the words, “Muriddian,
Dec. 257 and at the third corner, “SSE
ship’s corse 11 fadoms.” The sudden twi-
Jight f the latitudes was beginning to fall,
and we could barely make out the scratch-
ings in the fading light.

“What can it mean?” Alison’s voice was
small and a bit awe-stricken.

Again I told her she might search me,
and then I called attention to the passing
daylight and our need to be moving on.
“We can come back and study it out some
cther time,” I suggested. ‘‘Anyway, it is
probably nothing but some idle sailorman’s
joke; some fellow on shore leave back in the
time when the copra schooners used to come
here.”

With this dismissal of the relic pillars and
their pictured inscription, we went on to the
head of the round bay and got two more
pieces of the sheet iron. Returning, we took
the heach route, since I couldn’t very well
drag the big pieces of iron through the
wood. By reason of this roundabout re-
turn the moon, now two days past its full,
was rising out of the waste of waters when
we won back to our camping place beneath
the cliff; and since it was so late, we made
our supper on bananas and oranges and
didn’t try to cook anything.

After supper, working by mconlight, I
did the best I could for Alison’s sleeping
niche in the cliff’s foot, carpeting it with a
thick padding of pandanu leaves and setting
up the iron sheets for a screen. Finishing
thiz job while it was still something short of
bedtime, I went back to the stone fire circle
where Alison was sitting; made myself com-
fortable on a heaped-up sand seat, and
filled my pipe—filled and lighted it.

For a while neither of us spoke. I don’t
know what the dear girl was thinking about;
perhaps it was that date scratched upon the
prehistoric stone in the wood—the fatal
Christmas date that we couldn’t secem to
escape, try as we might. As for my own

thoughts, they were still struggling to orient
themselves to the startling changes that had
thrust themselves upon us two.

Could it be possible that a brief forty-
eight hours earlier we had both been pas-
sengers on the old Mindoro, steaming west-
ward with only a few days more of the long
transpacific voyage in prospect; each of us

.with plans for .the future, the wildest of

which didn’t include the possibility of a
Robinson Crusoe residence upon an unin-
habited islet in mid-ocean?

Frankly, it didn’t seem at all possible.
The two days and nights seemed to measure
a space almost immeasurable. Why, 1 was
already forgetting how the interior of my
Mindoro stateroom looked; and the meals
I had eaten in the steamer’s cabin—those
chilling meals, when Alison, sitting opposite,
had borne herself as if she were totally una-
ware of my existence, were fading into a
dim and scarcely reconstructable past.

That phase of things—Alison’s cold in-
difference—was a bit more bearable now.
Though, with the single exception of that one
question touching Pinckney Barrett, she was
still holding me at the distance of a mere
chance acquaintance, there was companion-
ship of a sort, and I had to bring myself up
with a round turn when I realized how in-
finitely precious even this strictly formal con-
tact was growing.

There are many sarcastic things said and
written about the adolescent passions, and
they are mostly justified, I guess. But now
and again some simpleton—it is the boy
simpleton, usually—fails to outgrow the
puppy attack. It came over me like a sub-
merging wave, as I sat there stealing a glance
ndow and then at my brave, silken-strong lit-
tle shipmate sitting by the embers of the
fire, that I had once given her up only be-
cause I had sense enough to understand that
she was out of my reach—a number of mil-
lion-dollar miles out of it. But here and
now, for the time being, at least, we were
equals; merely a man and a woman as God
made us.

‘“Are you enjoying vour pipe?” she asked,
after the meditative silence had dravim itseif
out to a full quarter of an hour.

“I am; and I am resolutely refusing to
remember that in a few days my tobacco
wiil be all gone.”

“At supper vou spoke of going out to the
wreck acain. Maybe you will find some
more there.”
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“I mean to go; but I am hoping to find
something more useful than tobacco.”

“Have you smoked long?”

That simple question stood our relations
on the “stranger” pedestal more firmly than
anything else she could have said. As a
little girl, in the period when she was wear-
ing her hair in a thick braid down her back,
she had been with me on a day when we
sneaked away from a school picnic and I
smoked my first cigarette; nay, she had
even taken a whiff of it herself, choking and
strangling over a mouthful of swallowed
smoke, and fighting me like an angry little
cat when I, boylike, tried to make her do
it again. I knew she hadn’t forgotten that
day.

