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A candy that faced the test of the critical

$1.00 a pound for ROMANCE
SELECTIONS. If your dealer can’t
supply you, send us his name and address
and $1.00 and we will send you @ box
oostpaid.

When a fellow begins to choose candy

—and WON  for “someone else,” he begins to think:

“Which candy is right? Which will she
recognize as the best?” :
For years Romance Chocolates have been in the
big metropolitan centers, their unusual goodness
passed along by friend to friend. Only the finest
ingredients used. New recipes brought to perfection.
Chocolate coating of a new richness and flavor.
Today we are prepared to supply these remarkable
chocolates to a wider market. Wherever you live in
the United States, you can now buy Romance Choco-
lates at your confectioner’s or your druggist’s. They
range in price from 80c to ‘$1.50 a pound. Cox
Confectionery Company, East Boston, Mass.

/Q)MANCE (HocoLATES
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MakeThis

FREETEST
If You Want Bigger Pay

There’s a sure way to increase your earning power.

is such an opportunity.

And here

Look into it—you may recognize it

as your one chance to earn the biggest money of your life

ARE you ready for a shock?

Then, let me tell you that if you have aver-
age mtclllgence and can read and write, there is a
quick and easy way for you to double or triple
your present salary—to earn enough money to sat-
isfy any average ambition. And after reading this
offer, if you do not quickly make more money, you
have no one to blame but yourself.

Don’t take my word for it. By a simple free
test—one you can make in the privacy of your
home—you will know that every word I say is
true—or otherwise. The test does not obligate
you or cost you one penny. But make it! Then
judge for yourself. It has proved to be THE op-
portunity for thousands. They have found the
way to bigger pay—arc now earning from five to
twenty times as much as formerly And the
beauty of it is they enjoy every minute in the
day’s work. They are their own bosses.

A Field of Unlimited Opportunities

The thousands who have made this test before
you, and who are now making the money you
would like to make, are now salesmen. Ninety-
five per cent once thought they were not “cut out
for selling,” that salesmen were “born” and not
made. They found it was a fallacy that had kept
them in the rut. They discovered that any one
with proper training can sell, and they are making
from $5,000 to $10,000 a year, because they had the
vision to recognize opportunity.

Thousands Have Proved It!

For examplc: Charles Beery, of Winterset, Ia.,
stepped from $18 a weck to a position making him
$1,000 the very first month, J. P. Overstreet, Den-
ison, Texas, was on the (‘apitol Police Force at a sal-
ary of less than $1,000 a year. He decided to see
how much there was to our claim, and very shortly
after he earned $1,800 in six weeks as a salesman.
F. Wynn, Portland, Ore.,, ex-service man, never
thought he was cut out for selling, but this Asso-
ciation of Master Salesmen and Sales Managers con-
vinced him he could sell, taught him how ; and in one
week he a‘;rned $554. George W. Kearns, of Okla-

homa City, was making $60 a month on a ranch_and
then carned $524 in two weeks as a salesman., War-
ren Hartle, (lnmgo, spent ten’ years in the railway
mail service. Then jumped into selling, and mul-
tiplied his earnings six times the first year.

These men were formerly clerks, bookkeepers, fae-
tory workers, farm hands, mechanics, machinists,
chauffeurs, firemen, motormen, conductors, ete, Their
success proves that previous ex 1)<-11<'nLe or training
has nothing to do with success in the selling ficld.
It proves tlnt any man who wants to, and who
is willing to put in a few hours of spare time cach
week, can quickly get a selling position and make
big money. And they started with this free test.

Why don't you make this free test and prove, to
your own satisfaction, that a I)ig;.',er salary is easy
to get? The test is contained in a free book, “Mod-
ern Salesmanship,” which we will gladly send you
without obligation. After reading the bhook through

you will ask yourself the questions it brings up. The
answers will show you whether you can get away
from the humdrum. small-pay job for the lucrative

and fascinating work of selling.

Make This Free Test at Once

Don’t turn this page until you have clipped the
coupon, filled it out, and sent it on its way. It
may mecan the turning-point in your life. Write
now while the impulse to succeed is upon you.

Free Book and Home Test Coupon

National Salesmen’s Training Association
Dept. 4-D, Chicago, Ill.
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National Salesmen’s Training Association
Dept. 4-D, Chicago, Il

Please send me, without obligation on my part, your free book,
“Modern Salesmanship,”” which will enable me to test my ability at
home, and full information about the N. 8. T. A. System of
Salesmanship Training and Employment Service. Also include a
list showing lines of business with openings for salesmen.
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In the next issue of the POPULAR, April 20, a complete book-length
mystery novel, “THE HALT AND THE BLIND,” by Edison
Marshall. Reserve your copy in advance.

Vol. LXVII APRIL 7, 1923 No. 6
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SOMEWHERE IN THE CARIBBEAN. A Complete Novel Francis Lynde I
A modern romance of the Spanish Main.

SKIDDY MONEY. A Short Story J. Frank Davis 57
Adventures in love and bootlegging, on the Border.

LUCK. A Short Story Robert McBlair 68

Fickle Fortune flirts with “‘Fish.”

THE LAST PHANTOM. A Short Story Theodore Seixas Solomons 78
A Northland ghost story.

A MAN OF PRINCIPLE. .\ Two-Part Story—Part I Thomas McMorrow 84
The fictional biography of a remarkable rascal.

CAUGHT IN THE NET. KEditorials The Editor 116

THE GARDEN OF GOD. A Four-Part Story—DPart 11. H. de Vere Stacpoole 121
A classic of the South Seas.

IN THE MANNER OF A WINNER. A Short Story

Love finds a way to make a champion. William Slavens McNutt 142
THE CARLTON THEATER MYSTERY. A Short Story Ralph Durand 152
A woman's life—or a humming bird’s?
TRUTH ON A SPEAR. A Short Story Eleanor Gates and
Borneo pirates—a Spartan father—a man and a girl Frederick Moore 159
THE HEEL OF ACHILLES. A Short Story Robert H. Rohde 176

The Great Macumber clears a mystery and a profit.

A CHAT WITH YOU. 191

Twice-a-month publication issued by Street & Smith Corporation, 79-89 Seventh Avenue, New York. ORMOND G. SMITH, President,
GEORGE C. SM ITH, Treasurer; GEORGE C. SMITH, JR., Secretary; Copyright, 1923, by Street & Smith Corporation, New York. Copyright;
1923, by Street & Smith Corporation, Great Britain. All Rights Reserved. Publishers everywhere are cautioned against using any of
the contents of this Magazine either wholly or in part. Entered as Second-class Matter, September 20, 1909, at the Post Office at
New York. N. Y., under Act of Congress of March 3, 1879. Canadian Subscription, $4.72. Foreign $5.44.
WARNING--Do not subscribe through agents unknown to you. Complaints are daily made by persons who have been thus victimized.
IMPORTANT - Authors, agents, and publishers are requested to note that this firm does not hold itself responsible for loss of un-
solicited manuscripts while at this office or in transit; and that it cannot undertake to hold uncalled-for manuscripts for a longer
period than six months. 1f the return of manuscript is expected, postage should be inclosed.

Address all communications to the Street & Smith Corporation

YEARLY SUBSCRIPTION $4.00 SINGLE COPIES 20 CENTS
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9x12 ft., Full Room Size—Hearth Rug is Free

Just send $1 and we ship you this handsome
wool face rug. Keep 1t 30 days on Free
Trial. Then if you are not satisfied—if you
don’t say it is the biggest rug bargain you
have ever seen—return it and we will re-
fund your $1 and pay the transportation
charges both ways. If you keep it, pay
the balance a little each month.

FREE

FREE c:ics |

This great 368-page book offers
the world’s greatest bargains in [
furniture, carpets, kitchenware,
dishes,etc.,and farm machinery
—soldon easy monthly terms and
80 days’ freetrialon ev%-ytthilng.

H atalog i
Wonderful Gifts 5505 ¢
how you can get Glassware,
Lemonade Sets, Silverware
Tablecloths, Napkins, etc.
free withpurchases. Sendfor it

Hearth Rug
With the Brussels
Ru% we send you
FREE thisbest qual-
ity 27x64-inchHearth
Rug. Handsome
floral pattern with
medallion center in
a field of antique
blue, embellished by
rich reds, tans and
greens. Harmonizes
with large rug.

Nearily a Year to Pay!

Hereisarug that will give beauty and elegance to any
home, for it is one of the most elegant patterns ever
woven. Colors are red, blue, green, tan and brown.
Center medallion is fleur-de-lis design and is sur-
rounded by floral panel. Border is rich design in
harmonizing colors. Has closely woven worsted face
—will wear for years. Full room size—9 feet x 12
feet. One of Hartman’s greatest bargains.

Order No. 34EMA30. Price $28.95. Pay $1 now. Balance $2.75 monthly.

HARTMAN e
Carpet Co.

Dept. $322 Gopyrisht. 1025 0% CHICAGO, ILLINOIS |

“‘Let Hartman Feather YOUR Nest’

FURNITURE &
HARTMAN SURNLTYS Chicago, Il

Enclosed find $1 as first payment. Send the Brussels Ru
No. 34EMAS30 and with it, absolutely FREE, the beautifu
Hearth Rug, all ag described. 1 am to have 30 days’ free
trial. If not satisfied, will ship all back and you will return
my $1 and pay transportation charges both ways. 1fI keer
it,.lwillzgmy $2.76 _monthlir onthe large rug alone until full
prlci ,$28.95,1s paid. Titleremains with youuntilfinalpay-
ment is made.

ARPET CO,,

Name.

O

R.F.D,, Box No.
or Street and No,

Post Office e State
(If shipping point is different from post office, fill in line below.)
Send ehi t to

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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Classified Advertising

Agents and Help Wanted

AGENTS WANTED—$1.00 to $lll 00 d.uly
taking orders for “‘Super” and ‘‘Junior’”
Fyr-Fyter Extinguishers on our new \.Alus
Plan.  Commissions paid daily cash. Every

one who owns anything that will cateh fire
prospect.
schools,

is a live
owners,

Homes, farms, auto-
~hur¢-lws. factories, all need
s limited only by
Write today for
ml lrce booklet—*‘Build -

ent Iucome as a Fyr-Fyter
e Fyr-Fyter Co., 1287 Iyr-
Fyter Bldg., I)anun, 0.

_BIG MONLY AND  FAST SALES.
Every owner buys gold initials for his
auto.  You charge $1.50, make $1.35. Ten
orders  dai ¢ Write for particulars
and  free  samples American  Monogram

Co., Dept. 170, Bast Orange, N. J.
EARN up to $100 Monthly, living ex-
penses paid, in Hotel work. Splendid op-
bortunities for trained men and women—
many openings.  We have more than we
can fill. 80,000 hotel positions to be filled
the coming year. We train you at home.
&e-ml tor free hooklet—Standard Business

I‘IIHIK In: 211 Carlton Court, Buffalo,

(i()\"l‘ RAILWAY MAIL CLERKSN start
§1 inonth; expenses paid. \ne(‘lmen ex-
amination questions free. Columbus In-
stitute, B-3, Columbus, Ohio.
HOUSEWIVES BUY Harper’s
on sight. New business. No competition.
Ten-Use Set is combination of ten in-
dispensable household necessities.  $7.50 to
$30.00 daily, easy. Write for Free trial
offer.  Harper Brush Works, 126 A Street,
Fairfield, Towa

MAKE $25

Invention

to ‘Suﬂ‘a Week representing

Clows’ I'amous Philadelphia Hosiery, direct
from  mill—for men, women, children.
ll\'on pair guaranteed. Prices that win.

e book ‘““How to Start” tells the story.

Geor, 'v](lows Company, Desk 66, Philadel-
a.

_NELL us your spare time. You can earn
Fifteen to Fifty dollars weekly writing show-
cards at home. No canvassinz. Pleasant
profitable profession, easily, quickly learned
by our simple graphic block system. Artistic
ability unnecessary. We instruct you and
supply work.  Wilson Methods, Limited,
Dept 22, Toronto, (anada.

WE START YOU IN BUSINESS, fur-
nishing everything; men and women $30 to
$100 weekly, operafing our ‘‘Specialty Candy
Iactories’ anywhere. Booklet free. W,
Iglll¥er Ragsdale, Drawer 29, East Orange,

$60-$200 a Week Gold Letters for Store

Windows.  Easily applied.  Free Samples.
General Agents. Metallic Letter Co., 431T
North  ('la Chicago.

BECOME Railway Mail Clerks. $1600-
$2300 year. Sample coaching lessons free.
Write immediately. F klin Institute,

Dept. P2, Rochester, N.

ONLY ONE POLICY A DAY Means $130
Per Month Profit.  Same on renewals. Pol-
icy pays §5,000 death: $25 weekly benefit for
injury  or sickness. remium $10 yearly.
Full or spare time. Easy seller. Write for
territory.  Underwriters, Dept. P-6, Newark,

Y.

SOAP AGENTS- SEE OUR LINE
soaps before doing anything else,
day for catalog.  American
8140 American Bldg.,

FORD OWNERS EARN MONEY— Buick,
originator  of v;\lvn--m head motors and
founder of Buick Automobile wants men to
demanstrate  his  wonderful, new Hi-Power
Carburetor for Fords. They sell quick
cause they pay for themselves and give 2

power, better pick up, easy stdmns{
ts making $10. to $30. ner day. David

Carburetor Corporation, 5934 Com-

vealth Avenue, Detroit,
TS: $1.25 an hour, $8.50 a day.
Aasy work near ]lﬂlll? Sllﬂ“ll]" sam-=
plm ibuting foods. Big assortment full
sized packages free.  Write quick. Dept. 79,
Harley Company, Dayton. Ohio.

AUTOMOBILE FREE TO TAILORING
Agents: Make $75.00 a week and up and
ret an automobile free taking orders for our
fine tailored-to-measure suits. Big assort-
ment of All-Wool Fabrics all at the one low
price of $20.75. Everv order pays you big
cash profit in advance. We supply finest

OF
Write to-
Products Co.,
Cincinnati, Ohio.

selling outfit and give an automobile free
to every man who qualifies. Write quick
for startling offer. Dept. 551, Park Tailor-

ing Company, Chicago, Il

Automobiles

Patents and Lawyvers

AUTOMOBILE owners, garagemen, me-
chanics, send today for free copy America’s

most popular motor magazine. Contuins
helpful articles on overhauling, repairing,
ignition, carburetors, batteries, etc. Auto-

mobile Digest, 530 Butler Bldg.,

Business Opportunities

Cineinnati,

INVENTIONS COMMERCIALIZED. Pat-
ented or uupmleuted Write Adam Fisher
Mfy. Co., 223, St. Louis, Mo.

INVED U)dh desiring to secure pateits
should write for our guide-book ‘‘How To
Get Your Patent.”” Send sketch or de-
scription for our opinion of its patentable

nature, ]l{amlulph & Co., Dept. 412, Wash-

—— | jing ).

50 to $100 weekly profits secured with | n#ton. D. G
lll‘st‘\m\«’lllz $200 to %-)0‘(’) De;L. 111;. Taul PATENTS. Highest references. Rates
Kaye, 149 Broadway, N. Y. reasonable.  Best results. Promptness as-
sured. ll‘hmklet fnff. P \\;atson ]‘\;"V Clnllenmn,
Patent Lawyer, 62 Street, ashington,

Coins and Stamps b

STAMPS FREE—War Stamps,  Sur- PATENTS. Write for Record of Invention
charged, Unused, Pictorialg, British, French | Blank and free guide book. Send model or
Colonials, 2c¢ postage. Middland Stamp | sketch and description for free opinion of

Company, Toronto, Canada.

$2 to $500 EACH Paid for hundreds of
Coins. Keep all odd or old money, it may
be very valuable. Send 10 Cents for Illus-
trated Coin Value Book, 4x6. We pay Cash.
(,'lar‘lgu Coin Company, Avenue 54, LeRoy,

Detectives Wanted

BECOME detectives: big wages: oppor-
tunities everywhere; experience unnecessary;
write Wagner, 186 East 79th. New York.

Highest references.
Reasonable  Terms.
.. 767 Ninth, Wash-

its patentable nature.
Prompt _ Attention.
Victor J. Evans & Co.
ington, D. C.
PATENTS--Nend for free book. Contains
valuable information for inventors. Send
sketeh of your invention for Free Ovinion
of its patentable nature. =~ Prompt service.
(Twenty vears’ experience.) Talbert & Tal-
bert, 419 Talbert Bldg., Washington, D. C.

Invalid Furniture

BE A DETECTIVE. Excellent - ROLLING CHAIRS, Carrying Chairs, Bed
tunity, good pay, travel. xc\tjv ein ?,DWT Trays, Back Rests, et cetera, Catalog ‘N
Ludwig, 436 Westover Building, Kansas | illustrates—describes. Sargent Co., 138 Last
City, Mo. 35th St., New York.

DETECTIVES EARN BIG MONEY.

Travel. Excellel]l)t oiopul;tuuln;. Expe\%e;]ve Short Stories and PhOtOPIays
unnecessary. ‘articulars  free. rite, G in writin hotoplays,
Amen(:\?n Detective System, 1968 Broad- gug-xlg, )g(?el;'nl;Y songs. \engd r:,uday for
LU (R Free copy America’s leading writer's maga-

MEN-—Age 17 to 55. Experience unneces- zine, full of helpful advice on writing and
sary. Travel: make secret investigations, re- | selling. Writer’s Digest, 605 Butler Build-
ports.  Salaries; expenses. American For- ing, Cincinnati.
eign Detective Agency, 114, St. Louis. FREE to vwi:'itersl—lA wondemﬂ Httlejdbook

of money-making hints, suggestions, ideas;
Farm Lands the A B C of successful Story and Movie
T LANDSEEKERS! writing. _Absolutely Free. Just address

Oubonunity awaits you
near thriving city in Lower Michigan. 20,
40, 80 acre tracts: only $10 to 550 down,
balance long time. Write today for free il-
lustrated booklet giving full information.
Swigart Land Company, X-1265 First Nat’l
Bank Bldg., Chicago.

Help Wanted—Female

$6—8$18 a dozen decorating pillow tops at
home, experience unnecessary: particulars
for stamp. Tapestry Paint Co.. 110 La-
Grange, Ind.

WE pay big money for painting pillow
tops. Simple, easy, quick. Experience un-
necessary. Nileart Company, 2250
Wayne, Ind.

Authors’ Press, Dept. 89, Auburn, N. Y.

PHOTOPLAYS FOR CALIFORNIA PRO-
DUCERS; also stories for publication. To
Beginners, Plot Chart and details free.
Harvard Company, 560, San Francisco.

WRITE NEWS ITEMS and Short
Stories for pay in spare time. Copyright
Book and plans free. Press Reporting Syn-
dicate (406), St. Louis, Mo.

WRITE PHOTOPLAYS: $25—8$300 paid
any one for suitable ideas. Experience un-

necessary; complete outline Free. Producers
League, 439, St. Louis.
WRITERS: Stories, Poems, Plays, etc.,

are wanted for publication. Literary Bu-

reau, 175, Hannibal, Mo.

Help Wanted—Male

Songs, Poems, etc.

EARN $110 to $250 monthly, expenses
paid, as Railway Traffic Inspector. Position
guaranteed after 3 months’ spare time study
or money refunded. Excellent opportunities.
Write for Free Booklet CM-28.  Stand.
Business Training Inst., Buffalo. N.

Manuscripts

MANUSCRIPTS prepared for publication.
Typing, Revising and Criticising. Herbert
V. Snow, 333 Walnut Ave., Trenton, N. J.

Movie Acting

HAVE YOU A DESIRE to become a
Movie Player? Our Screen Talent-Tester,
or Key to Movie-Acting Aptitude shows
whether or not you are adapted to this fas-
cinating work. Sent postpaid with interest-
ing illustrated Booklet on Movie Acting for
ten cents. Tilm Bureau, Jackson, Mich.

" BECOME A MOVIE ACTOR. New types
wanted, experience unnecessary, write for
Free Booklet and Talent Qualifier. Ramos
Publishing Company, 460 Montgomery Street,
San Francisco, California.

Personal

YOUR HOROSCOPE covering full year
50c.  Includes an extensive reading, val-
uable daily guide, large pictorial
and special forecasts for each month.
entific, complete. Try it! Money back if
dissatisfied. Give birthdate. Address C.
Daniels, Flatbush Station, Box 32, Brook-
lyn. N. Y.

ASTROLOGY REVEALS—25¢, birthdate,
brings 2000 word trial reading. Two ques-
tions considered. ~ Prof. Audrey. Section
M-13, Box 834, Washington, D. C

Please mention this magazine when answering

POEMS WANTED—Sell your song verses
for cash. Submit Mss at once or write
New Era Music Co., 104 St. Louis, Mo.

WRITE A SONG: any subject, you can
do it. Send words today—I will compose
the music. Frank Radner. 6048 Prairie
Ave., Dept. 626, Chicago.

WRITE THE WORDS FOR A SONG.
We compose music. Our Chief of Staff
wrote many big song-hits.  Submit your
song-poem to us at once. New York Mel-
ody Corp., 402 Fitzgerald Bldg.. New York.

$500.00 PRIZE CONTEST. If you write
the best third verse for our song ‘“‘Empty
Arms”’ you will receive $500. Send your
name and we shall send you free the con-
test rules and words of this song. ~World
Corp., 245 W. 47th St., Dept. 673D, New
York.

SONG WRITERS—Have you poems? Have
wonderful proposition. Ray Hibbeler, D102,
4040 Dickens Ave., Chicago.

Wanted to Buy

CASH for Old Gold, Platinum, Silver,
Diamonds, Liberty Bonds, War, Thrift,
Unused Postage Stamps, False Teeth, Mag-
neto Points, Johs, any valuables. Mail in
today. Cash sent, return mail Goods re-
turned in ten days if you’re not satisfied.
Ohio Smelting Co., 302 Hippodrome Bldg.,
Cleveland, Ohio.

Photos
REAT, California_Snapshots—cowboys—
scenery—ten cents each, postage paid. Na-
omi Mongen, Lost Hills, Calif.

Continued on 2d page following

advertisements
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Flectricity Needs You
I WILL TRAIN YOU AT HOME

Stop right here. This is YOUR opportunity! Electricity is calling you, and the Electrical
Business is in for a_tremendous increase. But it needs more trained men—at big pay. By
my Home Study Course in Practical Electricity I can train you for these positions.

FREE!

ELECTRICAL
OUTFIT

A fine outfit of Electrical
Tools, Instruments, Materi-
als, etc., absolutely FREE to
every student. I will also send
you FREE and fully prepaid
—Proof Lessons to show you
how easily you can learn
Electricity and enter this
splendid profession by my
new, revised and original sys-
tem of Training by Mail.

RADIO
COURSE
FREE

Special newly-written wire-
less course worth $45.00 given
away free. Full particulars
when you mail coupon below.

Earn Money
While Learning

I give you something you can
use now. Early in my Home
Study Course I show you
how to begin making money
in Electricity, and help you
get started. No need to wait
until the whole course is com-
g]eted. Hundreds of students
ave made several times the
cost of their course in spare
time work while learning.

Earn $70 to $200 a Week

You've always had a liking for Electricity and a hankering to do electrical jobs.
Now is the time to develop that talent; there’s big money in it. Even if you
don’t know anything at all about Electricity you can quickly grasp it by my
up-to-date, practical method of teaching. You will find it intensely interest-
ing and highly profitable. I’ve trained and started hundreds of men in the
Electrical Business, men who have made big successes. YOU CAN ALSO

Be a Big Paid
ELECTRICAL EXPERT

What are you doing to prepare yourself for a real success? At the rate you are
going where will you be in ten years from now? Have you the specialized train-
ing that will put you on the road to success? Have you ambition enough to
prepare for success, and get it?

You have the ambition and I will give you the training, so get busy. I am
offering you success and all that goes with it. Will you take it? I'll make
you an ELECTRICAL EXPERT. I will train you as you should be trained.
I will give you the benefit of my advice and 20 years of engineering experience
and help you in every way to the biggest, possible success.

Valuable Book Free 1 book

“Tlowto 4 CHIEF ENGINEER
Become an FElectrical Expert,”’ has started many COOKE

a man on the way to fortune. 1 will send a copy, / Chicago Engineering
free and prepaid, to every person answering orks

4
this advertisement. Dept. 74, 2150 Lawrence Av.
o i . CHICAGO, ILL.
Act NOW! Good intentions never Dear Sir: You may send me
. X get you anywhere. ¢4  entirely free and fully prepaid, a

It is action, alone. that counts. NOW IS ¢ co}glyof youlr ;bgok. thw (tjo Bectgme
2T 3 ACT an Electrical Expert,” and particu-
THE TIME TO ACT. ¢ . lars about your Home Study Course
L. L. COOKE, Chief Engineer in Electricity and the Free Radio

CHICAGO Vs Course.
ENGINEERING & NamiCoswsmins s 555 aemaesene ous 6
WORKS A . S,
A180: LAWRENCE AVENUE, CitYciis vw ¢ 5 5 5 somssierane s State...........

Dept. 74, Chicago, U. S. A. /'

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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‘Another
$50 Raise!”

“Why, that’s the third increase I've had in a
year! It shows what special training will do
for a man.”

Every mail brings letters from some of the
two million students of the International
Correspondence Schools, telling of advance-
ments won through spare-time study.

How much longer are you going to wait before
taking the step that is bound to bring you more
money? Isn’t it better to start now than to wait
for years and then realize what the delay has
cost you?

One hour after supper each night spent with
the I. C. 8. in your own home will prepare you
for the position you want in the work you like
best

Without cost, without obligation, mark and
mail this coupon. Do it right now!
=== o e —— — — TEAR QUT HERE — o= o= o o = e

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS
Box 2062, Scranton, Penna.

Without cost or obligation, please tell me how I can qualify for

‘the position or in the subject lLefore which I have marked an X:
BUSINESS TRAINING DEPARTMENT

[JBusiness Management ] Salesmanship
[1Industrial Management Advertising
Personnel Organization Better Letters
grnime Minagemem. gtorexgn Tﬁada

usiness Law enography and Typl
Banking and Banking Law Business English e
Accountancy (including C.P.A.) Civil Service
Nichelson Cost Accounting Railway Mail Clerk
Bookkeeping Common School Subjects
Private Secretary High School Subjects
Business 8panish [ French  [JIllustrating  [J Cartooning

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL DEPARTMENT
Electrical Engineering O Architect
Electric Lighting OBlue Print Reading
Mechanical Engineer Contractor and Builder
Mechanical Draftsman Architectural Draftsman
Machine Shop Practice QConcrete Builder

1C(

Dﬂ[‘lﬂﬁﬁﬂﬂﬂl‘

0000

[ o o

Railroad Positions Structural Engineer
Gas Engine Operating Plumbing and Heating
Civil Engineer Chemistry [J] Pharmacy
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DON QUICKSHOT OF THE RIO GRANDE
Stephen Chalmers
A thrilling story of life among raiding Mexican
bandits, train robbers, Texas rangers, and a
prairie fire.

LOADED DICE Edwin T. Sabin
A romance of Texas, of the early days, whcn
lives depended on quickness of draw. A tale
of men who were jugglers with death.

SONTAG OF SUNDOWN W. C. Tuttle
An exciting story of the question of ranch
ownership—which promoted bloodshed and a
war of no mean caliber.

SPAWN OF THE DESERT W. C. Tuttle

A tale of Calico Town:
Where men lived raw in the desert’s maw,
and Hell was nothing to shun; where they
buried ’em neat, without preacher or gheet
and writ on their tombstone, crude but sweet,
“*This jasper was slow with his gun.””

ARTIZONA ARGONAUTS H. Bedford-Tones
Three adventurers whose fortunes lead through
drought and danger to the golden goal they
sought.

THE LURE OF PIPER’S GLEN

Theodore Goodridge Roberts
It was the lure of the North, of plentiful
game and of the clear wind from the great
plains. Young Jim Todhunter heard it, and
found adventure a-plenty

APACHE VALLEY Arthur Chapman
A story of a cattle war in the Southwest, with
all it means— terror and blood feud; alarms by
night and day; rustling and stealthy murder.

THE CHALLENGE OF THE NORTH

James B. Hendryx
This is a story of the call of tha great North-
land; of purposcs and cross purposes; of true
men and of ‘‘bad’”’ men; and of big deals and
pioneering triumphs.

THE SECOND MATE . Bedford-Jones
Peril and mutiny on the China Seas. Two
white women at the mercy of a villainous
crew.  Jim Barnes realized the desperate
chance he had taken when he became mate of

the Sulu Queen.
THE DEVIL’S PAYDAY W. C. Tuttle
A sky of brass, the sun a flame,
And the land no place to dwell;
A hunk of earth, so doggone hot
That it still belongs to Hell.

THE CANYON OF THE GREEN DEATH
F. R. Buckley
Who were the devils in human form whose
haunt was the lost barranca? Invisible, ter-
rible, they brought the young officer of the law
to a strange dilemma.

SKY-HIGH CORRAL Ralph Cumming
A yarn of the unending feuds between cattlemen
and forest rangers; of the forest fires, grazing
herds and bitter fights at timberline. Yet forest
conservation won—through fire and blood.
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any freight charges you paid.

Large Roomy Divan

Only $1.00 with the coupon below brings thissen-
sational furniture bargain to your home on 30
days trial. 3 i
oak livingroom furniture inciuding a wonderfu:lly

Only $2.70 a Mont

month until you have paid $29.85.

or credit. Nodiscountfor cash. Notone penny extra for credit. NoC.0.D.

Price Slashed!—Send Now

Free Bargain Catalog

Shows thousands of bargains in
furniture, jewelry, carpets, rugs,
curtains, silverware, phono-
aphs, stoves, porch and lawn
urniture, women’s, men’s and
children’s wearing apparel.

|

L |

Complete 6 piece set of fumed solid

comjortable and roomy divan. Only $29.85
for the complete set on this offer—on
=n easy payments, too. $40 was the
former price for a set like this
—a Sf)eClal' factory sacrifice makes
this slash in price possible now.
Seize this opportunity on our special
approval offer—we take the risk.

30 Days Trial

When you get this magnificent 6-
i piece library set, putitin your liv-
ing room or library and use it freely
for 30 days. Note the massive, solid
construction —the beautiful finish—
the fine upholstery and graceful
lines. Compare it with anything you
can buy locally at anywhere near

the same price—even for spot cash. Then if not satisfied for any reason,
return the set at our expense and we will refund your $1.00 at once, plus

If you decide to keep the set,
start paying only $2.70 a

A full year to pay—at the rate of only a few cents
a day. This wonderful value is not listed in our regular catalog. We have only a limited
number of sets. We trust honest people anywhereinthe U.S. One price to all, cash
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Fumed Solid Oak

This superb 6-piece set is made of selected solid oak
throughout, finished in rich, dull waxed, brown fumed
oak. he four chairs are padded: seats uphol-
stered with brown Delavan Spanish leather, the best
imitation of genuine Spanish leather known, e up-
holstering is a rich brown color.

Large Divan provides extra seating capaclty. 1tis
an unusually massive, comiortable piece with beauti-
fully designed back. Arms are broad and comfortable.
Measures 46 inches wide outside and 86 inches long
inside. Thickly padded seat is 19 inches deep. Height
of back is 22 inches. Posts are extra massive.

Arm Chair is a roomg‘ dignified piece of furni.
ture, comfortable and big enough for a very large
person while not seeming too large for the ordinary
occupant. Seat 19 x 17 1-2in., height 86 in.

Arm Rocker is a massive, stately, comfortable
piece, with beautifully designed back, wide, shapel.
arms, and smooth operating runners. Seat 19 x 17 1-
in., height 36 in.

Rocker is unusually attractive and useful.
ht 85 in.

Sewin
Seat 17 x 17 in., heig
Library Table — A beautiful piece of library faur-
niture.” Beautifully designed ends to match chairs
with roomy magazine shelf below. Legs cut of 2in.
stock; massive, dignified. Top measures 23 1-4 x 84in.
Jardiniere Stand matches other pieces. A dec-
oration to your living room or Ilbrar{. Carefully
built throughout. Measures 17 1-2 in. high; the top
x 12 inches.

Entire set shipped knocked down construction. Easy
to set up. Saves freight charges. Wt. about 175 Ibs,
Order by No. B6944A. $1.00 with
coupon, $2.70 a month, price $29.85.

Don’t delay. Just send
$1.00 along with the cou-
pon as a deposit. If you
wish to return the set after

o

Straus & Schram, Dept. 1924
gncloned find $1.00. Ship special advertised 6-Piece Fuined
the set, I will pay

to return the set within 80 days and you are to refund my
money and any freight charges I paid.

0O 6-Piece Library Set, No. B6944A. $29.85,

Chicago, lil.

ok Library Set. Iam to have 80 days free trial. If Ikeep

you $2.70 monthly. If not satisfied, I am

30 days, your dollar will be refunded, plus Name
all freight charges which you paid. Remem- Street, R. F. D.
ber, this is a special, limited, reduced price or Boz No.
offer. First come, first served. Get your set Shippin,
while this offer lasts, 80 days trial — we Poiﬁ) 9
take all the risk. Send coupon now. ' Post
OI08.... e i i s ey SOt s
i you only want catalog put x in box below:

Straus & Schram, Dept. 1924 Chicago
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Somewhere in the Caribbean

By Francis Lynde

Author of ‘‘The Dollar-berry Bush,’

“A Transplanted Tenderfool,”’ Ete.

Francis Lyade is a gifted author.

iously gathers headway. -
isn’t all,
gathers speed steadily.

increased page by page.
seem to know.

in ‘“‘Somewhere in the Carribean.”

One of his especial gifts is the ability to
“ghift into high,” as it were, from the very start.
to possess their souls in patience while he stokes his fires, gets up steam, and labor-
He invariably leaps away to a running start.
Having set a killing pace from the crack of the starting gun, Mr. Lynde
The interest is not merely sustained to the end.

How it is done is a secret that only the great writers
We could not reveal it if we would. All we can say is that
Francis Lynde is among the favored few who know the mystic formula,
want to see the formula being applied at its best, you will find its exemplification

His readers are never asked
But that

It is

If you

(A Complete Novel)

CHAPTER 1.

HOW THE LIGHTS WENT OUT.
OU may say what you please about
Y the joys of outdoor life in a semi-
tropical climate, but I was sweat-
ing in the Florida Everglades sim-
ply and solely because I had gotten in bad
with the Carter Construction Company on
a dam-building job in the Colorado moun-
tains and for no climatic reason whatever.

Not to make a mystery of the Colorado af-
fair, I may say here that I knew the job was
as crooked as a dog’s hind leg from start
to finish; graft in the pay rolls, graft in the
purchasing of material, graft in the esti-
mates; the opportunity for all this lying in
the fact that our company had farmed out
most of the work to irresponsible subcon-
tractors, Hiram Carter, president of our
company—a finer, ‘straighter old citizen
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never lived—knew nothing about the steal-
ings; he wouldn’t, naturally, because he
took no part in the active management; ])ut
Jeffreys, vice president and chief executive,
did. And when the thing blew up, I, as su-
pervising engineer, for the responsible com-
pany, proved to be the most convenient
scapegoat. g

Parker Jeffreys didn’t come to me him-
self; he sent his son, Wickham, a young
rakehell who was a striking example of
what loose money can do toward spoiling
reasonably decent stock in the second gen-
eration. -The interview took place in Den-
ver, whither I had been summoned by a
curt wire, and the battleground actual, if
you could call it such, was the lobby of the
Brown Palace Hotel. :

“I guess it’s up to you to do the fade-
out, Ainsley,” was the way the deputy exe-
cutioner put it as he was lighting his third
cork-tipped cigarette. ‘“The pater doesn’t
want to institute criminal action and he
will have a good excuse not to if you vanish
over the horizon. You’ve known all about
this crookedness on the part of the ‘subs’
—you admit it; and while I don’t say you
‘were standing in with them, you know about
how a jury would look at it.”

I did; and I knew that I had had verbal
instructions—nothing in writing, of course
—to keep hands off in the matter of the sub-
contractors’ estimates and material pur-
chases. Also I knew that I was fighting
the fiercest battle of my life to keep from
making young Jeffreys pay the price of my
humiliation right where he sat lounging
easily in the lobby armchair and regarding
me half indifferently, half cynically through
the rising curls of cigarette smoke. He was
what an older generation of Westerners
called a ‘“dude;” high-priced clothes of a
cut a lap or so ahead of the fashion, immac-
ulate linen, patent leathers, socks and tie
a color match, not much jewelry but more
than any real man would wear.

“This was all cut and dried before you
left New York, I suppose?” I said, holding
myself in check as best I could.

“About letting you down easy! Natu-
rally. On account of your acquaintance
with the Carters. The pater is willing to
go even farther. You have had a better
off’t,zr from somebody else and you’ve taken
it.

“Oh, I have, have I?” I snapped. “What
might it be?”

‘casually.

“A railroad-building job in Peru; firm of
English contractors, Finlay, Holmes & Fin-
lay—you ask for ’em in Lima,”” he answered
“The next sailing from San Fran-
cisco will be on the thirteenth. You'll have
just time to catch your steamer if you leave
Denver to-night.”

The cold-bloodedness of the thing was,

enough to plant a vengeful devil in a saint.
Like the scapegoat of .old I was not only
to be turned out of the flock; I was to be
driven into the wilderness. I knew well
enough why Wickham Jeffreys was so will-
ing to stick the knife into me and turn it
around in the ‘wound. Hiram Carter and
my father had begun life on adjoining farms
in Indiana and Alison Carter and I had been
children together. In cur pinafore days we
had solemnly promised to marry—a bit of
childish sentiment we had both laughed over
many times since. Not that I had been
finding it any laughing matter after I grew
up and became man enough to realize what
a heartbreaking beauty Alison had devel-
oped into. But there were no pins left
standing in that alley. The year after my
graduation from the engineering school, dad
had died a disappointed and broken man;
and Alison’s father was—well, he was now
a millionaire two or three times over. Ru-
mor had it that Wickham Jeffreys meant to
marry into the company and because Alison
and I still exchanged letters once in a while

I guessed that in addition to making me the

goat in the dam-building steal he thought it
offered a good chance to shove me into a
good, deep background.

“It is all arranged then?” I inquired, still
holding myself down.

He nodded. “Youwll find your passage
taken when you get to Frisco. We can hold
up this investigation until after you've left
the country. It seemed the easiest way out
of the mess.”

“Suppose I tell you to go to -hell and
take my chance on the witness stand?” I
suggested. 3 :

“You won’t do anything like that,” he
returned coolly. “I don’t say that you
mightn’t make trouble for the Carter Com-
pany; perhaps you could, though you’d have
nothing but your unsupported word. Bt*
you’re not going to drag your father’s old
neighbor into court to refute a charge of con-
spiracy and graft. What you are going to
do is to take the night train for the Coast.”

I may own frankly that I was a murderer

\
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in all but the actual fact at the moment
when young .Jeffreys got out of his chair
and stooped to flick the cigarette ashes from
his knee with a handkerchief fine enough to
have been a woman’s. His rising was the
signal that the interview was ended. As
he walked away toward the elevators, I had
another struggle with the man-killing devil
inside of me, and it was only the thought
that after all there might possibly be some
sort of a future with a comeback that re-
strained me.

This is enough and more than enough of
the condition precedent, as the lawyers say.
But to wind it up and tuck the end in I
may add that I didn't go to Peru or even
to San Francisco. There were two night
trains leaving Denver at about the same
hour; one for the West and another for the
Southeast. I took the latter and within a
fortnight had landed a job as assistant engi-
neer on a drainage project in the Florida
Everglades—in a region ‘where nobody knew
me or had ever heard of me; a grave deep
enough in-all conscience, but not so deep as
an exile’s in Peru. I was still in America
and on the same continent at least with
Alison.

It was not until some five months of a
mosquito-bitten existence had been worried
out in the Florida littoral that I had my first
word from the outside world. There were
two other assistants on the drainage job
with me but since we were running three
gangs there was plenty of isolation. Mail
came in only once a week and inasmuch
as I had written to nobody since leaving
Colorado there were no letters for me. But
the spell was broken one day when a negro
from the lower camp came up with a mono-
grammed envelope addressed to me, “Some-
where in Florida.” I knew both the mono-
gram and the handwriting. They were Ali-
son’s,

In a maze of wonderment as to how she

had contrived to trace me, I read her brief
note:

Dear Dick: Just on the hopeful chance that
this may reach you in time: If you are not too
far away can’t you manage to come to dinner
with us to-night? We are here at Miami in
the yacht and I'll see to it that you get enough
to eat. I suppose you haven’t any dinner coat,
but never mind that; come just as you are.

ALTsoN.

P.S. Why haven’t you written me in a whole

half year?

If the sluggish drainage canal we were
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cutting through the black, peaty soil had
suddenly changed its course to ooze the
wrong way I coul.” scarcely have been more
astonished. In the first place I hadn’t the
slightest idea that Alison was in Florida or
within a thousand miles of it; and in the
second it seemed little less than miraculous
that she should have known how to find me,
No matter. If she bhad called me from
heaven or hell T think I should have tried
to get across to her. In half an hour I had
presented myself at the chief’s tent two
miles down the canal.

“Sure you may go,” was the good-natured
permission given after I had asked for over-
night leave to go to Miami. “And you
needn’t cut it to a single night unless you
want to. Make it a week-end if you feel
like it. Friends from the North?”

“Yes,” I admitted and then adding some-
thing about not having much time to waste
I hurried away before he should ask other
and less easily answered questions.

Alison was right about the dinner coat. I
had nothing in my kit remotely resembling
one—or the sartorial appurtenances that go
with it. But I did have a clean shirt and
a change from my working clothes. And
the yacht conventions, as I remembered
them, were not very rigorous.

As I was borrowing a light rowboat from
the dredge equipment, Westcott, our chief,
called to me from the canal bank to ask if
I didn’t want one of the negroes to row
me down. If I had accepted his offer things
might have turned out differently—though
perhaps not. But my lucky—or unlucky—
star must have been in the ascendant for I
thanked him and said “no” and pulled
away, going as straight to my fate as if
the painter of the light skiff had been a tow-
rope hitched to that same lucky—or un-
lucky—star.

It was coming on to dusk when I reached
Miami by auto from the outlet of the drain-
age canal and made my way to the bay
front. The winter tourist season was on
and there were a number of yachts and
motor cruisers moored at the landings and
others with their riding lights already dis-
played at anchor in the bay.