“I-began rather early,” I said, trying to
match her cool disinterest; ‘“though I didn’t
fairly acquire the habit until after I went to
college.”

“College,” she said musingly; “I went to
college, too. What course did you take?”

“Mecchanical engineering.” It is simply
impossible to describe the effect of this talk
upon me; her utter detachment—when she
llmew all these things as well or better than

did.

“Were you intending to stay long in the
Philippines?” was her next question.

I accepted her attitude; I was obliged to.
With some little detail—but with no men-
tion of the name of my employer—I told
her I had been going out to install some
new machinery; and that in the ordinary
course of things my stay wouldn’t have been
very long.

“And you would have been glad to get
through and go home?”

*One is always glad to be going home.”

“Still, there might be special reasons,”
she suggested.

I couldn’t for the life of me imagine what
she was driving at, in this indirect way, and
it showed how the ‘“casual-acquaintance”
attitude and the necessity for indirection
were embarrassing her. In her own proper
character she was open-handed frankness
personified. To give her a chance to go on,
I said, “Special reasons? Like what?”

“Oh, I don’t know: one might be going
to be married.”

“Not this one,” T denied.

If she didn’t give a little start, then my
eyes deceived me. Then came the thunder-
bolt.

“Didn’t Captain Lamper tell us that you

were engaged to a girl in France, and that
she was coming over to be married to you
when you returned from the Philippines?”’

Holy smoke! Lamper didn’t tell her any-
thing of the sort, I made sure; first, because
it wasn’t true, and secondly, because he krew
nothing whatever about my private affairs—
less than nothing. Yet somebody must have
told her this lie cut out of whole cloth.

“Captain Lamper was very much misin-
formed,” I said mildly. “I was in France
with the army, to be sure; but 1 left no ex-
pectant bride behind me—not that I am
aware of.”

“Oh, 'm sure you must have,” she in-
sisted. “Perhaps you have merely forgot-
ten.”

“No; I couldn’t have done anything like
that, because it was impossible.”

“How, impossible?”

1 smiled grimly. “Because—if ycu must
know—the only woman I ever wanted to
marry had been left behind in America, and
—1I had lost her.”

“That sounds interesting,” she remarked
with just the proper shade of invitatory en-
couragement. ‘“Would it be presuming too
much upon a short acquaintance to ask how
it happened?”

I-laughed.

“The horse you invite me to curry is as
short as our acquaintance. 1 hadn’t any
better sense than to fall in love with some-
body out of my reach.”

“You mean she didn’t love you?”

“Not exactly that: though, as it turned
out, I found that she didn’t—at least, not in
the marrying way. I thought, once, she
was going to, but the anchor didn’t hold.”

“Was it while you were in college?”

“No; it was before that.”

“But before that you couldn’t have been
really——" :

“I wasn’t,” I filled in for her.
nothing but a callow boy.”

“And she wouldn’t wait for you to grow
up?ﬂ

“I didn’t ask her to. Before I was giewn
she was well out of my reach, as I have
said.”

“But I don’t understand,” she persisted.
“How could she be out of your reach?”

“The distance can be measured in one
short word—money.”

“Oh; you mean she had money?”

“Lashings of it.”

“And you had none?”

“T was
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“You've said it. I still have none.”

“But that needn’t have put her out of
your reach.”

“You think not? Perhaps you are look-
ing at it from the wrong side of the fence.
Ah—er—Captain Lamper is a talkative soul,
as you doubtless discovered; he told me who
you are—the daughter of Mr. Adam Jeffard,
the sugar king.” :

“Never mind me,” she put in, rather im-
patiently, I thought. “What enrages me is
your calm assumption that just because a
girl happens to have money she is disquali-
fied.”

“Disqualified from being 2 poor man’s
wife, is what I meant,” I hastened to say.
“I was merely laying down the broad prin-
ciple that a moneyless man with any self-
respect would shy away from money on the
other side of the house.”

“Irrespective of how the girl might feel
about it?” she came back.

“Irrespective of everything but the stub-
born fact. Such a man would be called a
fortune hunter—as he is, in most cases. I
can’t conceive of anything more humiliating,
for the man.”

She was silent for a little while, and, al-
though the moonlight was silver bright, I
couldn’t see her face well enough to read its
expression. Finally she said:

“I can’t help being a bit sorry for the
poor rich girl.” Then, in a sudden dart
aside: “I wonder how Captain Lamper came
to tell us that story about the young woman
in France?”

I wondered, too, knowing full well, as I
thought, that he hadn’t done anything of
the sort. But the wonder presently took a
decidedly different turn; somebody had cer-
tainly told her that lie about me: what was
the real name of the talebearer who was
figuring in her talk as the captain of the
Mindoro?

“I can’t imagine how Lamper came to do
it,” I said, in answer to her implied ques-
tion. “And it is the more singular since
I didn’t knew that he knew anything at all
about me.”

“He certainly spoke of it,” she asserted,
so calmly and definitely that now I had to
believe she was telling the simple truth.

Through another little silent interval I
puzzled over this new involvement. If
Lamper had said anything like that about
me, he was simply repeating what somebody
e!'se had told him. Who was the somebody?

When you are a thousand, or five thou-
sand, miles removed from every source of
distraction, panoramic recollections of
former events unroll themselves with singu-
lar facility. Lamper—and the Mindoro—
had been twice in port at Manila during the
time 1 had spent in the Philippines. Once
that I knew of, Barrett had made him a
guest at the Overseas Club, where I, too,
put up now and again. Like two parts of a
fitted mechanism the answer to the “who”
question clicked into place. Of course! it
was Pinckney Barrett who was the source
of that gossiping lie about the ¥rench girl.,

But why had he told the lie? The an-
swer to that query was much less obvious.
He hadn’t had the slightest cause to fear that
I might come between him and Alison.
Naturally, he knew that we had been school-
mates; had, in a manner, grown up together.
But he had no reason to think that I was in
any sense his rival. It was beyond me.

For scme little time neither of us spoke,
and when the silence was broken Alison
asked what, besides a visit to the wreck,
were my plans for the following day.

“House building,” I answered. ‘“Now that
we have an ak there is no nced for us to con-
tinue to live as cave dwellers and beach
combers.”

“Can you really build a house?”

“You shall see. Am I not an educated
person?”’

She did not respond at once, and, when
she did, her reply; made as she was preparing
to retreat to her sleeping burrow, was a bit
cryptic.

“I might say that I don’t know what you
are—or are not; only this—you are a man.
And, as before, I'm sorry for the poor rich
girl. Good night.”

And with that she left me.

CHAPTER X.
THE MYSTERY SHIP.

Turning out early, the following morn-
ing, I fell to work chopping down trees, and
by the time Alison made her appearance and
began to piepare breakfast I had a. good
start made on'a hut. Also, I had doubied
the number of my tools by hacking, out of
one of the oak hatch-cover planks, a rude
sembiance of a spade which I used in dig-
ging the holes [or the corner posts.

After breaifast Alison offered to help, and
when I told her there was nothing she could
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do, she said she might as well go over to
the other bay and get some more of the
fruit and yams, asking if she might take
my makeshift spade for the digging of the
roots. I demurred a bit at this and told
her she didn’t have to turn herself into a
potato digger; but she only laughed and
quoted that old saying about, “When Adam
delved and Eve span,” adding that the mod-
ern Eve wasn’t above digging her own din-
ner. After she had got the spade and the
Jeaf basket, she came by where 1 was at
work to ask me how much a fathom was. I
grinned down at her from the raised floor
platform which was already erected.

“I'm a fathom long,” I said.

“Two of these spade lengths?” she asked,
holding up the clumsy implement I had
chopped out of the hatch plank.

I took the spade and measured my height
with it.

“Two spades, lacking half an inch,” T an-
nrounced. “What’s the idea?”

“1 just wanted to know,” she returned;
and with that she left me, taking the short
cut through the wood to dodge the long walk
around the beach.