Though Alison hadn’t mentioned the
name of the yacht in her letter I took it for
granted that it would be the Waikiki, the
seagoing miniature liner upon which her fa-
ther had lavished the good half of a king’s
ransom in the building and in which I had
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once been a guest on a run down the New
England coast to Mount Desert. I was not
mistaken. The trim little ship, ghostlike
in its spotless white paint, was riding at an-
chor a few hundred yards from the water
front and almost at my feet I found her
dinghy with a single sailor—a Province-
town Portuguese from his looks—waiting as
if for a passenger.

“You are from the Waikiki?” 1 asked.

“Si, senhor. I wait for wan Meestaire
Onslee-e-e.”

It was quite like Alison to send a boat
for me; no girl was ever more thoughtful for
other people’s comfort. So I got aboard,
telling the sailor that 1 was his man; and a
few minutes later I had climbed the accom-
modation ladder to the yacht’s deck.

As I hoped she might, Alison herself met
me as I set foot on deck, and she was alone.

“Dick!” she exclaimed, giving me both
of her hands. “I knew you’d come if the
place where you had buried yourself were
not more than a thousand miles away!
When did you get my letter?”

“A little before noon. It came up in
the company launch.”

“And the launch brought you down?”

“No; I came in a skiff—and I've been all
afternoon on the job. But never mind
about me. Tell me about yourself. Are
you feeling as fit as you look?”

This was no empty fill-in on my part.
There may have been more beautiful things
in a world of beauty than she was, stand-
ing there in the softened light of the shaded
awning electrics, white-clad in yachting flan-
nels and with a round little white hat de-
void of trimmings of any sort crushed down
over her masses of red-gold hair—there
might have been, I say, but I doubted it.
Vet there was a shadow of trouble in the
eyes that I used to make her shut and let
me kiss when she was four and I was eight.

“Am I well? Physically, yes; so well thats
it almost hurts. But in another way. Dick,
I had to see you and talk with you! There
isn’t anybody else. We weren’t coming
here; we were going on to Havana with-
out stopping. But I insisted. I said I
wanted to see how much Miami had grown
since we were here two winters ago.”

“You knew I was here or near here?”

“By the merest chance. It was almost a
miracle. Wickham said you were in South
America; he has always said so. Do you
remember, the night you left Denver last

summer, you sat in the Pullman smoking
room and talked with a nice old gentleman
from the East?”

“Not particularly,” I said. “I have
talked with a good many men in Pullman
smoking rooms, first and last.”

“Well, you did; an elderly man with gray
hair and little butlerish side whiskers; a Mr.
Carroll from Baltimore. From what you
said he gathered that you had been with
the Carter Company and were leaving to
come down here.”

With these particulars to help, I did re-
member. The old gentleman had been right
*fatherly and sympathetic and it had eased
my soreness a little to confide in him.

“And with a whole worldful of people to
spill it to he had to search you out and
tell you?” I marveled.

“It just happened,” she went on hur-
riedly. “I know his daughter; we wer€ in
Wellesley together. And the Carrolls sum-
mer on Mount Desert, as daddy and I do.
One day we were talking about South
America, Mr. Carroll and I, and T said I had
a friend there—in Peru—and mentioned
your name. He said ‘no,’” that you were in
Florida on a drainage canal near Miami}
that you told him you were going there.”

“It’s a little world,” I said; the bromid-
ianism slipping out before I could stop it.
“I was there and I am here. Are you glad
to see me, Allie?”

“Wonderfully glad, Dick—and thank-
ful!”

“Wait a minute,” I interposed; “do you
know how I came to leave Colorado?”

“I don’t believe a single word of it!”” she
broke out hotly. “That is one of the things
I wanted to talk about; but there are others
—much more terrible things. How long
can you stay?”

“This evening, you mean?”

“We shall kave no chance to talk this eve-
ning; there are too many people aboard and
—and I think we won’t be given a chance
to talk. Can you stay over to- -morrow and
meet me at the hotel?”

“If that is what you want I cant do any-
thing else.”

“You’re good, Dick—always good and
splendidly reliable. I—daddy and I—need
help tremendously and you must tell me
what to do. I—there’s something awful
about to——"

That was the end of it. A Jap steward,
appearing as if he had materialized out of
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the deck at our feet, was whispering in Ori-
ental sibilants, “The honorable dinner is
served,” and Alison turned and led the way
to the cabin companion stair.

After what she had said I was prepared
to meet a goodly number of people in the
yacht party. The Waikiki could accommo-
date any number of guests up to a score
or so. But including myself there were only
eleven to gather about the dinner table in
the white-and-gold saloon; five men and six
women. With a single exception they were
all strangers to me and in the wholesale in-
troduction I didn’t even get the names
straight. That was partly because of the
exception. Wickham Jeffreys was the one
person that I knew and his blank astound-
ment at seeing me was only equaled by mine
at finding him posing as the host of the
party in the Carter yacht.

At once I realized that Alison had not

only failed to give Jeffreys her true reason
for wishing to stop at Miami; she had given
him no hint that I was to make one at that
night’s dinner table. And in some way that
I didn’t understand, or rather for some rea-
son that was not yet made plain, I could see
that my presence was just about as welcome
to him as a snowstorm in July would be to
a grower of oranges. He had evidently been
believing his own story—that I was safely
backgrounded against the Peruvian Andes.
After the first gasping, “Hah! hew are you,
Ainsley?” he ignored me completely, striv-
ing, as it appeared, to convey the impression
to the others that I was Alison’s guest and
none .of his.
"~ In the seating I was placed between a
man with a hanging lower lip and bibulous
eyes—who answered, as I found, to the
name of Matthewson and was a New York
stockbroker-—between this man and a
young woman who began on me by saying,
“Rotten of Alison not to let me get your
name in the introduction. Mine’s Sefton—
"Peggy for short.” And then out of a clear
sky: “An old flame of Alison’s, I take it?
But you're ages too late. Wick’s got the
field beaten to a frazzle. Shouldn’t wonder
-if there’s a wedding in Havana.”

This calm announcement knocked me
speechless. Alison the wife of Wickham
Jeffreys? It was simply unthinkable! Was
that the trouble she was going to confide to
me? If so, it certainly deserved all the ad-
jectives she had used in speaking of it.

After I had found my tongue again and
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was supplying the missing information as
to my name I took occasion to measure the
Sefton young woman up with the other
members of the party. As nearly as I could
determine she seemed to be an average sam-
ple. The table talk was all of booze and
sport, with a very modern disregard for
what our fathers and mothers would have
called the commeon decencies. How on earth
Alison came to be in this galley I couldn’t
imagine. I did not need to remark her
downcast eyes and rising color at some of
the table stories to assure me she was as
much out of her proper element as a snow-
ball would be in Hades. And yet the Wai-
kiki was her father’s yacht.

In a very short time I was given to un-
derstand plainly what the southern cruise
of the yacht meant to the party as a whole.
Its destination was Cuba and its object was
to escape the restrictions of prohibition.
The men and women of the party were not
Alison’s friends; they were Wickham Jef-
freys’. And they were pointing like trained
beagles for a land of free gaming and plen-
tiful liquor, More than once the man Mat-
thewson on my right growled out his impa-
tience at the stopover in Biscayne Bay and
the delay it was imposing, and the senti-
ment found ready echoes on all sides.

The black coffee was served on the after
deck under the lighted awning,~and in the
shift from the saloon I contrived to shake
off the young Sefton- person—though she
maliciously made it difficult for me to ac-
complish—and to draw Alison a’ little aside
in the outdoor grouping.

“You are quite paralyzed, I know, and
you have a perfect right to be,” she began
in a low undertone. “I can’t explain now;
Wickham will see to it that I don’t get the
chance. But to-morrow 2

Jeffreys had sauntered across to where we
stood at the rail and he looked me over as
he might have looked at a horse he was
thinking of buying.

“So you came back from Peru, did you,
Ainsley?” he said, flipping his cigarette stub
overboard.

“No,” I returned shortly. “I didn’t go.”

“Ah; that was a mistake, I think. Good
people to work for—those Englishmen.
What are you doing in Miami?”

I considered it very pointedly none of
his business what I was dojing but for Ali-
son’s sake I couldn’t quarrel openly with
him on the deck of her father’s yacht. So I
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told him briefly about the drainage canal
project. He left us at that, but before we
could resume anything like a confidential
talk the little Sefton brute came to us and
though we saw nothing more of Jefireys the
young woman stuck to us like a leech; was
still sticking an hour later when, despairing
of getting a moment’s privacy with Alison
. in that environment, I took my leave.

“To-morrow morning at the Royal Palm,”
Alison got a chance to whisper, as I was
going over the side; and with this as her last
word I took my place in the stern sheets of
the dinghy.

As a matter of course I was given no
slightest warning of what was lying in wait
for me. The Portuguese sailor who had
been my boatman in pulling off to the Wai-
kiki was officiating again and I paid no at-
tention to him as he bent to his oars and
sent the dinghy shoreward. I had enough
to think about to render me oblivious to the
surroundings, the bay with its fleet of pleas-
ure craft, the water front of the little city
with its twinkling electrics. What was Ali-
son Carter’s trouble? And how did it come
that her father’s yacht had-been turned over
to Wickham Jeffreys and his party of booze
fighters and that she was a member of that
party? More than all, what foundation, if
any, was there for the Sefton girl’s proph-
ecy that there would be a wedding in Ha-
vana?

It was the blindest of puzzles and one
thing only was clear. Alison had known
that I was in Florida and that I could prob-
ably be reached from Miami. And in her
trouble, whatever it might be, she was turn-
ing instinctively to me. Good. I'd help
her if I could—and to any length; even to
the length of pitching Wickham Jeffreys
overboard and taking the Waikiki back to
New York, if that were what she wished
me to do. Our childhood friendship might
stand sponsor for that much, at any rate.

At this point in the determinative reverie
I came awake to the fact that the dinghy
was no longer headed directly shoreward;
that it was bumping up against the bilge
of a schooner-rigged vessel that seemed to
be drifting seaward on the outgoing tide.
Before I could ask the Portuguese what he
was about, two men flung themselves over
the side of the drifting vessel and dropped
into the dinghy. In the starlight I saw the
bigger of the pair take a limp object like a
sausage from his coat pocket and brandish

it over my head. The next instant I had
a fleeting impression that one of the masts
of the drifting ship had fallen over on me
and ‘the twinkling shore lights went out in.
blank darkness.

CHAPTER -II.
GOING AND COMING.

When I came to myself it was a bit diffi-
cult to patch things together in any sort of
connected sequence. My head felt as big
as a bushel basket and my tongue was like
a dry stick in my mouth. At first I thought
I must be stone blind; the most strenuous
eye effort revealed no ray of light. Then I
realized that I was lying on the rough floor
of some windowless den or other; that the
floor was rising and falling in rhythmic un-
dulations; and that the sustained rumbling
drumming in my ears was not the stamp
and go of the engines of the canal dredge to
the music of which I had lately been awak-
ening at my camp in the Everglades.

Of course the sequences straightened
themselves out in due time; Alison’s letter
—the long pull down the canal—dinner in
the Waikiki—my curiously interrupted at-
tempt to go ashore afterward. What ex-
actly had happened in the dinghy after the
two men had dropped into it from the rail
of the slowly drifting vessel? Had one of'
them hit me with the limp-sausage thing he
had drawn from his pocket? If so, why?
And what and where was this uneasy pit
of darkness in which I was lying?

The sense of smell and that of hearing
quickly answered the last of these queries.
The unmistakable stench of bilge water told
me that I was in the hold of a ship, and
with the stench there was a whiff of alcohol.
Also, the sustained rumbling and steady vi-
bration and the rise and fall of my rough-
floor couch said plainly enough that the ves-
sel was a motor craft, or at least an auxil-,
iary, and that it was at sea.

Afterward it occurred to me to wonder
why I did not at once hit upon the explana-
tion which would immediately answer all
the perplexing queries. The accounting was
simple enough if I had only put two and
two together. But my buzzing head and
half-addled faculties refused to codrdinate
and I was still trying to flog the mental
team into line when I heard voices and
clumping footsteps, and a ray of yellow lan-
tern light began to dilute the darkness.
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Dissembling a stupor which was really
more than half the fact I was presently
conscious of the fact that two men were
standing over me and that one of them was
throwing the lantern light on my face.
Through half-opened eyelids I tried to make
them out; and did, dimly. They were
ptetty rough-looking customers—pirates, I
should have called them if the time had
been a century or so earlier. One was short
and thickset, with the expressionless eges
of a pig and a stubbly black beard that
seemed nothing more than a shameless neg-
lect of the razor. The other was a giant in
stature and build and Le reminded me of the
pictures of ogres in the children’s fairy
tales; cropped beard, wide mouth, flaring
nostrils, eyes with a smoky look of savagery
in them.

“Shammin’, d’ye think?” growled the big
;nan, holding the lantern still closer to my
ace.

“We'll see,” returned pig eyes and with
that he planted the toe of his sea boot in
my ribs.

That was sufficient. As if the brutal kick
had been a tonic to clear away all the brain
cobwebs, I leaped up and flung myself upon
the kicker. Since they were two to one it
was a short battle. At its close the giant
had my right arm twisted back in some
sort of a jujutsu hold that threatened to dis-
locate it at the shoulder.

“Oho! Ye’d put up a scrap, would you?”
he offered, giving the arm a twist that nearly
made me forget my manhood and yell for
mercy. “That’s all the thanks we get for
pullin’ ye out o’ the pen, is it?”

“For what?” I raged.

“You know well enough for what. It’s
lucky you’ve got a good friend or two left
that wouldn’t see ye disgracin’ everybody
that belongs to you. All the same, you've
got to work your passage on this hooker.
You're an ingineer, they’re tellin’ me. Get
along aft and dry-nurse that pusher ingine
for a spell. ’Tis long since she’s had a
granduit ingineer to wait on her.”

I was left no choice as to obedience to the
first part of this command. Retaining the
twisting hold on my wrist the giant ran me
ahead of him through the stinking hold, the
short man following with the lantern.
Through a bulkhead door 1 was thrust into
the after hold where a heavy-duty motor
was thumping away at its task of screw
twirling and where the bilge stench was
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thinned—or thickened—with the reek of
gasolihe.

“There’s your job,” said my captor, giv-
ing me a final shove in the direction of the
laboring power producer. “You keep that
baby turnin’ over for what little it’s worth.
And you’d best keep awake on the job, at
that. The gasoline feed has a trick o’ jog-
glin’ loose by times and if it springs a leak
and sets us afire you’ll be the first one to
get cooked, d’ye see?”

With no more talk than this the pair left
me, climbing a short ladder to disappear
through a hatch through which, before it
was closed after them, I had a glimpse of
the stars. Whatever was to come afterward
I was a prisoner for the time being, and if
my jailers were not gallows birds of the
most unmistakable sort their plumage cer-
tainly belied them. Massaging my strained
shoulder I sat upon an empty biscuit box
and tried to make sure that I was not
merely having a bad dream. The two men
had left me the lantern—carelessness fairly
criminal, I thought, in a gasoline-engine
hold with a putatively leaky fuel line—so
I was not in total darkness. Gasping in the
half-stifling, black-hole atmosphere of the
place I tried to pull myself together.

What was this fantastic rigmarole about
saving me from the penitentiary? Would
the drumming motor, keeping even time to
the throbbing pain in my head, help me to
hammer out a sensible answer to that ques-
tion? Like a flash such as might have fol-
lowed an explosion of the gaseous reek of
the engine hold the answer shot itself at me.
Five months earlier Wickham Jeffreys, act-
ing for his father but also turning a trick
for himself, had tried to get rid of me by
shipping me to South America—and
thought he had succeeded. Was this an-
other and more primitive attempt to efface
me?

Slowly, because my head was still aching
like sin, the pieces of the puzzle came to-
gether and began to arrange themselves in
some sort of order. As I have said, after
the brief butt-in upon Alison and me as we
stood at the rail of the Waikiki Jeffreys had
disappeared, leaving—or sending—Pegg
Sefton to take his place as a preventer of
confidences. In the hour, more or less, dur-
ing which I had lingered in the hope of
breaking the Sefton combination Jefireys
had had ample time to set a trap for me.

By this time I hadn’t much doubt of the
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nature of the trap and the identity of the
trapping vessel. The faint smell of alcohol
in the forehold told the story. I had been
sandbagged and taken aboard a Beotlegging
craft, shanghaied in good old-fashioned
style; and the vessel was probably now on
its way to the Bahamas for a cargo of
spirits. Just how Jeffreys had gotten in
touch with the bootleggers and had been
able to cook up the plot in such a short
time still remained something of a mys-
tery, but that was a detail. The plot had
worked. - :

The past thus accounted for, hypothet-
ically at least, the future was the next con-
sideration. What were the bootleggers go-
ing to do with me? That they would at-
tempt to hold me as a member of the £rew
for any considerable length of time was in-
credible. Besides, it wouldn’t be necessary.
A day or so would probably measure the
length of the Waikiki’s stay at Miami and
after she sailed she”would be lost to me
and Jeffreys’ purpese would be fully served.
But there was smail comfort in this conclu-
sion. There was Alison and her still unex-
plained trouble—Alison as a sort of pris-
oner, it seemed to me, in the disreputable
booze party aboard the Waikiki.

With hot pricklings of helpless rage I
pictured Alison’s disappointment when she
should go to the hotel in Miami and find
that I wasn’t keeping my promise to meet
her there; that I had vanished into thin
air. At that moment, if setting the kid-
napers’ ship on fire would have subserved
any good end I felt quite equal to the ap-
plying of the match—or the smoking lan-
tern wick. : :

A little further reflection showed me a
still deeper depth of Wickham Jeffreys’ sud-
denly devised plot for getting rid of me. If
I hadn’t been a criminal in the Colorado in-
stance he had taken pains to make it ap-
pear that I was one now. As a member of
the crew of a bootlegging craft—and what
court would believe that I wasn’t a volun-
tary member?—my status was fixed. If we
should be caught I would go to jail with
the ogre and the pig-eyed one, who would
doubtless swear that I was equally guilty
with themselves. Or they might even swear
that I was their leader.

Taken as a whole it was a most dispirit-
ing prospect. Escape from a gang of Kid-
napers on land was one thing but at sea
it was quite another. If the vessel, to the

‘voice.

chief engineer’s post of which I had been
5o suddenly and forcibly promoted, should
go to Nassau for its lading there might be
a chance for me. I knew there was a regu-
lar boat plying between Miami and Nas-
sau in the season and it was only a. night’s
run across. I had money

The thought of the money made me feel
mechanically in my pockets. My pocket-
book was gone and so was my watch. The
kidnapers had not only sandbagged me;
they had robbed me as well. It was a small
matter, I told myself; it was only a half
chance spoiled. The probabilities were that
the vessel wasn’t headed for Nassau; it was
more likely that it would pick up its con-
traband cargo at some one of the unfre-
quented islands of the group. In which case
the half chance to escape would become no
chance at all.

Musing sourly over the trap into which
I had fallen and more sourly still over the
stupid ease with which I had permitted its
jaws to close upon me I wore away the pain-
ful hours and finally fell asleep to the
thumping grind of the motor—did this and
came broad awake some time later at the
sound of a raucous voice .bellowing down
at me through the opened hatch at the lad-
der head.

“Asleep at the switch, are ye?”’ yelled the
“Shut off the power, afore I come
down there and cave yer ribs in!”—this
with a string of maledictions too profane to
repeat. - And after I had stopped the motor:
“Now then, stand by to take signals, ye
damn’ scupper lubber!”

There were no bells in the engine Lold
and the signals were passed by word of '
mouth from the man at the wheel. Backing
and filling by turns the desired position was
finally secured and I heard the rasping roar
of the chain cable as the descending anchor
ran it out through the hawse hole. We were
evidently -at our. destination,-wherever that
might be, ,

To my relief I was permitted, or rather
ordered, to climb out of the hot and stifling
machinery den to the deck. The arm-twist-
ing giant who had so maltreated me in the
night had not misstated the fact in calling
the vessel a ‘“hooker.” Above the water
line at least she looked a clumsy enough
craft, with the lines and rig of a small coast-
ing schooner. The dawn was just breaking
as I scrambled through the hatchway to the
deck. The schooner was anchored in a lit-
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tle bay; and the bay as nearly as I could
make out was an indentation in the coast of
an islet which appeared to be uninhabited.

Amidships two men whose figures I could
only dimly distinguish were clewing down
the foresail and my two captors were wres-
tling with the bunched canvas of the main-
sail. With an oath the giant ordered me to
fall to and help with the clewing and I did
it because the time didn’t seem to be propi-
tious for inviting another manhandling with
the odds of two or possibly four against me.

With the canvas stowed all hands took
hold to lift a whaleboat out of its chocks
on the roof of the deck house and launch it
over the side; and in this operation I got
a near-hand view of the two other mem-
bers of the crew. They were foreigners;
" Minorcans, as I found out later, and first-
class sailormen. How much they knew or
cared about the legality of the business in
which their vessel was engaged—her name
was the Vesta, as I learned by seeing it
painted on the bow of the whaleboat—was
never made apparent to me. They obeyed
orders and asked no questions.

When the whaleboat was launched, Dor-
gan, the giant, ordered me into it with one
of the Minorcans and himself took the steer-
ing oar. A short pull sufficed to beach the
boat which was hauled up on the sands and
left while the three of us, with Dorgan lead-
ing the way, plunged into the thicketing of
jungle growth which came almost down to
the water’s edge. What we found in the
thicket was what I was fully expecting to
see; a liberal cargo of liquor in cases; stacks
and tiers of the boxes ready to be trans-
ferred to our schooner.

There were no preliminaries to precede
the attacking of “the big job. With a
grunted, “Get into it, you two,” to the sailor
and me, Dorgan shouldered one of the cases
and led the march back to the stranded
whaleboat. Morosely enough and with my
head still throbbing painfully from the ef-
fects of the sandbagging I fell into line as
a stevedore. An uninhabited islet, with the
Vesta as the only means of escape from it,
was not the place for rebellion.

When the whaleboat was loaded so that
there was scant room for the sailor and
me to man the oars we pulled off to the
schooner. In our absence, pig eyes—his
name, as I presently learned, was Israel
Brill—and the remaining sailor had rigged
a sling and a hoist and the cases of contra-
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band were taken aboard and lowered into
the hold. Five trips we made before Dor-
gan gave the word to knock off for break-
fast, a rough-and-ready meal of canned stuff
served with the low roof of the deck house
for a table, and then we went at it again,
working alternate shifts and continuing
through the better part of the forenoon.

During this period of sweating toil in
which Dorgan proved himself a man driver
of sorts, nothing further was said to explain
my kidnaping. But by this time I was in
little doubt as to the true explanation. In
my short sojourn in Florida I had heard
many tales of the rum runners and the
chances they took, but it was not believable
that the most desperate of them would re-
sort to shanghai methods to recruit their
crews. The reasonable explanation was that
Dorgan and Brill had been paid to shanghai
me. And if the bribe were large enough
they would probably see to it that I stayed
shanghaied for as long a time as Jeffreys
had bargained for.

From the fact that T speak of these things
calmly it must not be supposed that I was
taking all this “lying down,” as the phrase
goes. On the contrary, long before the final
load of liquor cases was ferried across to
the Vesta I was so furious that I couldn’t
see straight. To say nothing of the sand-
bagging and the brutal manhandling that
had followed it the time had now passed
when I had promised to meet Alison. She
needed me and my promise was broken.
Somebody was going to pay;.either the giant
or his accomplice or Jeffreys—or all three.

But for the present there was nothing to
be done. The bare islet offered no chance
of escape and without a weapon of some
sort I could accomplish nothing in a mélée
with four antagonists; for I made no doubt
the Minorcans would side with their masters
if it came to blows. Clearly there was noth-
ing for me to do but to bide my time.

With the cargo stowing finished there was
another meal of the canned stuff and it was
eaten in silence. When he was through,
Dorgan motioned me aft—this time I had
eaten with the two sailors—and while Brill
was stretching himself out in the shade of
the bunched mainsail to sleep the big man
herded me down into the little den of a
cabin. :

“Gettin? your bearin’s by this time?” he
asked, pushing me roughly to a seat on one
of the lockers.
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“What I am getting is nothing to what
you will get when the proper time comes,” I
told him wrathfully.

“Still nursin’ the big grouch, are you?”
he grinned.
~ “I am still waiting to be told why you
shanghaied me.”

“T told you that last night,” he returned,
crumbling some leaf tobacco in his hand to
fill his cutty pipe. “Don’t you want to keep
out o’ the pen?”

“The man who paid you for kidnaping me
is much more likely to land in the peniten-
tiary than I am,” I retorted.

“Well, T'll be damned!” he grunted in
mock deprecatlon “if that don’t beat a hog
a-flyin’! Here’s your friend a-tryin’ his
bloomin’ hardest to keep you fr'm runnin’
your neck into trouble; a-payin’ good money
to snatch you out o’ the jaws o’ the de-
vourin’ what-you-may-call-it; and you
kickin’ about it like a bay steer! But it
ain’t no use. We're aimin’ to keep you fr'm
wearin’ the stripes. Might as well get wise
to that first as last.”

At this I looked him straight in the eyes.

“You’re not fooling anybody with all this
talk about ‘friends’ and the ‘penitentiary,’ ”
I said. “You've been paid to keep me out
of the way for a certain length of time and
the man who hired you to do it is no friend
of mine. Al I want to know is this: how
long is my board paid for on this hooker?”

“That sort o’ depends,” he answered,
sucking hard at the pipe which was refus-
ing to draw well. “I ain’t hankerin’ to sail
shipmates with you no longer'n I have to
and neither is Isra’l Brill; you’re too damn’
grouchy. - It might be that we could heave
you overboard t’-morrah mornin’—with not
too far to swim to get onto the mainland
—and then, ag’in, it mightn’t.”

I knew exactly what that meant. The
schooner would be recrossing to the Florida
coast with her cargo the following night and
if the giant got word that the Waikiki had

_put to sea from Biscayne Bay I would be
free to go. Otherwise I wouldn’t.”

- “Well, what about it?” he barked when
I made no reply.

“There isn’t anything about it except that
T’ll do you and your partner in this business
up cold if I get a chance.”

He gave me an exceedingly black look
for this and I could see his big-teeth bite
down upon the stem of his pipt

“See here, my bucko!” he snarled. “One

bad break out o’ you and you’ll never see
Florida ag’in—n’r no other place this side
o’ hell. There ain’t nobody knows how you
made your drop-out in the bay last night
and there ain’t nobody goin’ to know. You
try to ball things up for us and you’ll get
the sandbag ag’in and the next time you
wake up the fishes’ll be gnawin’ at you.
D’ye get that?”

“I hear what you say.”

“All right. If you want to go on livin’
for a spell longer you just let it soak in.
Now if you’ve got any horse sense left you’ll
turn in and sleep a few lines. Come dark
yow’ll be down in the ingine hold ag’in,
a-keepin’ that leaky gasoline pipe fr'm
bustin’ down on us.”

With this the giant heaved himself up and
left me, shutting the companion slide as he
went on deck. And if I had had any doubt
about my status on board it would have
been removed by the click of a hasp and a
padlock. I was still a prisoner.

A very cursory examination of the little
den of a cabin soon convinced me that I
couldn’t break out of it while there were
four men on deck to take the alarm. But as
to that, there was nothing to be gained by
trying to acquire any larger liberty while
the schooner was at anchor in the islet bay.
So, stiffly weary from the strenuous toil of
the forenoon, I stretched myself upon one
of the dirty bunks and almost immediately
fell asleep.

It was pitch dark when Dorgan came to
turn me out and from the racket on deck
I gathered that Brill and the Minorcans
were preparing to get the schooner under
way. With brittle gruffness the giant or-
dered me down into the engine hold where
the dangerous lantern was already lighted
and hung, and T was told to start the motor. -
As before, Dorgan bellowed the signals
down to me and after a short period of
maneuvering I was given the order, “Full
speed ahead,” and the slow rise and fall of
the vessel told me that we were once more
at sea.

More merciful or less careful than he had
been the night before Dorgan left the hatch
at the ladder head open. Though the night
was warm there was a good breeze and the
schooner, as I soon made out, was running
close hauled. By consequence the big main-
sail served as a wind vane to send a cooling
breath now and then into the engine-heated
den. After we had been running for per-
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haps a half hour one of the Minorcan sailors
passed my supper down to me in a panni-
kin and later handed in a can of black cof-
fee hot from the galley. -

That was the beginning of a long night
during which I alternately dozed on the
cracker-box seat and started awake to ex-
amine the dangerous gasoline pipe. Noth-
ing occurred to break the monotony. The
weather held good and save for the ground
swell the sea was as calm as a mill pond.
Out of the last of the dozing periods I was
aroused by Dorgan who had descended the
ladder far enough to enable him to kick me
awake. “Look alive and get onto your
job!” he ordered snappishly and a little
later he bawled down to me to shut off the
motor.

With the power off the silence was almost
deafening. From the lapping of the waves
along the schooner’s side I knew we were
still making way slowly under sail; but
presently the creaking of blocks and the
rattle of the leach rings on the masts gave
notice that we were heaving to.

For possibly half an hour, during which
time the schooner swung gently to the swell
and made no headway, nothing happened.
Then a muffled stuttering announced the ap-
proach of a motor boat and a low-voiced
hail was exchanged. This promised a chance
to learn something of our whereabouts and
I crept up the ladder as far as I dared with-
out showing my head above the coaming of
the hatchway. ;

As nearly as I could judge the motor beat
was lying to under the Vesia’s quarter. At
all events I was able to hear quite distinctly
most of what was said. It was the new-
comer who began.

“The jig’s up,” was the word that came
over the side.
the cutter’s down from Fernandina lookin’
for you. We saw her searchlight off the
inlet less than half an hour ago.”

“How do you know they’re lookin’ for
us?” Dorgan asked.

“Got it straight by. the underground.
How much you got aboard?”

“Just about all she’ll hold.”

“That settles it, then. Take half a night
and more to run it ashore and if you’re here
at daybreak the cutter’ll get a wireless and
be down on us.” ;

Following this there was a low-toned ar-
gument of which I could catch only the
drift. It seemed that the rum runners had

“They've piped you off and -
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an alternative landing place and the man
in the motor boat was urging the necessity
of using it in the present instance. For a
time Dorgan was obstinate. The other
place had its risks, the chief of which was
that to reach it a steamer lane would have
to be traversed, and in daylight. If the
Vesta were known and suspected she would
be certain to be seen and identified.

The conclusion of the argument came
when a beam of light, plainly visible from
my perch at the ladder head, swept like a
giant finger through the sky overhead. The
talk at the schooner’s rail stopped as if the
light beam had suddenly paralyzed the
tongues that were making it. Then some-
body swore feelingly—Brill, I think it was
—and barked out a command to the crew of
two as he sprang for the schooner’s wheel.

I had no more than time to drep to the
floor of the engine hold before Dorgan was
yelling down to me to start the motor and
at the same moment I heard the motor boat
backing away. Since flight would mean a
prolonging of my captivity I made delay as
I could, half minded to dart up the ladder
and try my luck at reaching the departing
messenger boat before it should get out of
reach. There was a light land breeze blow-
ing and I could hear Brill cursing the
Minorcans for their slowness in making sail,

While I hesitated, with my hands on the
engine flywheel to turn it over, Dorgan
swung down the ladder into thg lantern-
lighted pit vomiting profanity. Probably it
was only the instinct of self-preservation
that made me snatch up a wrench and back
away to the port side of the motor. But
the brandished wrench did not stop the
giant.

“Damn your eyes! You'd double cross
us, would you?” he bellowed and with that
he came for me, all claws to clutch and huge
hairy arms to grapple and crush.

CHAPTER III.
THE WHITE SHIP.

As Dorgan came for me I realized that I
had chosen the worst possible place for a
try-out battle with a man who outclassed me
as much as he did. Though at that time I
tipped the scale at a husky hundred and
seventy pounds and was as fit as a hard-
working outdoor life could make me I knew
that nothing but cleverness and skill could
avail me in a fight with a man who certainly
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outweighed me by forty or fifty pounds and
whose brute strength ‘was commensurate
with his size. And when in addition to
that he had me cramped for room, I saw
myself beaten before the battle was begun.
For not even a past master of prize-ring
footwork could have done anything in that
cluttered engine hold.

As luck would have it I got in only one
blow with the caught-up wrench and that
one Dorgan tock on a warding arm. Be-
fore I could swing at him again he had
closed with me across the motor with his
huge hands gripping my throat and if he
could have kept his hold I should have been
a dead man in the few seconds or minutes
that one may live in a garroting clutch that
shuts off both breath and blood..

But fortunately for me the engine was be-
tween us and its cylinders were still so hot
from the long drive we had made that they
burned whatever they touched. It was the
discovery that they would burn that saved
me. Clawing and struggling to break the
strangle hold I happened to get a knee
against the hot cylinders and in all the
agony of starting eyeballs and bursting
lungs I was still able to catch at the straw
of advantage.

With a foot braced against the motor I
pulled the giant over upon the hot machin-
ery. He stood it for a second or so and
then let go with a bellowing oath. This
gave me a chance for a bit of short-arm
work but the choking had left me half para-
lyzed and the blows which should have pur-
chased me a brief breathing space were lit-
tle more than feeble gestures—there was
no punch in them. In a flash he had

clutched me again but this time I contrived"

to dodge the strangle hold and, locked in a
mad grapple that neither dared to break,
we swayed back and forth over the hot en-
gine, each trying to drag the other down
upon the scorching barrier.

In such an awkward wrestling match the
lighter man was naturally bound to get the
worst of it. Shifting his grip in spite of all
I could do to pinion his arms Dorgan finally
got the body squeeze he wanted and crushed
me until I made sure I could hear my ribs
crack—until the lantern-lit den turned first
blood red and then black for me. And
when I came to I was lying on the floor and
Dorgan was starting the motor.

I watched him adjusting spark and throt-
tle, expecting nothing but that he would

pick up the dropped wrench and brain me
with it when he was ready. But he didn’t.
After he had the motor running to please
him—and that:was at its thumping best—
he climbed the ladder and clapped on the
hatch, having paid-no more attention to me
than if I had been a dog which he had
first choked and then kicked aside out of his
way.

This appeared to be the end of things,
for the time being at least. The schocner
was evidently running away; down -the
coast to the southward, I judged, since the
breeze had come quartering from the land
and the slant of the vessel proved that she
was on the starboard tack. And she seemed
to be making capital speed; much better
than her above-water lines would lead one
to expect of her. I could hear thé water
racing under her counter and the dip to lee-
ward showed that the breeze was freshen-
ing.

Painfully I crawled to the cracker-box seat
and pulled myself up on it, groping ten-
derly with investigative fingers to try to de-
termine if Dorgan had broken any ribs in
that last life-extinguishing bear hug. He
hadn’t. Though I was as sore as if I had
been beaten with flails I was still whole as
to bones. Dorgan was too much for me in a
rough-and-tumble, as he had amply proved;
yet in all the keen humiliation of the mo-
ment I was burning with a fierce desire to
get at him in the open, under conditions
where the inequality in bulk and weight
would not give him such a terrific advan-
tage. -

Perhaps this is as good a place as any
to say that I come of Scottish stock, as my
father-name would imply. That blood, as
all the world knows, is slow to anger; but
not easily satisfied with its Dbeatings.
Crouching there upon the box seat, with
every drawn breath a dagger to stab me,
it was not strange that I lost sight of every-
thing but a mad determination to wreak
vengeance upon the two scoundrels who for
a bribe had robbed me of liberty and were
making me a football to be kicked hither
and yon at their pleasure. Then and there
I began to plan to get square in some fash-
ion that would count.

For a weary time, while I studied and
plotted, the schooner held on without shift-
ing a sail or starting a sheet, and from her
yawing and heeling and the occasional
kicking of the lightly buried propeller out
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of water it was apparent that the breeze had
grown still fresher and was rising to a half
gale. I could only guess that we were mak-
ing rapid southing. Unless thesdirection of
the wind had changed, which seemed un-
likely, the Vesta could hardly be headed
otherwhere than down the Florida coast.

Having no means of knowing at what
point the news-bearing motor boat had
.reached us I could form no idea of the
schooner’s position from hour to hour, but
that was a small matter. In any event I
had lost all hope of getting in touch again
with the Waikiki and Alison. Doubtless the
yacht was by this time well on its way to
Havana; with Alison reproacafully conclud-
ing that I had failed her in whatever ex-
tremity she was facing. All of which made
me plot the harder; and perhaps it was the
thought centering upon that remark of
Peggy Sefton’s—that she wouldn’t wonder
if there would be a wedding in Havana—
that finally made me strike hands with a
plan as mad as any vaporing of the unbal-
anced. But of that, more in its place.

In due time the remainder of the night
wore away and in spite of the aches and
pains and other untoward hamperings I got
some sleep. When the engine-hold hatch
was finally opened again I saw that a new
day had come and that the sun was shining.
It was Dorgan’s ogreish face that looked at
me through the square of daylight and his
greeting was an oath followed by a com-
mand to come up and take my turn at the
cook’s galley for breakfast.

Stiff and sore, I climbed the steep ladder
and stepped out on deck. The first few
breaths of good clean fresh air after such
a long confinement in the stifling hold nearly
knocked me over, but the reviving reaction
came quickly and I looked around to take
in the new situation. The half gale of the
night had subsided to a fair sailing wind
and the Vesta was still on the starboard
tack, headed west by south, as I guessed
from the position of the sun, and with a
goodly spread of canvas drawing. There
was no land in sight but off the. port bow
I saw the smoke of a distant steamer, ap-
parently westbound, as we were.

Far astern there was another smoke and
now I understood what Dorgan had said to
the news bearer in the motor boat; that in
the dodging run the other was urging the
schooner would be in a frequented steamer
lane. That lane could be no other than the

strait running between Florida—or the
Florida Keys—and Cuba. What was the
new destination toward which the Vesta was
heading? I only knew that it couldn’t be
Cuba or any of the islands. The United
States was the only country in which the
liquor cargo could be unloaded at a profit.

Coming to matters nearer at hand I saw
that Brill was at the schooner’s wheel and
that he was getting the last life of speed out
of the straining canvas. Dorgan stood at the
after rail with a pair of binoculars and a
glance showed that he was trying to make
out the following vessel whose smoke was
blowing in a long plume to leeward. For-

-ward, squatting on deck with their backs

against the starboard bulwark, were the two
Minorcans. One of them was smoking and
the other seemed to be asleep.

In the cook’s galley T found some remains
of breakfast, and these, with a can of coffee,
hot, thick and black, went some distance
toward making up for the effects of the
manhandling I had taken in the night.
While I was eating Dorgan came and looked
In on me scowling, and I saw that one of
his hands was bandaged with a dirty rag;
evidence that I had contrived to mark him
in the tussle across the hot motor.

“Think you got enough of it last night to
do you for a while?” he demanded with an
ugly leer.

“It will answer for the present. But I'll
take you on again when I can have decent
footing and a little more room,” I said.

“Oho—you will, will you? ~Well, lemme
tell you; the next time I'm goin’ to twist
the damn’ neck off you! Get that?”

“If you are man enough,” I thrust in.
Then: “When are you going to put me
ashore?”

“When we get damn’ good and ready.
And that won’t be to-day n’r t’-morrah.”

“Where are we now?” I inquired, having
no idea he would tell me. But he did,
crabbedly.

“In the straits. Come night we’ll be off
Key West if the wind holds.” And with
that he went aft again.

Now my work on the drainage canal had:
made me fairly familiar with the geography
of the Florida peninsula. If we were going
to be off Key West at nightfall it meant
that we were to make our landing some-
where on the western or Gulf side of the
peninsula. Thoughtfully I passed the pos-
sible landing places in mental review. Of
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course a town wasn’t necessary for the bgot-
legging purpose but a road over which
trucks could be driven was; and I knew of
no practicable road south of Punta Rossa
at the mouth of the Caloosahatchee River,
a few miles below Fort Myers. This was
a full hundred miles up the coast from the
Keys or possibly a hundred and fifty as the
crow flies from Key West.

At the shortest this would mean two or
three days more of the floating prison for
me; or even a longer time if the wind should
remain in its present quarter and the
schooner had to beat up the Gulf from Key
West. At the prospect the desperate plan
I had formulated in the bad hours of- the
night came up for a calm daylight weighing
and measuring. Under favoring conditions
the beginning of it at least seemed feasible.
But I couldn’t see through to the end of it.
That part would be on the knees of the high
gods.

Tobacco hunger, denied now for some
thirty-six hours, accounted -for my next out-
reaching. Since I couldn’t or wouldn’t beg
Dorgan or Brill for a smoke I strolled for-
ward to where the two sailors were crouched
under the weather bulwark.

“Either of you fellows speak English?”
I asked.

“Me, I spik leetle bit,” replied the one
with a pipe.

“I'm about dead for a smoke,” I said.
“Does that mean anything to you?”

Grinning good-naturedly he- fished in his
pocket and brought out another pipe and a
sack of tobacco.

“I smoke—you smoke,” he said, passing
me the necessaries; whereupon I squatted
beside him and filled and lighted.

For a time I held my peace. I could
see Dorgan watching us furtively and I
didn’t want to give him an excuse to come
and drive me aft. Taking a moment when
he was again training the glass upon the
steamer astern I ventured a question.

“Do you and your partner like this ship?”

The pipe lender shrugged. “No ver’
mooch; too many damn-damn.”

“I don’t like it very much, either,” I
agreed. : -

“You been—how you say eet?—shang-
hai? What for? You no sailormans.”

“Money,” I said shortly. “Somebody
paid them.”

Dorgan had marked me down and was
striding forward.

“Get the hell out o’ here!” he growled
when he came up. “Get back in your hole
and look eut for that gasoline pipe.”

The temptation to try it out with him
again was pretty strong as I scrambled to
my feet but the prudent Scottish blood got
in its word in time. Though I knew that
Brill couldn’t leave the wheel to chime in
I wasn’t sure of the Minorcans as yet. So I
returned the borrowed pipe and followed the
big man aft, dropping into the engine hold
when I came to its hatchway, but not be-
fore I had taken another look at the stern-
ward steamer which was slowly overhauling
us.’

That look sent me below with the blood
jumping in my veins. Though the over-
hauling ship was still too far away for
identification, even with a glass, there was
one thing that could be seen quite plainly.
It was painted white!

Naturally, of course, I jumped immedi-
ately to the conclusion that it was the Wai-
kiki and that was what started the grateful
circulation and made me forget my aches
and pains in a fine frenzy of excitement.
Then all at once I remembered that the
steamers of the Fruit Line were also painted
white and the excitement died down. Still,
there was a bare chance, and after I had
tightened up the leaky gasoline connection
and had killed time enough to make the
sweltering heat of the engine hold a plaus-
ible excuse for escaping from it I climbed
the ladder and swung myself up to sit on
the edge of the hatchway. A quick glance
over the stern showed me the white steam
vessel apparently in about the same rela- -
tive position, still too far away for identifi-
cation.

When I had gone below at Dorgan’s com-
mand Brill was at the schooner’s wheel;
but now one of the Minorcans—my pipe
lender—had it and neither Dorgan nor Brill
was to be seen. I supposed they were down
in the little box cabin of the hooker and I
wondered a little at the fact that they should
both leave the deck at the same time. The
deck-house companion slide was apen and I
could hear a murmur of voices. With a
nod to the friendly little foreigner at the
wheel I crept forward.

As the murmur of voices had assured me,
the two rum runners were in the cabin, and
when I broke in as a listener they were talk-
ing about me. Pruned of the thickly inter-
larding profanity, this is what I heard.
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“I told you, night afore last when you

made that dicker with the bloke fr'm the
yacht, that we’d ort to stick to our own
knittin’ ”—this from Brill. “This here kid-
napin’ side line’s goin’ to get us into a hell’s
mess o’ trouble afore we’re through with it.
How do we know who this chap is or what
sort of a rumpus we’ve kicked up by run-
nin’ off with him?”

“Meanin’ that the other bird lied to us?”
said Dorgan.

“Sure he lied. Anybody can see with half
an eye that this feller we've crimped ain’t
no prison dodger.”

“Well, what if he ain’t? Haven’t we got
the money?”

“That’s all right. But there’s more
a-comin’. You take it fr'm me, this chap
ain’t fallin’ for all this as easy as it looks.
I don’t like the cut of his jib. I believe if
he thought it would get him anywhere he’d
scrap both of us in a holy minute.”

“Huh!” Dorgan sneered; “you’ve got
cold feet, Isra’l—that’s all that’s the mat-
ter with you. Ain’t I tellin’ you I got his
goat last night?”

“Maybe you did and then ag’in maybe
you didn’t. Then you had to make it worse
by nobbin’ his watch and money,” Brill
fumed discontentedly. “You listen to what
I'm sayin’. The minute we put him ashore
there’s goin’ to be hell to pay. If he don’t
make us lose our divvy on this cargo it’ll be
because we don’t give him a chance.”

There was silence for a little time and
then Dorgan broke it.

“Maybe you’re right, after all.
had to pull any graveyard stuff in this game
yet but I reckon there’s got to be a first
time for everything. He’ll do ‘it himself
if we give him the right office. He’s dead
crazy to get ashore. It’s my notion that
there’s a heap more io this shanghai busi-
ness than what floated to the top o’ things
night afore last.”

“Well, what’s the play?” Brill asked.

“Short and sweet. Along about dark we
can beat up to’ard the keys and show him
the land close to—short swim, we’ll say.
He’ll fall for it and go overboard in a hurry.
All he wants is a chance. And after he
jumps in, the straits current’ll do the rest.”

“But what if he don’t jump?”

I heard Dorgan give his snarling chuckle.

“If he shies you can stub your toe agin’
something and stumble over onto him, care-
lesslike.”

We ain’t
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I could hear Brill draw his breath with
a sound that was almost as shrill as a whis-
tle.

“Me?” he gulped.

“Yes, you, Isra’l; you’re used to bumpin’
folks off—or leastwise to scuttlin’ ships un-
der ’em; and you’re the one that’s scared
to hang onto him till we take port.”

After this there was another interval of
silence and it was thick enough to be cut
with a knife. It gave me a chance to grasp
the full meaning of what I had heard. These
two kidnapers were coolly planning to
drown me!—that is, if I should refuse to
drown muyself. It was one of those things
that couldn’t be believed and yet had to be
believed. And the motive was so callously
inadequate. At the worst the most they
had to fear from me was that I might talk
after I got ashore and so put a crimp in
their liquor smuggling.

While the schooner heeled to the drag
of her canvas and the wind sang in the cord-
age I listened again, ready to retreat if I
should hear them stirring to come on deck.
But there was no sound save the crackle
of a match as one of them lighted his pipe.
Finally Brill spoke again.

“Didn’t make out that smoke boat that’s
comin’ up astern, did you?”

“Not yet,” Dorgan grunted.
like one o’ the Fruiters.”

“Not to me,” Brill countered. “Not
enough top works. T don’t like the way
she’s hangin’ onto us.”

Dorgan swore morosely.

“Hell! You've got a streak o’ the yel-
low a mile long! S’posin’ she’s anything
you please; s’posin’ she a revenue cutter—
which she ain’t. Can’t nobody touch us till
we get within the three-mile. There ain’t
nothin’ to you, Isra’l, but a little bit of the
know-how about handlin’ a windjammer.
You’d jump out o’ your skin if you was to
hear a mouse gnawin’!”

I drew a breath of relief. This was com-
forting, as far as it went. It assured me
that I had at least one truckling coward to
deal with. It also told me something else;
that while Dorgan was the captain and
leader, Brill was the one who knew what
little either needed to know about navigat-
ing the schooner. The obstacles were clear-
ing away for me, a little at a time. After
a bit I heard Brill again.

“I’m nigh about dead for sleep; I reckon
that’s what' makes me so jumpy. S’pose

“She looks
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you could keep her from broachin’ to while
I turn in for a spell? West and by south’s
the course.”

“Sure I can!” said the giant; and know-
ing that this was my signal to retreat I
" edged away from the companion slide and
was sitting in the open engine-hold hatch-
way again when Dorgan made his appear-
ance on deck.

As I expected he would, the bully came
_ straight for me.

“Didn’t I tell you to get down in that
hold and stay there?” he roared.

“It’s too hot down there,” I retorted.

“Youwll find it a heap hotter in hell,” he
flung back at me as he went on to check
the schooner’s course with a stare into the
binnacle. Evidently the little Minorcan at
the wheel was not steering fine enough,
for Dorgan broke out in a blast of profanity
and struck him a blow in the chest that
would have knocked him down but for his
hold on the spokes of the wheel. The som-
ber-faced little man took the blow without
a murmur but I saw his dark eyes blaze with
suppressed rage as Dorgan went to the
after rail and once more focused his glass
upon the following steamer.

The giant’s prolonged scrutiny of the
overtaking vessel gave me leave to do the
same. One of the things field engineering
does for a man is to train his eyes to long-
distance sight and it is quite likely that I
saw as much with my naked eyes as Dor-
gan did with his glass. The steamship was
creeping up on us gradually but it was ap-
parent that she was proceeding only at
loafing speed. As her course lay she was
headed to pass us to leeward at a distance
of perhaps half a mile. But at the rate she
was steaming I thought some considerable
time would elapse before: we should have
her abeam of us. 3

With Israel Brill’s remark about her top
works to prompt me I studied her as well
as I could, shading my eyes from the glare
of the sun upon the water. It was plain
that she was not a passenger ship of any
type that I was familiar with; she was too
low in the water and as Brill had said there
was a total absence of top works such as a
modern passenger ship carries. Also, if
the distance wasn’t deceiving me, I thought
she was too small to be a liner.

It is odd that the truth didn’t occur to
me at this time, but it didn’t. While T was
still straining my eyes to get a better view
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of the white boat a smell of raw gasoline
came up through the open hatchway in
which I was sitting and I swung down to
find that the leak had started again and
was this time beyond curing by any tempo-
rary tinkering. That being the case and
the safety of the schooner being an essen-
tial part of my double-headed plan for
vengeance and escape I set to work to make
the needed repair in a workmanlike man-
ner and was so long about it that the next
time I climbed to the Izdder head the noon-
day sun was blazing pretty nearly over-
head and the short-sleeved wundershirt
which was the only body garment I had
kept on while working in the hot hold was
more than I needed.

Coming so suddenly out of the gloomy
underdepths into the glaring sunshine it
was perhaps half a minute before I could
wink the- dazzling blindness out of my eyes.
Blurringly I saw that the smaller of the
two Minorcans was still at the wheel and
that Dorgan was pacing a slow sentry go
up and down the weather side of the deck.

As the perspective cleared I looked astern
to find the white steamship. It had disap-
peared as completely as if the sea had swal-
lowed it. For a moment I did not under-
stand what had happened. Then I crouched
to look to leeward under the boom of the
half-winged mainsail. = As the schooner
lifted on a swell the vista tc port and for-
ward widened and I had a nerve-tingling
shock that nearly made me lose my hold
upon the hatchway coaming and tumble
into the hold. At a distance that I judged
to be something less than a half mile, and
steaming slowly on her course, was the
white vessel with the curious lack of top
hamper. . The one chance in a thousand
had tipped the beam. She was the Carter
yacht—the Waikiki!

I knew then that my time was upon me
—and it had come some hours too soon.
Briefly, the plot I had so laboriously con-
cocted during the waking hours of the night,
and had perfected later, after Dorgan had
told me where the schooner was and where
she was going to be, was this: with the com-
ing of darkness I would watch for my
chance of slipping into the deck-house cabin
while both’ of the bullies were on deck and
rummage for arms, which I made no doubt
I should find on board of a vessel given
over to the risky business of liquor smug-
gling. With a pistol or a rifle I could and
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would bring Dorgan and Brill to terms.
Since the schooner would then be off Key
West it would by the same token be off
Havana where, as I had prefigured, the
Waikiki would already be berthed. And
when I had gotten the whip hand of them
I meant to make my captors change their
course and land me at the Cuban city—to
force them to do it at the point of a gun.

But the sight of the Waikiki steaming
along almost within hailing distance fired a
train of determination that blew the more
prudent plan to shards. Alison, in trouble
and depending—or so she had said—upon
me, was in that near-by ship. And. there,
if the might of a single pair of hands could
bring it to pass, I should presently be, too,
and that before the slipping chance should
escape.

Taking it for granted that Brill was still
asleep in the cabin I stole a look at the
steersman. What I meant to do would be
done only if he failed to give the alarm,
since he was facing me and could mark
every move I should make. A hand waved
at him when Dorgan’s back was turned
brought a nod and a smile. That was
- enough. Anxiously I watched the giant, ex-
pecting to see him turn at the forward end
of the deck house and come pacing aft
again. But he did not. Instead he kept on
going forward, stopping only when he
reached the foremast from which point he
could stare across at the Waikiki under the
after-leach of the schooner’s bellying stay-
sail,

This was my chance and I caught at it.
The companion slide was open and the pad-
lock was hanging in'its hasp. Bounding up
I closed the slide noiselessly and snapped
the lock. That disposed of Brill for the
time being. With a quick glance back at
the little steersman—a glance that assured
me that I had nothing to fear from him—
I crouched under the lee of the deck house
and waited for Dorgan to come aft.

CHAPTER 1V.
A STERN CHASE.

As the event proved 1 hadn’t long to wait.
After he had stared a minute or so at the
white yacht Dorgan came tramping aft
again. Oddly enough, as I thought, he did
not see me, though he might have easily if
he had looked across to where I was crouch-
ing ;‘t the corner of the deck house as he
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passed on the weather side. And neither,
it appeared, did he notice that the com-
panion slide- was closed.

I let him get well beyond the line of the
binnacle and the wheel before I ran across
to take a stand near the weather rail, hav-
ing no mind to give him the advantage of
the inclination of the deck as the schooner
heeled to leeward. Now that I was inviting
the unequal battle I would have given much
for a weapon of some sort, any sort, and
would have thought it no disgrace to use
it against such a man mountain as the huge
liquor smuggler. But there was nothing
save the belaying pins in their racks on
either rail and they were too far aft to be
reached in time.

For the time was mighty short. I had
scarcely found my footing before the giant
turned and saw me; saw too that I was
waiting for him, I guess, for he charged
like a mad bull, hugging the rail so that if
I should dodge I’d be forced to give him
the slant of the deck. I did give it to him
as he closed in but only to duck under his
outstretched arms and come up behind him,
handing him a right and left in the short
ribs as I passed. With a volley of oaths
and with an alertness surprising in such a
hulk of a man he spun around to face me
again and again tried to rush me. But
now I had more room to maneuver in and
merely slipped aside, getting under his
guard a second time with a couple of the
short-arm body jabs. And with that the
battle, the real battle, was on in deadly
earnest.

Without being in any enthusiastic sense
a sport fan in college I had been sufficiently
interested in athletics to go in moderately
for wrestling and boxing and in my senior
year the college had been blessed with an
under coach who knew ring fighting from
the bottom up and was willing to impart
his knowledge to any of the men who cared
to stand up to him on the chalked canvas.
From this shrewd and hard-hitting mentor
I had learned two things above all others;
one was never to let it come to a clinch
with a bigger man and the other to seek to
match overpowering weight with cleverness
and agility.

A hot little flurry of give and take showed
me that Dorgan had no “science;” no -
knowledge of the boxing game on its skill-
ful side. His tremendous bulk and strength
were his chief stock in trade. He knew very
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well that if he could once get his hands on
me it would be all over but the bone crack-
ing; but so did I. So I contented myself
with playing him like a hooked fish, giving
ground when he rushed, getting in a blow
when I could and slipping away before he
could recover. The chief disadvantages
were the slant of the deck and the con-
tracted space bhetween the obstructing deck
house and the binnacle stand and the wheel.
If he should succeed in cornering me I knew
I was gone.

In the warm work of the next two or
three minutes I had half a dozen narrow
escapes from the cornering. I soon found
that I could hit him when and where I
chose but I couldn’t stop his bull-like
rushes. When he got his enocrmous weight
in motion nothing short of a stone wall
would have stopped it. Under such condi-
tions the fight speedily developed into a
battle of endurance. Around and about in
the narrow ring of the schooner’s after
deck it surged and shifted. Twice the big
brute got a hamlike hand on my shoulder
but the flimsy undershirt gave him no hold
and both times the failure to force a clinch
gave me a chance to hammer him viciously
while his guard was down.

As any one who has ever put on the
gloves will know, a round in which the fight-
ing is pressed to the limit cannot last in-
definitely without a breathing space. When
the fight began, I thought or hoped that I
could outlast him if I saved myself all I
could and let him work hard enough. But
his furious rushes kept on endlessly and he
was still making them after my breath was
coming in heartbreaking gasps and my foot-
work was beginning to grow uncertain.
Once and once again I slipped just as he
was crowding me against the lee rail and a
moment later I escaped only by leaping
backward over the corner of the deck house.
Breathlessly I knew it must come to a de-
cision before long and in the feinting and
dodging I battered away desperately, break-
ing over and under the guard which he was
now scarcely making any effort to maintain.

Through all this frenzied mélée the
Minorcan at the wheel had kept his place
unmoved and his shipmate forward had
come aft only far enough to get a near-
hand view of what was going on. But now
I saw out of the corner of my eye that this
second man was closing in and I caught a
flash of the sun upon bright steel. The fel-

low had his knife out. Was he going to
use it upon me or upon Dorgan? Above
the volcanic eruption of curses that Dorgan
was pouring out I heard the shrill voice
of the man at the wheel answering my un-
worded question: “No se wmoleste, serior!
Pedro will cut ze hear-rt out of heem!”

That put an entirely new face upon
things. I didn’t care to be a party to a
butchery, even of so hardened a brute as the
big bootlegger. Waving the knife man back
I let Dorgan push me aft past the wheel
and so out of the only space big enough to
afford room to play in. The bully, think-
ing he had me cornered at last, gave a yell
of triumph and closed in. But his triumph
was short lived. As he grabbed me and I
could feel his hot breath upon my face I
snatched one of the iron pipe belaying pins
from its rack; a weapon I had been coveting
from the beginning of the fight but which
had hitherto been out of reach. That set-
tled it. The first swinging blow crippled his
guarding arm, and the next crashing down
upon his unprotected head laid him out.

By this time, of course, Brill was awake
and up and battering at the locked compan-
ion slide but I let him batter while I leaned
against the rail and got my breath. When
I had enough of it to enable me to talk I
turned to the sailor at the wheel.

“T’'m captain of this ship now!” I panted.
“Are you and your partner with me?”

“Si, sefior” he replied just as calmly as
that; ond then he added: ‘“Too mooch
damn-damnun.”

“All right. Vou see that ship out ahead:
You steer so as to catch her if you can. Do
you understand?”

481 Senor

Beckoning the other man, who apparently
had no English, to come and help me I knelt
beside Dorgan to find out whether or not I
had killed him outright. He wasn’t dead—
for which I was duly thankful—but he was
out of the fight permanently. The two
bones of his left forearm were broken and
while the second hlow with the iron belaying
pin hadn’t quite cracked his skull, so far as I
could determine in a hasty examination,
there was little doubt that it would be some
time before the wound would give him leave
to ask what had happened to him.

I suppose it would have been only hu-
mane to have attended to the enemy’s hurts
before doing anything else; but Brill was
still hammering at the companion slide and
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it seemed the part of prudence to bring the
little war to a definite conclusion without;
any more loss of time. The Waikiki was
gradually increasing her lead and if we were
to overtake her, Brill, who was now the only

man aboard of us who knew what the -

schooner could be made to do, must be per-
suaded to take his trick at the wheel.

Catching up the trusty belaying pin I
stood aside and motioned to Pedro to open
the slide. When he did so the fat-faced
skipper popped up like a jack-in-the-box
with a revolver in each hand, sweat stream-
ing, and his red bair on end, not so much
from belligerence, I thought, as from fright.
When he saw Dorgan, bloody-headed and
apparently dead, lying on the deck at his-
feet he pulled both triggers wildly, hitting
nothing, of course, but the circumambient
air. There were two of us to seize and dis-
arm him and we did it promptly.

“Wot in ’ell’s all this?” he yelped when
we had him covered with his own weapons.

“Mutiny on the high seas,” I told him
shortly. “I’'m in command of this hooker
now and if there is to be any .drowning
match pulled off, as you and Dorgan
planned a few hours ago, you’re the one who
will go over the side—not 1.”

That fetched him. “You—you’d murder
me?” he wheezed cravenly. 2

“Just as certainly as you would have mur-
dered me. Only you’ve got it coming to
you and I haven’t.”

At that T was given to see that my esti-
mate of his courage, or rather of his lack of
it, was fully justified. Before I knew what
he was about he had fallen on his marrow
bones and was begging like a dog. Life, life
upon any terms was all he craved and his
_ ravings were so mixed up with bubbling

oaths as to be almost farcial.

“Get up!” I ordered. ‘“You make me
sick! Your partner did have sand enough
to stand up to it until he was knocked out,
but you haven’t the nerve of a jellyfish!
You say you want to live: you’ve got just
one chance for it. If you can make this
windjammer catch up with that yacht out
ahead and put me aboard of her, you live.

_ Otherwise you walk the plank in good old
pirate style!”

He caught at the condition like a drown-
ing man catching at a flung life line.

“I—I'll put you aboard of that smoke
boat or sail the masts out o’ this hooker,”
he gasped stumbling aft to take the wheel.
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Then he burst out in a torrent of profanity
at the two sailors, the imprecations being
the embroidery of an order to set the gaff
topsails. But I stopped that in a hurry—
the cursing, I mean.

“Cut that out—cut it all out!” I said.
“You forget that these men are no longer
your serfs; they’re your masters.” Then
to the two Minorcans: “Do what he tells
you to but kick him if he swears at you.”

While the two sailors were setting the
topsails I slit the sleeve on Dorgan’s broken
arm and examined the fracture, keeping an
eye on Brill meanwhile and also keeping one
of the captured pistols within easy reach.
As nearly as I could tell by feeling, the arm
fracture was simple; the bones were not
splintered. My experience as a boss in vari-
ous construction camps remote from civili-
zation had given me some knowledge of
rough-and-ready surgery so I proceeded to
set the bones as well as I could, whittling

- splints of kindling wood from the galley

with Dorgan’s own clasp knife and cutting
up a piece of sailcloth for bandages. For
the scalp wound I could do nothing better
than to wash it with sea water; since Brill
at my questioning said that the schooner
carried no medicine chest, not even a bottle
of iodine.

While I was working over the fallen giant
the topsails were hoisted and the schooner,
heeling to their draft, began to forge ahead
at a gratifying increase of speed. During
the fight and its mopping-up aftermath the
Waikiki had increased her lead to possibly a
mile. Now that I had time in which to
weigh and measure the probabilities I won-
dered if by any unlucky chance Jeffreys had
recognized the Vesta in passing. If he had,
any attempt we might make to overtake the
yacht was foredoomed to failure.

I knew from having sailed in her that
the Waikiki could leave us as the bullet
leaves the gun if she were put to speed.
But after I had done what I could for Dor-
gan, and went to focus the binocular upon
the vessel ahead, I was confident that as yet
no full-speed order had been sent down to
her engine room. She was still loafing easily
over the long swells and with the glass,
which was a good one, I could make out the
figures of the people on her after-deck
lounge though of course I could not recog-
nize them.

As soon as the Minorcans were free to
help me, we three got Dorgan. down into
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the cabin and spread him out in one of the
bunks; not however until I had first made
sure of Israel Brill by anchoring him to the
wheel standard with a lashing of ropeyarn
around his legs. Having disposed of Dor-
gan, I left Brill tied while I took an inven-
tory of the capture, overhauling the galley
stores to see what we had in the way of
provisions and sounding the gasoline tank
to find out how we were supplied in the mat-
ter of engine fuel. In both respects the
schooner was fairly well found. There was
food enough in tins to last us a week or
more and the gas tank, which was a large
one, was still more than half full.

Next I made another trip to the cabin
and rummaged for arms, making no doubt
that a rum smuggler would carry something
more than the pair of rusty army revolvers
we had taken from Brill. The guess was
confirmed. In one of the lockers I found
four service rifles and another pair of army
pistols, with a box of ammunition. To be
on the safe side I removed this arsenal from
its place in the locker, carrying it forward
into the main hold and hiding it among the
liquor cases. .

Going on deck again I took another look
at the yacht with the glass. Though, to my
landsman’s eye, the added topsails had in-

creased our speed fully one half, the rela-

tive positions of the two vessels seemed un-
changed. As nearly as I could judge we
hadn’t gained a foot in the race; this, too,
with the wind coming still fresher than be-
fore out of the northeast. Turning upon
Brill I asked him if he didn’t have some
more canvas that he could put upon the
schooner.

“More sail?” he gurgled. “Wot in ’ell’s
the matter with you? She’s got every stitch
she can stagger under right now! If we’d
get a capful more o’ this wind she’d go on
her beam ends as sure as the devil’s a hog!”
Then, in shrill terror: “Have a heart, man,
and take these here-lashin’s off my feet!
If she was to go over I'd be drowned like a
rat in a trap!”

I untied him at his plea, saying it would
be small loss to the world if he and all his
tribe were drowned out of hand. At the
same time I told him plainly what would
happen if he took advantage of the unman-
acling.

“One bad break on your part and you
pass out,” T said, touching the pistol which
I had thrust into my belt. “I don’t partic-

ularly want to kiil you in cold blood but if
you pull it down on yourself yowll get it.
And I might add that I can shoot straighter
than you did when we let you come on
deck.”

At this he made voluble protest as to his
good intentions and I was obliged to admit
that he seemed tc be doing his best to over-
take the yacht; though this was possibly
only because the overtaking promised to rid
him of me. He was a skillful sailor; Tl
say that much for him. There was little
questiop but that the schooner was carrying
more sail than was at all prudent in a wind
which was now beginning to pick up a few
whitecaps; when the gusts came her lee
scuppers ran full. But Brill was holding
her to it grimly, easing the helm only when
it seemed inevitable that she would capsize
if he didn’t. =

It is a well-worn nautical maxim that a
stern chase is a long chase. After an hour
or more, during which time a choppy sea
had risen to make the schooner thrash and
pound and her masts to bend like whip-
stocks, Brill shouted to me that the top-
sails had to come off or we’d have the sticks
out of her. Accordingly Pedro and José
manned the downhauls and the dangerous
canvas was taken in. By this time the wind
had freshened to a half gale and a little later
we had to reef both the fore and the main-
sail, in which operation I lent a hand with
the Minorcans while Brill held the schooner
in the wind to bring the booms inboard.

Even under the reduced canvas we flew
along, as it seemed to me, at undiminished
speed, but try as we might we could not re-
duce the distance between us and the Wai-
kiki. After a time it occurred to me that
Jeffreys might be playing with us; that he
might after all have recognized the Vesta
in passing and have given his sailing master
orders to tail us along but not to let us
overtake the yacht. I couldn’t conceive of
any reason which he might have for doing
such a thing but there seemed to be no other
way of accounting for the unvarying dis-
tance between the two vessels when we were
now sailing two miles to cne we had been
making when the chase began.

More than half convinced that this was
the explanation of our inability to come up
to the yacht I settled down to a grim de-
termination to hang on and at least keep the
Waikiki in sight, if possible, and so to follow
her into her port. Up to this time I had
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had no reason to doubt that the port would
be Havana; Alison had said Havana and so
had the Sefton girl.
question of doubt was arising. It was past
mid-afternoon and Dorgan had said' that we
would be off Key West by nightfall. In
rummaging for arms in the cabin I had come
across a roll of dingy charts and I went
below to get it, taking a look at Dorgan
while I was in the cabin. He was breath-
ing regularly but was still locked in a stupor
from the effects of the head wound. Go-
ing back to Brill at the wheel I showed him
‘the chart covering the strait.
“Whereabouts are we?” I asked.
With. a grimy forefinger he indicated our
probable position; at a point about one
third of the distance from the Keys to Cuba
and about the same distance southeast of
Key West. When he did that I glanced at
the compass bearing in the binnacle. Our
course was_precisely what it had been all
day; a few points to the south of due west.
“We're following that yacht,” I said.
“Where is she heading for?”
. “You tell, if you know,” he returped;
adding: “I’'m damned if I do.”
“Key West?” I queried.
He shook his head.

“She’d be bearin’ up

more to the north if she was headin’ for the.

Key.” 1

“Havana, then?”

“Not in a million years. Havana ain’t
such a mighty sight off o’ due south fr'm
where we’re at now. If she holds the course
she’s ‘been steerin’ all day the first landfall
she’ll make’ll be the coast o’ Mexico, some-
wheres along about Tampico.”

Here was a mystery a mile wide. What
had happened in two days to change the
plans of the yacht party? If Alison could
only have told me a little more—but she
bhadn’t—couldn’t. I was left completely in
the dark. But there was only one thing to

~do, as I saw it.- If the Waikiki was to go

on steanring out into the Gulf of Mexico
bound for some port unknown we were go-
ing to keep her in sight as long as we could.
There was neither rhyme nor reason in such
a determination but I was in no frame of
mind to listen to reason.

“You, and Dorgan too, if he ever comes
to his senses again, are due to be mighty
sorry that you took a stranger’s money to
shanghai another stranger,” I said to Brill.
“We are going to overtake that yacht be-
fore we quit if we have to chase her to

But now a disturbing -
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. Panama and back. That’s what you've let

yourselves in for, if you care to know.”

“But, lookee here!” he babbled; ‘“we
ain’t ‘found’ for no such v’yage as that!
There ain’t scoffin’s enough in the galley to
feed us a week!”

“That is all right,” I told him. “When
the provisions give out we’ll go hungry. The
one thing we won’t do is to quit until you've
put me aboard the yacht. That goes as it
lies.”

Three hours later the sun dropped into
the sea ahead of us and his level rays glori-
fied for some brief seconds the shapely out-
line of the Waikiki still steaming straight
into the eye of the sunset. And when dark-
ness came we were tossing alone upon the
heaving waters; alone but for the shimmer
of the electrics on the after deck of the dis-
tant yacht, her lights serving as our guid-
ing beacon.

CHAPTER V.
CHAOS AND OLD NIGHT.

When it came to making preparations for
the night the wind had gone down some-
what and there was a curiously oppressive
heat abroad. At first I was afraid that
with the decrease of our chief motive power
the Waikiki might walk away from us and
be lost in the darkness but after a couple
of hours had passed with her lights neither
nearer nor farther away I knew she must
still be proceeding at half speed, in which
case there was a chance that with good luck
we might possibly be able to keep her in
sight during the night.

If at that time Israel Brill was setting
me down as a lunatic ripe for lacing in a
strait-jacket I couldn’t have blamed him
much. The bare idea of chasing a fast -
steam yacht to an unknown destination with
no better pursuer than a coasting schooner
with a loose-jointed gasoline motor for an
auxiliary was doubtless a lunacy of the first
water; it was like trying to chase an express
train with a hand car. But I was in no
frame of mind to listen to the calm logic
of reason. There was room in my brain for
only one cbsessing and inextinguishable de-
sire—to get aboard of the Waikiki and ex-
plain to Alison Carter just why it was that
I had failed to keep the Miami appointment
with her. ‘

With. the wind moderated and the reefs
shaken out of our sails I directed José to
take the wheel, told him to tell Pedro to
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turn in and gave Brill leave to go below.
Curiously enough, as I thought, he was a
bit dubious about taking the leave.

“I ain’t trustin’ this weatier much,” he
said, sniffing to windward as if he could
smell a change coming. “You know any-
thing about handlin’ a windjammer?”

“Not enough to hurt,” I admitted.

“Well, if it comes on to blow, you yell
- for me. This old hooker ain’t so hellish
much to look at but I don’t want to lose her
in a gale o’ wind.”

“To say nothing of the small fortune in
contraband you’ve got under hatches in the
hold,” I put in.

“You said it,” he returned. “I reckon
that stuff’s worth a heap more than what
the schooner is, if you’d put it into money.”
Then: “What you aimin’ to do with us
when we lay that yacht aboard—if ever we
do?”

“Nothing,” I replied. “I’'m no revenue
officer. I’'m merely making you undo what
you did to me in Biscayne Bay the other
night. When you’ve done it you may go
your ways.”

“Huh! That don’t sound so damn’ crazy,
neither.” Then the craven nature of the
man had to come to the front: “It ain’t
my fault that you was crimped t’other night.
I was dead set agin’ it—told Jim Dorgan
it was a low-down trick to play on any-
body.”

“Walt and say that to Dorgan’s face
when he gets up and can use his one good
arm,” I jeered; and with that I drove him
below.

My watch on deck, which was kept until
midnight, was entirely uneventful. Notwith-
standing Brill’s tentative prophecy about
the weather the wind held steady out of the
northeast and the schooner rode easily. The
motor thumped away with little attention
from me and our rate of sailing was about
the average we had maintained during the
day. Out ahead the shimmering glow of
the Waikiki’s lights held the same relative
position, as nearly as I could judge; and
she, and we, were steering the same course
as at sundown—a little to the south of west.
By this time I knew we must be consider-
ably west of the Havana meridian and I
was led to wonder still more pointedly why
the plans of the yacht party had been
changed and what the change portended.

Though José’s English was strictly lim-
ited I managed to hold a bit of talk with

him now and then through the lonely hours
and to learn a little of his history. Neither
he nor Pedro, who was his cousin, were in
any sort desperadoes. They had been fish-
ermen in the Minorca Islands and had emi-
grated together to Cuba. Finding life
harder there than it had been in the old
country they had drifted to the United
States where they had served as sailors on_
board a number of coasting vessels. They
knew nothing about the liquor smuggling or
its ethics. They had been offered a job
on the Veste and had taken it, asking no
questions.

On my part I told the friendly little for-
eigner as much as I could make him under-
stand of my own predicament, namely that
I had a friend and an enemy on board of
the vessel ahead of us and that I was anx-
ious to help the friend and to do what- .
ever was needful to the enemy. To help
wear out the long watch I got him to show
me a bit about steering a fore-and-aft-rigged
sailing ship; and after I had the hang of
it T took the wheel for a while and relieved
him.

When the time came to call Brill and
Pedro to take the deck I had José rout out
his no-English-speaking cousin first and give
him, as my interpreter, his instructions. He
was to obey Brill’s orders but only in mat-
ters strictly pertaining to the handling of
the schooner. Apart from that he was to
carry one of the pistols and keep a sharp
eye upon his erstwhile skipper. If Brill
should make any move toward trying to
recapture his ship or to change the course
I was to be summoned at once. These in-
structions went through all right if a series
of “si’s” and nods could be taken as evi-
dence that they were understood, but Pedro
balked at the pistol. When I offered him
the weapon he shook his head and pulled
out his sailor’s knife.

“He say he not can hit nossing weth,
peestol,” José explained. “He say he cut
heem weth knife.” :

I thought I was quite safe to turn in and
leave the schooner in Brill’s* hands, and
Brill in Pedro’s hands. Mutiny seemed to
have no terrors for the Minorcans; but as
‘to that I doubted if either Brill or Dorgan
would ever go within gunshot of a court of
law to prefer charges against my allies. The
bootleggers were too deep in the mud them-
selves to try to pull anybody else into the
mire.
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Brill turned out grumbling and swearing
when I shook him awake and by the light
of the smoky, swinging cabin lamp went to
rub his eyes and stare at the barometer.
“Ump!” he growled; “jus’ as I thought—
glass a-droppin’ like a deep-sea lead. Told
you afore I turned in that I smelled hell
a-comin’.”

“Weather?” 1 queried;
bright starlight.”

“That’s aw right; but the glass don’t lie,”
he retorted and with that he stumbled sleep-
ily up the steps to take his watch on deck.

Left to myself I took the swinging lamp
out of its sling and went to have a look at
Dorgan. He was stirring a little and moan-
ing in his sleep and when the light of the
lamp fell upon his face he opened his eyes
and licked his lips like a drunken man
awakening from a debauch. “Water!” he
gurgled and I put the lamp down and drew
him a cupful from the cabin keg.

He gulped the drink to the final drop and
let the cup fall on the floor. Gropingly he
put his free hand to his head and felt the
bandages.

“What hit me?” he asked thickly.

“I did,” T said.

Next he felt the clumsy bundle that rep-
resented the broken arm and raised his head
to try to look at it.

“Busted?” he queried.

“Both bones,” I told him.

“The hell you say! Whadju do it with?”

“A belaying pin. The next time you go
to sea you’d better be sure your belaying
pins are made of wood instead of iron pipe.”

He licked his lips again and closed his
eyes. When he opened them there was a
flicker of something like sardémic humor
in them.

“Say; it was a helluva scrap, wasn’t it?
I didn’t allow there was a man this side o’
Dempsey that could stand up to me as long
as you did. Whadju do to Isra’l Brill?”

I told him briefly and he said: “That was
dead easy. Isral’s got a streak o’ yellow in
him a mile wide. What you doin’ with the
schooner?”

“Chasing that steam yacht. When I can
get aboard of her, you and Brill may take
your hooker and go where you please.” -
. “Jesso. What about the crew?”

“They are with me for the present. You
and Brill have bullied them over the edge
and I don’t think they’ll sail with either
of you again.” :

adding: “It’s
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Silence for a bit and then he said: “Of
coursé you know what yacht that is and
who’s in her?”

“Yes. I imagine I know a geod bit more
about her and her company than you do.”

“Well, it’s a helluva note all round,” he
remarked, closing his eyes again; whereat I
put the lamp back in its place and telling
him to go to sleep if he could rolled into
the bunk lately vacated by Brill and was
dead to the world about as soon as I hit
the blanket roll that served as a pillow.

I hadn’t been asleep for more than a few
minutes—or so it seemed, though it turned
out to have been a couple of hours—before
I was rudely awakened by being flung bod-
ily out of the bunk. At first I thought Brill
had taken some sort of a hitch in his cour-
age and had attacked me but I soon found
that it was the sea and the wind that were
doing the attacking. The little ship seemed
to be on'her beam ends and the noise on
deck, canvas slatting and thundering, cord-
age shrieking and seas crashing, was like -
pandemonium let loose. Above the clamor
I could hear Brill bawling to me to turn
out; and dazed and half drowned in a del-
uge of water that came pouring down the
companion steps I clawed my way to the
deck and closed the slide.

Pandemonium was the name for it. A
squall, or in my ignorance of nautical mat-
ters I thought it was a squall, had struck
us and everything was in the wildest confu-
sion. Brill was at the wheel trying to head
the schooner up into the wind and the two
Minorcans were doing their best to haul in
on the mainsheet to help her around. In-
stinctively I tailed on to the sheet with
them and after a battle that threatened to.
take the canvas sheerly out of the bolt
ropes we won. Agile as a monkey, José
leaped to the halyards the moment we had
the great boom inboard and let the 'sail
come down on the run.

“Make fast—anyway to hold it!” Brill
yelped; and after we had flung ourselves
upon the sail which was still threatening to
.carry itself and us away and had blindly
muzzled it with the slack of the halyards:
“Now the fores’l! Jump for it if you want
to go on livin’!”

Since it had little more than half the
spread of the big mainsail we got the fore-
sail down and smothered in short order,
though with her head to the rising seas the
Vesta was taking water in tons over the for-
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ward bulwarks and the three of us wyere all
but swept away half a dozen times before
we could get the boom guyed amidships and
the thrashing canvas subdued. How we
were able to do all this in the paralyzing
confusion, with the seas tumbling aboard
and no light save that which was born of
a sort of phosphorescent glow that came
from the sea itself I can never tell. But
it was done in some fashion.

Through ‘it all I had to give Brill the
credit of playing the man and the able skip-
per, however much he lacked of attaining
the stature of a man in other respects. In
the breath-catching intervals I could see
him braced at the wheel, holding the
schooner from falling off by sheer main
strength, his stocky, shapeless body bent
like a strained bow. And above the un-
earthly din of the elements his bellowed di-
rections came to our ears in a steady stream
of orders, each in its proper sequence and
none of them, as I remembered afterward,
garnished with his usual outpouring of pro-
fanity.

With the bulk of her canvas off, the
schooner was meeting the mounting billows
with only her head sails—staysail and jib—
still spread. But these were more than she
could carry if Brill should let her fall off
to run before the hurricane. And to run
before it was our only hope; though she
was doing nobly the little ship could not
rise to the curling crests which came crash-
‘ing down upon her foredeck like a succes-
sion of waterspouts.

“Get them head sails off her, quick!”
Brill yelled. “I can’t hold her much
longer!” and together we three began to
struggle forward, fighting desperately for
every foot of the way with the seas that
were coming aboard.

Before we could reach the foremast the
schooner began to fall off in spite of Brill’s
utmost exertions to hold her, and the slat-
ting, hammering headsails took the wind,
bellying out with thunderings like the
booming of guns. Being the lighter canvas
the jib went first. T had a glimpse of it be-
tween gasps as it was flicked out of its bolt
ropes as if by the sweep of a whirling,
keen-edged sword to disappear as a white
patch in the spume to leeward. As for the
heavier staysail, we got jt down and reefed
to a mere triangular patch but only after
strugglings that were fairly superhuman
and drownings so heavy and prolonged that
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more than once I thought the schooner was
actually going down by the head and would
never recover.

The instant we had finished this man-
killing job Brill put the helm up, and spin-
ning like a toe dancer under the lift of-the
rag of staysail we had left spread the Vesta
whirled and raced away before the blast,
taking breath-cutting leaps over the moun-
tainous seas, climbing their backs with a
rush like some frantic wild thing trying to
escape and sliding down into the yawning
valleys at an angle that seemed to promise
certain engulfing at the bottom.

When- we got back to the after deck Brill
was about all in. “Rig a life line and lash
me to it!” he panted; and while I didn’t
know what he meant, José did, and in a
trice we had a line stretched from rail to
rail, with a sling around Brill’s body to
keep him from being torn from his place
at the wheel. Motioning Pedro to take
hold with him I asked him what about the
motor, which was alternately racing like a
windmill when the propeller kicked out of
water and bringing up with a shock that
threatened to tear the inwards out of the
vessel when the spinning screw buned itself
in a following sea.

“We need it!” he gulped. “That rag o’
stays’l ain’t enough to give her steerage way
and.if she broaches to we’re gone! But the
damn’ thing’s goin’ to np the inside out
of her the way it’s actin’ now!”

I may confess frankly that it asked for a
mustering up of all the nerve I had left be-
fore I could dive into the engine hold of
that tossing chip on the sea mountains to
do what the occasion called for; namely,
to stand &ver the straining motor, easing it
when the screw kicked out and giving it
the gas again at the burying moment. There
was no way of making it do this automat-
ically; it was a plain case of handwork with

.the throttle—off when the propeller came

to the surface; on when the next plunge
gave it a grip, timing the movements wx%h
the leap and slide of the schooner over the
giant seas.

I got the hang of it after a few experi-
ments and fancied I could feel at once the
easing of strain on the vessel. Though the
racing speed did not slacken and the sick-
ening climb and still more sickening descent
into the trough kept on with the regularity
of a pendulum swing the laboring motor no
longer threatened to tear itself loose from
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its bed on the keelson SO We were that much
better off.

Now that I was chamed to a mechanical
job asking little or nothing of the brain I
began to speculate anxiously upon the prob-
able fate of the Waikiki in the hurricane.
In the short time I had spent aboard of her
at Miami I had seen rothing of her sailing
master or crew, other than the cabin stew-
ards. If she were‘well-ofﬁCered and manned
she was most likely doing just what we were
doing; running before the storm; making
heavy weather of it without doubt, as we
were, but in no special peril if she were well
handled. Hiram Carter had spared neither
pains nor money to make her entirely sea-
worthy and I knew that she had twice
crossed the Atlantic in winter storms and
had thus proved herself.

Yet, we were in the midst of a raging hell
of waters—and Alison was aboard of the
yacht. Steadily and for years I had been
telling myself that I.was not in love with
my childhood playmate; that Hiram Car-
ter’s money had built an impassable barrier
between us for all time. But I knew.now
that the assurance was a lie; that she was
more to me than any other woman could
ever be; and the mere knowledge that she
was in a vessel—no matter how stanch—
exposed to all the dangers of a tropical hur-
ricane, wrung me with the torments of a
Jost soul. Why hadn’t Jeffreys put in at
Havana as his original purpose was? What
crazy notion had sent him steaming out
upon an unknown sea when his ship’s in-
struments must have told him, as ours had
told Brill, that a storm was on its way?