House building in the tropics is no very
serious matter. A raised platform for a
floor, basket work of palm branches for the
walls, and a thatch for a roof, and you have
it. By working brisklv I had the hut
nearly completed by noon; and it was not
until T was putting the last of the thatch
on that 1 realized that Alison had been gone
a long time. Just as I was getting ready
to go in search of her she came in sight on
the beach path, lugging the basketful of
fruit and potatoes and dragging the wooden
spade.

When I went to meet her and scolded her
a bit for making a pack horse of herself, she

gave me the basket to carry, and laughed in’

my face. At once I saw that there was a
marvelous change in her. Her cyes were
fairly starry, and she had an air of sup-
pressed excitement which she seemed to be
doing her best to conceal.

“What’s up?” I demanded.
seen a sail?” :

“No,” she denied, with her lips tightly
shut; and not another word could I get out
of her.

Circling the bay head—our bay head—
we made up the fire and cooked our dinner.
All through the preparations for the meal
the curious change that had come over my

“Have you

companion puzzled me. She wouldn't taik;
I couldn’t make her talk. It wasn’t sullen-
ness or anything of that sort; it was more
as if she were trying to bottle something
up and were afraid she’d let it out. I‘inaily
1 got her started by shamelessly fishinz ior
compliments on my house-building accom-
plishments. She went into raptures over
my rude hut, but every time I tried to turn
the talk upon her potato-digging expedition
and what she had seen or found that she
wouldn’t tell me about, she dodged.

I gave it up after a while and let her
keep her secret, whatever it was, telling my-
self that the change in her attitude toward
me—a change that took me back to the kid-
die days when we used to tease each other
to the limit—was cheaply bought in the coin
of unsatisfied curiosity. It was worth a mil-
lion dollars to have her spar with me in the
old-time way, and to mark that the starry
look in her pretty eyes still held good.

After dinner I was minded to make that
promised trip out to the wrecked schooner,
As a preparation I chopped down a few
more of the corklike trees and built a bet-
ter raft, binding the logs together with a
tough vine. While I was pinch barring the
new craft down to the water, Alison re-
marked that she’d like to go along if she
wouldn’t be too much in the way; and I
told her she might, if she would make her-
self a hat of leaves as a protection from the
midday sun.

As skillful with her fingers as any trained
milliner, she had two leaf hats twig-pinned
into shape by the time I got the raft into the
bay, and when I put mine on she laughed;
the first real laugh I had heard out of her
since our casting away. It did me more
than a little good to hear her turn loose that
way, believe me.

“You haven’t anything on me for locks,”
I grinned back at her from under the grecn-
leaf sombrero thing she had made for rze.
“If you could see yourself as others see ycu
just now 2

“Clothes!” she gurgled. “In a little while
we’ll be wearing goat skins—if we can caich
the goats. I’'m in ruins already. I Lope
you can sew as well as you can build houses.
Are we ready?”

I pushed the raft off and we were afloat.
By following a sand spit out toward the
reef we were able to get within short pad-
dling distance of the wreck, and in a few
minutes I was helping Alison aboard cn the
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canted deck and making our craft fast with
a bit of rope dangling from the broken mast.
It was while I was doing this that I noticed,
what I hadn’t noticed on the previous visit,
that the mast had not broken of its own
accord; it had been chopped part way
through and weakened so it would fall.

“There is another of the little mysteries,”
I said, pointing out the ax gashes. “Why
did they stop in the storm or hurricane, or
whatever it was, to chop their masts down?”

Alison shook her head. “Don’t ask me,”
she denmirred. “My acquaintance with pi-
rates aacn’t been extensive enough to count
for much.”

I smiled at the way she was clinging to
the pirate notion, and we made our way
forward to take a peep into the main hold
where, of course, the cannon, and every-
thing else, were just as I had found and left
them. Next we crept cver to the forward
hatch, and here, in the pea-green depths, had
a glimpse of granddaddy octopus waving his
tentacles. At sight of the hideous squid Ali-
son shrank back with a little cry, and this
time she forgot and grabbed me.

“Don’t be alarmed,” I laughed; “we’re not
going to meddle with that chap; I just
wanted to see if the brute had moved out
since day before yesterday. He hasn’t, so
we’ll leave him in possession.”