There were no answers to these ques-
tions. The thing was done and my chance
for interference, i 1 had ever had one, had
vanished in the roaring of the blast. Mom-
ing might find the two ships, if both were
afloat, a hundred miles apart, and the néxt
time I should see Alison, if we both lived
to meet again, she would be—but no; I
couldn’t, wouldn’t think of her as Wick-
ham Jeffreys’ wife. That way lay madness
incurable. :

For hours that were longer than any un-
broken night watch I had ever endured I
stood over the throbbing motor, twitching
the throttle lever first one way and then
the other, keeping even time with the plunge
of the schooner over the wave crest, the
hissing descent into the trough and the rac-
ing climb up the next wave. Morning came
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at last. I saw the first faint graying of a

. delayed and storm-driven dawn marking the

square outline of the hatchway overhead.
There was an ankle-depth of sea water surg-
ing back and forth in the small engine hold,
and I coupled in the power-driven bilge
pump to free it, as I had had to do many
times during the night.

Though the tempest was still shrieking
like a chorus of fiends in the schooner’s rig-
ging, its extreme violence seemed to be
spent. The billows continued to run moun-
tain high but their crests no longer curled’
and broke to throw the propeller out of
water and the endless twitchings of the
throttle became wunnecessary. Stiff and
weary, I pulled myself up the ladder, cling-
ing limpetlike to the hatchway coaming
when I got my head above the deck level. .
Brill, or what I thought might be his dead
body, was hanging in the rope sling by
which we had anchored him to the life line
and José had the wheel. I crept aft and
drew myself up by the binnacle post to
speak to the Minorcan.

“The skipper—is he dead?” I asked.

“No lo sé. 1 t’ink he will be—how you
call eet?—knock’ out.”

I freed Brill from the lashings and he
stirred feebly, as one utterly exhausted.
Even with the help he had had the job
at the wheel had been a frightful one. Leav-
ing him lying spread-eagled upon the deck
I made my way to the galley forward. A
fire was out of the question, of course, but
in rummaging the day hefore I had found a
few candles of solidified alcohol. With one
of these I contrived to heat a kettle of wa-
ter and to make a pot of strong coffee.
After I had poured a little of the hot drink
down Brill’s throat he was able to sit up
and help himself to the rest.

Shortly afterward the two of us, strange
bedfellows of peril, managed to open some
of the food tins and prepare breakfast of a
sort, and it was Brill himself who carried
a portion to José, taking the helm while
the Minorcan ate. In the cabin I fed Dor-
gan what little he would eat. So far as I
could determine he was none the worse for
the half night of terror. He wanted to
know if we’d lost the number of our mess
in the storm and I told him we hadn’t; that
we were all still alive and kicking, thanks
to Brill’s seamanship.

“Yah,” he grunted. “You’ll have to hand
it to Isra’l when it comes to worryin’ a
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windjammer through a blow. That’s one
place where his ‘yellow’ don’t show none.
You've lost the yacht. in the raffle, I
reckon?”

“I suppose s0,” I admitted but I added
that the weather was still too thick to let
us see very far.

“You'll never see her ag’in,” he thrust in
with a grin that the pain of his wounds
turned into a ghastly grimace. “I know
them white-collar yacht skippers. -They
ain’t one, two, three when the real thing hits
’em. I’ll bet my share o’ the rake-off on the
cargo we got in the hold that Mister Man’s
play-sized liner went down with all on
board when that twister hit ’em last night.”

And because Dorgan’s gruesome predic-
tion was the echo of a great fear that was
hourly growing upon me, I climbed to the
deck with a heavy heart.

CHAPTER VI
BREAKERS AHEAD!

When I asked Brill how long the storm
was likely to hold he gave me small en-
couragement.

“I've knowed ’em to blow like this till
you’d think there wa’n’t never goin’ to be
no let-up,” he said, adding: “I ain’t no-
ticed the glass risin’ any yet.”

A glance at the compass showed that our
course had changed completely. As we had
been driving directly before the wind ever
since the storm had struck us we had been
obliged to go wherever we were sent; the
sending now was in a southeasterly direc-
tion, which proved: that the wind had shifted
a full third of the way around the circle at
some time during the night. Our changed
course must, I thought, inevitably wreck
us upon the western extremity of Cuba if
we should keep on and I spoke of this to
Brill.

“Needn’t lose no sleep about that,” was
his reply. “The shift o’ wind didn’t come
till just a little afore day and by that time
I reckon we’d left Cape San Antonio a
ways astern.”

“In that case, what land will we make
first if we keep on driving?”

“Huh!” he snorted, “your guess is as
good as anybody’s. The way we’re headin’
now we've got the hull derned Caribbean
ahead of us. I do’ know no more’n a goat
where we’re at and I won’t know till I can
get a chance to shoot the sun.”

The whole Caribbean! I thought of the
scanty provision in the galley lockers, with
five men to be fed. And until the storm
should abate enough to let us make sail
we were completely at the mercy of the
fates, compelled to go wherever the pouring
blast should blow us.

Now the life of a construction engineer,
as everybody knows, is never any too
thickly crowded with creature comforts, but
in all of my twenty-seven years I had never
put in such a wretched day as this we
tholed through from daybreak to dark.
Though less cyclonic than it had been dur-
ing the night the wind continued to blow
a tremendous gale, the sea ran mountain
high and the atmosphere was so thick with
cloud and scud and spindrift that at no time
were we able to see more than a few hun-
dred yards in any direction.

Under such conditions. life aboard our
chip of a vessel was merely endurance. The
man at the wheel had to be lashed at his
post and though we continued to tear along
at express. speed under our patch of stay-
sail and the kick of the motor, only eternal
vigilance at the helm kept the towering fol-
lowing seas from broaching us. Naturally,
with a total lack of nautical skill I was use-
less at the steering job, though time and
again I offered to take a chance and relieve
the three who were pretty thoroughly done
in under the long strain. But Brill wouldn’t
trust me.

“No,” was his stereotyped objection; “I
reckon you’ve got the nerve all right, but
you ain’t got the ‘know it We’re right
side up yet and I ain’t got no notion o’ let-
tin’ a landsman drowned me at the finish.”

Debarred thus from taking any useful
part in the handling of the schooner I did
what little else there was to be done; looked
after the motor, prepared the scanty meals
and served them and redressed Dorgan’s
scalp wound, which I was glad to note
showed no signs of infection. Helpless with
his broken arm and suffering, as I made no
doubt, from the pain of his hurts and the
pitching and tossing of the vessel which
gave him no chance to relax and lie easily
the big man was singularly good-natured in
a grim fashion. While I was putting the
ciean bandages on his head he asked me
what about that story of Wickham Jeffreys’
—that T was in danger of going to the peni-
tentiary.

“It was a lie cut out of the whole cloth,”
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I told him.
time?”

“Well, it did sound sort o’ fishy,” he con-
fessed. ‘“Was there somethin’ else back of
e

I thought no harm could come of telling
him the simple truth.

“He wants to marry”the woman I want
to marry and I was in his way.”

“Well, now!” rumbled the giant; “ain’t
that hell and repeat? If youd only told
me there was a woman in it——

“Your sandbag didn’t give me a chance,”
I interrupted. “And if I had been allowed
to tell you, you wouldn’t have believed me.”

“Nothin’ so sure about that,” he pro-
tested. “I’'m kinda mushy when you work
the woman racket on me. She was in the
yacht with that smooth-talkin’ double
crosser?”

“Did you believe it at the

“It is her father’s yacht » 1 explained. .

“She is one of the party on board.”

“Huh! I don’t blame you none for rais-
in” merry hell a-tryin’ to get back to where
you belonged. Too bad she’s drownded. I
reckon it’d ’a’ been some comfort if you

could ’a’ drownded along with her.”
~ “You seém to be mighty confident that
the yacht hasn’t outlived the storm.”

“Yacht may be all right but I know them
white-collar skippers,” he said. “But F
reckon it don’t matter so much, after all;
youwll likely be drownded on the same day
0’ the month with her, anyhow.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Isra’l says this here storm’s one o’ them
circulars and he’s scared we’re a-workin’
to’ards the center of it. If so be we are,
you can tell all the home folks good-by.
The old hooker’ll never live past the shift
o’ wind that comes when you hit the suck
hole of a twister.”

Landsman as I was I knew that Dorgan
wasn’t drawing upon his imagination in
predicting the almost certain fate of a ship
drawn into the vortex of a circular hurri-
cane. Was that to be the end of us? I
wondered. And when I thought of the
fate which Dorgan had so confidently meas-
ured out to the Waikiki and her company
I was not so deeply moved over the pros-
pect for the Vesta as I might otherwise have
been.

When night fell—it was only a change
from twilight to full darkness, as you might
say—the gale was still at its height and
from all appearances we were in for another
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night of peril. By this time the terrific
pitching and tossing had become a keen
agony to all of us; more, since the Vesta
was by no means a new vessel, her seams
were opening badly under the continued
racking. All during the afternoon I had
been forced to run the bilge pump at inter-
vals to keep the leakage down and I re-
marked with increasing concern that the in-
tervals grew shorter toward night.

This meant that I had my night’s work
cut out for me in the engine hold if the
schooner was to be kept from foundering,
but before attacking it I took Dorgan’s sup-
per down to him and tried to make him as
comfortable for the night as the conditions
would admit. As I was leaving him he
called me back and thrusting his good arm
under his blanket pillow drew out a sailor’s
ditty bag and gave it to me.

“If you come alive cut o’ this and I don’t

.—and you stand a heap better chance than

what I do—there’s a 1i’’ woman up in
Jacksonville that belongs to me; you can
find her by askin’ for Tom Beasley, Clyde
Line dock. You swipe your watch and
money out o’ that bag, along with the yel-
low-back cent’ry his nobs paid me for kid-
napin’ you, and give what’s left to the 1i’l’
woman. It’s all I got.”

I don’t believe I'm any too soft-hearted
and Dorgan’s treatment of me before his
beating had not been calculated to make me
love him. But the finding of this streak
of sheer humanity in him got me.

“Dorgan,” I said, “you’re not altogether
the brute I've been taking you for, after
all. I owe you an apology because I've been
thinking you were. Be sure that I’ll do
what you ask—if I should live and you
don’t. And the hide goes with the horns;
the little woman you speak of gets the hun-
dredudollar bribe with the rest of your es-
tate.”

“That’s right white of you; I'm damned
if it ain’t,” he said simply; and with that
he turned his face to the wall and I went
to tackle the all-night pumping job in the
engine hold.

There was a good six-inch depth of water
sloshing back and forth in the machinery
den when I dropped into it and a little
longer delay on my part would have put
the motor' out of commission. I started
the pump at once but it was a long time be-
fore I could tell whether or not it was gain-
ing anything on the leaks. Perched on the
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cracker box I got a little sleep now and
again but it was a long night and a trying
one. Having to stick grimly to my post I
was obliged to leave the deck to Brill and
the Minorcans; but while I didn’t trust
Brill at all I thought I could depend upon
my two allies to hold him harmless if he
should try to regain the upper hand.

Along. toward morning the pitching and
tossing grew less violent and I began to
hope that the worst was over. Anxiously
I ‘watched the open hatchway to catch the
first glimmerings of dawn but I missed them
after all, for I was sound asleep on my
perch when Brill’s shout, calling me to turn
out, aroused me. Startled by the note of
fear in his voice I sprang up, rubbing the
sleep out of my eyes. The new day was
come; there was blue sky overhead and the
sun was shining.

But there was another shock of surprise
lying in wait for me when I tumbled up the
ladder. Brill was at the wheel, the wind
had subsided to half a gale and though the
waves were still running high the schooner
was laboring less heavily. Vet it seemed
that we had escaped foundering at sea only
to be wrecked at last. Dead ahead and so
near that the thunder of the breakers upon
an outer reef beat upon the ear like the
booming of cannon there was land. Though
Brill was doing his best to claw off with the
help of the patch of staysail it was evident
that the wind, the seas and a strong tidal
current were driving us helplessly upon the
reef.

This was why Brill had yelled to me.
Pedro and José were fighting desperately
with the water-soaked lashings of the furled
foresail and I understood at once that if
we were to have any chance at all to save
the schooner it would only be by making
sail and making it mighty quickly. In the
pitching surges the motor was barely giving
us weak steerage way. '

In the hot work of the next few minutes
my heart was in my mouth. At every lift
of the ship I expected her to come crash-
ing down upon the reef.
fiends we three finally contrived to cast off
the wet lashings of the foresail and to hoist
“and sheet it home. With this additional
canvas spread, Israel Brill proved that even
the paltriest villain may have some redeem-
ing qualities. With a quick spin of the
wheel that brought the schooner up when
she was within half a length of the breakers

Working like

he averted the catastrophe for the moment,
at least. But this was only a stop-gap that
served to lay us broadside on to the rocks.

“Head sails!” Brill yelled. “Shake the
reefs out o’ that staysl! Jump to it for
your lives!”

We jumped and after a breathless tussle
with wet and swollen ropes the staysail was
hoisted. Brill put the helm hard up and
I fell into the engine hold to speed the mo-
tor to its limit, climbing out again immedi-
ately to lend a hand with the wheel. But i
spite of all our efforts the schooner con-
tinued to edge in toward the crash. Doing
his best Brill could only hold her on a
course roughly paralleling the reef and we
all saw that it needed nothing but the urge
of an extra heavy sea to send us to our
finish. ~

It -was then that I remembered Dorgan
lying crippled in his berth between decks.
Shouting to José to come and take my place
as an extra hand at the wheel I dashed
down into the stuffy little dog kennel of
a cabin. Dorgan was sitting on the edge
of the bunk, blinking dizzily from the ef-
fort of getting up. He knew something was
wrong but was too bewildered to realize
what it was.

“All hands on deck!” I shouted.
about to go on the rocks!”

“I reckoned it was something like that,”
he muttered and with my help he got upon
his feet. Half leading, half carrying him I
got him up the companion steps. There were
half a dozen life belts on the ship but they
were all rotten and frayed and ready to
drop to pieces. I picked out the best one
and tied it around him as he sat on the
deck with his back braced against the deck
house and he gave me a grateful look like
that of a dog out of whose paw you have
just pulled a festering thorn, saying:
“You're the first white man I've knowed
in a month o’ Sundays; you look cut for
yourself and that 1i’l’ poke I give you and
never mind me.”

As he spoke the big seventh wave we had
all been watching for came surging in
froth topped and mountain high from wind-
ward. I had a fleeting glimpse of Pedro
wrapping legs and arms around the weather
shrouds of the mainmast for an anchorage
against the shock, of Brill shoving José
away from the wheel and bending his thick
body to spin the spokes, of the schooner
rising on the huge billow to turn slowly

“We’re
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head on to the reef as Brill put the helm
hard down, and then——

The expected .crash did not come. In-
stead, there was a long, scraping grind as
the ship, lifted high on the insweeping surge,.
barely cleared the jagged coral, shot across
the inner lagoon, buried her forefoot in the
‘sand of a white beach and broke her bow-
sprit short .off in collision with the palm
trees that grew almost down to the water’s
edge. Brill had taken the only chance that
 offered, which was that the big sea would
carry the Vesta completely over the breaker
barrier. And it had. _

"CHAPTER VII.
THE ENCHANTED ISLE.

When the Vesta shot across the compara-
tively quiet lagoon and came to rest with
the slow shock of her grounding upon the

- shelving beach I think we were all more or
less dazed by the sudden and unhoped-for
escape from a shipwreck which would
doubtless have blotted all five of us out,
since the huge seas pounding on the reef
would speedily have beaten the life out of
the strongest swimmer.

Yet, as it presently appeared, we had
missed the shipwreck on the reef only to
lose the schooner in another way. Though I
had jumped into the engine pit the instant
we were over the barrier, and Pedro and
José, yelled at by Brill, had let the fore-
sail come down on the run our headway
could not be checked quickly enough; and
though Brill had spun the wheel fiercely he
had only contrived to hit the land quarter-
ing and we were beached hard and fast with
every sea that came over the reef ramming
us still deeper into the sand.

Not to miss a chance while the seas were
still sweeping in strongly enough to lift the
schooner’s stern we put the motor in the
reverse and tried to back off. But in a few
minutes Brill shouted down to me that it
was no good and I stopped the motor and
climbed to the deck. Brill, forgetting that
but for the Providential “‘seventh” wave he.
might have joined the rest of us in providing
food for the fishes, was exploding in blas-
phemies so horrible as to make even Dorgan
call him down.

“Shut up, you cockroach!” he roared.
“Ain’t it enough that you've still got the
breath o’ life in you? Usin’ it to cuss the
good- God that let you keep it ain’t goin’.
to get you nowheres!”

" ashore was a conspicuous failure.
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Brill quieted down at that and presently
climbed over the stranded bow with me to
see how badly we were hooked up. A very
cursory examination seemed to prove that
the schooner was likely to stay right where
she was until she rotted. Fully a fourth of
her keel was bedded in the sand and my
own conclusion was that nothing short of
the power of the biggest wrecking tug afloat
would ever pull her into deep water.

“We're high and dry,” I told Dorgan
when we had climbed aboard again; then
1 asked Brill if he had any notion as to
where we were—what land we’d made. His
response was a mere guess that anybody
might have thrown out; that we’d been
blown upon one of the many small islands
or keys with which the map of the Carib-
bean is dotted. Asked if these keys were
inhabited he said that some of them were
and others were not, adding with more of
the morose cursings that it had probably
been our luck to hit upon one of the unin-
habited ones.

To prove or disprove this appeared to me
to be the first matter of importance. Our
food supply would be exhausted in three or
four days at the most. If the island were
inhabited we could live; if it were not—
well in that case we should at least know
what we were up against. Accordingly I
detailed Pedro to stay in the schooner with
Dorgan and took Brill and José with me on
an exploring expedition.

As a means of acquiring any definite in-
formation about our landfall the tramp
Taking
the northeastern beach first we came at a
distance of perhaps half a mile from the
schooner to a place where the outer reef
drew in so close to the mainland as scarcely
to break the huge seas which were still tum-
bling in. At this point and for as far as
we could see beyond it the. great billows
were pounding upon the island beach, each
one carrying a miniature tidal wave far up
into the jungle. Clearly there was no thor-
oughfare here and after two or three half-
hearted attempts to penetrate the dense
tropical growth inland we turned back and
tried the opposite direction. '

With the exception that the cul-de-sac
was somewhat farther away from our
stranded ship conditions to the southwest
were much the same as we had found them
in the other direction. Though the barrier
reef preserved its distance it was so nearly
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submerged that the seas broke entirely over
it. Hence our exploration was cut short as
before and for the same reason. This time
we made another and more determined ef-
fort to penetrate to the interior of the
island; did so penetrate for perhaps half a
mile and then gave it up and worked our
way laboriously back to the beach through
thicketings as dense as a. quick-set hedge.
We saw no signs of human occupation in all
this wandering and I doubted much if we
should find any, even after the sea should
go down and give us leave to circle the
island by way of the beach path.

For the remainder of that day we did
nothing because there was nothing much
that we could do. At Dorgan’s suggestion
we set a distress signal flying from the
schooner’s mainmast and as long as daylight
lasted one or another of us was constantly
sweeping our half of the horizon on the
chance of sighting a passing ship. But noth-
ing came of this.

By sunset the sea had gone down and the
wind, which had blown freshly out of the
northwest all day, began to die away, drop-
ping to a dead calm shortly after dark to
usher in a night of sweltering heat. Like
the salamanders they were Dorgan and Brill
elected to sleep in the cabin bunks and the
Minorcans, European-peasantwise, shut
themselves in the dog hole of a forecastle. T
said the sky was all the cover I needed in
such torrid weather, so spreading my blan-
kets on the after deck and with a coil of
the mainsheet for a pillow I prepared to get
what sleep might be had under the double
handicap of the heat and a dense cloud of
voracious mosquitoes.

It was_the mosquitoes that led to a dis-
covery which banished all thoughts of sleep,
for the time being at least. After I had
fought the stinging pests for a while I sat
up with my back against the rail and tried,
with the result of half stifling myself, to
make a mosquito curtain out of a fold of
the blanket. Failing in this I remembered
that engine oil used as an ointment was
something of a 'deterrent and got up to
grope my way to the hatch of the engine
hold. In the act I was brought to face the
dark mass of the forest into which the Vesta
had thrust her bowsprit. Over the tops of
the trees which marked a line scarcely dis-
tinguishable between the forest shadow and
the black bowl of the sky shutting down
upon it I saw a faint red glow.

For a moment I thought it might be the
rising moon and then I remembered that it
was now the dark of the moon. But if it
wasn’t the moon it must be a fire—and a
fire meant inhabitants. Without waking
any of the others I crept to the bow of the
schooner, dropped to the ground and began
to worm my way into the heart of the jungle
thicket.

This forest treading in the dark proved
to be a man-size job, right from the start.
What I don’t know about tropical plants
and trees, as to their names and such, would
fill a shelf in a library; but I can testify
that I met and wrestled with at least a
hundred varieties of vegetable obstacles in
the next half hour, from invisible trees that
took advantage of the black darkness to get
squarely in the way to thorny ground palms
that bayoneted me in passing and tangles of
vine and brier that caught and tripped me
at every step. But whenever there were
openings in the dense foliage ahead I could
get fresh glimpses of the faint red glow,
so I pushed on.
 In the course of time the lapping of little
seas on a beach could be heard and then I
knew I must be nearing the other side of the
island. A little later I came out suddenly,
not upon the sands of a beach as I had
been expecting to, but upon the edge of a
small glade or natural clearing open to the
sea on one side and surrounded by the jun-
gle on the other three. On the seaward side
of the glade a fire was burning and a little
way removed from it there were rude shel-
ters, three of them, that looked in the fire-
light as if they might have been hastily built
out of tree branches and palm fronds.

Around the fire there were figures of men,
some of them stretched out as if asleep,
others sitting up and nursing their knees.
Counting, I made seven of these figures and
under the rude shelters there were others
dimly describable by the glow of the fire;
these all recumbent as sleepers.

Naturally my first impulse was to cross to
the fire and make my presence known to
the men about it. But while I hesitated the
singularity of this camp in the glade had
time to make itself felt. Who were these
people—the fire makers and shelter build-
ers? Not natives, I decided at once. In all
the surroundings there was no hint of per-
manent habitations or cultivated land. But
if they were not islanders, who were they?

I don’t know whether it was a prompting
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of caution or a mere prudent desire to learn
more about them before making my pres-
ence known that led me to skirt the glade
toward the shore to obtain a better point
of view. But I did it and then the wonder-
ful thing happened. I had barely shown
myself, I suppose as a dark shape emerging
cautiously from the thicket, when a figure
in white sprang up from the sands almost
at my feet, gave a frightened little shriek
and started to run.

I think it must have been my good angel

that let one of the tangling brier vines fol-
~low me out of the thicket to trip and send
me stumbling on the beach directly in the
path of the flying figure in white. At any
rate we collided squarely and came down
together in the soft sand, I with my arms
around the woman and my mouth full of
apologies for the awkward stumbling.

It was the apologies that saved me. As I
was struggling to my feet and explaining
volubly that the collision was the result of
the sheerest accident the unknown sharer in
the accident flung her arms about my neck,
and a voice that I would have known if I
had heard it in heaven or hell said:

“Oh, Dick, Dick! Is it—can it be you?”

“Alison!” 1T gasped. “Of all the unbeliev-
able things g

“It’s a miracle,” she said solemnly; “a
heavenly miracle, Dick. Bon’t you know,
I’ve-been sitting here for a long time just
wondering if it wouldn’t be best to walk out
into the water and—and make myself for-
get that I know how to swim and—and just
end it all?” '

“For Heaven’s sake!” I stammered;
“what under the sun has happened?”

She turned to face away from the glade
and slipped an arm in mine.

“Let’s walk a little way along the beach
and I’ll tell you—all I can. But first tell
me how you tome to be here.”

As we walked slowly away and out of
sight of the camp fire I told her briefly of
the shanghai outrage in Biscayne Bay on
the night of the dinner in the Waikik:s and
its later outcome. When I had finished she
was shuddering as if with a chill.

“What an unspeakable villain Wickham
is!” she exclaimed. “If I had known that
night at dinner what I know now—but I
couldn’t even imagine it.”

By this time I thought we were far
enough from the camp in the glade to be
free from any danger of interruption.
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“Suppose we sit down and thrash it out?”
I suggested. “The sand is dry.”

For a moment or two after we had seated
ourselves she was silent. Then she said:
“What did you think of me, Dick, when
you found me ip that hideous lot of rotters
on board the Waikiki?”

“It wasn’t up to me to think anything.
It was your father’s yacht and——"

“You had a right to think anything you
pleased,” she broke in, “but I can explain
—a little. I didn’t even know who these
people were until after we had left New
York and were fairly at sea. Oh, of course,
I knew some of them slightly—Peggy Sef-
ton, for one; but they were not in our set
at gl :

“I’'m listening,” T said.

“It’s all tangled up, even now,” she went
on. “A month ago daddy went to Hon-
duras to see about a contract of some sort.
I wondered a little at his going, because he
hasn’t taken any active part in the com-
pany for a long time. For quite a while’
before he left I thought he seemed worried
over something but he wouldn’t tell me
what it was.”

I thought I knew that good old Hiram
Carter had plenty of cause to worry if he
had any inkling of the way in which the
Jeffreys, father and son, were dragging the
good name of the Carter Company in the
mud, but I didn’t say so to Alison. :

“Is your father still in Honduras?” I
asked.

“I am to suppose he is in Havana wait-
ing for me. I had a letter from him about
two weeks ago in which he asked me to meet
him in Havana. He said that Wickham
Jeffreys was going to take a party down in
.the yacht and that I was to join it. I
thought it a little strange, at the time, that
he should ask me to do that, because he
knew I had been planning to go.to the Ber-
mudas with the Wellingtons. But there was
a worse thing than that in his letter.”

“Is it tellable?”

“To you, yes. Daddy gave me to under-
stand that he.was in some sort of business
trouble that involved his good name and
that the trouble would vanish if I could
make up my mind to marry Wickham Jef-
freys. That was all; no explanations or
anything.”

“Had he said anything about this be-
fore?”

“Not a single word. . He knew that Wick-



32 THE POPULAR MAGAZINE

ham had asked me to marry him—I had
told him that. But he had never said a
word to influence me, one way or the other.
All he said was that he wanted me to be
happ

“Well?” I prompted.

“The Waikiki was lymg in the Hudson
and I went aboard with Hedda, my maid,
one evening after dinner. Wickham was
there to meet us and as he said the other
members of the party wouldn’t come aboard
until late Hedda and I went to our state-
room and went to bed. In the morning we
were at sea and I found out what I was in
for.”

It sounded only a little less high-handed
than my own kidnaping by Dorgan and
Brill but I did not interrupt.

“I saw it was going to be the most dis-
agreeable trip I had ever made but I

thought I could shut my eyes and ears and

stand it for the few days it would take us
to reach Havana and daddy.”

“And then?”

“Then Wickham began on me—at the
first breakfast table. Without saying it out-
right he practically told them all that we
were—that we were engaged. I couldn’t
. deny it—to that crowd—but I did tell
Wickham what I thought of him when I
had the chance. Then, Dick, if you’ll be-
lieve it, he began to threaten! He said
daddy—my daddy!—was in trouble, se-

rious trouble, and that it might end in™

prison. Then he went on to say that his
father was the only one that could save the
situation but there was so much ill-feeling
that he—Wickham—despaired of persuad-
ing his father to intervene.”

“All lies,” I broke in, taking a shot in
the dark but with complete assurance that
it would hit the mark.

“Of course I tried to think so; it was too
horrible to think otherwise. But I was alone
in ‘that wretched mob of drink maniacs.
Wickham kept harping on the one string
continually. If we were once married it
would straighten out everything. His fa-
ther couldn’t go to extremes, as he was
meaning to, if it became a family matter—
things like that. I couldn’t do anything but
fight for time. I told myself that the voy-
age couldn’t last forever and that I'd see
daddy in Havana and find out just how
much of all this that Wickham was saying
was true. Then I thought of you. I was
sure you knew all about the affairs of the

company and that you were somewhere
near Miami and I knew that Wickham
didn’t know you were there. He’d been
telling everybody that you were in Peru.”

Truly, I did know some things about the
inner affairs of the big contracting company
and I suspected a lot more. Ever since
Hiram Carter had withdrawn from the ac-
tive business management there had been
crookedness to burn. And the two Jefireys
were at the heart of the whole disreputable
business. But it didn’t seem needful, just
at the moment, to tell her the things that I
knew and the many more that I suspected.

“Did Wickham finally persuade you?” I
asked.

“NO-”

“Most of your friends—your rich friends
—would call it a good match. And if it
were to save your father’s good name &

“Even then, I’'m afraid I couldn’t.”

“Is it because you dislike Jeffreys?”

“I don’t dislike him—that isn’t the word.
I__})

“Is there some other man?
me if you don’t want to.”

Silence for a little space and then with
the old straightforwarcaness that had always
made me love her: “I don’t know of any
reason why I shouldn’t tell you, Dick.
Yes; there is another man.”

“Ah!” said I. “That makes a difference.
Do I know the other man?”

“I—I think not. But we ‘can leave him
out. He doesn’t’care for me and I am sure
he doesn’t know that I care for him. I
said I don’t dislike Wickham and I don’t—
1 hate him!”

Again there was a silence. From where
we were sitting on the warm beach sand I
could see dimly that this side of the island
was indented by a deep bay and the glare
of the camp fire was in the bight of it. That
there was a reef or an outer barrier of some
sort on this sea front as well as the other
was proved by the distant clash of break-
ers, quite far out it seemed, though in the
darkness I couldn’t see to measure dis-
tances.

As 1 strained my eyes and listened, the
incongruities, not to call them by any
stronger name, came over me with a rush.
The last time I had met Alison Carter we
had sat across the table from each other in
the dining saloon of a richly furnished pri-
vate yacht and the yacht was peacefully an-
chored within sight and sound of a thriv-

Don’t tell
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ing, law-abiding winter-resort city. Now,
only four days later, we were sitting to-
gether on the beach of an unmarked island
somewhere in the Caribbean Sea and she
was telling me a story that fitted in better
with some piratical romance of a past age
than it did with the present.

“Suppose you begin at Miami and bring
it down to date,” I suggested after the si-
lence had grown embarrassingly long.

“The Waikiki sailed in the afternoon of
the next day. Wickham let me go ashore
in the morning alone. I think he knew I
had made an appointment to meet you but
of course he didn’t interfere—didn’t need
to. I waited nearly all the forenoon at the
hotel but nobody had seen or heard of you.
As soon as I went back the yacht sailed and
«-I found that in my absence it had been de-
termined to cross over to the Bahamas for
a few hours’ stop. I knew what that meant
and I was right. We put in at Bimini just
long enough to stock up with liquors for
the yacht’s table and smoking room. Since
that time, or up to early this morning,
Hedda and I have been the only sober per-

. sons on board.”

“The Havana stop was cut out?”

“Postponed, Wickham said; but now I
am beginning to believe that he never meant
to go to Havana at all. They were all keep-
ing something from me; I could see that
plainly—and that they regarded it as a
joke. It made me furious!”

“What did Jeffreys mean to do if he
wasn’t going to Cuba?” I asked.

“I think he meant to keep the yacht at
sea until he succeeded in making me prom-
ise to marry him.”

“Ah; cave-man stuff, pure and simple,”
I commented. Then: “Do you remem-
ber, as the Waikiki was steaming through
the Florida Straits three days ago, she
passed a schooner also headed westward?”

“We passed a number of vessels that day
but. I made out the name of only one.”

“Do you recall the name?”

“Yes; it was Vesta.” >

“That was my ship; or rather, I should
say, it became mine shortly after the Wai-
kiki passed. I headed a mutiny and took
the schooner away from the two bootleggers
who were in command. You say you saw
the name; did Jeffreys see it, too?”

“Yes; it was he who handed me the glass
and told me to try if I could make out the
lettering.” j

3A—p

“Exactly,” 1 said. “He knew I was in
that hooker and he didn’t propose to have
it—and me—follow and overtake him. So
he gave the yacht’s skipper orders to play
with us a while and then to go on and lose
the Vesta. The hurricane did the rest.”

“And you say the Veste is wrecked over
on the other side of this island?”

“Not wrecked; beached. But she’s
aground hard enough to stay there until
kingdom come; or until she falls to pieces.”

“And those horrid men who shanghaied
you?”

“I left them asleep on board the schooner
when I came away; also the two Minorcan
sailors who helped me in the mutiny. But
tell me about the yacht. She’s here, I pre-
sume?”

“Very much here, indeed. She is a wreck
—out at the mouth of this bay. We had
a perfectly frightful time in the hurricane.
I told you that after the stop at Bimini no-
body stayed entirely sober. I think that
applied to Volney, our sailing master, and
to the crew, as well as to the others. A lot
of landlubbers couldn’t have handled the
yacht any worse. We couldn’t tell where
we were and the wireless was smashed. As
nearly as I could tell we just blew wher-
ever the storm chose to take us. It was
about two o’clock in the morning of the
third day when we struck.”

“Heavens!” I interjected; “what an ex-
perience for you!” ;

“I don’t ever want to have to go through
another like it. I don’t know how we got
off. There was'the most sickening confu-
sion; no discipline or order; nobody seemed
to know what to do or how to do anything.
After a terrible time one of the two life-
boats was got over the side. Most of the
crew crowded into it, every man fighting
to save himself and paying no attention
whatever to anybody else. A sea crushed
that boat against the side of the yacht and
I think everybody in it was drowned. Then
the other was lowered and the rest of us
scrambled into it and got away somehow.
But when our boat was finally flung up
on the beach it was smashed into" kindling
wood.” .

There was a catch in her voice as she
stopped and I knew that the frightfulness
of the experience was still with her. It was
the rawest of tragedies; and so utterly un-
called for with a good sea boat like the
Waikiki. v :
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“Did the yacht sink?” T asked.

“No. We all thought she was sinking butj
she wasn’t. She is lying out beyond this
point just before us, some distance from
shore—a wreck, I suppose.”

“How many of you were saved?”

“All of us cabin people and seven of the
crew. And a single day without food has
turned us all into savages.”

“Without food?” I echoed. “Do you
mean to tell me there were no provisions
taken in the boat?”

“Not so much as a tin of ship’s biscuit.
But that wasn’t the worst of it—for me.
Wickham Jeffreys! Oh, Dick, I can’t tell
you what a horrible beast he is! He says
—he says Ill be glad enough to marry him
when we get away from here.”

For a moment the night was no longer
dark for me; it was a bright red. When
I could trust myself to speak I said: ‘“When
I stumbled out of the woods back yonder
a little while ago, did you think I was
Jeffreys?”

“T had good reason to, Dick.” She shud-
dered. And then: “Oh, what a frightful
nightmare it has been!”

As may be imagined it didn’t take me
long to decide definitely upon at least one
thing; that was that she was never going
back to that hell group in the glade. For
a little space the impulse to go there myself
to drag Wickham Jeffreys out by the neck
and kill him was almost too strong to be put
down. But I put it down with the thought
that killing would be too good for him. He
deserved something worse than sudden
death.

“Your maid, Alison,” I said. “Was she
among those who were saved?” 2

“Yes, and she has stood by me so splen-
didly. This evening, just after dark—if it
hadn’t been for Hedda ”  Her voice
trailed off into nothing but I could fill in
the break well enough, and again the mur-
der demon whispered in my ear.

“Damn him!” T gritted and I am sure she
was able to supply the missing antecedent
to the pronoun. Then: “Where is this girl
now?”

“T left her asleep under one of the hut
shelters.”

“We must get her,” I said shortly.
“You’re not going back to that bunch, you
know.” I got up and lifted her to her feet.
“Come with me far enough to show me
where your woman is; I’ll do the rest.”
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And together we set out to return by way
of the curving beach to the glade of the
camp fire.

CHAPTER VIII.
A FLIGHT IN THE DARK.

When we reached the edge of the glade
-I was relieved to see that the figures around
the dying fire—which Alison told me had
-been lighted as a smudge to drive the mos-
quitoes away—were now all recumbent; a
fair indication that the survivors of the
Waikiki’s company were all asleep. Alison
wanted to be the one to go and wake her
maid but I wouldn’t listen to that.

“You will take no more chances, not if
I can help it,” I told her. “Just show me
where the girl is and I’ll bring her out.”

“But she doesn’t know you; and if she
screams and wakes the others——"

“In that case somebody is mighty likely
to get hurt,” T promised. “After what
you’ve told me, I wouldn’t mind running
amuck in that bunch. It’s a crime to let
Wickham Jeffreys go on living, don’t you
think?” :

“But, Dick—for my sake!” she pleaded.
“You are only one man and there are so
many of them!”

“I have this,” I said, showing her the
rusty revolver which I had been carrying in
my belt as a persuader for Brill.

“Hedda is under this nearest shelter,” she
said, pointing. “That is she, on the side
farthest from the fire. You'll be awfully
careful?”

“Naturally, with your safety at stake.
Stay- here in the shadows and don’t show
yourself no matter what happens. I won’t
be long.about it.”

One never knows what experience in life
is going to turn up later as the one thing
critically needful. Once on a preliminary
survey for a mining railroad in the Idaho
mountains I had numbered in my gang an
old hunter and woodsman who had taught
me the art—for it is no less than an art—
of deer stalking. Flat on my stomach I
wormed my way toward the shelters in the
open glade, wriggling forward by slow inch-
ings and never taking my eyes from the fig-
ures around the fire.” Twice, and once again
when one of the men stirred, I stopped and
tried to look as much as possible like a log,
but there was no alarin given.

In due time I was within arm’s reach of
the sleeping young woman. Luckily she
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was lying a little apart from the others, flat
on her back and with her mouth open; a
big girl, with the arm she had thrown over
her head muscular enough to garrote a giant
and her deep bosom rising and subsiding
like the swell of a little sea. Choosing the
instant of breath taking I clapped a hand
over the open mouth and put my lips to her
ear.

“Don’t make a noise—for your life!” I
hissed. “Miss Carter wants you!”

For a battling moment I had my hands
full to keep her quiet. She was as strong
as a daughter of the vikings. As a mat-
ter of fact, I had to draw the revolver and
press the cold muzzle of it to her head
before I could make her understand that she
must stop struggling and come with me.
And even at that I couldn’t force her to lie
down and creep away silently. She bounced
to her feet and all I could do was to spring
up and run with her, ready to cover the re-
treat with the revolver if the hue and cry
should be raised.

Fortunately the alarm wasn’t given. As
if they had all been drunk the sleepers at
the fire and under the shelters slept on un-
disturbed, and running swiftly we soon
reached the fringe of the jungle and found
Alison.

From that to gettmg away from the vicin-
ity of the glade was an easy matter. Keep-
ing in the shadows of the wood we retreated
to the beach and soon put distance between
us and the landing place of the shipwrecked
yvacht’s company. There was some little
method in this. It was certain that as soon
as Alison and her maid were missed a search
would be made and while I had no plan
as yet reaching beyond a return to the
stranded schooner I thought it would be
wise not to leave too plain a trail across
the island. To avoid doing so we kept on
along the beach for a full half mile before
turning to enter the jungle.

It was then that the real work of the
flight began. I had found it difficult enough
to cross the island alone in the darkness;
but with two women to pilot and help the
difficuliies were much more than multiplied
by three. Uncounted times during the fight
with the vegetation I had to kneel and
grope to free Alison’s skirts or the Swedish
girl’s from the brier tangles, and even so
I knew they were going to come out of the
thicket in rags and tatters. But neither of
them complained.
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As the longest night will finally come to
an end so will the most toilsome flight. In
due course of time we came out upon the
other beach not so very far from the black
bulk of the stranded Vesta. A cooling breeze
had sprung up, blowing in from the sea,
and I was glad, thinking it would drive the
mosquitoes back from the beach, as it did.
The red lantern which we had hoisted at
the Veste’s masthead at dark glowed like
a red star against a background of white-
starred black velvet and I pointed it out to
Alison.

“That light is on the schooner. It’s only
a little way now. Are you terribly tired?”

“Not so tired as—as hungry,” she re-
turned in a weak little voice.

It was then and only then that I recalled
what she had told me about the lack of
food in the camp of the castaways. And
here I had been dragging her for miles
through a labyrinth formidable enough to
have wearied a well-fed athlete.

“If you can keep going just a bit longer,”
I said, and when I slipped an arm around
her she was worn enough to lean on me like
a tired child.

At the schooner there was neither sight
nor sound to reveal the fact that four men
were asleep in her. The rope by means of
which I had descended from the deck hung
over the bows and I showed the Swedish
girl how she was to knot it under her mis-
tress’ arms after I had climbed aboard.
With the help of the rope I soon had Alison
beside me and together we hauled the bulky
daughter of vikings up to where she could
lay hold of the bulwark.

“Those terrible ruffians who kidnaped
you,” said Alison clinging to me as I led her
aft, “where are they?”

“Between decks and sound asleep,” I an-
swered. “I don’t suppose anything short of
an earthquake would rouse them. It is the
first chance they have had to catch up in
two pretty hard days and nights.” And you
needn’t be afraid of them, asleep or awake.
One of them wouldn’t hurt you if he could
and the other couldn’t if he would, because
he knows I'd kill him.”

“And the others—the sailors?”

“They are asleep too—in the forecastle.
But they are my friends and fellow muti-
neers. We are three men to two and one
of the two has a broken arm. You are per-
fectly safe, so far as this vessel's company -
is concerned.”
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Telling the two women to sit down on my
blankets and rest I tiptoed forward to the
galley and with one of the alcohol candles
for-a fire heated some water and made a pot
of coffee. This, with a tin of biscuits, a can
of bully beef and another of apricots, I car-
ried aft to the starved ones.

“Can you manage to eat by the star-

-light?” I asked.

~ “I could eat in the deepest, darkest dun-
geon of a Middle Ages castle,” Alison said,
with a tired little laugh; and the laugh did
me more good than anything except the way
she ate and drank and chirked up under the
stimulus of the food and the hot coffee and
speedily became the self-reliant, -clear-
headed girl I had known so well in our
childbyod days.

“Well, what next?” she inquired after the
biscuit tin had been emptied, even to the
crumbs, by the two of them. “Do you sup-
pose Wickham Jeffreys is going to let me
vanish into thin air without trying to find

“out what has become of me?”

I had rearranged the blankets and now I
told the Swedish girl to lie down and have
her nap out. When she was asleep, which
was in less than half a minute after she had

stretched herself under the lee of the rail, I

answered Alison’s question by asking one of
my own: :

“Tell me; is Jeffreys as madly in love
with you as all this cave-man stuff would
seem to indicate?”

“Honestly, Dick, I don’t think he is; not
even the kind of love that such a brute as
he is is capable of. I imagine there is some-
thing bigger and deeper at the bottom of all
this. Whatever else he is, Wickham is not
a fool. He must know that if he should
‘force me to marry him nothing on earth
could force me to live with him as his wife
after we get back to civilization.”

“You have no idea of what the bigger
thing is?”

“Not in the least. But I do know this;
that not even a cave man in love with a
cave woman—but it is too horrible to talk
about.” , =

“And yet you say he is bent upon mar-
rying you.”

“He said that I'd got to marry him; that
I'd never see daddy again until we were
safely man and wife; that he wouldn’t stop
at anything to make me take him and take
him willingly.*

“That clears -the air a bit,” I said. “I

don’t know any more than a goat what is to °
become of us here on this lonesome island
or what we shall do when our food supply is
gone, but I do know this, that when Wick-
ham Jeffreys gets you in his power again it
will be after I am too dead to ‘bury. That’s
that. Now curl up there beside your woman
and go to sleep. To-morrow may be a very
busy day for all of us.”

“And you?” she asked.

“I shall sleep too, but not just yet.
put our fortress in‘a state of siege first.”

“Have I got to go to sleep?”

-“You have. I'm the captain of this
hooker—the pirate captain, if you please—
and my -orders must be obeyed. Good
night.”

She put out her hand. “You’re good,
Dick; always good and dear and splendidly

i

dependable. You came to-night like a spe-
cial angel from heaven. Wo-won't you Kkiss
me?”

Of course I did it, trying to make the kiss
as cool and brotherly as it ought to have
been since she had told me that there was
another man who was the only one that had
the right to kiss her any other way. But
after it was done and the touch of her soft
lips was burning itself into my very soul

T told myself that there must be no more

of this; that it must be strictly a case of
tcuch not, handle not, for me. After which
I went forward to rout out José and put him
on guard, telling him of the presence of
the women on the schooner and of the Wai-
kiki survivors on the other side of the island
and of the new danger that threatened us in
consequence. Having his assurance that he
would call me mstantly if anything unto-
ward occurred I stretched myself on the
bunched staysail to try for the sleep which
the wonderful discovery and exciting ex-
periences of the past few hours were threat-
ening to postpone indefinitely.

Sleep came at last but not, however, un- .
til after I had sorted out some of the prob-
lems and possibilities. It was not difficult
to find a starting point. Wickham Jeffreys
as I knew him, spendthrift, loose liver, high
roller, was not the man to grab off the meth-
ods of the bandit and the holdup artist un-
less there were some powerful motive to
drive him. Discounting the argument he
had used upon Alison—that her father was
in danger of a prison sentence and that he,
Jeffreys, was seeking to avert the catastro-
phe—it required no stretch of the imagina-
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tion to postulate what I was convinced was
the true state of affairs; namely that it was
the Jeffreys, father and son, who were in
danger of the prison sertence and that hon-
est old Hiram Carter was the person who
would do the sentencing unless some means
were found of tying his hands. And what
means could ‘be more effective than the
marriage of one of the criminals to the only
daughter of the chief prosecutor?

With so much assumed it was not to be
supposed that Jeffreys would quit simply be-
cause Alison and her maid had disappeared
in the night. He would know that the two
women could not get very far away and with
the men of his party to help he would speed-
ily comb the island for them. The only
thing that might delay the search would
be the lack of food; but this lack was going
to be our own too, very shortly. True,
there were coconuts on the trees and shell-
fish in the lagoon; Alison had told me that
a scanty supply of both had been gathered
by the Waikiki survivors during the day;
but these were poor filling for white stom-
achs.

At this I remembered another thing that
Alison had said; that the Waikiki was still
above water on an offshore rock or shoal.
There were doubtless plenty of provisions
on board the yacht, out of reach for the
boatless crew on the other side of the island
but not out of reach for us. The Vesta’s
whaleboat was still firmly lashed in its
chocks on top of our deck house, having
come through the hurricane without being
carried away and without damage. If the
sea should remain calm, what was to prevent
our sailing around the island and looting
the wreck in our own behalf?

It was with this cheering thought in mind
that I finally fell asleep; and it was broad
day and the sun was peering over the island
treetops at us when I awoke to find Dor-
gan standing over me. He was pointing
aft and saying: “Hell’s bells, pardner!
Lookee what’s been fetched us in the
night!”

I looked and saw the two women still
sleeping snuggled in the blankets.

“I brought them, Dorgan,” I said. “The
yacht is wrecked on the other side of this
island. I saw the light of a fire after you’d
gone to bed and went over to investigate.”
Then I told him briefly the circumstances,
or enough of them to let him get hold of the
situation.
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“Well, I'm damned!” he commented.

* “Wouldn’t that jar your back teeth loose?

Hell’s own hurricane for two days and
nights and both ships blowed ashore on the
same pin point o’ land! Nobody’ll ever
believe it. What you goin’ to do with them
women?”

“We are. going to keep them with us, of
course.” Then I looked him in the eyes:
“And, besides that, we’re going to treat
them as if they owned the earth and every-
thing on it. Do you get that, Dorgan?”

“Huh! You don’t need to say that to
me; Isra’l Brill is the one you got to rub

that into. I done told you what my mushy
spot is. But Isra’l, he’s another keg o’
nails, he is.”

“I’ll fix Brill,” I said. “Where is he?”

“Still corkin’ it off in his bunk; looks like
he’s goin’ to snooze the clock around. But
what about these folk on t’other side? Do
they know you've got the women?”

“They know it now—or at least they know
they haven’t got them. We’ll likely have
visitors before the day is over.”

“Peaceable?—or warlike?”

“Warlike, most probably.”

“All right. I've got one good arm and
hand yet—if you reckon you could make
out to trust me with a gun.”

I took the bull by the horns because I
knew I'd have to sooner or later. “I’d trust
you anywhere, Dorgan, if you gave me your
word.”

“You can,” he remarked, shortly; adding:
“Only you’d better not trust Isra’l. He’d
do you up in a holy minute if you gave him
a chance to get out of it with a whole skin.”

It was just here that the interruption
broke in. Brill hadn’t slept the clock
around. I saw his red head and heavy
shoulders coming up out of the companion-
way and heard his astonished whistle when
his eyes lighted upon the women. Alison
heard it, too, and started up like a scared
wild creature. By that time I had run aft
and was on the job.

“The least said is the soonest mended,
Brill,” T snapped at him. “I’'m the captain
of this ship and this lady and her maid are
my guests. So long as you treat them as my
guests you’ll live. When you forget you'll
die. Go up forward and Dorgan will tell
you what happened in the night.”

“Goodness!” said Alison with a little
shudder. “What a dreadful face! Is he
one of your kidnaaers?”
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“Yes; and that is the other up there by
the foremast; the big man with the band-
aged arm and head. Did you have a good
sleep?”’

She was stretching her pretty arms over
her head.

“The best I've had in I don’t know how
many nights. Oh, but it’s good not to have
the nightmare, Dick!”

Her saying that gave me a thrill like the
pricking of pins. Here we were stranded on
an uninhabited islet and with a fair-to-mid-
dling prospect of starving before we were
through with it and yet the misery she had
been enduring had been so bitter that the
present and prospective hardships seemed as
nothing to her.

While she was speaking the Swedish-

young woman stirred, threw off the blanket
and got upon her feet. Seen in daylight
she was a magnificent specimen of the Scan-
dinavian peasant type, generously large, not
‘unshapely, with big blue eyes, a milk-white
skin and a perfect mane of tow-colored hair
which she was wearing in a thick braid
down her back. She looked at me with a
calm stare.

“Aye faight you las’ night baycoose Aye
tank you bane Mester Vickham,” she said
slowly. :

“That’s all right, Hedda,” I returned
laughing. “I couldn’t let you make a noise,
you know, and rouse the others.” Then I
turned to Alison: ‘“The cabin is yours,
though you won’t find much down there but
a washbasin and some water. While you're
gone I'll see what I can do toward getting
breakfast.”

But here the daughter of vikings had her
say: “You vait yoost liddle vile and lat dem
breakfast vait, too. If you got somedings
to eat I bane cook it for averybody.”

“Can she?” I asked Alison.

“I wouldn’t put anything beyond Hedda.
She is a treasure.”

While the women were below I went for-
ward and joined Brill and Dorgan at the
foremast. Dorgan was ready with a ques-
tion.

“What’s your lay when them dickies fr'm
t’other side turn up?”

“If we’re here we’ll turn them down,” I
‘replied.

“They’ll want the women back?”

“Undoubtedly.”

“How many did you say there was of
’em?"

“There are eleven men in all—and five

‘women.”

“Will the men fight?”

“If your bribe payer can make them—
yes.” ;

“A little worse’n two to one; reckon we
can stand ’em off?”

“We’ve got it to do—if we’re here.”

“You said that afore—if we’re here.
Where else would we be?”

I pointed to the whaleboat.

“Miss Carter says the yacht didn’t sink
and that it hasn’t gone to pieces yet. It
is hung up on a reef or shoal on the other
side of the island. The other people can’t
get to it because they have no boat. But
we can.”

Dorgan grinned.

“We got a wreck of our own; whadda we
want of another?” :

“Your head must be hurting you again,”
T said. “If the sea hasn’t looted her com-:
pletely the Waikiki has plenty of good food
aboard.”

“You ride,” the big man chuckled. “I
reckon I’'m one o’ them willies that has to
have their heads chopped off afore they
know ’at they’re dead.”

Brill didn’t say anything but he called
José and Pedro and sent them aloft to rig
a tackle for hoisting the whaleboat over the
side; and he did it without cursing.

Some half hour later Hedda dished us up
a breakfast which, though it made reckless
havoc of our scanty larder stock was a vast
improvement upon anything we’d had since
the Vesta had left Miami. Dorgan, Brill
and the sailors gorged themselves at the gal-
ley but Hedda served Alison and me on the
break of the deck house. While we were eat-
ing I told Alison that our food supply was
about exhausted and that if we couldn’t re-
new it from the wreck of the Waikiki we'd
soon be no better off than the yacht’s sur-
vivors. This brought on more talk about
our situation as castaways and the prospects
for a rescue. Volney, the sailing master
of the yacht, had been lost when the Wai-
kiki struck and the first boatload of the
panic-stricken went down, and from what
Alison was able to tell me I gathered that
there was no one among the survivors who
could make even an intelligent guess as to
the longitude and latitude of our island. >

“Brill ‘shot the sun’ yesterday and he
says our latitude is between nineteen and
twenty degrees, north, which would put us
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well out of the track of the steamer lines,”
I said. “Beyond that it is all guesswork.
We are just somewhere in the Caribbean.”

“That sounds tragic, doesn’t it!” she
commented with a little shiver. “When the
news gets out I suppose that will be the
headline in the home newspapers:
the Private Vacht Weikiki—Somewhere in
the Caribbean.’
gone i

“We won’t borrow trouble from the fu-
ture,” I hastened to say. “The Caribbean
isn’t as wide as the Pacific or even the At-
lantic. Besides we are going to have trouble
nearer at hand. I believe Jeffreys has the
best of reasons-for not wanting to lose you;
a much more vital reason than the sham
altruistic notion he was trymg to make you
swallow. Den’t you?”

She nodded and said: “I wonder if we
are thinking of the same thing, Dick?”

“That the penitentiary threat is really
hanging over Jeffreys and his father instead
of over your father?” I suggested.

She nodded again, saying: “Could it be
that way?”

“I am pretty confident that it is that way.
Everything points to it. I know positively
that the two - Jefireys are as crooked as
rams’ horns; that was why I was fired last
spring in Colorado—as a scapegoat to cover
up some of their grafting. It says itself
that if you were married to Wickham your
father wouldn’t prosecute; and if the Jef-
freys are in a criminal hole—which seems
likely—he’d pay them out of it and take the
loss himself to save you from a scandal and
disgrace. Haven’t you ever considered it
in that light?”

“I have,” she returned, which proved
what I had always known—that she was
much more clear-headed and logical than
most young women who haven’t had to go
up against the grimmer realities of life.

“In that case we haven’t heard the last
of Wickham Jeffreys,” I went on. “You
are his sheet anchor—his hope of salvation
—and he isn’t going to lose you without a
struggle. What sort of a crew did you have
in the Waikiki? Scoundrels, I should say,
from what they did when the yacht struck.”

“Those that were saved were no better.
You'd think they were hired ruffians from
the way they act.”

“They probably are, and Jeffreys picked
them for his purpose. This island is small
and he’ll comb it in his search for you and

‘Lost,
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Hedda. When he finds this schooner and
recognizes her he’ll know what’s happened
and that you are with me. That will mean
war. Wickham Jeffreys is not precisely the
kind ‘of material out of which buccaneers
and bloody-handed pirates are made. But
even a rat will bite when it is cornered.”

She looked at me wide-eyed.

“Are you trying to frighten me, Dick?”

“The Lord forbid! I am only trying to
prepare you fcr what may happen. If
Wickham and his gang find us, as they are
morally certain to, there will be battle and
murder and quite possibly sudden death.
I’'m going to dodge all this if I can, but
if worst comes to worst——"

“I understand,” she broke in quite calmly.
Then she repeated what she had said in
the night: “You’re good, Dick; always good
and dependable. I think I am going to
owe you more than I can ever repay.”

“Nothing like it!” I rejoined as lightly as
I could, loving her as I did. “Now, if you
are ready we'l disappear and at least post-
pone the evil day for a little while.” ;

Pedro and José had gotten the whaleboat
over the side and around under the stern
of the schooner and Brill had rigged a spare
staysail boom for a stub mast with a lug
sail. It seemed only the part of prudence
to take what was left of our provisions, so
I told José to empty the galley locker into
the boat and to add a breaker of water
drawn from the Vesta’s fresh-water butt.
The one important thing that I forgot to
do—and the memory lapse was inexcusable
—was to go down into the hold and get
the arms and ammunition from their hiding
place in the liquor cargo.

The seven of us made a fairly full load
for the whaleboat but though there was a
steady land breeze blowing there was no
sea on and the lagoon was like a mill pond.
When the Mlnorcans had set the tiny sail
Brill took the steering oar and we shoved
off. As yet there had been neither sight nor
sound from the jungle but I was momently
expecting both. I could easily picture Jef-
freys’ dismay and rage—not to speak of any
uglier emotions—when he found that his
safety anchor had been pulled up by the
roots.

With the breeze coming off the land we
had a fair sailing wind and the whaleboat
behaved very well, making good time as we
coasted along between the reef and the
mainland. The coast line of the island on
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that side—an both sides, as we afterward
learned—was somewhat irregular, being in-
dented with little bays and coves with blunt
headlands to separate them, and it was just
as we were rounding the first of these head-
lands and were getting our last glimpse of
the beached Vesta that Alison laid a hand
on my arm. “Look!” she whispered and
when I looked I saw the beach at the
schooner’s bow suddenly dotted with the
figures of men.

Dorgan saw them too and gave his wide-
mouthed grin.

“I reckon we didn’t crawl out none too
soon,” he observed. And then: “Whadda
you allow they’ll do to the schooner?”

“Raid the cargo,” I prophesied; “do that
and try to make your contraband answer
for the food they haven’t got.”

“Here’s hopin’ it’ll p’ison the last one of
’em deader’n a nit!” said Brill bitterly; and
then a twist of the steering oar sent us past
the point of land and blotted out the distant
view of the Vesta and her raiders.

CHAPTER IX.
THE LAST OF THE “VESTA.”

I was hoping very earnestly that the Jef-
freys crew of searchers hadn’t seen us. The
tackle by which the whaleboat had been
launched was sufficient evidence of the means
of our departure, of course, but I thought
there might be some small advantage accru-
ing to us if the raiders didn’t learn that we
had just left-and were hardly out of sight
along the shore. On the other hand, if they
" bad seen us and marked the crowded con-
dition of our boat they would know that we
couldn’t venture very far from land.

As we went on we found the outer reef
drawing nearer to the shore, finally coming
to a place where the lagoon itself was so
narrow and bestudded with the coral growth
as to compel us to take to the open water
beyond the barrier. Here the ground swell
was pretty heavy but the whaleboat, even
laden as it was, performed very well under
Brill’s skillful juggling and we were soon
rounding the northeastern end of the islet
and jibing to lay a course down its farther
side.

In a short time we came in sight of the
Waikiki. She was standing head toward
. the land, with a little list to starboard, and
but for the leaning position might have
seemed to be quietly at anchor. As we ap-

proached I scanned the shore through Brill’s
binoculars. There was no sign of life any-
where and I saw that one of the bay head-
lands shut off the view of the yacht from
the camp the survivors had pitched in the
glade. It occurred to me at once that here
was another of the small advantages. Un-
less some of the campers should follow the
beach around the headland our presence on
the yacht would go undiscoverd.

To hold-this advantage for what it might
be worth I directed Brill to bring the boat
up under the yacht’s counter on the seaward
side where it couldn’t be seen from any
point on the beach. This was done and the
list of the yacht let us climb aboard with-
out difficulty. Once on the deck we saw
that the sea had mishandled the smart lit-
tle liner shamefully. The after-deck awn-
ing ‘was gone-and its iron stanchions were
bent or broken. The lounge furniture, set-
tees, lounges and chairs, were all gone of
course, and the ornamental brass rail which
had surmounted the ordinary wooden one
had been carried away. The glass in the
windows of the cabin had disappeared and
the handsome gold-and-white dining saloon
looked as if a crew of madmen had been
holding an orgy in it.

Seeing all this wreckage, I supposed, of
course, that the yacht’s hold would be full
of water; and, indeed we soon discovered
that she had taken in a lot of it. Oddly
enough the flooding was confined chiefly to
the forward compartments of the hold, the
bulkheading cross partitions having kept it
from submerging the boiler and engine
rooms. In the latter the water was only

- ankle deep over the floor; in the boiler space

there was more—it had risen high enough
to flood the grates.

Naturally, with the water six or eight feet
deep in the forehold, we could not tell how
much damage had been done to her under-
body at the bows when she struck; that is,
whether or not she was stove and leaking.
But there was reason to hope that her sub-
stantial steel skin was unbroken; a hope
that was strengthened when we found that
she was hung up on a sand shoal and not on
a reef. For a pleasure craft she was built
very stanchly and while her top works were
badly knocked about, as they would be by
the hammering of the giant seas breaking
over her, she was by no means the total
wreck we had been expecting 'to find her.

While Brill and Dorgan and I were look-
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ing the hull over Alison and the Swedish
young woman investigated the pantry and
storerooms. In these they found a plentiful
supply of provisions, much of it still un-
damaged. , So far as food was concerned
there was subsistence for weeks, not only
for us, but for the other castaways if we
chose to divide with them. As to the divid-
ing I fancy the same thought came to both
Alison and me a little later when we were
checking over the ample food stock.

“Those people on shore,” she said:
“goodness knows, I have no reason to be
especially generous to them. But it is rather
dreadful to think of them starving on coco-
nuts and shellfish when we have plenty of
civilized food.”

“I was thinking of that, too,” I admitted.
“For the sake of the women they have with
them we’ll find a way to divide; though as
for Wickham Jeffreys I'd be quite willing
to let him chew on the nuts and sea worms
for the remainder of his days.”

“But how can you divide with them with-
out running into danger?”

“Easily. We'll wait until after dark and
then take the whaleboat and set a cargo
of this stuff ashore. They'll find it if we
leave it on the beach in plain sight.”

“We are going to stay here in the yacht?”
she asked.

“It is the safest place for the present
and while the weather holds good. Those
people can’t reach us without a boat; and
besides, the wreck of the yacht will be much
more likely to attract the attention of some
passing vessel than will our beached
schooner on the other side of the island.”

Throughout that day, during which we
busied ourselves industriously in making the
yacht habitable, cleaning up the storm mess,
drying the bedding in the sun, and—José
and I, at least—making a swimming pool
of the forehold in an effort to find out if
any of the bow plates had been started in
the grounding, we saw no signs of life on
shore and I wondered if it hadn’t yet oc-
curred to Jeffreys or some of the others that
we had forsaken the schooner for the Wai-
kiki.

There was the hoisting tackle on board
the Vesta to show that we had launched a
boat and the hot gallev stove to prove that
the time of our departure must have very
nearly coincided with that of their discov-
ery of the schooner. But in these specula-
tions I failed to consider one important
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factor, namely, the Vesta’s cargo and the
nature of it. As the event proved the find-
ing of the liquor in the schooner’s hold had
been the introduction to a day-long carouse
and it was this that gave us our temporary
immunity. But of this, more in its place.

As may be imagined I did not let the
“redding-up” of the dismantled yacht pause
with the mere job of making it habitable
for the time being. T did not need Brill’s
assurance that another storm, cr even the
threat of one, would, if the yacht remained
in its present position, force us to take
refuge on the island again. As the little
ship lay on the shoal she would be swept by
a very moderate sea, to say nothing of the
danger of her breaking up. So with the two
Minorcans to help and the whaleboat for
a working stage I made a thorough examina-
tion of the hull on the outside, taking sound-
ings all around and making rough measure-
ments to ascertain just how badly we were
stranded.

The results were rather encouraging. The
shoal was much like a river sand bar and
though the yacht was firmly embedded for-
ward there was deep water under her stern
—five fathoms as we measured it with the
lead line. I was confident that if she could
be freed of the heavy burden of water in
the holds there was an even chance that she
might be floated.

Next, I overhauled the machinery. So
far as I could determine this was all intact.
Here again it was only the water that had
come aboard that prevented its use and even
with that handicap I thought we might still
be able to bail the fire room and so be in
shape to get steam on the boilers; enough,
at least, to permit us to run the steam bilge
pumps.

Summing up the total of these pryings
for Dorgan and Brill I told them that if we
had lost a schooner I was of the cpinion
that we stood a fair chance of finding a
yacht. If all other means of rescue- failed
we could turn ourselves into a wrecking
crew and try to get the Waikiki afloat.

“Huh!” sniffed Brill. “What you goin’
to do with her if you do float her?”

“Go back to the world in her, of course!”
I retorted.

“Where’s your ingineer?”

“I can handle that end of it if you can
take the bridge.”

“I dunno,” he grumbled. “I never sailed
nothin’ bigger than a coastin’ schooner.”
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“Well, if we get this baby in commission
you’ll never learn any younger how to han-
dle a steamer,” I told him. “But that is a
future. I have just remembered something
that I ought never to have forgotten. You
had some rifles and ammunition aboard the
Vesta.” .

“Yes; and by cripes, you took ’em out
o’ the cabin locker and hid ’em,” Brill com-
plained.

“Ah?” said I; “you went after them, did
you? That was what I expected and it was
why I took them away. We've got to go
back and get those guns.”

“What for?” It was Dorgan who wanted
to know.

“Because they are high-powered rifles and
we are not out of range from the beach. I
don’t know the temper of those men on
shore or how far they will go, but I do know
that their leader’s one decent accomplish-
ment is the ability to shoot straight. He
was once a member of a crack rifle team in
New York and I've seen him at the butts.
He’s an expert marksman.”

At this they both agreed with me that
we’d have to go back to the schooner; Dor-
gan heartily enough and Brill morosely.
And it was Brill, and not Dorgan, who ob-
jected surlily when I said we’d kill two
birds with one stone and set some provi-
sions ashore for the Waikiki’s castaways
while we had the whaleboat manned.

“I don’t see no use a-doin’ that,” he
growled. “Let ’em starve, by grapples! If
the shoe was on t’other foot they’d see us in
hell afore they’d split with us. Besides, we
may need all there is ourselves.”

At this Dorgan called him down savagely.

“You ain’t fit to live on the same earth
with human bein’s, Isra’l,” he ripped out.
“Ain’t Cap’n Ainsley done told you they got
wimmen with ’em? But you wouldn’t mind
starvin’ a lot of wimmen, yox wouldn’t!”

The plans for the expedition were soon
formulated. As soon as it grew dark we
would load the boat with provisions, and
blankets and clothing for the women, and
let the two Minorcans row it ashore and un-
load it. That done we would sail around
the head of the island and under cover of
the darkness reconnoiter the Vesta. If the
enemy were not in possession we’d go
aboard and search for the weapons.

The first part of this program was car-
ried out without incident.~ The boatload
of stuff was taken ashore and piled up on

the beach where in daylight it could not
fail to be seen from the camp, and the two
sailors pulled back to the yacht. For the
descent upon the schooner I decided to take
the two women along. Alison bravely of-
fered to stay in the yacht with Hedda for
a companion and there seemed to be little
reason to fear that the two of them wouldn’t
be safe enough; but I was not taking any
chances. So, with the same boat’s company
we had had in the retreat from the Vesta
we set out to redouble the island head.

Of all the risks we had taken thus far,
this voyage in the starlight along a reef-
studded shore was perhaps the most hazard-
ous. The land breeze of the forenoon had
shifted to a sea breeze and that was in our
favor; but while there was not wind enough
to put the sea up there was a heavier ground
swell than that we had encountered in the
morning and in any hands less skillful than
Israel Brill’s I am convinced that the whale-
boat, driven by the clumsy lug sail, would
speedily have come to grief in the break-
ers. As it was we had some pretty narrow
escapes before we won to the shelter of the
western lagoon; but we made it finally with
no more than a few bucketfuls of water to
slosh around in the bottom of the boat to
remind us of the danger past.

Once in the lagoon and stealing along in
the shadow of the beach-crowding jungle
we began to look ahead to pick out the dark
bulk of the Vesta. It seemed to me that
we had gone fully twice the distance trav-
ersed in the morning before Brill suddenly
put his steering-oar helm hard down and
gave José an order that made the Minor-
can quickly .spill the wind out of our sail
and so bring the whaleboat to a stand. - In
the distance we could hear voices, a con-
fused medley of them as of men shouting.
It was Dorgan who corrected that .impres-
sion.

“Drunk and disorderly,” he chuckled.
“They’re still there and they’re singin’.
They can’t break loose fr'm the booze.”

There was something inexpressibly weird
and uncanny in the discordant racket that
floated out to us upon the breeze; tuneless
songs that were shouted rather than sung.
I was sitting next to Alison in the boat,
and I could feel her shudder of repugnance
and disgust. “Beasts!” she said. “It was
coming to that on the yacht, at the last.
There were times when Hedda and I had
to lock ourselves in our stateroom.”
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At another order from Brill the two sail-
ors got out the oars and pulled us slowly
around the point of land that was cutting
off our view of the Veste’s grounding beach.
A single glance showed us that we were out
of the picture so far as any chance of board-
- ing the schooner was concerned. The
drunken crew had builta fire on the beach,
apparently with dry lumber chopped out of
the vessel, and around it a dozen half-clad
figures were reeling and dancing like a mob
of crazy savages. And there were women
in the whirling circle. Alison was shud-
dering again and she drew closer to me.

“Do you wonder that I was ready to
walk into the sea last night?” she whis-
pered shakenly; then: “And at home those
people would call themselves civilized.”

Plainly we had no business on that side
of the island; none whatever; and there was
certainly nothing in this disgraceful spec-
tacle of a lot of our fellow human beings
gone mad to hold us. But when I would
have given the order to retreat, or did give
it, Brill hesitated.

“Wait a minute,” he urged.
what’s“comin’ next.” :

As he spoke the reeling figures around
the fire began to snatch up blazing brands,
whirling them over their heads as they
danced. By the light of these waving
torches we could see that they had made
some sort of a plank runway from the
schooner’s deck to the sands. While we
looked a single figure broke out of the whirl-
ing-dervish circle and flaming torch in hand
ran up the plank gangway to disappear,
torch and all, into the Vesta’s hold.

“He’s gone after more o’ the Scotch,”
said Dorgan and his guess was immediately
confirmed when the hold diver reappeared
with an armful of objects that we took to
be bottles—but without the torch!

“Blast his soul!” gritted Brill. “He’s
gone and left that fire stick in the hold!
That’ll be the last o’ the old Vesta!”

It scarcely asked for a prophet or the son
of a prophet thus to foretell the result of
the liquor carrier’s negligence. While the
maniacs around the bonfire were knocking
the necks from the bottles a column of
smoke began to pour up out of the schoon-
er’s hatchway. Nobody saw it or heeded it
until the smoke column turned to a lurid
pillar of flame to go licking up into the
ship’s rigging with a roar like that of a
blast furnace. So far as anything could do

“Let’s see
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so the spectacle sobered the maniacs for the
moment, at least. Four or five of the men
rushed up the gangplank to the schooner’s
deck but were immediately driven back by
the violence of the flames.

Beyond this, two of them tried again,
climbing to the deck and essaying to clap
the hatch upon the spouting volcano; did
get it part way on before the fire reached
the alcoholic mixtures in the hold and began
to explode them in jets and geyser bursts of
many-colored flame. When that happened
there was nothing more to be done and we
could see the fire-illumined figures driven by
the furnacelike heat stumbling and reeling
along the beach in our direction.

It was our signal to vanish. Brill, curs-
ing bitterly at the wanton destruction both
of his vessel and her costly cargo, flung him-
self upon the steering oar and brought the
boat around while the two sailors bent man-
fully to their job on the thwarts. A few
quick strokes carried the whaleboat out far
enough to let us get the breeze and the cars
were shipped and the sail spread.

Looking back as we gathered headway we
could see the whole heavens lighted bale-
fully with the glare of the burning vessel,
the red reflection of it reaching far out to
sea. Nobody spoke until after Brill had
negotiated the dangerous passages through
the reef and we were once more swaying
and swinging on the yneasy bosom of the
ground swell outside. Then Dorgan said,
with his hoarse chuckle: “All I'm hopin’ is
that they’re burnin’ up them rifles and that
box o’ shells along with the bug juice.”
And I, for one, was fervently echoing the
big man’s pious hope. :

In due time we reached the yacht and
climbed aboard. From her deck we could
still see the red glare in the sky. What-
ever faint hope any of us might have been
cherishing of making the Vesta carry us
back to civilization was going up in smoke
and flames: our only resources now were
a water-logged yacht fast aground and an
open hoat.

CHAPTER X.
A THIEF IN THLE NIGHT.

Though the Waikiki’s electric-light plant
was out of commission and would be until
I could take time to overhaul it there were
candles and ship’s lanterns enough to give
us what light we needed and after arrange-
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ments for the night had been made, with the
Minorcans to take alternate watches of two
hours each, I was making a round of the
deck preparatory to turning in when Alison
came out and joined me on the after deck.
The red glow in the western sky was still
undiminished and the reflection of it was
strong enough to make the yacht stand out
white ard ghostlike in the rose-tinged night.

“You see now, Dick, what a beastly bac-
chanalian lot I sailed with,” she began. “I
didn’t know beforehand, and of course
daddy didn’t know when he wrote me to
come down with Wickham’s party what sort
of people Wickham had invited.”

“Of course not,” I agreed; then: “In this
letter you speak of, did he say he would
meet you in Havana?”

“Yes; and I suppose he is there now,
crazy with anxiety. He must know that the
Waikiki cleared from Miami for Havana

four days ago and that she hasn’t been

heard of since the hurricane.”

“Did he write from Havana?r”

“No; his letter was sent from Puerto
Barrios, Honduras.”

Ever since she had told me about the
letter I had been wondering if it too might
not be a part of Wickham Jeffreys’ plot.

“T don’t suppose, by any chance, you
brought that letter with you, did you?” I
asked. :

“Why, yes; I think it is in my writing
case in the steamer trunk.”

“Would you mind letting me see it?”

“T’ll be glad to.”

I went with her as far as the main cabin
and waited while she went into her state-
room and searched for the letter. When
she brought it I was obliged to admit that
it seemed perfectly genuine. It was type-
written on ordinary letter paper without
any printed heading and though the paper
bore the trade-mark of an American mill
that proved nothing. And the signature,
the single word, “Daddy,” proved still less.
It was written in Hiram Carter’s familiar
backhand and I doubted if even a hand-
writing expert would have questioned it.

It was not until I began to examine the
inclosing envelope that the hopeful suspi-
cion I had been cherishing raised its head
again. The stamp and postma:k were Hon-
durian, to be sure, though the date in the
postmark was blurred so as to be entirely
undecipherable. But it was the address that
interested me most. At a casual glance

there seemed to be nothing wrong with it;
it was in typewriting, like the letter, and its
three lines bore Alison’s name, the Carter
street and house number, and “New York
City, U. S. A.”” It was this final line that
gave the clew. It was not quite parallel
with the other two and it unmistakably was
in a slightly diffefent type.

“See here,” I said, holding the envelope
nearer the candle. “Why do you suppose
your father, or his Puerto Barrios amanu-
ensis if he had one, used two different type-
writers in addressing this?” .

“The ‘New York City’ is different, isn’t
it?” she breathed, examining it closely.
“What does that mean, Dick?”

I tore the back from the envelope and
held the address face up before the light.
At once the trick became as transparent
as the paper upon which it had been turned.
There had formerly been another address
on .he envelope and the first two lines of
it had been erased and Alison’s name and
the Carter street and house number substi-
tuted. It has been said that the most care-
ful criminal always misses a bet somewhere
in the course cf his undertaking. It would
have been perfectly feasible to erase.and
rewrite all three lines of the address in
which case the clew would have been buried.
But the forger—Wickham Jeffreys or an-
other—had slipped.

“It is a forgery,” I asserted, “just as I
have been suspecting it might be. Who-
ever wrote this letter was obliged to have
an envelope with the Hondurian stamp and
postmark on it and since the Carter Com-
pany has a contract in Honduras any waste-
basket in the New York offices of the com-
pany would furnish that. If you will look
carefully you will see a faint shadow of the
original address, which was to the company
and not to you, under the typing of your
name.” g

She looked, saw, and gasped; but the
gasp was of relief rather than of shocked
astoundment. E

“Of course it’s a forgery!” she exclaimed.
“How could I ever have imagined that
daddy weould write such a letter to me!”
Then: “What unspeakable villainy! And
yet in the light of what has happened since
—— Oh, Dick! what would have become
of me if you hadn’t turned mutineer and
pirate captain or if your ship hadn’t been
gl:cked on the same island with the Wai-

ikil”
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“It has all been mighty providential thus
far,” I admitted. “But now you see how
desperately the two Jeffreys must be in-
volved. I am glad to know about this let-
ter and to have my suspicion confirmed.
Forewarned is forearmed. Having gone so
far Wickham isn’t likely to stick at any-
thing now to make his plot go through.”

“But what can he do, when they have
no boat?”

“I can’t say as to that. But you may
be sure we’ll hear from him in some way as
soon as he finds out that we are here in
the yacht. He knows he can never go back
to civilization unless he takes his “hostage
with him—and you are the hostage.”

The candlelight wasn’t very good but I
made sure her eyes were suspiciously bright
when she turned to face me and put her
hands on my shoulders and said: “I’'m
thanking God more and more for you every
minute, Dick, dear!”

Of course I went clear off my head at
that. If I have said anything heretofore to
give the impression that I wasn’t a human
man like other men, it was a mistake. I
was and am. Right there and then in that
white-and-gold dismantled dining saloon I
crushed her in my arms and kissed her until
she was fairly gasping for breath. But swift
“upon the heels of the uncontrollable passion
fit came repentance and remorse.

“Forgive me if you can, Alison,” I stam-
mered. “I know wha’ -ou meant, but—but
it pushed me over the edge. I'm a cad, a
brute—anything you like to call me, for I
haven’t forgotten for a single minute that
you told me there is another man. Just the
same, I've loved you ever since we were
children together and it isn’t my fault that
your father’s money came between us to
keep me from telling you so.”

Blurting all this out most, shamefacedly
I stepped back prepared to take what was
coming to me. But she didn’t say any of
the things I had given her a right to say.
She had turned away and was covering her
face with her hands and I thought she was
crying. But there were no tears in her
voice when she said softly, behind the
shielding hands: “I—I think you'd better
go away, now, Dick, and—and leave me.
For—for, you see, I love that other man
very madly and if he should ever find out
what——"

I didn’t wait to hear any more and
shortly after I reached the deck I heard her
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stateroom door close behind her. Feeling
more like a sheep thief than I had ever
thought a man of my blood and breeding
could feel I went aft to substitute a lock
and chain for the whaleboat’s rope painter,
this purely on Israel Brill’s account. His
surly attitude kept me constantly suspi-
cious of him and Dorgan’s warning also car-
ried weight. I knew Brill was charging the
loss of his schooner and her cargo up to
me, as in a way he was justified in doing,
and I didn’t doubt for a moment that he
would sell us out if he could get in com-
munication with Jeffreys and the bribe
should be big enough.

After locking the boat I made one more
round of the deck before going up to the
bridge to turn in on the lounge seat in the
chart house. In the bow I found José on
watch and to my question he answered that
he had neither seen nor heard anything stir-
ring on shore. At the foot of the bridge
ladder I came upon Dorgan smoking a pipe
and nursing his splint-bound arm.

“Trouble?” I queried, halting to look him
over.

“She’s achin’ like hell,” he returned,
meaning the broken arm, “and I reckoned I
might as well get up and smoke me a pipe.”

The big fellow’s patience under his
woundings made me feel uncomfortably
conscience-stricken.

“I'm mighty sorry I broke your arm,
Dorgan,” I said. “I didn’t mean to cripple
you as bad as that.”

“I ain’t a-kickin’, am I?” he returned
good-naturedly. “It was a free-for-all and
somebody had to get the worst of it. Be-
sides, I ain’t forgettin’ that you lugged me
up out o’ the Vesta’s cabin to give me a
show for my life when we all thought she
was goin’ to Davy Jones. But about these
cusses on shore. Reckon they got them rifles
out o’ the schooner afore they burned her?”

“Your guess is as good as anybody’s,” I
said. “But there’s this about it—we’ll prob-
ably find out in the morning. If they have
the guns they’ll be taking pot shots at us
from the beach.”

“Say, lookee here,” he put in curiously;
“you told me this mornin’ that this here
Jeffreys pup would try to get the wimmen
back; is it bad enough to be a fight for
blood?” : i

“It is just that. Unless Jefireys can take
Miss Carter back to the United States as his
wife he can’t go back himself.”
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‘Huh!” he said. “Reckon you could
make that a little plainer?”

“It’s a long story but I can give you the
nib of it. Jeffreys and his father have been
doing crooked work and Miss Carter’s fa-
ther is the one who can make them do time
for it. But his hands will be tied if his
daughter is married to young Jeffreys.
That’s the whole plot in a nutshell.”

“But he can’t make the gal marry him
if she don’t want to.”

“He can make her wish she’d never been
born,” I said and he took my meaning.

“Why, the damn’ dirty hound!” he said.
“If T could get holt of him with this one
good hand o’ mine——"

“T feel a good bit that way myself,” I cut
in. “Maybe one or both of us will get a
chance before the show is over. We’ll be
hearing from him shortly.”

Dorgan turned to scan the distant shore
line looming faintly in the darkness.

“That 1i’l’ bird,” he said, meaning José;
“I shouldn’t wonder if he wouldn’t be a
good enough 1i’’ hellion in a scrap. But
this here’s a time when there ortn’t to be
nobody but a white man on watch—some-
body ’at’s goin’ to be derned sure not to
forgit and go to sleep. You tell José to
turn in and I'll stand his watch and call
you at midnight ’r so.”

It will be understood that I had no fear
of treachery on Dorgan’s part, by this time,
so I gave the order as he suggested. And
when I had seen the crippled giant begin a
slow march back and forth between the
bitts forward and the bridge ladder I
climbed to the chart room and turned in,
not doubting Dorgan’s loyalty any more
than I did my own.

When.Dorgan awakened me I found that
his “midnight or so” had stretched to the
small hours of the morning.

“Anything stirring?” I asked.

“They’re on,” he reported. “Couple of
hours ago some of ’em come along with
torches and found the stuff we put ashore.
Looked as if they was luggin’ it all off some-
wheres—back around the headland.”

“That settles it,” I said. “They know
we’re here—unless they think we’ve gone to
sea in the Vesta’s boat. It’s a small mat-
ter. They’d know it anyway when we try
to get steam on the yacht.”

“Reckon we can make out to do that?”
he asked.

“We've got it to do,” I told him; where-

upon I descended to the deck to take my
turn at the sentry go.

It proved to be a lonely watch. Toward
morning the thin sickle of a dying moon
rose out of the sea and in the ghostly half
light the yacht, the silvered sea, the white
line of the beach and the background of
dense tropical jungle figured as the stage
setting in a weird spectacle, lacking nothing
but the people of the play. What would the
day now lingering just beyond the eastern
horizon bring forth? Rather feverishly I
fell to estimating or trying to estimate the
time it would take to pump the yacht free
of water—if we should be lucky enough to

.get steam on the boilers and set the pumps

at work. And if we should succeed in get- -
ting the water out of her would the twin
screws develop power enough to back her
off the shoal? Only the trial actual would
answer that question. A greater power than
any man-made engines could develop had
driven the steel hull into the sand; would
the hurricane demons, looking on from
whatever upper world to which they had
withdrawn, laugh mockingly at our puny
efforts to undo their work?

At the first graying of the dawn I took
my stand in the sharp prow and swept the
shore line with the glass. The red glow
from the burning schooner had long since
died out of the western sky and in all the
wide prospect the grounded yacht alone
spoke of the prese. .2 of humankind or the
works'of man. As the beach line came into
clearer view I was able to confirm Dorgan’s
report as to the removal of the supplies we
had put ashore. They had all disappeared.

Just before sunrise I called Brill and the
two sailors and tapped on the door of Ali-
son’s stateroom and asked her to wake
Hedda, who had volunteered to serve as
ship’s cook. Taking a leaf out of the book
of the probabilities I argued that the liquor
orgy of the previous day, followed, as it
doubtless was, by a gorging feast on the
provisions we had put ashore, would make
it pretty difficult for Jeffreys to get his
forces in action until after the effects of the
carouse had worn off. With one uninter-
rupted day I thought we might clear the fire
hold of water; and-with that accomplished
we could put fire under the boilers and set
the power pumps at work. ,

While Hedda was cooking breakfast I
dropped into the engine room for another
look at the machinery. Though I had taken
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the course in civil engineering in college
and had majored in that branch I had al-
ways had a strong mechanical turn and on
the one short voyage I had made in the
Waikiki as a guest of the Carters I had
spent most of the time in the engine room
—gaining a bit of experience which was now
about to prove invaluable. What would
have been merely “gadgets” to other men—
and to me, for that matter, if I hadn’t
previously made their acquaintance—were
now parts of a familiar mechanism with
which I had once eaten and slept.