Curiosity as to two-thirds of the vessel
being thus satisfied, we worked our way crab-
wise to the after-deck transom and the en-
trance to the cabin. A few blows of the ax
broke the fastening of the companion slide,
and we were free to descend. Since the slide
had been fastened on the inside, I thought
there might possibly be some pretty grue-
some sights in the cabin below, so I told
Alison she’d better let me go down first.

“Dead men?” she queried.

“Maybe,” I admitted.

“Well, they won’t hurt me any more than
they will you, will they?”

“All right,” I said; so we went down to-
gether.

There were no dead men in the little box
of a main cabin, which was lighted by the
small-paned transom overhead, but there was
every evidence of violence and a sudden and
destructive catastrophe. The brass cabin
lamp was smashed and hanging awry; table,
chairs, lockers, everything movable, had gone
hurtling to starboard in the crash on the
reef, and the furnishings, which were of a
much better quality than one would expect

to find in an ordinary trader, were badly
broken up. Still, I thought, looking at them
with the eye of a Crusoe, they ‘were not past
mending.

Off the main cabin were four smaller cab-
ins or staterooms, two on either side. These,
after we had broken the doors, proved to he
nothing more than boxlike sleeping cubicles
with built-in bunks, two in each. There was
bedding in the bunks, but, of course, it was
all badly mildewed. Under one of the mat-
tresses we found a couple of German Luger
pistols with cartridge belts; and under the
pillow in another a cheap watch. But there
was no clew to the identity of the ship; no
luggage and no clothing, save that in a locker
under one of the berths we found two suits
of workman’s overalls.

“A find!” said Alison, with a twisty littie
smile. “We’d better take them along.” And
so we did.

At the end of the search I was completely
mystified.

“I don’t understand it at all,” I repeated.
“Whatever it was that happened to these
people, there is every indication that it came
suddenly. Yet they apparently escaped with
all their belongings. It’s a mystery.”

“And didn’t you say that whoever was
down here when the wreck came must have
been locked in?” Alison queried.

“It would seem so. The companion slide
was certainly fastened on the inside.”

After another ransacking of the bunk
cubicles we began a systematic search for
some means of egress that the imprisoned
occupants of the cabin might have used in
the emergency. There was apparently none.
Beside the companion steps a slide door
opened into the run of the vessel aft; a dark
hole half filled with spare sails and rigging,
all seemingly so badly rotted as to be usc-
less. A glance proved that the cabin pris-
oners couldn’t have escaped that way. But
how had they, or, at least, the one person
who must have been below at the time of
the smash, gotten out?

In the end it was Alison who feund a par-
tial answer to the puzzle, and, though they
say women can’t reason logically, she found
the clew by pure Sherlock deduction.

“That chopped-off mast,” she said; ‘“when
we looked down into the place where the
cannon is, I didn’t see it. Did you?”

Now I had a perfectly good mental pic-
ture of the interior of the main hold, having
explored it thoroughly on the occasion of my
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former visit. The hatch opening was well
forward of the mainmast, and I was certain
that the mast did not extend down through
the armament space.

“Well,” Alison pointed out, ‘i
down throvgh this cabin, elther

This meant that there must still be an un-
expiored space between the forward bulk-
head of the cabin and the after bulkhead of
the main hold; a space in which the butt of
the mast went on down to its step in the
keelson. Foot by foot we examined the pan-
eling of the cabin bulkhead, but if there was
a secret door or slide we failed to find it.
Impatient of the new mystery, I swung the
ax and fell upon the paneling. The wood
splintered under the blow easily enough,
but the ax didn’t go through. Instead, there
was a clash of steel against steel and I got
a jar that numbed my arms to the elbows.

“Gosh!” I said, and dropped the ax. Then
we investigated. The wood of the paneling
was underlaid or backed up with a steel plat-
ing, riveted and caulked as if it had been
made to hold water. Breaking the wood
away in other places, we found that the steel
was everywhere behind it; a complete bulk-
head of it, air-tight and water-tight. And
there was no loose panel or door or opening
of any kind, that we could discover.

Eager curiosity having the call, now, we
went on deck and I dropped into the arma-
ment space and attacked the after bulkhead
—with precisely the same result. Every-
where the wood was backed up by the re-
sounding steel wall; armor plate it seemed
to be, and of considerable thickness; quite
heavy enough to stop a rifle bullet, at least.