As T have said before the machinery, or
so much of it as I could get at with half
a foot of water on the floor, seemed to be
uninjured by the shock of the grounding;
and after I had overhauled the bilge pumps
and ascertained the possibility of getting
steam to them without any hand bailing I
climbed back to the deck and was just in
time to meet Alison as she came out of the
main cabin. If she had made me pay for
my passionate outburst of the night by
putting me in a class with Wickham Jefi-
reys, I couldn’t have blamed her. But there
was nothing in her greeting to show that she
even remembered the outburst.

“I hope the pirate captain rested well,”
she said, with the grimacing little smile that
was always, for me, one of her most alluring
charms. And then: “When do we sail?”

“I wish I could tell you,” I returned, try-
ing, rather ineffectually I’'m afraid, to match
her cheerful mood, “but I can answer only
in negatives. It won’t be to-day.”

In a flash the cheerful mood vanished.
“Poor daddy!” she said and her lip trem-
bled; and then again: “Poor, poor daddy!
It breaks my heart, Dick, to think how he
must be suffering! And it may be days and
days before we can get to him.”

“But, see here,” I zaid, trying to com-
fort her, “since that letter was a forgery,
you don’t know positively that he is in
Cuba.” .

“No; I only know that he said in a
former letter that he would return by way
of Cuba.”

“But that was indefinite as to time,
wasn’t it? And even if he has left Hon-
duras and is now in Havana he may not
have heard of the possible loss of the Wai-
kiki and even if he has heard of it he has
no reason to suppose that you were on
board—inasmuch as he didn’t write that
letter you thought he wrote.”
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“QOh, dear me! that is so,” she said with
a deep sigh of relief. “I am still all tan-
gled up and bewildered and I keep on for-
getting. Of course he wouldn’t know that
I was in the yacht—at least not unless he
has cabled to New York and found out in
that way.”

“We’ll hope he hasn’t cabled and we’ll
also hope that we are going to float the
Waikiki before Wickham Jeffreys thinks up
some scheme to stop us.”

“Do you know anything more than you
did last night?” she queried.

“Only that they have found the provi-
sions and clothing and have carried them
away from the beach. Which means that
they know we are here in the yacht or have
been here.”

“But they can’t come off to us without a
boat.”

“No,” 1 said.

We had been walking slowly aft as we
talked, expecting momently to hear Hedda
beating the gong to summon us to break-
fast. At the taffrail Alison leaned over to
look down at the water. When she turned
to face me her lips were pale.

“Dick!” she gasped; “where is
boat?” g

I sprang to the rail and looked over. The
whaleboat was gone.

our

CHAPTER XI.
UNDER FIRE.

I think I had never before so fully
grasped the meaning of the word “conster-
nation” as I did when I looked over the
rail and found that the whaleboat, the one
thing which had given us our supremacy
over a boatless enemy, had disappeared in
the night. In whose watch, Dorgan’s or
mine, it had been taken we could not tell,
but it was gone. Some member of Jefireys’ .
carousing crew had remained sober enough
to swim off to the shoal and in spite of our
vigilance had contrived to get away with the
boat.

Immediately after breakfast, which in
view of our loss was a silent and hurried
meal, I drew Dorgan aside.

“You warned me to look out for Brill,”
I began. “Did he have a hand in the theft
of the whaleboat?”

Dorgan scowled. “I wouldn’t put it
a-past Isra’l—if he thought he could make
anything by it. He’s mighty sore over the
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loss o’ the hooker and her cargo. What
makes you think he’s mixed up in this boat
business?”

“Because yesterday I found a piece of
chain and a padlock in the engine-room
supply chest and last night before turning
in I locked the boat to the yacht’s rail.
The lock and chain are both gone.”

“Put the key in your pocket?” he asked.

I(Yes.”

“Is it there now?”

“NO.”

“Somebody frisked you in the night and
I’'m right much afeard it was Isra’l. If it
was I don’t get off none too easy, myself.”

“How is that?”

“Just ‘a little while afore I went off watch
and called you, Isra’l come paddin’ round
up for’ard in his bare feet, cussin’ a few
lines and sayin’ he couldn’t sleep for
thinkin’ over how much he’d lost in the
schooner. Just as he was leavin’ he asked
whereabouts you’d bunked down and I
didn’t have no better sense than to tell him
you was asleep up in the chart room.”

“I guess that explains it,” I said gloomily.
“The loss of the boat probably means that
we’ll have a bloody fight on our hands,
and if it comes to, that I'll see to it that
Brill is the first man on the yacht to stop
a bullet!”

Just what Brill’s part in the theft of the
boat had been we never learned. Prob-
ably the man who had swum off to the
yvacht had convinced him that Jeffreys
would make it worth his while to steal the
key; and quite as probably the reason why
Brill had not gone with the boat was that
the ambassador thought a friend aboard
the yacht would be more valuable to Jef-
freys than another hand ashore.

Not to lose any more of the time which
had now become precious, the job of bailing
the fire hold was started at once. Under
my directions José and Pedro rigged a
snatch-block hoist on the small crane used
normally to hoist ashes out of the firing pit.
Under the beak of this crane an inclosed
shaft ran down to the fire room, and the
steel ash hopper was made to serve as a
bailing bucket. :

In the division of labor I sent the two
sailors below to fill the bucket and gave
Brill the hot end, making him man the
crank of the crane-hoisting drum. At first
he wasn’t going to do it, exploding in an
eruption of rabid profanity and swearing
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that he’d die before he would tackle a roust-
about’s job for me or anybody. But when
I pulled the old army pistol on him and
told him shortly that he might have his
choice at once, he grabbed the crank and
proved conclusively that he was not yet
ready to die.

I confess I got a good bit of malicious
satisfaction out of the next hour and a
half or so, during which time Brill toiled
and sweated at the crank of the ash hoist.
Since there was no room for two men on
the crank I contributed my moderate share
to the job by dumping the water-filled hop-
per as it came up, chinking in the inter-
vals of hoistings and lowerings with haste-
prompting tongue-lashings designed to make
the crank winder sweat still more profusely.

In the course of time and much sooner
than I expected José called up to say that
the water was below the firing stands, and
Brill  staggered away from the windlass,
cursing bitterly and saying he would kill
me for this when his chance came. As he
shuffled away Dorgan came aft to say that
there were men on the beach and that they
seemed to be trying to signal the yacht.

Shouting down to José to tell him to build"
fires under the boilers I went forward with
Dorgan. We had scarcely shown ourselves
in the bow of the yacht before a bullet.
whined overhead and smacked into the
woodwork of the bridge some second or two
before the report of the gun came to our
ears.

“That answers our question about the ’
Vesta’s rifles,” I said, dropping out of sight
behind the bulwarks and dragging Dorgan
down with me. “You remember what I
told you about that fellow’s shooting. He’ll
get the range in the next trial or so.”

“I reckon we ain’t got no partic’lar busi-
ness up for’ard, nohow,” Dorgan remarked,
beginning to crawl back on his knees and
one hand. “Here’s hopin’ this play boat’s
bow platin’ is thick enough to stop a rifle
ball.”

Of course the hull plating was armor
plate to rifle bullets at long range but the
bulwarks were not. The next shot came
through less than three feet above the deck
level, struck the iron capstan, glancing off
to bite a piece out of the ladder leading
to the bridge. As the yacht was lying
head on to the island and with her bow
lifted by her position on the shoal, only
the bridge and some portion of the forward
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deck were exposed to a direct fire from the
low shore; and as Dorgan said, we had no
particular business in that part of the ship
at present. J
. Hastening aft I warned Alison to keep
under cover, explaining that the guns we
had hoped were burned in the Veste had
evidently been salvaged.

“What is Wickham trying to do—murder
us all?” she asked.

“He would probably be glad to murder
everybody but you and Hedda. But we
are safe enough so long as he shoots from
the beach. Keep your woman under cover
and stay there yourself.”

“But you and your men?” she protested.

“Our job is below for the present. Dor-
gan will keep watch for us and nothing
can happen unless they use the whaleboat
and try to board us. And they’ll hardly
venture that in daylight.”

By this time José and Pedro had their
fires started and the black smoke was pour-
ing from the yacht’s tall funnel. Descend-
ing to the fire room I found that there was
water enough in the boilers to make them
safe until we could get steam to pump with.
Beyond this there was a trying interval of
waiting for the steam pressure to rise.
Starting upon cold water it seemed as
though the roaring fires in the furnaces
would never take hold. :

Knowing Jeffreys fairly well, and the
lengths to which he had already gone, I
did not underrate his shrewdness or the
measure of his desperation. He was in the
situation of a man who had burned all his
bridges; and the smoke pouring from our
funnel was serving notice upon him that
what he did he must do quickly. Time and
again as I came up from anxiously watch-
ing the steam gauges I cautioned Dorgan,
keeping a lookout from a safe shelter on the
hurricane deck, not to let any movement
on shore escape him.

Beginning with the shot that had told us
he was armed Jeffreys had fired a few
rounds in rapid succession and after that he
kept up a desultory fire, perhaps one shot
every five or ten minutes; just often enough
to let us know that any one of us showing
himself would get his quietus. But as yet
there had been no move made to bring the
whaleboat around from wherever they had
it hidden.

Since even a watched pot will boil if it be
watched long enough the gauges finally
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showed sufficient pressure to enable us to
blow the fires; and after that it was only a
short time until I was able to start the
bilge pumps. Half an hour, with both of
the big pumps delivering full streams out-
board, sufficed to drain the after hold and
engine-room sump, and then I turned the
pumping battery on the compartments for-
ward of the fire room and coal bunkers.

At noon, while Jeffreys still kept up his
irregular popping at us from the distant
beach, Hedda, calm-eyed and apparently
altogether undisturbed by the battle condi-
tions, fed us on the job, carrying food and
hot coffee not only to the sailors in the fire
room but also to Dorgan on watch on the
hurricane deck. Alison brought my dinner
down to me in the engine room and her own
with it, so we ate together to a thumping
accompaniment from the laboring pumps.
Like Hedda, my dear girl was perfectly cool
and collected; she even wanted to know if
I wouldn’t let her relieve Dorgan at his
watch, saying that we mustn’t forget that
the big man was 'still suffering from the
broken arm.

“Dorgan wouldn’t hear to it,” I replied;
then I told her about the wife he had left
behind in Jacksonville and how he had
made me his executor when we thought the
Vesta was going to be lost in the storm.

“That shows just how much good there
may be in the worst of us,” she said. “He
looks like an ogre and talks like one, but
I’d trust him. The other man is the one I'm
most afraid of.”

“Brill? He is bad—with the hopeless
badness of a complete coward. I'd throw
him overboard and make him swim ashore
if we were not going to need what he knows
about navigating a ship.”

“If we get off, will you trust him to
navigate the Waikiki?”

“Not without somebody to hold a gun on
him, you may be sure. He picked my
pocket last night when I was asleep in the
chart room and stole the key of the whale-
boat for whoever it was that got it. I'm
not certain that it wouldn’t have been a
good riddance if he had gone ashore with
the thief.”

Silence through the eating of another of
Hedda’s deliciously browned biscuits, and
then: “Are you going to be able to float the
Waikiki, Dick?”

“That is still on the knees of the high
gods. So far as I can tell the hull is sound



50 THE POPULAR

and the pumping will take an enormous
weight out of her. But, after all, we may
not be able to move her with the engines.”

“How soon will you know?”

“José says the water is going down pretty
fast in the forehold. We ought to be able
to try our luck by the middle of the after-
noon.”

“Will it take long, after you begin?”

“That too is on the knees of the gods.”

“What will you do if you fail?”

“Try again and keep on trying.”

“But when it comes night——"

“I know. Jeffreys will fill the boat with

his ruffians and try to board us—at least -

that is what I’d do if I were in his place.
In that case we fight.”

“But they are armed.”

“So are we,” I said; but T didn’t tell her
that all the arms we had were the two re-
volvers T had taken from Brill in the cap-
ture of the schooner and that all the ammu-
nition we had were the six cartridges in each
of the big pistols.

“Bloodshed!”
shiver.

“If they will have it, yes. And that
brings us to something else. If we are lucky
enough to float the yacht and get away
in her I shall have no scruples whatever
about leaving Jeffreys and the men of his
outfit on the island until we can send some-
body to take them off. But the women—
the Waikiki belongs to your father and you
are his representative. Whatever you say
is what we shall try to do.”

“I don’t owe that miserable lot anything
at all-—not even Peggy Sefton,” she said.
“Of course if we could take them without
running any additional risk—but I hardly
see how that can be done.”

“Nor I,” I agreed. “But we’ll see when
the time comes.”

As 1 had predicted it was mid-afterncon
before the bilge pumps sucked dry to tell
us that the yacht was free of water. Wait-
Ing only long enough to let the two Minor-
cans clean their fires and get a good head
of steam on I started the yacht’s engines
in the reverse motion, letting them turn
over slowly until they were thoroughly
warmed up. Then I opened the throttles
to full speed astern and held my breath.
For five minutes, ten, fifteen, the twin
screws thrashed and turned and churned,
but there was no movement of the ship.
The sand still held us in its grapple.

she said, with a little
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Shutting off the power at last and telling
José to bank his fires, I went on deck.
Dorgan met me at the ladder hatch, shak-
ing his bandaged head.

“She never budged an inch,” he said.
“What’s next?”

“The next thing is to shift every movable
pound of weight aft. Where’s Brill?”

“Search me. I ain’t seen him since you
turned him loose fr'm windin’ that winch
crank this mornin’.”

Cailing José and Pedro up from the fire
room I set them at work carrying every
weighty thing they could lay hands on to
the after part of the ship. Then I went in
search of Brill and found him snoring
peacefully in one of the bunks in the sail-
ors’ quarters. A hearty kick brought him
up standing with a yell and an oath but be-
fore he could mouth the second oath I was
running him out at the point of the pistol
and shoving him into line with the two
Minorcans. Then I got in myself.

It would say itself that in a well-ordered
pleasure yacht there wouldn’t be many
movables apart from the pig-iron ballast in
the hold, and while we were shifting the
pigs I was cudgeling my brain to think of
some expedient to loosen the grip of the
shoal. In the mad haste of the moment—
haste made madder when Dorgan came
stumping down to tell us that the shore
people had brought the whaleboat around
and were piling into it—I thought of the
water-jet device used by bridge builders in
sinking piles or a caisson in sand. There
was a small fire pump in the engine room
and with time in which to connect lines of
piping—and immunity from the nagging
rifle fire while we were about it—it seemed
that such a contrivance might be made to
loosen the sand around the hull. But as
it now appeared, time was going to be de-
nied us.

It was not until Dorgan came a second
time to tell us that the whaleboat, filled
with men, had shoved off from the beach
that I gave the order to stop the ballast
shifting.

“On deck—you and Pedro!” I shouted to
José and followed them up the ladder, driv-
ing Brill ahead of me.

When we got out to where we could
see, Dorgan’s report was confirmed. The
loaded boat had left the beach but it was
not coming directly toward us; it was steer-
ing to the right and the men manning the
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oars were not hurrying. With the glass
we could count the occupants. There were
six of them; four at the oars, one steering
and the sixth man appeared to be kneeling
in the bow of the boat. While we looked
-a faint puff of gray smoke broke out from
the whaleboat’s bow and the only whole pane
of glass left in the Waikiki’s chart room fell
out in a tinkling shower of fragments.

At this Jeffreys’ purpose became dis-
quietingly obvious. He meant to circum-
navigate us at a safe distance, pecking at
us with his rifle fire from many different
angles. He doubtless guessed by this time
that we had no guns with which to answer
him; knew also that if he could get astern
of the yacht in a position where the sea-
ward inclination of the hull would favor
instead of baffling him he could drive us all
below and hold us there while his oarsmen
made the boarding dash.

It was a shrewd maneuver, holding every
promise of success. As the laden whale-
boat swung slowly in its circling course the
crack and smoke puff came at regular in-
tervals from her bow and our exposed after-
deck lounge speedily became uninhabitable.
To put them beyond any possible danger
from the flying bullets I sent Alison and
Hedda down to the engine room, which was
below the water line, and the five of us
who remained took refuge in the cabin,
Brill groveling on the floor in a ridiculous
and contemptible agony of terror as the
bullets came tearing through the upper
body of the cabin. As the fusillade gave
us leave Dorgan and I kept the movements
of the whaleboat in view, expecting mo-
mently to see its bow turn toward us and
the four slowly swinging oars dig for the
attacking dash.

But the dash did not come. It was my
gufﬁs that Jeffreys could not screw the nerve

is hired ruffians to the sticking point. I
was quite ready to absolve him from any
particular charge of bloodthirstiness in his
persistent rifle practice. He had two per-
fectly defensible objects in view—defensible
from his standpoint; one was to reclaim his
hostage in the person of Alison Carter and
the other to regain possession of the yacht
now that our firing of the boilers had made
it evident that she was whole and might be
floated. Doubtless he fancied he could wear
us out by keeping us under the incessant
strain and that eventually we would give
up and signal him to come aboard. Be this
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as it may the circling course was held until
the circle was completed; and when the-
long and nerve-wracking bombardment
paused our damage proved to be strictly
material. The bulwarks and top works of
the yacht were punctured and bored in
every direction but nobody had been hit,
even by flying splinters.

Dorgan was growling sourly as
emerged from the riddle@ cabin.

“I sure reckoned they was goin’ to give
us a chance at ’emn that time,” he com-
plained. “This everlastin’ popgun business
is gettin’ on my sore nerve!”

“It is clouding up,” I pointed out. “It
will soon be too dark to let him see his
gun sights.” Then as untechnically as pos-
sible I outlined my plan of trying to free
the yacht by the use of high-pressure water
jets directed into the sand around the bow.

“Water pipes?” he said. “How you goin’
to work ’em? You got to have light to do
it by and if there’s light enough for us
there’ll be light enough for that skunk on
the beach to see to shoot by.”

There was much truth in that but it was
a case of nothing venture, nothing have.
In the matter of light-we had all we wanted
below decks, and could have had it above
if we had dared use the searchlight on the
bridge. During the bilge pumping I had
taken time to overhaul the electric plant
and put it in order, and now as the clouds
thickened to darken the heavens I started
the dynamo and by the light thus furnished
we began to whip things into shape for the
force-pump experiment.

Considering it afterward I was surprised
and humiliated to remember that I clung so
desperately to the water-jet expedient
when a much simpler and more promising
one lay ready to our hands. But obses-
sions are curious things, amounting at times
to a mild species of insanity. With the fev-
erish persistence of a single-track mind I
ransacked the yacht for material with which
to construct the necessary line of piping and
was forced finally to eke it out with sphc-
ings of fire hose.

And when the thing was done—which
was not until long after the cloud-thicken-
ing darkness of an approachmv storm had
been made Stygian by the coming of night
—and the force pump was started, the ex-
periment was a sorry failure. In 'the first
place the small force pump would not sup-
ply enough water to fill the various noz-

we
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zles and in the second, when we sought to
substitute pressure for quantity the various
patched-up couplings wouldn’t hold it. And
while we were still working and sweating
over the botch job, the Minorcans and I,
with Dorgan standing by to do our swear-
ing for us, Alison came running to tell us
that trouble of some sort was brewing
again; that the men on the beach had built
a small fire ard by the light of it they
seemed to be manning the whaleboat.

Now a night attack, when the attackers
might hope to get within grappling distance
of us without being seen, was what I had
been expecting—and dreading. If Jeffreys
could whip all the men members of his
party, guests and sailors, into line and
crowd them into the whaleboat they would
outnumber us two to one; or rather vastly
more; since Dorgan had only one arm and
there was no reason to suppose that Brill
could be made to fight, even with Dorgan’s
pistol or mine to put the fear of death into
him. : .

Menaced by the double danger of an at-
tack from the island and the still more ter-
rifying threat of the coming storm which
would surely complete the wreck of the
stranded yacht, swift escape seemed to be
the only hope for us; and it was then, at
the eleventh hour so to speak, when there
was no time to put it into effect, that the
simple expedient I have spoken of, or the
conception of it, came crashing into my
brain like the bolt from a crossbow.

“Dorgan!” I cried. “We ought both to

be bored for the hollow horn! The
anchors!”
CHAPTER XII.
STORM AND CALM.
“Whadda you mean—anchors?” said
Dorgan. “I reckon I don’t get you.” :
“Don’t you see?” I burst out. “With two

anchors hanging at the bows we haven’t had
sense enough to carry them aft, drop them
astern and put the steam capstan to the
cables. And now these devils won’t give us
time to do it. But, by Heaven, we can
try!” -

That was the signal for a frenzied out-
burst of labor that put all our former toil-
ings to shame. The Waikiki’s anchors were
of the modern stockless type, cut-down
models of those with which the big liners
are equipped, and they were extra heavy
for the yacht’s tonnage. There was only

one way to carry them aft and that was by
means of a float of some sort buoyant
enough to support the weight, together with
the drag of the cable as it should be paid
out through the hawse hole at the bow.

Like most pleasure craft of her size the
yacht had a life raft in her safety equip-
ment, and luckily this had not been carried
away when she struck the shoal. It was the
work of a few minutes only to cut the lash-
ings and put the raft over the side. Very
coolly and courageously Alison took her
place at the bow to watch for us, while José
and Pedro and I towed the raft into posi-
tion under the starboard anchor, with Brill,
driven to it by the threat of a pistol in Dor-
gan’s good hand—Dorgan’s, mind you—
riding the float to guide it to its place and
hold it steady while we lowered the anchor
upon it.

Though' we were working in darkness—
not daring to show a light on deck—the first
half of the undertaking went through with-
out a hitch. Though there was no wind as
yet there was an ominous increase in the
ground swell and this made Brill’s part of
the job, holding the raft in place while we
eased the anchor down upon it, rather peril-
ous, Nevertheless the thing was accom-
plished successfully and the raft proved to
be buoyant enough to support not only the
weight of the anchor but Brill’s weight in
addition; so we made him stay aboard to
fend off as Pedro and I, with Hedda the
strong to help, towed the tittuping float aft,
José paying out the cable through the bow
hawse hole as we went. Along toward the
end the drag of the increasing length of
cable was terrific and I doubt if we could
have made it if Dorgan had not come to tail
in on the towline.

Under compulsion—still under compul-
sion, as always—Brill tilted the raft and let
the anchor slide into the deep water” be-
neath the stern; then under the same sort
of persuasion he handed the floating plat-
form around under the yacht’s overhang so
that we might tow it forward on the port
side. While we were hurriedly taking the
lashings off the port anchor to repeat the
process with it Alison broke in upon us,
shaking with excitement.

“They are coming!” she announced
breathlessly. “I can’t see a thing—they’ve
put their fire out—but I can hear the ocars
in the rowlocks!”

“Get below!” I ordered, “and take Hedda
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with you!” but I could not stop to see that
she obeyed. If the whaleboat was on the
way our time was short indeed. “Lower
away—quick!” I snapped at José, who was
handling the cable with the forward bitts
for a snubbing post, and it was at this crit-
ical conjuncture that the quick-witted lit-
tle man’s dexterity failed him.
manner the cable got away from him and
the heavy anchor dropped like a plummet.

There was a splintering crash as the an-
chor fell upon and demolished the raft, a
gurgling imprecation from Brill as the sea
swallowed him and the catastrophe was a
fact accomplished. As will readily be seen
this accident left us in worse case than we
were before. In addition to being stranded
the yacht was now solidly anchored, fore and
aft. And a low murmur on the windless
air told us that the threatened storm was
coming.

Durmg the toiling interval in which we
had been trying to make the water-jet ex-
pedient work we had kept the fires going
under the boilers, and it was a hoarse roar
of steam from the’ safety-valve escape pipe
that drove me into action. I thought it
might be barely possible that by wmchmo
on the one anchor astern, and adding the
sternward pull of the twin screws, there was
still some small chance that we might claw
off the shoal before it was too late. While
Pedro was throwing a line to Brill splutter-
ing and swearing in the water under the
bows I put Dorgan in command.

“I’m going to try to pull her with the sin-
gle anchor,” I said, shouting to make my-
self heard above the raucous bellowing of
the escape pipe. “Have José and Pedro
throw a few turns of the cable around the
capstan and be ready to take in when I put
the power on. Let the other cable go slack
so it can pay out if she starts. Knock
Brill into it, too, if he’s fit to do anything
after he’s fished up.”

“Aye can halp, too,” said a voice at my
ear and then I saw that Hedda had not
gone aft to the cabin with her mistress.

“Good girl!” I applauded; “it'll take all
the hands we can muster. Jump to it—
. everybody!” . And then I ran aft to go
down to the engine room to do my part
with the machinery.

In the excitement of the moment I had
temporarily forgotten the other menace—
the approach of the whaleboat. Now as I
was running down the port side between the

In some”
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raised deck and the rail I thought of it and
wondered if Jeffreys would have the steady
nerve it would ask for if he should try to
board the yacht-in the rising sea which was
already gurgling in the scuppers on the
‘down-tilted side of the vessel and also in
the face of an approaching storm. I was
telling myself that he hadn’t any such nerve
when above the noise of the escaping steam
and the whistling of the mounting wind in
the wire rigging overhead I heard my name
called; just two ear-piercing words: “Oh,
Dick!”

As well as if I could have seen her peril
I knew what those two words meant. They
were a call for help and three bounds took
me to the companion stair. In two more I
was in the storm-battered white-and-gold
dining saloon which was lighted by the sin-
gle incandescent bulb—the only remnant of
the ceiling electrolier I had been able to
restore in my overhauling of the electric
plant.

Withdrawn into the farthest corner of the
room Alison was facing a man who had laid
his rifle aside to have both hands free and as
I burst in I heard him say: “Stop that
shrieking and come along with me! If
Ainsley interferes again I’ll kill him! Don’t
you know there’s a storm coming and the
yacht will go to pieces in it? Come on, I

.say—if you make me put my hands on you

. 39

what else

That was as far as he got. In a white-
hot fury I forgot the perilous situation of
the yacht and the fact that every moment’s
delay made it more perilous; forgot every-
thing but the one blood-boiling urge to slay
this damnable plotter who had stolen a
march on us and was threatening the woman
I loved.

“Turn around and put your hands on
me!” I shouted; and when he whirled to -
face me I saw that he was no longer the
debonair, smooth-shaven idler who had
coldly pronounced the sentence of exile
upon me in the lobby of the Brown Palace
in Denver; gaunt, haggard and with eyes
ablaze, with the jaunty yachting flannels
hanging in rags, he looked more like an
escaped convict cornered and ready to fight
to the death.

“T said I’d kill you and I will!” he cried -
and sprang for the gun he had laid on the
cabin table. But before he could snatch
it up I had swept it aside and we clinched
and went down together.
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It is curious to note how the primitive
in human nature asserts itself when that

most primitive of all springs of action, the
~ defense of the woman beloved, comes into
play. Burned, blasted, devastated with a
mad desire to kill Wickham Jeffreys as a
fit ending to the struggle; blind and ob-
livious to all the humaner promptings; I
was obsessed by the savage and most un-
Christian idea that I must first gouge out
the eyes that had dared to look upon my
Jove, and tear out the tongue that had
threatened her, and cripple the hands that
were to have been laid upon her in.desecra-
tion—mere bedlam madness of passion, all
this, but it sufficed to make me forget the
revolver thrust under my belt which I might
have drawn and clubbed and with a single
blow ended the maniacal struggle on the
cabin floor.

But if T was forgetting the weapon, Jef-
freys wasn’t. From the instant of the clinch
and fall he had been trying to get hold of
it and as we rolled over and over in the
death grapple he continued to try. Let me
say here and now that I hold no grudge
against him for what he did. He was fight-
ing for his life and he knew it. I had beaten
the mouth of threatenings, and stuck a
thumb into one of the offending eyes, and
was cracking the bones of one of the sacri-
legious hands when with the fingers of the
other hand he found the butt of the re-
volver. Berserk as I was I still had sense
enough to try to twist aside when I felt
the muzzle of the pistol pressed against my
body. Then came the ear-deadening crash
of the explosion and Jeffreys tore himself
free and sprang to his feet.

I was hit and I knew it but even if the
wound had been a fatal one I think that the
mad rage still possessing me would have
enabled me to leap up, as I did, and to fling
myself at him. But he did not wait for
the second grapple, nor did he fire again.
With a cry that was like the snarl of a
wounded animal he flung the pistol at my
head and dashed up the companion steps in
flight; and with the battle madness still sus-
taining me I was fairly at his heels when he
tumbled over the rail into the whaleboat
which, in the rapidly roughening sea, two
of the Waikiki’s sailors were striving to hold
in its place at the yacht’s side.

Wka! happened after that fills only a
hazy spot in my memory. Whether I saw
the whaleboat swept away from the side

on the crest of a sea, or only knew that
it must be swept away when the men in it
loosed their hold on the yacht’s rail, I can-
not say. Out of the thickening cloud which
seemed to be settling down upon my brain
and blotting out even the details of the late
savage struggle in the cabin there emerged
only one fixed impulse: I had started for the
engine room to set the machinery in motion
and thither I must go before the storm
which either was, or seemed to my distorted
brain to be, already bursting upon us in
blinding flashes of lightning and deafening
crashes of thunder, should annihilate us.
How I ever got down into the yacht’s
engine room I do not know, but at the next
emergence from the thickening mental cloud
I found myself opening the throttles to start
the engines in the reverse and working the
trampling machinery up to full speed astern.
When the steel hull was humming and vi-
brating to the powerful backward thrust of
the twin propellers, another blank inter-
vened, and at a second lucid interval I dis-
covered with a sort of bewildered amaze- .
ment that I was manipulating the valves
and levers of the steam anchor capstan,
quite mechanically, as it seemed, and with
no clear idea of what I was doing it for.
Once more the cloud curtain shut down
and I knew no more until the stroke of a
gong in the closely shut-in space spurred
me alive. Clang-clang it went, and almost
at once, clang-clang again. Like a child
whose ears have been boxed to make him
pay attention, I realized dumbly that the
summons was for me; that the double clang
repeated was the signal for full speed ahead.
Clumsily, because my hands seemed to be
all thumbs and singularly useless, I spun
the throttle wheels, pulled the reversing
lever over into the go-ahead position, and
reopened the throttles. And after that, the
curtain came down and stayed down.

Coherence, or consciousness, or whatever
you like to call it, came next when I opened
my eyes and found them staring blankly
at a white ceiling that seemed to be rock-
ing gently and slowly endwise. Next I saw
that the sun was shining in upon the foot
of the brass bed in which I was lying;
looking in through a round port which stood
open and through which I could hear the
1swish and die away of swiftly passing wave-
ets.

Not until after I had marked the sway- -
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ing ceiling and the sunshine did 1 realize

that my body seemed to be gripped in an

iron corslet; gripped and held immovable.
But my head was still free and though it
asked for an effort mightier than that ex-
erted by old Atlas carrying the world on his
shoulders I contrived to turn it on the pil-
low.

“Don’t, dear; don’t try to move,” cau-
tioned a low voice from somewhere in the
room and then I saw her dimly, standing
beside the bed; and presently a gentle hand
was slipped under my head to help me to
roll it back straight—a task which I felt
wholly unable to master by myself.

“What’s happened to me?” I demanded
querulously. “Why can’t I see any bet-
terpii

She was sitting on the edge of the bed
now and she had one of my hands and was
stroking it.

“It is just weakness, Dick, dear. You
nearly bled to death before Dorgan and
José found you in the engine room. Didn’t
you know that Wickham shot you?”

By the supremest effort I was able to re-
member that much.

“Yes; but after that?”

“After that you went down into the en-
gine room and did all the things you meant
to do—and you fairly dying on your feet!
But it was just like you.”

“Did I—did we get the yacht off the
shoal?” _

“It was just as you planned it. The one
anchor held and pulled us off, and then Brill
unshackled the cables and let them both
go. We were just in time. A few minutes
later, just after the yacht’s head was got
around to meet it, the storm came. But we
ran out of it in the night.”

“When was all this?” I asked feebly.

“Night before last.”

“And where are we now?”

“A few miles off a point of land which
Brill says marks the entrance to Balia
Honda on the northern coast of Cuba. He
says we’ll be in Havana harbor before
dark.”

“But I don’t understand!” I protested
weakly. “Who is running the yacht?”

“Dorgan is first mate and chief engineer.
He says he doesn’t know a thing about the
machinery but you set it going and all he
has had to do was to keep it oiled and keep
water in the boilers and fire under them.
José has helped a lot, too. It seems he was
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once a fireman for a time on a Spanish mer-
chant vessel.”

“And Brill has the bridge?”

“Yes; and he’s been just like a lamb ever
since he came so near being killed by the
falling anchor. I haven’t heard him swear
once.”

“All right,” I said, whispering because
there wasn’t strength enough left in me to
make a real voice noise. “All’s well that
ends well. You don’t have to marry Wick-
ham Jeffreys, at any rate; and that’s the
main thing.” Then: “Alison, dear, I think
the ‘other man’ owes me something; don’t
you?r”

“What other man?”

“The one youre going to marry some
time, you know; you haven’t told me his
name.”

“But I did tell
for me.”

“Are you sure he doesn’t?”

“I thought I was sure of it when I told
you so.”

“But now?”

“But now I know he does care and—and
—oh, Dick! you mustn’t die! And you
must forget all about daddy’s money—
which isn’t mine and maybe never will be!
Haven’t you known, all along, that you
were the ‘other man?’”

Truly I was more than half dead but I -
should have had to be altogether dead and
in my coffin if I hadn’t been able to reach up
and pull her down beside me. And it might
have been two minutes, or five, or half an
hour later when she said:

“You mustn’t, Dickie, dear: I l-like your
arms, but if you strain yourself and make
your wound start bleeding again—it isn’t
bandaged very well.”

“Who bandaged it?” I asked, knowing
well the answer I wanted to hear.

“I did. I don’t know much about such
things but I did the best I could. There
was iodine in the yacht’s medicine chest and
I used a lot of that.”

“How bad is it?”

“Oh, it’s an awful thing! The bullet
went all around your left side and came
out at the back. It was wicked—wicked!”

“Oh, I don’t know,” I said. “Jeffreys
was getting his when he did it. If he isn’t
a one-eyed cripple with false front teeth
from now on it won’t be through any fault
of mine. I tried to pay him all that was
coming to him from you and your father,

you that he doesn’t care
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with something on my own account, while
I was at it.
island where he and his crowd are safe to
stay until we send for them, and talk about
something else. What’s worrying me is
what your father will say when we—when
I tell him that his daughter has fallen in
love with a common, everyday, shot -up
construction engineer.”

But I needn’t have worried about that.
When we reached Havana and found that
good old Father Hiram was actually there
after all—having just arrived from Hon-
duras—and I had been carted to a hospital,
‘and "all the crooked tangles had been
straightened out, I suddenly found myself
made vice president of the Carter Construc-
tion Company, with power to act—or at
least such was to be my status after I was
well enough to make the journey in the Wai-
kiki back to New York.

“We're going to have a hard job of it, Son
Dick, putting the old company back on its
feet after all the robbery and crookedness
that’s been going on,” was the way the dear
old citizen put it up to me the day he came
to my room in the hospitai to tell me what
was what. And then he added: “I owe you
a lot more than a share in the business, my
boy. If it hadn’t been for you——"

I laughed as heartily as my sore side
would let me.

“For me, and Dorgan, and the unwilling
bootlegger skxpper and the two Mmorcans
and the old Vests, and a whaling lot of

But let’s forget him and the

miracles tarown in for good measure!” I
qualified. “And that reminds me; I want to
do something for Dorgan and the two
Minorcans; and while Brill was half a
scoundrel, through it all, I wouldn’t mind
including him.”

“They are all here, waiting under pay,
until you can get up and tell them what you
want them to do and be.”

“That’s fine!” I said. “Dorgan and Brill
are both jolly pirates, but we can use them
on some decent job, I'm sure. Perhaps you
even would be good-natured enough to make
a start by chartering a boat and sending
them to take Jeffreys and his party off the
island. Of course we don’t owe Jeffreys
anything like a good turn, but there are
women with him——"

“T’'ve been thinking about that,” inter-
rupted the fine old boy. “I’ll do it—with
the hope of never seeing Jeffreys again.”

“As for the two Spaniards, they’re pure
gold,” 1 said.

“Tll take good care of them,” he re-
marked, smiling.

“That settles it all but what you said
about owing me; thers’s no owing business
about it, Father Hiram,” I continued.
“Hasn’t Alison told you she’s going to
matry me? That makes me your poor
debtor and hers, a thousand times over.”

“All right, Richard—if you think so,”
was the quiet reply. .

And I not only thought so then; I still
think so to this good day

“lee Halt and the Blind,” a complete book-length novel by Edison Marshall, in the
next POPULAR, April 20th.
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FOR MARRIED MEN

lT was a sweltering afternoon in June.

ONLY

In the chamber of the United States Senate the

heat bothered the lawmakers already bothered by the tariff. The clerk, reading the -

schedules in the bill, came to “hooks and eyes.”
sprang to meet the challenge of “hooks and eyes.”

Senator Morris Sheppard of Texas
So well did he meet it that, if he

ever runs for president, he will get the vote of every married man in the country.
“Mr. President,” he said, “hocks and eyes are a crude, unsatisfactory, baffling and

bedeviling means of ‘fastening dresses, as most married men will testify.

It is an industry

that should not be encouraged by a protective tariff.
“Let us hope that modern progress, having furnished us wireless telegraphy, heat-

less cookery, and the horseless carriage, will next discover-the hookless and eyeless dress.
Hooks and eyes are made of brass, plated with tin, coated with japan, located with diffi-
culty, and connected with the most strenuous and agonizing endeavor. They are made by
automatic machinery. Would they could be fastened, Mr. President, in the same way!
From the experience I have had, it seems to me that the number of hooks and eyes on
each dress is almost infinite and hopelessly invisible.”
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Money

by J. Frank Davis
Author of ' The Place of the Gods,” ‘‘Real Ranger Stuff," Fitc.

In the interest of honesty Kittie didn’t mind taking the law into her own hands.

ILAM OXNER, Texan, who had
M thick, dark hair, expressive eyes,
an easy laugh, a decent upbringing,
high-school diploma and a reckless
disposition, deliberately became a profes-
sional lawbreaker at the age of twenty-five
hecause of a damp speculation which, when
it was made, was as legitimate as snipping
a Liberty Bond coupon.

Forty-eight hours before he entered upon
his hectic career of misconduct-he hadn’t
any more intention of doing it than he had
of trying to sell the Alamo to some ingenu-
ous tourist from Oklahoma. He had lost
his repair job at the Quality Garage, his
savings had shrunk to a paltry twenty dol-
lars and he needed money. And out in a
thousand-acre pasture, a dozen miles from
town, he happened to be possessed of some-
thing that could be turned into cash—some-
thing that he owned as justly and lawfully
as he owned the stylish soft collar that en-
circled his neck.

Buying it had been lawful. Keeping it
was lawful. Selling it chanced to be other-
wise, vet it did not seem to him very sin-
ful. When he left the bank where he had
just drawn out his last dollar and hunted up
a rather unornamental acquaintance who
was posted on many things he had no slight-
est notion c¢f doing anything more than real-
izing on an old investment

Following a brief period of disarming con-
versation he asked casually:

“Suppose some fellow had a supply of
hooch on hand and wanted to get rid of
it but didn’t want to go into the bootlegging
business himself, who would he sell it to?
Who takes it at wholesale?”

“Who doesn’t that’s got the price?” his
sophisticated friend replied. “What kind
of hooch? Moonshine or tequila?”

“Oh, I don’t know. Either. Or old stuff
that was made before the big drought.”

“Good liquor, for the swell trade that’s
willing to pay, would go to ‘Silent Biil’
Gusky, I reckon. What do vou want to
know for?”

“Just curiosity,” Mile said. “You haven’t
heard of anybody that wants to hire a good
jitney nurse, have you? I'm still looking
for a job.”

Silent Bill Gusky, a middle-aged man
whose face muscles had hardened in five
thousand poker games, a reasonable per-
centage of them honest, went willingly -to
inspect the cave in the pasture where Mile
had hidden ten gailons of whisky, bought
purely as a speculation around bluebonnet
time in 1918, when the possession of alco-
hol, however immoral it may have been,
still lacked a month or so of heing criminal.
He had made the investment on the ad-
vice of a friendly and far-seeing old cattie-
man who regularly had his flivver tinkered
at the Quality Garage and liked him.

As Mile was and always had been a total
abstainer and as nobody but he knew of
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the existence of the little cave nothing had
happened to the liquor except that it had
grown four years older—and there are
things which age cannot wither nor storage
stale.

Gusky inspected the labels, tasted a swal-
low here and a sip there, grunted scornfully
to conceal enthusiasm and offered Mile six
dollars a quart for the lot as it stood.

Mile asked for fifteen, they dickered, and
Silent Bill gave him an even five hundred
dollars for the ten gallons, thereby reducing
his own profit to not much more than ten
dollars a quart.

Five hundred dollars, on an investment
of seventy, and not a job in sight in the
motor-repairing line! = For twenty-four
hours young Oxner wrestled with tempta-
tipn; then he visited Bill Gusky again.

“I’m not aiming to beat about the bush,”
he said. “Do you ever back rum runners
from the border, Mr. Gusky?”

“No,” said Bill.

“I was thinking I might buy me a sec-
ondhand lizzie and tackle a few trips. But
when I get the car bought I won’t have
enough cash to swing the deal for the stuff.
And I don’t know where to get it, or how
to get in touch with those fellows down
there on the river, or where to get rid of it
in a lump, here.”

“I don’t handle tequila,” said Gusky.

“So I've heard. Who does?”

“I don’t know.”

As Silent Bill, who was=playing solitaire,
was frowningly resisting an impulse to cheat
himself and seemed to have forgotten he
was not alone, Mile shifted from one foot
to the other, then turned toward the door.
“Thanky kindly, suh,”” he said. “I thought
maybe you might wise me.”

Bill turned another card, discovered that
honesty had demonstrated itself to be the
best policy and that perhaps the game would
come out all right anyhow, and looked up.

“Come back to-morrow night about this

time,” he said. “I’ll ask some questions.”
. Silent Bill made a number of inquiries the
following day, all of them having to do not
with the activities of rum runners and their
backers, but with the reputation of Milam
Oxner as to honesty, nerve and ability to
keep his business to himself. When Mile
came back he suggested without prelimi-
naries:

“Why don’t you go see ‘Frosty’ Boyer?”

“You mean John T.? The president of
the Two Nations Bank?”

“Yes.”