Piqued a bit. on my professional side at
being thus confronted with a mechanical
mystery that I couldn’t solve, I climbed back
to the deck and began chopping at the
schooner’s planking on the high-lifted port
side. Here, again, after a period of la-
borious hacking the steel underskin came to
light; and exactly the same thing happened
after I had chopped through the deck plank-
ing just abaft of the mainmast stump.

“It's a complete steel box,” was all I could
say as I wiped the sweat from the brow of
labor. “It probably has the key to all the
mysteries inside of it—where it’s likely to
stay unless we can find some better tool than
an ax.”

" “Haven’t you any guesses?” queried Ali-
son, who had been a keenly interested on-
looker at the chopping processes.

t doesn’t go

“Nothing even slightly resembling a
guess,” 1 was forced to aamit. “it's not an
ammunition magazine, because in that case
there’d be some way of getting into it from
the gun hold. And what eise it can be is
beyond me.”

“Can'’t you think of some way of breaking
into jit?”

“Not without tools or dynamite. There
are plenty of explosives in the main hold—
in the gun sheils; but if we should try to
blow the thing up, the schooner would prob-
ably sink out here in deep water and that
would be the end of it. I'll have to take a
day oif and try to think up some burglar
dodge. We're geing to see what’s inside of
that box, sooner or later, or I 11 never write
M. E. after my name again.’

“What is "M. E.?’ ” she asked—just as if
she didn’t know.

“Mautt engineer,” I answered with a grin.

Failing in ail these efforts to break into
the ship’s strong room, we went back to the
cabin and I took another shot at the dark
space in the run where the rotting sails and
rigging were stored. Half buried in the
cotton and hempen ruins, I came upon an
object which defined itself under my hands
as a round iron tank similar to the drums
in which gasoline is shipped. The opening
to this tank was through a plugged bung in
its upper side, and while, of course, I couldn’t
remove the plug without a wrench of some
sort, my nose told me that the tank con-
tained gasoline, or had contained it. There-
upon a fresh puzzle rose up to claw jor an
answer. What was a gasoline supply doing
aboard of a sailing vessel?

As I told Alison, after I had crawled out
of the evil-smelling run, our interest in the
various mysteries was reaching such a pitch
that we were forgetting our own necessities
and what we came for. In that field we
were apparently going to profit but meagerly.
Some of the bedding might be washed and
dried and saved, so I got it up and loaded
it upon the rait. Also, I tied the broken
table and chairs in a kite’s tail—since there
wasn’t room on the rait for them—and
dropped them overboard in readiness to be
towed ashore.

Beyond these few salvages, and the Luger
pistols—which were not rusted quite so badly
as the guns I had foraged two days earlier
—we found little that was worth carrying
away; no dishes or cooking utensils-or any-
thing of that nature—these things doubt-
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less being drowned in the cook’s galley for-
ward.

I remarked upon this as I shoved the raft
off and began to paddle it around under the
stern of the wreck, adding: “And it is all
safe to stay there while that big squid stands
guard over it.”

“I should say so!” Alison shuddered;
then suddenly: “Promise me you won’t take
‘any risks with that horrible, horrible thing!
You mustn’t, you know.”

You can’t imagine what a thrill it sent
through me to have her say that. Quite pos-
sibly her interest in my safety was still
taking the selfish slant, but I was slowly
coming to doubt this a bit. There was some-
thing in her tones—in all the tones she’d
been letting me hear since we had set out
on this raft voyage together Oh, well,
it was the old-time passion boiling up in me
again, and I had imagined that I had flung
it down and throttled it.

It was when we were fully halfway across
the bay, and getting, -as I thought, to a
depth at which I might begin to use the pole
instead of the clumsy paddie, that the real
adventure of the afternoon butted in. As I
was about to lay the paddle aside and reach
for the pole, a triangular fish fin of enormous
proportions cut the glassy surface of the
water almost within prodding distance of our
crazy float. The next instant there was a
violent commotion in the depths and a heavy
body struck the raft an upheaving blow
from beneath; a bump so shrewd that the
frail lashings with which the logs were bound
snapped like pack threads.

As if a submarine mine had exploded un-
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