“But does he—is he interested in border
rum running?”’

“I don’t know,” said Silent Bill.
him.”

The Two Nations Bank was a small, in-
conspicuous institution that squeezed its
one-story shabbiness between a restaurant
and a clothing store on the border of the
Mexican business quarter. It was a private
affair, of the type known in Texas as a
“three-ball bank,” whose dealings were
principally the making of loans and whose
customers were largely of Mexican blood.

In it Mr. John T. Boyer sat in his cubby-
hole of an office the following forenoon and
received Mile with neither welcoming ac-
claim nor more than normal suspicion, Si-
lent Bill having conferred with him briefly
over this matter the day before and he hav-
ing already looked Mile up.

With an embarrassment not lessened by
Boyer’s manner, which had justly earned
him his soubriquet, Mile stated his wishes.

“What capital have you got?” the banker
asked.

“Enough to buy a car and live on until
I’'ve made a trip.”

“Two hundred quarts of tequila, deliv-
ered on this side of the river, costs four
hundred dollars. How much of that will
you put up?”

“None,” Mile said unhesitatingly.

As Frosty had asked this question purely
as a matter of form he wasted no further
time on it. :

“The profits of one load—two hundred
quarts—come to six hundred dollars at the
present market. You get two.”

“What do you mean, six hundred?” Mile
demanded. “Isn’t the market price seven
or eight dollars here in San ’Ntonio?”

“At retail, yes. You werén’t figuring on
peddling it, were you? In lump we’ll sell
it at five a quart; the bootlegger has' to
make two. or three. Well, it costs a dollar
on the Mexican side and a dollar to get it
smuggled across. Three a quart profit on
the load; six hundred dollars. And, as I
said, you get two hundred.”

“I get four,” Mile contradicted him.

“I’'m putting up all the money,” Frosty
reminded him.

“And I'm putting up a perfectly good
Ford car and me.”

“See
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“I back you,” argued Frosty. “I lose
the load if you get pinched. I get you

bail at all hours of the day and night. I
furnish a good lawyer. I do everything but
serve your time.”

“I have to get half,” Mile insisted.

This being the customary arrangement
Frosty agreed to it after no more than fif-
teen minutes’ debate.

“Did you ever happen to meet ‘Trinidad’
Stone?” the banker asked after this detail
- was out of the way.

“Never heard of him.”

“He’s an American—born in Texas, but
half Mex. Used to be in the saloon busi-
ness in Mercado. Had a little difficulty
with the  government over the draft and
slipped across to Lianza. He hasn’t been
this side of the Rio Grande since. You
buy of him.”

“But if he never comes this side—look
here, Mr. Boyer! I'm not going to run any
stuff across. Not a chance!”

““There’s a place in Mercado—TI’ll give
you the address before you start—where
you drop in, when you :are ready, and re-
mark that you are thinking of heading for
home in a couple of hours. When that two
hours is up you leave the city and turn
down the river. There’s a big pasture about
sixteen miles down where you wait.  The
stuff comes across. You pay for it—two
dollars a quart. You leave about dark.
You have to get here before daylight. I
tell you an address over on the West Side
to deliver it to; a man there pays you your
fifty per cent, cash on delivery. If you're
a good driver and attend to business, catch-
ing up on sleep and all that, you ought to
be able to make three trips a fortnight. It’s
the easiest money ever you saw.”

“This Stone? Is he a fellow that’s al-
ways on the level?”

“Nobody in the rum-running business is.
He’s as near square as any of them. Going
to tackle it?”

Breathless adventure loomed pleasantly
ahead.

“I'll try anything once,” said Mile.

1I.

Exciting as it all was nothing happened
during Oxner’s first trip to emphasize its
hazards. He went to Mercado, a good-sized
city in Huevaca County, faced across the
coffee-colored Rio Grande by the sleepy
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Mexican village of Lianza. He found the
address that Frosty Boyer had given him to
be a respectable-appearing soft-drink stand.
When, with tires inspected and gas and oil
replenished, he dropped in to buy a bottle
of ginger ale and remark that he reckoned
he would be heading toward San Antonio
the smiling young Mexican to whom he
gave his message went into a back room and
telephoned across the river.

Mile heard the message and he under-

stood Spanish passably. It was to the effect
that a cousin of the speaker’s who had been
expected to arrive that afternoon had been
delayed on the road by tire trouble and
would get in, bar accident, in about three
hours. The figure two hundred was also
mentioned. :
. When the three hours had passed, Mile,
his car concealed in a clump of trees that
could not be seen from the distant road,
watched a rowboat set out from the Mex-
ican shore of the Rio Grande. There were
three men in it and two of them held rifles.
When the boat touched United States soil
one of the men went downstream and the
other one up. Nearly a quarter of an hour
elapsed. Then the man in the boat waved
his hand and a flatboat came slowly across.
On it were two hundred quarts of -tequila
worth a dollar each when they left Mexico
and twice that five minutes later.

The Mexican in charge was young and
tall and dark and scarred across the jaw.
His name, he said, was José. What other -
name he might own he forbore to mention.

Mile checked up the tequila and paid over
his four hundred dollars. Before he had fin-
ished loading he saw the flathoat return, the
armed guards come back from up and down
the river and join the man who still waited
beside the rowboat, and the rowboat depart.
The entire proceeding had moved with an
absence of excitement and confusion that
demonstrated how routinelike it had be-
come.

Ozxner-stepped on his gas and headed for
San Antonio. The trip was wholly with-
out incident. Sunrise found him with a
car in which not a quart of contraband re-
mained, heading away from the little adobe
house where a Mexican had received his
load and handed him three hundred dollars
in good United States currency.

A hundred dollars a day, for three.days’
work!

“Some easy, this!” he jubilated. “Four
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or five hundred a week as long as things
go good—and they’d have to go pretty rot-
ten to cost a whole week’s income. Why
have I been hammering tinware all this
time? Easy money!”

He rolled into bed before eight, slept all
day and saw Frosty Boyer by telephone ap-
pointment in the evening. Boyer gave him
another four hundred for a load and he set
forth for Mercado in the morning.

It was at Mercado, while he was on his
third trip, that he met Kittie Russell.

The manner of their meeting had no
striking features. Mile had run into an ac-
quaintance on the street and they stood in
a drug store having an ice cream soda when
she came up to the counter, where Mile’s
acquaintance introduced them. She had
brown hair that was bobbed a little more
attractively than any bobbed hair he had
ever noticed, and irregular piquant features,
and a complexion that was not any more
touched up than complexions almost have to
be in the subtropics, and about the jolliest
little laugh he had ever heard. Her clothes
helped, too. She was a stenographer and
she had just finished work for the day.

He called that night and she strolled
downtown with him to a picture show. He
told her that his business—which was trad-
ing—brought him to Mercado pretty often
and that he wanted to come and see her the
following week. Something has already
been said, near the beginning of this narra-
tive, about Mile’s eyes and his thick, dark
hair and his easy, laugh. She didn’t find
it any effort at all to tell him he would be
welcome.

Down in the pasture by the river, sixteen
miles from town, the next afternoon, José,
the visible chief of the liquor smugglers, said
in his own language to Mile as he counted
his four hundred dollars:

“You are tied up with that Sefior Boyer,

no? A big split you have to give him, I
bet yqu. If you wanted to do business di-
rect—well, one man’s money is a3 good as
another’s with us.”

“Thanks, José. But I didn’t have the
dinero to start with.”

“You have it now, no? Of course if we
deal with one who takes only small lots it
is no more than right that you pay a little
more. But not much. Each trip you slip
me, say, twenty-five dollars. Then I fix it
so you get the goods just the same as though
you were working with Boyer.”

" sometimes I work for me, too.

“That’s worth thinking over,” Mile said.

“Sure,” replied José. “Twenty-five isn’t
much—and think of the bigger profit on
the other end.”

Mile did think it over much of the way
to San Antonio. He was still thinking it
over when he made delivery of his two hun-
dred bottles to the Mexican at the little
adobe house on the West Side, and, surpris-
ingly, the Mexican stepped into his
thoughts.

This agent of Boyer’s was an oldish man,
with wrinkled brown skin and little piglike
eyes. He had counted out Mile’s three hun-
dred and was handing it to him. when he
said:

“I bet you you weesh you don’t have to
pay that Frosty Boyer so much. He’s a
robber, that Frosty.”

“But you——"

The old Mexican did not let him finish.
“T work for heem, yes,” he said. “And
Why not?
Now eef you was to bring thiz supply to
me, myself, and see it for a little small dis-
count—for about four seventy-five a bottle
instead of five dollars—well, what thiz
Frosty Boyer don’t know, it don’t worry
heem to death, does it?”

“That’s worth thinking over,” Mile said.

Every single one of them out to double
cross every other one of them! Just as he
had always heard.

Nine hundred dollars he had made now
and but for Boyer it might as well have been
sixteen hundred or better. Sooner or later,
as an incident of the business, he must ex-
pect to lose a car, or a load, or a heavy
shakedown to high jackers or grafting offi-
cials, but with a bankroll he could stand
it. Why should Frosty get half his profits
now that he had capital?

He walked in on the banker that after-
noon and asked:

“How much notice would you give me
{f you decided you didn’t want -to do any
more business with me, Mr. Boyer?”

“About as long as it would take you to
turn your head and spit. And you’re en-
titled to give me the same. Go to it! Most
of ’em do. And most of ’em come back—if
they ain’t in jail.” )

“I didn’t necessarily mean——"

“Yes, you did. You've run three trips
without trouble and got the swelled head
that I expected you would. You've ar-
ranged with Stone or somebody else down
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there at the river to buy your own and
you've found a market for it here. All
right. We’re through. When you get into
a mess don’t send for me to get you out.
Good evening.”

“Gee, that was easy!” breathed Mile as
he came out on to the street. “As easy
as the money. Five-twenty-five a trip from
now out! This is the life, I'll tell the
cockeyed world!”

HI.

A prospective interruption to the excite-
ment of his occupation, an excitement pleas-
urably enhanced by the satisfaction of not
yet having been held up by either law offi-
cers or high jackers, developed after ten
days when he was in Mercado on his third
independent trip.

An election campaign for county officers
had begun and one Jim Linford, a reform
candidate for sheriff against the long-time
incumbent, had announced his intention, if
elected, of making Huevaca County danger-
ous for liquor smugglers and their transpor-
tation associates. He and his friends freely
charged, in their speeches, that Jacinto
Burns, the old sheriff, had been protecting
the illicit traffic, and although Burns and all
his supporters ridiculed the charge and de-
fied any one to prove that the sheriff had
not done everything that was humanly pos-
sible to stamp out rum running in the
county they passed the word along in the
proper quarters that it would be well for
antiprohibition activities to cease until
after election, which was nearly a month
away.

The smiling youth in the soft-drink es-
tablishment where Mile left his messages for
Trinidad Stone slipped him the word that
after to-morrow’s load there would be a
hiatus in international trade until Jacinto
Burns was safely enthroned as law-enforce-
ment chief for another term.

A sharp thundershower, late that after-
noon, smeared the streets and roads with
a treacherous layer of greasy adobe mud,
and the inevitable happened when Mile,
driving in the early evening with Kittie Rus-
sell beside him and paying attention to the
road and to her in the ratio of one to three,
beheld, issuing from a street on his left, an
automobile moving even faster than he was,
driven by a charming young woman of not
more than seventeen years, and realized that
road rules—such as the one that the driver
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on the right at an intersection has right of
way—meant little or nothing in her spoiled
young life.

“Loose car!” he ejaculated as he real-
ized that she was one who expected the rest
of the wide werld to avoid collisions, and
jammed on his emergency.

There was no crash. The young lady im-
pervious to rules sailed safely past his radia-
tor with inches to spare and not even a star-
tled look, and his car aimlessly performed
one of the most complicated feats of fancy
skidding that he had ever participated in.

The minor gods who watch over the des-
tinies of helpless motorists brought them out
of its intricacies unharmed. The car came
to a stop, facing in the opposite direction
from which it had been heading, a rear
wheel on the uncurbed sidewalk four inches
from a tree, with nothing out of the normal
except the tempo of its occupants’ heart-
beats.

Mile worked his starter, turned the car
about, and resumed the drive.

“She might have smiled at us as she went
by,” he said.

“Oh!” cried Kittie, acquiring breath and
speech simultaneously. “I never was so
scared in my life. She ought to be arrested.
Drive carefully.”

“I was—which proves you have to drive
all the cars on the road as well as your
own,” he said. “Well, that’s that. But I'm
here to declare that of all the helpless feel-
ings in the world a bad skid makes the
worst. You don’t know whether you're -
bound home or to the cemetery but you've
started.”

“I wish we had her number.”

“What for? Arrest a pretty lady who
is in a hurry? It ain’t done. She wanted
to get somewhere.” ;

“She’s there by now,” Kittie said grimly.
“T’d like to slap her face.”

Perhaps it was the sense of uncommon

. nearness to one another that this shared

danger developed, perhaps the fact that for
several weeks he would have no business
excuse for coming to Mercado, or perhaps it
was only that the moon rose just as they
stopped on the summit of a hill overlooking
the river, but for some reason Mile won
courage to put a question that had formed
itself in his mind during many long, hazard-
ous, hard-driving hours, and her answer
would have been altogether satisfactory if
she hadn’t qualified it.
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“I do,” she said. “You know I do, Mile.
But—wait a minute! Won’t you let me get
my breath long enough to talk a minute?”

He did presently and she pushed him
away from her a considerable distance.

“Your business, Mile,” she murmured.
“It worries me frightfully.”

“My business, honey!”

“You haven’t told me; but you didn’t
lie, either, when you said you were trading.
Pm awfully glad you didn't lie to me, Mile.
But I suspected what kind of trading—and
one day I saw you talking to that slick-
haired Mexican that grins like a Cheshire
cat, in that soft-drink place, and everybody
knows what sart of headquarters that is.
Mile! 1 wish vou wouldn’t! I lie awake
nights, now, worrying. I couldn’t marry
you if you kept on.”

“Oh, but listen, dear!” he cried.
isn’t anything so terribly bad to it.”

“It’s breaking the law,” she told him.

“Well, what of that? There’s laws and
laws. There’s a law against pistol toting.
How many men do you know that don’t
pack a pistol at least once in a while? Tl
bet your father does. There’s a law against
- smuggling. Do you know anybody that
thinks it’s a sin to slip things in from across
the river without paying duty, if they can
get away with it? There’s a law says autos
shan’t be run in the city limits faster than
fifteen miles an hour. Do you know any-
body that obeys it—or that thinks any
worse of other folks that don’t unless they
happen to kill somebody? I'm breaking the
law exactly as much as that flapper that
pretty nearly ruined us an hour ago—and
not doing as much harm as she took a
chance of doing, either.”

Kittie could read her own stenographic
pot hooks when they were more than three
hours cold, could hammer out nearly sev-
enty words a minute on her typewriter, get
two s into “all right,” make over a dress
acceptably and cook palatable peach short-
cake, but she had no genius for polemics.

“That sounds like a good argument,”
she said, “and I don’t know why it isn’t—
but it isn’t. And if it was I'd still remem-
ber that if you get caught youwll go to jail
and I wouldn’t marry a man that had been
in jail—never!”

“I haven’t enough money to get married
on,” he confessed. “After this trip I’ll have
a little over two thousand dollars. That
isn’t enough.”

“There

“Of course it is. You've told me that one
of these days you are thinking of getting a
little repair garage A

“Who said a little one? We'll have a
good repair joint, and some livery cars, and
a gas——"

“That shop on Yturri Street is for sale. I
asked about it the other day. It can be got
for fifteen hundred dollars cash. You said
yourself, when we drove by, that that ought
to be a nice little stand.”

“Sure; a nice little stand. Nix! No
dinky place like that for Mile and XKittie!
Just a few more irips, honey, and Pl quit
the game and settle down. All I’m going to
wait for is five thousand dollars and that
won't take long. I tell you, of all the easy
moncy 12

“Fasy come is easy go!” Kittie cried

“You are risking for it but you aren’t work-
ing for it—not work in propostion, te what
you get. You can’t keep it. First thing
you know—it will be like when you tried to
stop quick, back there, and didn’t know
where you were going but were on your
way. Skiddy meoney. That's what it is,
Mile. Skiddy money.”
. “Listen, sweetheart! There isn’t going to
be anything doing in my line until after
election. I'm going to make a trip to-mor-
row night and then I’'m coming back down
here and take a vacation where I'll see you
every night—and some days.”

“I wish, after that—I wish you'd leave
well enough alone.”

“I will,” he promised her, “as soon as it
is well enough, but it isn’t yet. It won’t
take three months to make the rest of five
thousand. Then it’s us for the garage and
livery, either here in town or in San ’Ntonio,
if you'd rather. I don’t want to start busi-
ness with a piker’s stake; it isn’t square to
you. With five thousand——"

_ She surrendered but her eyes were anx-
ious.

“Oh, Mile!” she urged. “Don’t take reck-
less chances. Be careful. I'd rather see
the money skid, every cent of it, than have
you get into trouble.”

“Don’t worry,” he assured her gayly.
“We're protected in this county and there
ain’t enough of those Federal guys to catch
one load out of a hundred. You'll never
hear of me being on the inside, looking out.
Gee, we're talking about unimportant dope!
Tell me, sweetheart. When was the first
time you knew you cared?”
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Iv.

Mercado and the balance of Huevaca
County, on election day, startlingly got
itself onto the front page of every daily
newspaper in the State.

With sunny skies and nine tenths of the
women for once united the electorate up-
set every calculation of the professional
politicians, pushed old Jacinto Burns un-
gently away from the public trough in
which his feet had rested for a dozen years
and set him to cursing the nincteenth
amendment much harder than ever he had
cursed the eighteenth. _

These maledictions, although delivered
with a swing and style and sureness that
won him ungrudging admiration did not in

any wise delay the swearing in of his suc- -

cessor. For two years at- least, unless his
health should fail or some ambitious gun.
fighter beat him to the draw, the reformer
Jim Linford was to represent the majesty
of Texas law along the northern shores of
that reach of the Rio Grande.

On the day after election the sleek-haired
youth in the soft-drink stand, his grin rela-
tively wan, whispered to Milam Ozxner that
Trinidad Stone desired speech with him at
his place of business in Lianza. . Leaving
his automobile and most of his money where
the Stars and Stripes could protect them
Mile crossed the river.

Stone, a shifty-eyed person in his middle
thirties, with American features and Indian
coloring, was slightly in his cups, and mo-
rose.

“The United States is a hell of a country
and Texas is getting just as bad,” he de-
clared somberly. “It wasn’t enough to go
butting into that war and making trouble
for a lot of good people over that cussed
draft, but then they had to go and shut off
personal liberty—and now Huevaca County
- elects a long-nosed Puritan whelp like this
Jim Linford. Me, I ain’t even going to stay
where I can look across into the damn coun-
try. I’m going to beat it down to Tampico.
Come in here.”

He led Mile to a storeroom and gestured
toward a supply of American pre-Volstead
drinkables.

“I had all this in my place in Mercado;
shipped it across here before prohibition, »
he said. “This and a lot more. I've been
selling right along, here, by the drink, but
I've got this much left and a big jag of it
hid out in the country, too. Whisky,
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gin, vermouth, all the cocktail
makin’s, even a little champagne Here’s
a list, all made out in typewriter. I haven’t
been sending any of it into the States; been
selling tequila and waiting for the prices
on this good old stuff to get higher—and
now I'm through Im going to shoet the
wad. At wholesale.”

“Why?” Mile asked.

“Didn’t I tell you I'm through with the
States? They’re no place for a free Chris-
tian to live in, or even look at. And this
cussed Jim Linford—he’s got it in for me,
anyway.
minded slobs on that draft board that made
all the trouble for me when I was living
over there, tending to my own business and
believing in live and let live. There ain’t
going to be any chance for me to do a
decent, honest business across the river after
he gets organized. But before he gets fairly
settled in his new job—TI’ll sell you the
whole lot, one delivery at the usual place,

brandy,

for seventy-five hundred dollars. It’s worth
close to thirty-five thousand in "~ San
’Ntonio.”

Before Mile’s ambltlous eyes spread a vi-
sion of his repair garage and livery ex-
panded beyond any previous dream and all
accomplished in one swift transaction.

“It sounds worth thinking over,” he said.
“How could we run a big shipment like
this?”

Stone had a matured plan and outlined
it. Mile did not intimate that the cash it
called for put it beyond his financial powers,
but took the first train for San Antonio and
called on Frosty Boyer.

“You said they all come back, boss,” he
told Frosty cheerfully. “Here I am. I’ve
got a chance to make us a nite piece of
money.”

“What put the fear o’ God into your
heart?” Boyer growled. “Pinch, seizure or
high jacks?” :

“Neither. I've got a deal to swing that’s
too big for me.” -The banker, as Mile went
into it at length, unsuccessfully endeavored
to hide his satisfaction.

“You furnish the ttuck, of course,” he
said after a while.

“You furnish the truck,” Mile corrected.
“She’ll cost about three thousand dollars—
and a couple of hundred more for the bar-
rels and painting. I haven’t got .that much
and if T had I wouldn’t spend it with you
getting a full half of the profits.”

He was one of them narrow- .
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“Seven hundred, the truck will cost, or
maybe eight,” Boyer amended. “That’s the
first payment on the installment plan; if it
gets seized I let the automobile company
hold the bag. All right; I'll put up the
money. I wouldn’t if I didn’t like you,
Ozxner.”

A little presentiment ran through Mile’s
brain. Since when had Frosty Boyer liked
anybody?

“Stone will have to take his money in a
check,” said Boyer.  “I wouldn’t trust him
with the cash; it isn’t going to be possible
to tally up the contents of as big a load
as that as delivered, and he’s a crook. I
wouldn’t put it past him to double cross us.”

“He’d never take a check. You know it.”

“He wouldn’t if you proposed it in ad-

vance, perhaps, but if you wait until the -
stuff is all smuggled across and then offer

it—a cashier’s check, of course, made to
Stone’s order by this bank. You may have
to talk eloquent but he’ll take it. VYou tell
him, of course, that I wasn’t willing to trust
you with the cash for fear of holdups.”

“He’ll be sore,” Mile objected.

“Not as sore as I'd be, after we got the
stuff here, if I found out it didn’t come up
to specifications. And, see here! That
cashier’s check has got to be fixed so it isn’t
cashable until we’ve checked up whether
the shipment is all right or not.”

“How?” ]

“I’ll think that out. You go arrange for
the barrels.”

Across South Texas, week in and week
out, rolls a flock of trucks of a big oil com-
pany, identifiable as far as they can be seen
by the peculiar and striking' shade of red
that they and all the company’s barrels
are painted. The barrels that Mile bought
were of the size and shape used by this cor-
poration. He got them across the river into
Lianza, where a trustworthy painter went
to work to duplicate the company’s tint.
Another painter, in Mercado, decorated the
truck that Boyer, through some dummy,
bought for a thousand dollars down. When
it was finished, it matched the company’s
vehicles, to the casual eye, even to the let-
tering of the corporation’s name.

These things accomplished Mile returned
to San Antonio for his final conference with
Boyer. :

The banker laid before him a cashier’s
check for seven thousand five hundred dol-
lars.

“This check,” he said, “is worth seventy-
five hundred dollars—if the shipment is
what Stone says it is. If he slips over any
bottles of tequila, moonshine, synthetic
hooch or water on us it isn’t worth seventy-
five cents.”

He amplified this.

“It looks like a good check, doesn’t it?:
Every name on it right and the signatures
just like every regular cashier’s check that
goes out of this bank. Well, there isn’t one
of those signatures straight. Every one of
them is a forgery.”

“Nothing doing!” declared- Mile.
not going to——"

“Wait a minute. You're thinking with
your mouth, like one of these here bolshe-
viks. Wait till I tell you. What you want
to do is be on the square with Stone if he’s
on the square with us, isn’t it?”

Mile agreed this expressed his senti-
ments. ‘

“All right. You get the booze and give
him this check. He sends it across to a
Mercado bank. By the time they get it up
here we’ve had a chance to check up the
shipment. If the stuff is as represented my
bank pays the check without a word—and -
nobody in the world but you and I and the
fellow that wrote those names knows there
ever was a phony check. But if we find
Stone has double crossed us ”  Frosty
spread his hands and allowed himself a cold
smile. “Then we’ll negotiate with him as
to what is a fair pro-rated price for the stuff
that is what he said it would be. Any hand-
writing expert in the world will back me in
not paying the check.” :

“But Stone will figure that I did it.”

“Then he’ll respect you for being cagy
enough not to let him slip one over on you.
He isn’t coming over into the United States
to do anything about it, is he? Especially
as he tried to crook you.”

“But who will be supposed fo have done
the forging? And the check is one of your
regular ones.”

Boyer almost grinned.

“One of my men here in the bank died
about a month ago,” he said. “He didn’t
leave any kin to make a fuss if it should
come out that maybe he swiped a blank
cashier’s check or two. As to who forged
it, you don’t know, and I've forgotten—
and there never would be any investigation,
anyway. The man that gets trimmed in a
bootleg“deal doesn’t go to the police. And

“I"m




SKIDDY

you don’t want to forget that if the stuff
he delivers is all right the check is good.”

“I’ll be no party to trimming Stone if he
does his share as he promises to. This has
got to be understood. If he plays square
with us, your bank cashes it—and if he
doesn’t we pay him for the part of the lot
that is all right.”

“Absolutely,” Boyer promised.

Kittie Russell, on the evening before the
big deal was to be put across, reverted to
the subject of the little garage on Yturri
Street.

“I asked again to-day,” she said, “and it
hasn’t been sold. Fifteen hundred cash. I
wish you’d buy it and settle down, Mile.
There isn’t any need to take more risks to
get more money. I can keep on with my
job and we’ll have enough.”

“A week from now,” he said, “we’ll have
enough so you won't ever have to jump
another fool brown fox over a lazy dog to
come to the aid of the party. Don’t ask
me any questions, but I'm going to put
through just one more trip—and it’s going
to be a killing. See that?” Boyishly he
dragged out of his pocket a roll of bills.
“There’s twenty-one hundred dollars. 1It’s
going to be better than fifteen thousand in
less than a week.”

“Why, Mile!” she breathed, excited and
apprehensive. “What are you carrying all
that money with you for? It’s dangerous.”

“With things running as they are with me
right at this minute a fellow needs all his
cash in his pocket, for emergencies. There’s
no telling when he will have to be little Mis-
ter Fix-it with some bunch of officers. Don’t
worry. There won’t any high jackers get
it.”  And still boyishly he gave her a
glimpse of an automatic pistol in his pocket.

“Oh, dear! I wish you wouldn’t!” she
cried and he swept her into his arms and
kissed her.

“I won’t—but once more,” he said. “I’ll
be back in less than a week to tell your boss
he can have the second prettiest girl in
Mercado for his stenographer if he can get
her, but not the prettiest, not never any
more, because Mrs. Milam G. Oxner is off
batting typewriter keys for keeps.”

“I wish you would leave that two thou-
sand dollars with me. I wish you would
buy that little garage,” Kittie pleaded.

“After to-morrow,” he replied, “there
isn’t anything your little heart desires that
I don’t aim to see you get.”

5A—p
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Late the following afternoon he stood be-
side his truck, concealed in the trees in the
down-the-river pasture. He was dressed in
overalls, as became a chauffeur of an oil
company’s vehicles, and there were artistic
smears of oil on his hands and face.

The rowboat arrived with its guards who
deployed upstream and down. The signal
was given and the flatboat came across. On
it were three red barrels, each presumably
packed full of bottles of preprohibition
American liquor. José and another Mexi-
can helped Mile load them on the truck.
Then José, smiling amiably, remarked to
Mile:

“Sefnor Stone says—this trade being so
large—that we shall collect the price of
each’ load as it comes across. That is fair,
no?’

“It’s fair enough but I can’t do it,” Mile
told him. “You see the payment is all in
one check.” ;

José’s smile wiped itself out.

“A check?” he repeated.

“It’s a cashier’s check on the Two Na-
tions Bank.” : ;

“I have no orders about that. You had
better come across and see Sefior Stone; he
is there, just on the other side.”

“No,” said Mile.

“Why? What is the matter with the
check?” José shrewdly inquired.

“Oh, T'll come,” Mile told him.

He walked around the truck and slipped
his roll of money out of his pocket and into
a hiding place in the tool box; he would
risk his own hide in Mexico but not his
capital. On second thought he also. decided
to leave his pistol; it would be useless
against at least five antagonists and if his
wits would not bring him safe home again
it was doubtful if an automatic would.

He crossed the river with José and found
Trinidad Stone worse for liquor than he
had ever before seen him. They met in a
hut a little way back from the river. Many
red barrels in its vicinity were guarded by
no less than six armed men.

Stone glowered with saturnine suspicion
when Mile explained the payment situa-
tion.

“I don’t take checks,” he growled.

“But it isn’t a personal check; it’s a
cashier’s. They’re just as good as money,
aren’t they?”

“Nothing’s as good as money.
much cash have you got on you?”

How
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“Not twenty dollars.”

Stone’s hand slipped to the butt of a pis-
tol swinging at his thigh.

“Keep your hands out at your sides,” he
commanded. “I want to know how bad
you’re lying to me. Look him over and see,
José.”

José obeyed. Mile neither resisted nor
. protested the search.

Stone scowled at him.

“No money to speak of; no gun,” he said.
“You might be telling the truth about the
check; we’ll find out before we go any
further. Frosty Boyer is a crook. I
wouldn’t put it past him to double cross me.
You’ll stay here until it goes through the
bank.”

“That will take some time. I’ll go to
Mercado and come back to-morrow,” Mile
suggested.

“I said you’ll stay here,” Stone told him
harshly. To the Mexicans who surrounded
them he spoke in Spanish. “If he tries to
make a get-away, shoot him.” He walked
toward a little automobile and turned to re-
mark, very unpleasantly: “When I get the
money you’ll get delivery. If this check
ain’t good you’d better be saying some
prayers while I'm gone, because you won'’t
get time for many after I get back.” _

Mile sat down on the floor of the shack
with his back against the wall and tried to
keep on smiling. He knew what chance
Stone had to cash that check, with him and
his load unreported to Boyer. He wasn’t
sure they would thereafter kill him although
it wasn’t outside the possibilities. But at
best he would have to ransom himself and
as they would send for the money he could
not hope that anything would be coming
back to him out of his twenty-one hundred
dollars.

Night fell and the Mexicans guarded him
in relays of two, while the remamder slept.
Somebody discovered that the top of a bar-
rel was loose and a bottle was taken out and
passed around. A second bottle and a third
were opened. A fourth. With dawn al-
most at hand the thing that he had been
hoping for came to pass; the two men on
guard slept as soundly as the rest.

With infinite caution, holding his breath,
he worked his way to the door, then slipped
down to the river. His overalls, shoes and
stockings tied in a bundle on his head, he
swam across. The sun rose as he finished
dressing beside the truck. He slipped his

automatic into his pocket with a hand that
shook from cold, and his fingers closed on
his roll of money. And at that moment a
voice spoke from close behind him, with
imperative sharpness:

“Get ’em up! Pronto!
after the gunl!”

He obeyed and turned. A good-looking
young man who had stepped out from be-
hind a tree threatened him with a steady
Colt pistol. In the early sunlight he saw
the fellow’s face clearly and recognized him
as Hampton Bird, one of Sheriff Linford’s
new deputies.

“Keep ’em up!” Bird commanded and
came to search him. “All right,” he said,
whenr he had found the automatic and re-
lieved him of it. “All right; you can put
’em down. Well, what have you got to
say?”

“It isn’t my say,” Mile replied, striving
for philosophical calm. “Where do we go
from here?”

The young deputy sheriff nodded judi-
cially.

“Nothing to say is right,” he agreed.
“Possession of liquor. Participation in
smuggling. Carrying a pistol without a per-
mit. Some little list of charges to go against
you, hombre. Some sweet little mess of
time you’re due to spend in our State and
national institutions.”

Mile tried to look unconcerned but it was
difficult. “I’ll never marry a man that has
been in jail—never!” Kittie had said it
and he believed she meant it. And the best
lawyer in the world couldn’t get him clear,
caught with the goods this way.

“Can’t—can’t this be fixed up?” he
asked.

The deputy sheriff surveyed him stonily.
“HOWP”

“I’'ve got some money—quite some. I'll
pay a thousand dollars.”

“It will take more than that.”

Mile sighed. Here went the whole roll,
but there was no use in trying to decelve,
the officer could count it.

“I've got twenty-one hundred and some
odd,” he said. ‘“Leave me the some odd to
get home with.”

“And you’re not to run another load of
booze in this county,” Hampton Bird stipu-
lated..

“Nor in any other county,” amended
Mile whole-heartedly. “After this—good
night! I'm going to work.”

Don’t try to go
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“Give me the twenty-one hundred, help
me unload these barrels and beat it with
the truck,” said the deputy. “I’ll find the
barrels here and seize them after you've
gone. And you're a lucky pup, at that.”

“You’ve got twisted ideas of luck,” grum-

bled Mile and handed him the roll.

N

Over the telephone,
squealed delightedly.

“The whole twenty-one hundred?” she
cried. “Isn’t that lovely!”

“Well maybe it is, but that won’t be the
word if Jim Linford ever finds out about
it,” a pleasant masculine voice replied.
“But I've got it honestly enough; it wasn’t
a holdup; he offered it to me of his own
free will. It’s all in bills. I don’t believe
I’d better come near your house or office.
Tell me where to meet you. Dog-gone it, I
wished half a dozen times I hadn’t promised
you—but I had to tell you yesterday eve-
ning what that painter tipped me was com-
ing off; you’d have felt too badly if I hadn’t
and nature had taken its course.”

“Of course I would. He’d have been ar-
rested.”

“That would have had to come some time
—unless that man Boyer trimmed him to a
hard-oil finish first. Boyer always double
crosses his runners sooner or later. He gets
the profits and they get the pen. But when
I came to you I only intended for you to
warn him off; I didn’t expect you’d insist
on my trying to put over any such scheme

Kittie Russell
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as I did. Well, it has worked out all right
—if nobody ever tells old Jim—but there
ain’t another man, woman or child in Texas
I'd do it for but you.”

“Warnings wouldn’t do any good,” she
said. “Once they get to going they don’t
stop trying to make easy money until it
stops being easy. And I just love you for
it, Hampie!. You’re the best cousin I've
got in the world. I'm just as happy as I
¢an be.”

Not happy was Mile Oxner. He tossed
for hours upon his hot bed in the hotel be-
fore he fitfully slept. Toward night he rose,
dressed, ate, and let dragging feet bear him
to Kittie’s house. There, gloomily, he broke
it to her that it would be many a long
month before they could marry.

“I’'ve got to get me a job,” he said.
“Never mind how it happened; I've lost
even that two thousand. I'm a darned fool,
Kittie. I haven’t got a lick of sense. If
I'd only listened to you—gee, I wish I'd
bought that little garage! Iifteen hundred
dollars looked piking—and now it would
loom up like the head elephant in a circus

parade.”

“Mile!” whispered Kittie, snuggling.
“Dearest! There’s something I've never
told you. I qughtn’t to have secrets from

you or deceive you and I never will, after
this. I've got a little money. It’s right
where I can get it to-morrow, We’ll take
it and buy that garage. And there’ll be
some left over. It happens to be just
twenty-one hundred dollars.”

Another story by Mr. Davis, “According to His Folly,” in the next POPULAR.
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~ THE SCARS OF SLUMBER.
CLAUDE A, SWANSON of Virginia, is one of the unbeatable members of the United

States Senate.

He has spent practically his entire life in public office, and last

summer, when he was opposed for the renomination to the Senate by Westmore-

land Davis, a former governor of the State, Swanson won hands down without

having made a campaign speech or taken a political trip. But in his earlier years, when
he was a-member of the House, h2 sometimes had to put up a battle for the honor.

During one such struggle he had to spend the night in a small-town hotel that wag

crowded to the attic. Having come in late, he was given a hall room and felt lucky to get

that.

When -he was ready for sleep, however, he found that he had a makeshift bed; it

lacked a mattress, and, being provided with wire network springs, two sheets and a blan-

ket, it gave small promise of comfortable rest.

mattress. He rolled in and slept.

But Swanson was too tired to look for a

“Well,” asked the landlord in the morning, “how did you sleep, congressman?””
“Pretty well, thanks,” replied Swanson genially; “but I looked like a waffle when I

got up.”



Fish Kelly knew his luck was going to change.

quent, his appearance was superb.

His tall thin frame was incased in a

wasp-waisted black suit, the trousers
of which were creased to an almost danger-
ous sharpness. His high celluloid collar, of
a baby blue, infolded a necktie of a shrill
soprano pink. The brim of his new felt
hat, as black as his skin, was pulled down
rakishly over one prominent eyeball. The
other white eyeball watered in the acrid
smoke of an enormous cigar decorated by
an ornamental band. Fish was not used to
smoking and occasionally he would remove
the cigar and disapprovingly work his long
black lips over his protruding white teeth.
But, although the cigar hurt his eyes and
made him feel a little sick, he nevertheless
continued to let it hang over his receding
chin. Restaurant proprietors, he had no-
ticed, always smoke cigars.

He was absorbing the morning sunshine
in front of his new restaurant. Behind him,
through the clean glass windows, could be
seen a delectable array of flaky-crusted pies,
cooked by his wife; the front of the restau-
rant was freshly painted white, and over his
head was a brand-new red-lettered sign:
Fish Kelly’s Eat Place. With the assist-
ance of his father-in-law he had just ac-
quired this place and except for something
less than a thousand dollars in the bank—
half of which was his wife’s—it represented
the sum of his worldly goods. But with
eight tables covered with red cilcloth the
restaurant was easily the most pretentious
in the colored section of this Virginia sea-
port town and to be its proprietor was no

I VISH KELLY’S manner was grandilo-

By Robert McBlair
Author of “‘Settin’ Pretty,” ‘‘Apology Accepted,” Elc.

It did!

mean distinction. It was too soon for pros-
pective customers—colored laborers, bearing
empty tin lunch pails—to be pouring home-
ward along the cobbled street. But on the
opposite uneven brick sidewalk, in the shade
of the weatherworn wooden dwellings, shuf-
fled a considerable number of brethren and
sisteren. And Fish, negligently resting a
wrist upon his hip, fancied that they nudged
one another and looked across at him with
admiring eyes.

“He sho’ am some fancy dresser!”

It was the voice of the sporty new wait-
ress, in the restaurant doorway.. Fish
grinned, and then pouted, trying not to lose
his dignity, and looked toward her. But
she was looking past him. He followed her
gaze and was pained to see a high-yellow
gentleman who made quite an impression
upon the eye. In addition to a noisily
checked maroon-colored suit, and a hat of a
more beautiful green than grass, he twirled a
yellow cane and—as a final cry of triumph
—his glistening yellow shoes were incased
in snow-white spats. E

Fish moved his long lips over his promi-
nent teeth and spat disgustedly upon the
pavement. His grandiloquence had suffered
a severe eclipse. He recognized in the rain-
bow-colored gentleman a man of whom
Macedonia, his comely wife, was reputed to
have been enamored before her marriage.
In fact she had become so charmed by the
yellow gentleman’s radiance that she had
intrusted to him the sum of her small sav-
ings. The idea had been that he would in-

- vest it for her in a business; but since the

day she had given him the money, not he
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nor the money nor the business had been
seen.

“I knowed I was settin’ too pretty!” Fish
moaned to himself. He loved Macedonia
too much to be indifferent to the reappear-
ance of this young Apollo.

“What dat uppity nigger doin’ here in
town?” he inquired.

The waitress, hair oiled out straight, arms
akimbo above the shortest of stylish short
red skirts, was following the riot of color
with admiring eyes.

“He don’t do nothin’ but talk,” she an-
swered, the purple powder on her brown
face crumbling as she smiled. “He say, so
long as de ladies likes good looks in a man
talkin’ is de mos’ of his work.”

Fish watched the twirling yellow cane
and white spats until their owner turned
the corner. “Um!” he grunted in deep dis-

~gust, with which perhaps was mingled a bit
of fear.

The conversation was interrupted by the
appearance of Macedonia, who came out of
the door to their lodgings across the street,
her arms full of paper napkins. She tra-
versed the cobbles, pushed open the screen
swing door and hurried through the restau-
rent to the kitchen. In a moment she came
out of the kitchen, her arms empty, and
looked over the array of tables to see if
everything was in order.

Fish’s bosom swelled with tenderness as
he watched her through the window. They
-had been lovers during their three years
of marriage. Of a sudden he realized how
lucky he had been—to have so sweet a wife,
a little baby a year and a half old, and this
new restaurant, which promised to be thriv-
ing and profitable. He roled his prominent
eyes skyward.

“Lawd,” he begged, “please don’t let
nothin’ else happen—’cause I done had all
de luck I kin hold an’ anything new is jes’
boun’ to be trouble.”

Macedonia took off her red hat and hung

- it on a hat tree midway the room, then
gave a pat-to her high coiled glossy black
hair. Next she slipped off her tan coat
and hung it beneath the hat. The sleeves
of her blue-and-white-checked shirtwaist
were rolled up over shapely light-brown
arms. Her oval light-brown face, with its
big alive dark eyes, was to Fish liké®a flower.
She walked over to a glass kerosene iamp
on one of the tables, then lifted her head.

“Fish!” she cried commandingly.

Fish stopped watching her through the
glass and shuffled alertly inside.

“What you want, honey chile?”

“Don’t you ‘honey chile’ me—standin’ out
dere projekin’ wid dat flippity gal. Why
you put dese lamps right under de curtains?
You tryin’ to set dis place on fire?”

“Reckon de waitress mus’ ’a’ done it,
honey. TI’ll tell her how to put ’em.”

“You tell her nothin’,” retorted Mace-
donia. “I’ll do de tellin’. You keep ’way
from dat gal or fust thing you know you .
gwine see me projekin’ my ownself.”

Fish’s heart came in his throat. “Honey,
dis de fust words I have spoke to her sence
she come. You know I ain’t never look at

- nobody ’cept you.”

Macedonia’s eye was caught by some-
thing on the sidewalk. “Fix dem lamps,”
she commanded. “I’ll be back directly.”
Without waiting for hat or coat she hurried
toward the door. Fish glanced through the
front window in time to see the flicker of
a yellow cane against a moving maroon-col-
ored suit. His receding chin dropped. He
swallowed dryly.

“She can’t be wantin’ nothin’ wid dat nig-
ger,” he assured himself. “Not after de way
he done her.”

But he was not so much assured that he
did not walk to the door and look down the
street. The debonair gentleman of the green
hat and white spats was crossing to the op-
posite side of the street at the next corner.
Macedonia was taking a hurried diagonal
course across the cobbles, as if to cut him
off. They reached the sidewalk at the
same time and she spoke to him. .He doffed
his green hat with an elaborate bow. She
laughed, fell into step at his side and they
passed out of sight around the corner.

A hot tremor ran through Fish. His
heart began to beat rapidly and to rise in
his throat so that he could hardly breathe.
Nothing like this had ever happened to him
before. Since their marriage he had never
had occasion to think that Macedonia could
be attracted by another man. He was so
stunned that at first he did not hear what
the stylish waitress was saying.

“Dat nigger sho’ am a doctor wid de wim-
min!” she laughed. “No wonder he always
got money.”

“S’pose you go inside an’ fix dem lamps
so dey won’t burn de place down when dey
is lighted!” Fish’s voice was unusually snap-
pish, for his gentle nature. The waitress
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whirled her short skirts and went inside with
a taunting chuckle. :

Fish’s heart was going trippety-trip and
his knees were trembling. He tried to con-
vince himself that Macedonia couldn’t pos-
sibly be interested in a man who had robbed
her. And of course he would never think
of following Macedonia to see what she was
doing. But he felt the need of a little walk.
So he shuffled down the street toward the
corner around which she had disappeared.

When he reached the corner neither she
nor the high-yellow gentleman was in sight.
Feeling the need of more exercise Fish shuf-
fled across the cobbles and down the side-
walk where they had gone. He had walked

nearly a block without seeing them when’

his attention was attracted by a semicircle
of colored youths standing round a blue
automobile in a vacant lot. He joined them
and found that the machine was being of-
fered for sale by a stalwart black gentle-
man in a black-and-white-checked suit who
was known as “Hot” Jackson, proprietor of
the Elite Pool Room. Fish had seen the
roadster before—flying with muffler cut out,
tin hood gleaming, along Church Street, Hot
Jackson at the wheel, some befurbelowed
damsel beside him. It consisted of a home-
made bright-blue body on a flivver chassis
but the engine had been geared up to where
it tore along at hair-raising speed. Fish
for a moment forgot his misery as he stared
at the shining roadster with yearning eyes.
He had never even driven a machine and
to own one he had always felt would be the
height of unalloyed joy.

Hot Jackson must have seen the light in
his eyes.

“Here a man what will buy dis car. A
sportin’ man. Fish Kelly, dat’s him. He
got a fine new rest’rant an’ now he come
along jes’ when he kin git dis here speedster
for five Lundred dollar. An’ dat’s jest ’bout
half what she worth. He sho’ got nigger
luck.”

Fish was flattered at the attention. He
grinned and pouted and covered and dis-
closed his white eyeballs. But he knew that
Macedonia would never consent to spending
half of their cash capital upon anything so
luxurious. At the thought of Macedonia
his dark mood returned.

“Jes’ what a sportin’ man like you reeds,”
Hot Jackson continued, “for to take yo’ lit-
tle brown lady ridin’. If you can’t find
yo’ own wife, take de other man’s. If you

can’t buy gas, borry de money from her.”
Hot Jackson brayed a loud laugh. “I can
show you how! Learn you dat when I
learns you to ride de machine.”

The general cackle of laughter that fol-
lowed this sally seemed to Fish, in his pres-
ent mood, to have a special meaning. His
tar-black face fell into sullen despondent
lines. He pouted his long lips, blinked his
black eyelids and shuffled out-of the crowd.
Like a tall lanky black cloud, with long
yellow feet, he shuffled morosely back to
the restaurant, where he stood with hands
in his pockets and awaited Macedonia’s re-
turn.

She was a long time coming. Fish, al-
though naturally self-distrustful and melan-
choly, had behind him three assuring years
of happy married life. So by the time
Macedonia reappeared he had almost con-
vinced himself that it was silly of him to
have this pain about his heart.

She came around the corner, walking with
quick excited steps upon her high patent-
leather heels, to Fish a rounded comely fig-
ure in her blue-and-white-checked shirt-
waist and brown skirt. He watched her
tenderly as she crossed the cobbled street
and tapped along toward him over the un-
even red brick pavement. When she reached
him he would have slipped his arm about
her. But she put him impatiently aside, an
excited light in her big brown eyes.

“Fish,” she said, “go down the bank an’ -
bring me a hundred dollars. Right quick.”

Fish’s thin knees went suddenly weak.
His prominent Adam’s apple ran up and
down inside his high blue collar as he swal-
lowed desperately, thinking for words. He
forced himself to say:

“What you want wid all dat money?”

Macedonia twisted her blue-and-white-
checked shoulders impatiently. ‘“Reckon
half dat money in de bank is mine, ain't
it? Is you goin’ to git it, or no?” .

This wasn’t like Macedonia. She seemed
suddenly strange—merely a comely young
woman with a light-brown oval face and a
trim figure. It wasn’t like her not to know
at once that he was sick at heart. That is
what hurt the most, that she should be so
otherwise interested as to be callous to him.
His throat began to ache so that he couldn’t
swallow. He turned away and shambled
blindly toward the bank, so that she would
not see the tears that he was trying to blink
down. A silver drop rolled the length of his
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twitching black face but he wiped it away
with a tar-black hand. First thing he knew
folks would be noticin’. He sniffled, brushed
his eyes with his knuckles and took a deep
breath.

But it didn’t help him to have to pass
along the very block where Macedonia and
the white-spatted gentleman had walked.
When he went by the blue automobile in
the vacant lot he had a sudden savage de-
sire to buy it. Buy it and ride triumphantly
back to the restaurant; ask the sporty
waitress to accompany him—and show
Macedonia that he could cut a wide swath
without any need of her. But as he shuf-
fled through the doors of the bank he de-
cided that he would not buy it. Let Mace-
donia behave as she would; /%e would be
faithful to ker; he would live up to what
was right and use his share of their money
to carry on the restaurant and make a liv-
ing for the family.

But after he had drawn the hundred dol-
lars and started back—{feeling steadier now
that he had aligned himself on the side of
virtue—he happened to glance across the
street. There, lolling elegantly in the door
of the Virginia Real Estate & Insurance
Company, was the gentleman with the white
spats. He was gazing across the street to
where Hot ]ackbon was tuning up the en-
gine of the blue speedster.

A hot rage swept over Fish. “I’ll show
’em!” he said. He pivoted and returned to
the bank, where he got the cashier to make
him out a check to cash for five hundred
dollars. Fish signed it with his mark and
pocketed the five hundred-dollar bills. He
shuffled rapidly along the street to the va-
cant lot.

“Is it hard to ride dat thing?” he inquired
of Hot Jackson.

“Hard?” Hot Jackson recognized a cus-
tomer. “You kin ride a bicycle, can’t you?
An’ a bicycle ain’t got but two wheels. Dis
thing got four.”

“Dat’s right,” Fish agreed.
for you to learn me?”

“I kin learn you twixt here an’ yo’ eat
place.”

“I’ll give you fo’ hunderd.”

“You done bought you a car!”

“Le’s go,” said Fish, grandly drawing
forth the crisp green bills.

Hot Jackson’s gold canine teeth glittered
in a mammoth grin. He lowered the shiny
tin hood over the little engine, hopped into

“How long

the driver’s seat and made room for Fish be-
side him. There was a roar from the un-
muffled exhaust as he gave it the gas. They
bumped across the sidewalk, whirled to the
left, and sped like a shining blue meteor
toward the asphalt of York Street. Hot
Jackson was constitutionally unable to drive
slowly and the engine was geated so that it
had to go fast or not at all. Fish clung
on with both hands and felt his kinky black
hair uncurl and grow straight on his potato-
shaped head.

After what seemed to Fish an unneces-
sarily long time spent in speeding, Hot
Jackson stopped, let-Fish take the driver’s
seat and explained to him the simplicity of
the affair.

“Dis here foot clutch,” he explained, “you

push way in if you wants to go back. Dis
other one, you pushes in to start, an’ lets
out for high gear—an’ dat’s all de gears dey
is. See dat?”
- Fish’s previous experience with machinery
had been confined to a push cart that for
some years he had propelled for a delicates-
sen store. But he was not prone to expose
his ignorance to the worldly-wise Hot Jack-
son.

“Is dat all dey is to 1t?”

“All, "cep’n’ dis brake an’ dis han’ throt-
tle. You know de han’ throttle on a loco-
motive?”’

“Yeah,” Fish answered untruthfully.

“Well, dis is jes’ de same excep’n’ a lit-
tle different and they is two of ’em. One
for de spark.”

“I ain’t seen no spark,” said Fish. “Is
dis thing liable to ketch on fire?”
Hot Jackson brayed loudly. “If she was

goin’ to burn up, reckon I'd ’a’ burned her
long ’fo’ dis. You take de wheel an’ I'll
keep my foot on de clutch. Ready? Let’s
go!” The machine gave two jumps and
chanoed from 1mmob111ty to twenty miles an
hour. Fish remained with it by clinging to
the wheel. The result was not conducive to
good steering. They ran up on the side-
Walk and down again; and next, by their
joint efforts, skimmed adventurously up
York Street, around two corners and down
the cobbles of Queen. Fish was several
shades paler when they came finally to an
ostentatious, skidding halt before the door
of the Fish Kelly Eat Place.

“If you needs any advice at any time,”
said Hot Jackson, ‘“jes’ let me know.” And
he went off down the street, whistling.
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Fish dismounted and inspected his new
possession. It had a grim shiny efficient
look that he didn’t like. It reminded him
of a sleeping bulldog. The sort of thing
that, if you touched it, was liable to turn
on you. He remembered the way it had
leaped into space the two times that Hot
Jackson had started it. His shudder was in-
terrupted by Macedonia, who emerged from
the resturant.

“You got dat money?”

Recalled to his other troubles, Fish sul-
lenly searched his pockets and drew forth
the one-hundred-dollar bill that she had re-
quired. . 5

“What you doin’ drivin’ Hot Jackson’s
car?” she demanded as she took the money.

“’Tain’t Hot Jackson’s,” he mumbled,
slowly opening and closing his prominent
eyes.

“Whose car is it den?”

“My car,” defiantly pouted his long black
lips.

“Fish Kelly!” For a moment she was
speechless, looking from the car to him, and
back again. “What you pay for it?”

. “Fo’ hunderd.”

She gasped. “Now ain’t dat jes’ like
you!” she cried shrilly. “Spendin’ all dat
good money on a no-'count ructious thing
like dat!” :

“Reckon I got a right to spen’ my own
money,” he retorted sullenly. “Reckon you
spends yo’ own money like you wants to.”
He leaned bitterly against a wooden tele-
graph pole.

Macedonia shook her head, gave him a
single exasperated look, drew in her breath
hopelessly and started off down the street.
He turned and watched her trim figure
. crossing the cobbles at the corner toward
the street where he had seen the man of
the white spats. For the first time he was
glad that he had bought the machine. “I’ll
show her!” he muttered hotly and he went
in the restaurant to look for the new
waitress. »

The waitress was serving hog jowl and
turnip greens to two early diners, so Fish
sank into a chair and gave himself over to
moody rumination.

“Maybe she got some business wid dat
long-haired nigger,” he thought hopefully.

But what business could Macedonia have
with that man? Maybe to collect money
from him—not to give him more. It wasn’t
as it should be, anyhow. A man’s wife

didn’t have any right to be talking to
strange men unless she explained it to her
husband—much less be giving them money.
But, Fish decided, he had been lucky for
so long he wasn’t going to be mean about
it. If anything new happened he felt sure
it would be trouble. So if Macedonia would
just keep away from that yellow peril he
would be silent and forgiving. But he
couldn’t stand that man. The very sight
of his' white spats made Fish see red.

He gave up the idea of asking the waitress
to go riding and went outside to watch for
Macedonia’s return. She was nowhere in
sight but the stalwart Hot Jackson, singing
lustily, was coming up the street. Hot ar-
rived at the restaurant, braced himself with
a hand against the frail glass window, and
tried to focus eyes that were glassy and out
of plumb.

“Habbut a Ii’l’ ride?” he suggested.

Fish did not answer. He had become
rigid at what he saw beyond the jovial Mr.
Jackson’s shoulder. Macedonia’s high pat-
ent-leather heels were picking a way across
the cobbles at the corner. Assisting her,
with a palm beneath her elbow, was the yel-
low man of the white spats.

They turned and came up the sidewalk to-
ward the restaurant. Fish felt numb all
over. . His knees began to tremble. He
swallowed and his prominent Adam’s apple
jumped back into place with a dry click.
There was his wife, in broad daylight, walk-
ing up the street with this green-hatted
dude who was nonchalantly twirling a yel-
low cane the while he chatted and laughed.
Fish’s heart was beating like a trip ham-
mer. It seemed more than his body could
bear. They came nearer, talking and laugh-
ing. They came right up to him, and Mace-
donia said:

“Fish, meet Mister Washington Jones.”

Fish did not see Macedonia’s look of
pride as she approvingly surveyed his hat
and suit of a becoming funereal black. He
could not know that her association with
Mr. Jones was solely for the purpose of
collecting the money he had deprived her
of. Fish’s attention was absorbed by Mr.
Washington Jones, who took off his grass-
green hat in an elegant bow. The sun glis-
tened upon his perfectly straight black hair.
He had a frank, youthful light-yellow face,
a pinch of black mustache bereath his white-
folk’s nostrils. Macedonia came close to
her husband.
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“I wants another hunderd dollars,” she
murmured, while Mr. Washington Jones
tactfully withdrew and rolled his beautiful
brown eyes indifferently up to the blue of
heaven. Fish put his black trembling hand
into his pocket and gave Macedonia the last
of the hundred-dollar bills. She concealed
it quickly in her fist and walked over to
Mr. Jones. With tacit accord they fell into
step and returned along the way that they
had approached. i

“Easy come, easy go,” murmured Hot
Jackson philosophically.

Fish didn’t know whether he was refer-
ring to money or wives.

“How you start dis engine?” Fish de-
manded fiercely.

“T’ll start it for you,” replied Hot will-
ingly. “Want take li’l’ ride?”

“I’ll show ’em!” Fish replied. He turned
to go in the restaurant after the waitress,
but she was standing in the doorway, her
oiled black hair sticking out stiffly, framing
the grin on her square brown face. With
her hands on the hips of her short red
dress, she tapped a high heeled gray suede
shoe and chanted the old song:

“Let her have her way,

She’ll rule you eve’y day,

An” put you in yo
gra-a-ave!”

Fish ignored the taunt while he noticed
the generous expanse of gray silk stocking
and the purplish powder upon the girl’s
face. She would just suit the sporty blue
roadster.  He would show Macedonia that
he could go a-projeckin’ too. He grasped
the waitress by the arm and dragged her
to the machine.

“But dey ain’t nobody to look after de
rest’rant!” she objected. :

“Hot Jackson will watch de place,” said
Fish, helping her into the roadster. Mr.

lonesome, lonesoine

Jackson careened to the front of the car

_and twirled the engine. Fish jumped into
the driver’s seat and seized the wheel.

“Turn on de lights,” said Hot Jackson,
“goin’ be dark soon.”

But at that moment the unmuffled engine
started with a roar.

“Better cut down de gas!” Hot Jackson
warned but Fish was oblivious of everything
except Macedonia and her companion, who
were chatting gayly together as they strolled
down the street. His imagination already
had pictured Macedonia’s expression of
chagrin and remorse when she saw him roll

magnificently past in his sparkling automo-
bile, accompanied by an ostentatiously al-
luring young lady. He remembered vaguely
the way Hot Jackson had thrown the car
into motion. He pressed upon the left pedal
and pushed the next pedal all the way down.

There was a hiss of spinning tires; then
the rubber gripped the cobbles and the ma-
chine lurched convulsively backward. The
waitress was thrown forward, Her shoul-
ders hanging over the low wind shield, and
Fish was catapulted against the steering
wheel. The jolt took Fish’s wind, but not
so the waitress. She emitted an ear-pierc-
ing scream that caused Macedonia to turn
in terror and brought people running to the
doors and windows.

The angle at which Fish struck the wheel
probably averted a catastrophe. Instead of
running straight backward, where it would
have crashed into two horses attached to an
ice wagon, the blue roadster raced back-
ward across the street in a circle which took
it up on the opposite sidewalk, around a
telegraph pole, and back across the street
again. - Hot Jackson had sworn never to
drink again when the car had flitted sud-
denly out of his hand—backward. Now it
‘was returning to him, on the wings of the
wind, still backward. He emitted a wordless
yawp of fear and darted through the swing
door of the restaurant, carrying the wire
screen with him. But the blue roadster was
not to be balked of its prey. It missed
the telegraph pole in front of the restaurant
by a hair and then plunged st®aight for Hot
Jackson, taking a direct course smash
through the large glass window.

The rear of the car was in the show
window but the front wheels caught against
the outside of the window base and left the
rear wheels spinning furiously in two of
Macedonia’s flaky-crusted apple pies. The
car, for a moment, was motionless, and over
the roar of the unmuffled exhaust Fish, gray
with terror, heard Hot Jackson’s bellow.

“Lif’ yo’ foot! For Gawd sake lif’ yo’
foot!”

Fish had at the time almost no control
of his faculties. But the advice must have
reached his nerves for he tentatively lifted
the generous feet which were pressing down
upon the pedals.-

No sooner had he done so than he re-
gretted it bitterly—although too late. From
a grateful state of immobility the roadster
leaped suddenly forward, tore itself free of
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the window with a renewed crash of splinter-
ing glass; and before Fish had time either
to curse or pray he found himself hurtling®
down Queen Street at hair-raising speed, the
notice of his coming bruited abroad by the
siren screams of the waitress. He was sub-
consciously aware of Macedonia, with arms
outstretched, running after him; of a gen-
tleman with a green hat and open, aston-
ished mouth on the sidewalk. But almost
before these impressions had time to regis-
ter he had reached the blind end of Queen
Street, had pulled the wheel to the left, so
- that the car skidded twice around, had been
up on the sidewalk and down again, and was
speeding once more straight ahead. A po-
liceman stepped from the sidewalk into the
car’s path and raised a commanding hand.
There was a slight bump. But the only
change this made to Fish was that thereafter
his outlook was obscured by a policeman’s
hat, plastered against the wind shield.

A whirling skid around another corner
threw him into York Street—the white-
folks’ section of the town, where the street
was asphalt. The blue roadster leaped ap-
preciatively forward down the straightaway.

Fish, at the wheel, had fallen into a state

. not far from coma. This was only the sec-
ond time he had ever driven a car. Terror
had done all to him that terror could. His
tar-black complexion was a mottled gray,
his hat had long since gone, leaving his
kinky potato-shaped cranium bare, and his
shrill pink tie stood straight out behind his
neck like a band of hot steel. He merely
clung to the wheel, endeavoring by a twist
here and a twist there to avoid this hurtling
universe of trees, telephone poles, frightened
horses, old gentlemen, fire plugs, automo-
biles and street cars which was being thrown
giddily at his head. At one moment he
found he was roaring directly toward a
partly open draw bridge. The continuous
scream of the waitress arose to a higher
pitch. He closed his eyes. There was a
slight bump and he held his breath, waiting
for the impact against the water. After an
interminable interval he opened his eyes
~and found that he was speeding along a
suddenly deserted street, the drawbridge far
behind. It was after this that he lost all
sense of feeling.

He had no thought as to where he was,
except a dim idea that he had been going
long enough and fast enough to be at least
halfway across the State. He had no time
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to identify the scenery; besides, it was gone
so quickly there was hardly any use. The
screams of the waitress had worn down to a
hoarse moaning buzz. But of a sudden her
screams increased in volume as if she had
awakened again to some faint hope of rescue
before annihilation. And Fish noticed that
the color of the babies and old gentlemen
that he was nearly killing had changed from
white to brown; the streets became more
bumpy, so that the racing car bucked like
a broncho; and it was a brown policeman
who occasionally raised a commanding hand
—and then leaped wildly for the sidewalk.
He knew he must have circled back again
into the colored district.

Into Fish’s darkened mind there crept a
ray of light. Far ahead, on the sidewalk,
he descried a cane, a pair of white spats,
and a grass-grcen hat. He had long since
given up any hope of ever getting out of this
lunatic speedster alive. Instinctively he de-
cided to join death with revenge. He turned
the wheel slightly and leaped over the low
curb. The man in the green hat saw the
blue car racing after him up the sidewalk,
and hurried to cross the street. The car
turned to follow him. With a final wild
glance over his shoulder the pursued man
abandoned hat and cane and fled for the va-
cant lot across the street. But he had
started too late, not reckoning upon the
speed of the pursuit. Barely had he crossed
the second sidewalk than the roaring car
was upon him. The right fender caught
him neatly at the bottom of his coat. The
white spats rose twelve feet in the air and
described a beautiful backward curve. Fish
swerved the car to the right in an effort to
dodge the back fence. Its left front wheel
caved in; its nose dipped and struck the -
ground. The waitress, moving too fast to
scream, passed over Fish’s head, grabbing
his coat en route and taking him with her.
They were thrown far from the car—a roll-
ing puzzle of red skirt, black suit and un-
identified arms and legs. Not sure whether
they were dead or alive they scrambled to
their feet and looked dazedly about.

The demon roadster, not to be daunted,
had churned forward over dts broken wheel
and had impacted with a bang against the
cobblestone wall that bounded the right of
the lot. As they stared, a thin wisp of lav-
ender smoke rose through the hinge of its
bright tin hood. Then, quicker than the eye
could see, a sheet of yellow flame ran up-
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ward, supporting a small cloud of dirty gray
smoke and in another moment the whole
blue body was a mass of fire.

“Was fo’ hunderd dollars,” said Fish, “now
it’s smoke!” He suddenly felt sick. A
crowd of dark pop-eyed children, of buxom
colored ladies with soap suds up to their
bare elbows, of tobacco-chewing colored
gentlemen, had begun to gather round the
sizzling car. Fish began to edge toward the
street, away from this unpleasant publicity.
But before he had reached the sidewalk he
heard a mellow voice directed at him in ac-
cents of anger.

“I goin’ to sue you for dis!” It was the
high-yellow gentleman, limping. One of his
white spats was missing; the maroon of his
suit was mixed with streaks of clay. ‘“This
goin’ to cost you a thousan’ dollars. You
see!”

“Me too!” cried the sporty waitress, snif-
fling as she viewed a Marathon run in her
gray silk stocking. “You goin’ to pay for
this—you crazy, black, good-for-nothin’,
spindly, no-’count, liver- hp, bgg—eyed——

Fish recognized that the sporty waitress’
epithets were rising to such a thrilling cli-
max that she would have to find relief for
her feelings in action. He ducked through
an opening in the crowd and shuffled hur-
riedly up the sidewalk toward Queen Street.
‘Black head bare, his tall thin frame drooped
in dejection, he looked almost as gloomy as
he felt.

“I knowed if anything happen it was goin’
to be bad,” he told himself miserably. “Fo’
hunderd dollars burned up. Macedonia sho’
goin’ to hate me—now I done los’ all dat
money. -An’ she givin’ all she got to dat
yaller jacket.” His throat closed with an
ache; he blinked his black lids over his
prominent white eyeballs. “Nigger luck.
I sho’ got dat all right.”

Behind him he heard the clanging bell of
a fire engine. He wheeled, expecting to see
it turn into the vacant lot to extinguish
the embers of his car. But, instead, it came
straight up the street, passed him and raced
ahead, its shining nickel stack spouting a
whirl of gray smoke and tiny sparks into the
gathering dusk. This was the big engine,
reserved for major fires, and behind it rolled
the unwieldly length of the hook and lad-
der. Fish, however, was too depressed to
be interested even in a fire and he reverted
to the melancholy of his thoughts:

“Nigger luck!” he repeated, with ironic

bitterness. He thought of how in the course
of a single day he had practically lost his
wife, lost his automobile, representing four
hundred dollars, lost the two hundred dol-
lars that Macedonia had taken out of their
joint account to give the high-yellow gentle-
man—and on top of all this he would be
sued for damages by the yellow man and the
waitress, He had spent the rest of his
money stocking and refurbishing the res-
taurant and the restaurant now was all that
he had left in the world. As he shuffled
moodily along the uneven brick pavement
he ignored the men, women and children
‘who were running by him on their way to
the fire, the red glow of which could be seen
against the dusky sky. He made his plans.
His good luck had been followed by bad
luck. But out of the wreckage he still had
the restaurant. He would run that very
carefully. He should be able to make a liv-
ing out of that; and maybe if he were pa-
tient Macedonia’s thrifty interest in the
success of the restaurant would bring her
back to him. He felt slightly heartened.
He turned the corner into Queen Street.

Against the opposite curb stood the nick-
eled fire engine, red embers beneath it on
the cobbles, its stack, under forced draft,
spouting sheafs of sparks, while two uni-
formed firemen raced toward the corner fire
plug with their reel of flat hose. Fish Kelly
looked beyond the fire engine, to the right,
and saw black smoke pouring out of the
front of a white one-story building.
Through a rift in the writhing darkness ap-
peared for an instant a streak of red let-
ters against the white background of a sign.

The Fish Kelly Eat Place was a mass of
smoke and flame.

Fish’s knees turned to water, his bleath
became short and he leaned weakly against
the corner house by his side. The restau-
rant, too, was gone. Gone now was every-
thing. He felt actually ill. And then
through his lassitude shot the thought:
“Macedonia!” Was Macedonia safe? He
galvanized into a shambling gallop across
the cobbles.

On the other sidewalk his arm was
grabbed by Hot Jackson, who was quite
sober but crying.

“Fish, when I lit de lamp on de table it
caught fire to de curtain. While I was
fightin’ de curtain I knocked de lamp over
an’ its oil come out an’ begun to burn. I
didn’t mean to——"’
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“Macedonial” cried  Fish
“Where at is Macedonia?”

“Last time I seen her,” said Hot Jack-
son, wiping his eyes, “was just after de fire
started. She run into de rest’rant.”

Fish flung off Hot Jackson’s hand and
rushed ahead. A white policeman, at the
fire line, would have headed him off but
Fish ducked under his arm. The heat in
front of the restaurant was singeing and
almost unbearable.

A red tongue of flame darted through the
rear side window and licked the svhite clap-
boards of the one-story building. Through
the broken front window the inside of the
restaurant seemed merely a mass of twisting
black smoke, lighted once and again by a
flicker of flame. Was Macedonia in that
furnace? Fish peered, with smarting eyes.
A window in the rear burst outward with
e crash. In the resulting draft the black
smoke veered and thinned. It opened for
an instant and Fish’s heart leaped as he saw
Macedonia’s red hat, beneath it the outline
of her coat.

He thought it was Macedonia herself. It
did not occur to him that if it had been
Macedonia she would hardly have been
standing upright and motionless in the cen-
ter of the room. He did not remember the
coat tree upon which earlier in the day he
had seen her hang her hat and coat. The
smoke swirled back and the restaurant in-
terior became a dense choking black mass
pierced by thrusts of flame. He had lost his
money, he had lost Macedonia’s love—he
still had his life. It would be easy to let the
approaching policeman drag him away. To-
morrow he could tell his friends that only
the policeman had kept him from dashing
into the fire to save Macedonia, or join her
in death. But at the thought of being
dragged away, to leave Macedonia alone in
the flames, he cried aloud:

“Honey! Honey! I's comin’!” and ran
headlong into the wall of smoke.

The heat was terrific, like a hot coal, and
the smoke forced him to hold his breath
and close his eyes. The invisible flames
ahead of him made a dry crackling sound.
He groped forward, stumbling against ta-
bles and chairs. The heat seemed to press
against him, as if it would crush him, while
from within his breast the kept air was
fighting like a wild beast to escape. Torn
between the two forces, he felt giddy and
weak. But Macedonia needed him and she

fiercely.

was only a little way ahead. His chest was
bursting—he let out his breath and gasped
for air. The stinging smoke poured into
his nose and throat. He seemed to be
drowning in a deep sea of fumes. He
reached out his arms and stumbled forward.
He must reach her and save her before he
gave in. His fingers touched first the rough
straw of her hat, then the softness of the
coat. His throat opened to a strangled
cry. “Honey!” He stooped to lift her, but
giddiness overcame him. The earth whirled
beneath his feet—came straight up and
struck him. “Honey, we dies together!”
Darkness.

When next he opened his eyes Fish was
sure that he must be dead. Instead of the
twisting, choking black smoke of the res-
taurant he saw the familiar red wall paper
of the family’s Queen Street room. On the
table beside him was the homely yellow-
shaded reading lamp. He looked down to
see that he was fully clothed, except for
his coat, and he recognized Macedonia’s
bright home-made crazy quilt beneath him.
He tried to move and see more but his neck
and head and arms were bandaged and
the motion caused him acute pain.

He had moved enough to see who was
seated beside the table, turning in her hands
the charred remnant of-a red straw hat.
And then he knew that he was indeed dead
and that the angels had taken him to
heaven. For there, in her blue-and-white-
checked waist and dark blue skirt sat Mace-
donia. And although she must have been
burned to death, the same time that he was,
her oval light-brown face, her rounded fore-
arms, were unbandaged and showed no
scars. Fish heaved a thankful sigh. Heaven
wouldn’t be heaven if his Macedonia were
all scarred up. He was so weak that a
tear trickled over his thin black face.

She looked up at his sigh, came over and
knelt beside the bed.

“How is my man? How is my hero man
what thought I was in de rest’rant?”

Fish smiled weakly at the note of fond- .
ness in his wife’s voice.

“De firemen couldn’t bus’ yo’ arms loose
from dat coat tree. Fish, honey, I goin’
to always keep dat ol’ burned hat.” She put
an arm gently across his chest. “Even if
you was a-projekin’ wid dat waitress!”

“Honey,” said Fish faintly, not yet sure
that he was alive, “you knows I jes’ com-
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mence a-projeckin’ wid her ’cause you got
sweet on dat yaller man. Dat’s de reason
I bought dat car. I couldn’t stand to be
seein’ you wid him.”

“Oh, honey, is dat de reason why?”

“Ouch,” cried Fish, ‘“leggo my neck!
You ain’t tole me ’bout you an’ dat fancy
nigger.”

“Oh, honey, don’t you understan’? I jes’
went after him to collect what he owe me.”

“Look mo’ like he was collectin’ from
you!”

“I know it, honey. Dat nigger’s a talker.
He ’suade me to take insurance wid his com-
pany—so he could pay me what he owe me
out of his commissions. So I ’sured de rest’-
rant ’ginst fire an’ flood an’ plate glass an’
we gwine git back what it cost us.”

“You mean somebody goin’ pay us a
thousan’ dollars?”

“Sho’. Dat’s what I spent mos’ of dat
hundred for.”

“It don’t sound probable,” replied Fish.
He painfully sat up and scratched his po-
tato-shaped head with a bandaged hand.
“Is you sho’ I is alive—an’ not in heaben?”

“Sho’ you is alive,” she answered. “You
is only scotched.”

“Well,” ne asserted, -characteristically
pessimistic, “anyway—de car done burned
up. An’ dat cost fo’ hunderd. An’ dat
yaller nigger an’ de waitress goin’ sue me
for damage.”

“Don’t make no matter,” replied Mace-
donia. “Soon as I seen you’d bought dat
car I run down an’ ’sured it aginst fire,
accident, an’ suits, too.”

Fish’s popped eyeballs were white against
his thin black face. “You mean somebody
goin’ pay me for dat car, an’ pay for de
suit?” Things were again taking on the un-
reality of heaven. He grew dizzy.

“Cert’n’y!”

“Well,” he answered, as if hoping that
there was at least some bad news to make
things seem real, “anyway, I gwine be laid
up an’ can’t work for a spell.”

“Don’t matter, honey. I knowed you was
goin’ be fool enough to drive dat car yo’
ownself so I ’sured you aginst accidents, de-
ployment, disease and desanity. You kin
jes’ stay in bed an’ eat chicken long as you
wish—an’ it ain’t goin’ cost a cent.”

Fish lald back upon his pillow.

“I jes’ knowed 1 was dead!” he said re-
signedly as he closed his eyes.

%

THE UNFATUOUS FATHER

if a story that has achieved wide success along the thronging boulevards and in the

EVEN a wise father usually harbors plenty of illusions about his own offspring. But

brilliant salons of France’s laughing capital this season has any foundation in fact
there is at least one father who knows Whats what even where his own young

hopefuls are concerned.

The tale is of an aged but sprightly silk manufacturer of Lyons who on a visit to
Paris chanced upon a schoolday friend whom he had not seen for half a century. After
the customary expressions of gratification at the happy reunion the friend evinced an in-
terest in the family history of his erstwhile school chum.

“So,” said he, “you are a husband and father of long standing?”

“But perfectly, my old one.”

“What luck!
you?”’

“Six—all boys.”

“Ah, it is of a magniﬁcencel
successes, I'll wager.’

“QOh, undoubtedly. The first is in the diplomatic service.

of a stupxd ass.
“The third is a finarcier.

“The fifth was decorated for distinguished service in the war.

any action either.
“I am proud of them!”

1, as you see, am still a lonely bachelor.

And how many children have

And what are they doing? Splendid fellows and great

The second is also a bit

The fourth also has narrowly escaped jail.

The sixth never saw



The Last

Phantom

By Theodore Seixas Solomons
Author of ' The ‘All-time-go’ Man,” ‘'‘The Bandenna Bird,’ Etc.

Mark Howard didn’t believe in spooks, but The Last Phantom saved his life.

ARK HOWARD told me this story
M himself and I am convinced that
it is true, for several reasons.

In the first place, I myself had
an experience once that strongly savored
of the thing that happened to him. In the
next place, I have known the man all my
life. We went into Alaska together and
lived and worked .there together for six
months before we separated. He is one of
the most truthful and colorlessly matter-of-
fact persons I have ever known—which
probably makes the phenomenon itself the
more remarkable. In the third place, I
have learned that his experience accords
perfectly with the findings of abnormal psy-
chology.

The reason I tell the story in the third
person is because the thing that to my mind
is the most difficult to believe—though it
is not the most interesting circumstance by
any means—needs the explanation of some
one who knows the man himself, the kind
of a man he was physically, {o be specific.
T’ll come to that later.

Howard had been mining all winter in the
Fortymile country and having his usual
luck! In the spring he went to work sluic-
ing for one of the big outfits on a near-by
creek. They had a lot of low-grade dirt

to shovel in; it was a long job and they
did not finish until the hills were bare of
snow and you could go overland anywhere
on foot. That suited Howard first rate. be-
cause he wanted to get to Circle City as soon
as he could to meet some men with whom
he had arranged to cross the Yukon-Tanana
divide to the newly discovered placers of
Fairbanks.

. He figured—correctly enough—that from
where he was, away up on a branch of
the Fortymile, it would be easier and
quicker to hike it across the western tribu-
taries and on to the network of creeks run-
ning into the Yukon south of Circle than
it would be to go on down the Fortymile to
the Yukon and then virtually double back
down that river to his destination. He knew
he was a good walker—though he did zo¢
know how exceptionally good!—and he cer-
tainly did not know how poor was his sense
of location—though I did; but unfortu-
nately I was not there to warn him.

He started in the morning carrying abso-
lutely nothing but a couple of sandwiches.
He intended making a certain road house
whose location had been described to him
on Charlie Creek. It was a stiff walk but
he expected to make it by six or seven
o’clock in the afternoon. The route led
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along certain ridges between small creeks
of the Fortymile watershed.

The Yukon basin is peculiar. Except for
the big delta at the lower end and the Yukon
Flats below Porcupine River there is no area
of valley land in all its tremendous ex-
panse from British Columbia to the Bering
Sea. It is hills, hills—illimitable hills sep-
arated by a vast network of long gulches
twisting and turning with the streams that
drain them. Unles: you know well a given
locality you have nothing to guide you ex-
cept the general direction of the main river
itself and its nearest large confluent.

Thus, when Howard discovered—after he
had walked all night—that he had missed
the tributary of Charlie Creek and was on
unfamiliar ground—being now out of the
Fortymile watershed—he realized that all he
knew of the lay of the land was that the
Yukon was northward and the Tanana, its
largest left-hand branch, was southward.
But he felt sure that farther on—northwest-
ward—he would come upon trails and that
these would lead to road houses. There was
where he made his mistake. A man with
a better knowledge of Yukon topography
would have known that the region toward
which he was bending his footsteps was a
very sparsely mined one and that his chance
was mighty small. He had eaten his two
~sandwiches at noon and of course he was
ravenously hungry. It was the middle of
May, light all night, and he had no diffi-
culty whatever in seeing the caribou trails
on which he walked along the divides be-
tween the gulches.

Notwithstanding the unsettled condition
of this part of the Yukon he undoubtedly
would have come upon trails leading to
some camp had it not been for the fact that
the spring freshets, converting every .con-
siderable tributary into a small, raging
river, obliged him to keep pretty well along
the southerly divide of Charlie Creek and
its western neighbor. Pushed thus practi-
cally to the headwaters of the Tanana he
was in unprospected country, in a maze of
gulches that had rarely if ever been trav-
ersed.

By noon next day he had walked for
thirty hours; and being tired” and a little
faint from hunger—that was what his raven-
ous appetite had changed to—he thought
he’d rest and sleep. But the mosquitoes
would not let him. So he drank water,
tightened his trousers belt and “mushed”
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on. He felt first rate when he got going
again—light and clean and not overhungry.

Somewhat to his surprise he found him-
self walking on and on through the evening
into the twilight of midnight, and still on
as it became lighter, the sun higher, the air
warmer; and by nine o'clock, about, he
thought it was warm enough to be able to
sleep. He was on a treeless divide where
he could not make a fire, though he pur-
posed doing that—walking down to the
spruce timber and making a smudge—if the
mosquitoes bothered him.

The mosquitoes did bother him. They
seemed to rise up from nowhere in spite of
the fact that he was on a ridge. Wet moss, he
found, fostered mosquitoes; and wet moss
in Alaska is everywhere. He cursed himself
for not having any netting, but of course he
had not expected to sleep out. He fought
mosquitces for an hour or so—drowsily—
and then decided that he would walk again
and dip down into the nearest spruce timber.
He was no longer hungry. He felt queer,
but well, and fairly strong.

He carried out his intention, veering at
an angle down a hill to a near-by clump of
woods. That was about noon or a little
after. Then when he tried to start a fire
he found that his matches were wet from
dampness that had pierced his overalls
when, earlier in the day, he had lain down
to sleep in the moss. Disgusted, he threw
them away, set his teeth—and walked! He
turned at an upward angle and gaining the
divide again, struck into a moose trail that
bore him west, southwest, northwest—ac-
cording to the curves and twists of the ridge.

That was the afternoon of the third day.
He had had nothing to eat for over fifty
hours and had rested but two or three hours,
sleeping not at all. But he walked on
sturdily enough and this was the reason:

Mark Howard was, physically, a very un-
usual man. He was under medium height,
compactly built, with a well-knit, muscular
frame. He was naturally strong, probably.
But however that may be, at least it is cer-
tain that from his earliest youth he had cul-
tivated an unusual strength. He had never
been an athlete nor taken part in any sports
or exercises.” But his lot had been that of
a man who is more or less continually en-
gaged in work that is preponderantly phys-.
ical; and in all that he did he never used
his brain—which was a very good one for
other purposes—to save his muscles. It was
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instinctive to him to put forth all of his
energy all of the time! And thus he had
become possessed of a muscular system of a
quality that enabled him in emergencies—he
probably was not aware of the fact him-
self—to sustain a given exertion for twice
or thrice as long as the average healthy out-
door man of his age, which was thirty-five.
He was used to walking over the very try-
ing surface of interior Alaska. He was fresh
from the splendid setting up of a protracted
period of sluicing. He was fit to the nth
_ degree!

But the strains he underwent in this
forced march without rest or sleep were
more than muscular strains. His nervous
system was not equal to the tasks to which
his tremendous physical endurance. sub-
jected it. He himself discovered that fact
next day—the fourth day.

The third night he hoped for sleep, failed
to get it—though the mosquitoes had not
been numerous, it being rather too cool for
them—and wondered if he had better per-
severe in the effort to sleep, even to letting
the mosquitoes bite him at will. Suddenly it
occurred to him that since he was running
a race with starvation he had better keep
going as long as he could. It was common
sense that in sleeping he would be continu-
ing to use up his bedy fuel, even though the
rate would be slower. He might be com-
pelled to rest in order to keep going but he
reasoned that if he were to rest before he
absolutely had to that meant he would stag-
ger and fall. some miles before he had to—
some miles, it might be, before running into
a camp.

The reasoning might have been wrong.
But it was a sane enough process of thought
and acting on it Howard arose and resumed
his march.

He soon came to the end of that ridge,
descended into the gulch, and seeing it to
be long and swampy, walked along the left
margin, gradually rising again from the
downward-sloping valley by keeping a level
course along the hillside. That hillside
grew mountainous and rocky after a few
miles and he was subjected to a peculiarly
trying experience in continuing along it.
This was the only incident of what might
be called a topographic nature that hap-
pened to him throughout the whole adven-
ture, though it would not, because of that,
be worth recounting in a story of the nature
of his. But to it Howard is inclined to
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ascribe what happened after. I do not agree
with him; nevertheless the incident ought to
be told. He came upon a region of moun-
tainside which was steep, where there was
no earth, only rocks of all sizes from sharp
particles of gravel to boulders of the bulk
of buildings. Rocks, here and there, all
along the mountainside, and at all eleva-
tions, as far as he could see in the lessened
light of the late afternoon, were detaching
themselves from their tehuous bedding and
rolling down the mountain. It was a spring
phenomenon, the snows and frosts of win-
ter having produced new instabilities in this
immense, forbidding ‘slide.”

Howard treaded his cautious way along
but became unnerved by the startling ef-
fects of these detaching boulders. He fre-
quently toiled far uphill to keep on the
upper side of a threatening rock. He him-
self started many avalanches. He was more
conscious of his empty stomach and of its
effects upon him through this ordeal than he
had been before or was afterward. The
passage of that three or four miles of dan-
gerous rock slope “took more out of him”
than all the days of his starvation hike. He
was sweat wet and shaking when he found
solid hillside once more and the first thing
he did was find a place to rest.

He thought he would have given his life
for sleep, but he only imagined he was
sleepy—it was only his ardent longing for
some respite from the ague of mind and
nerves in which he had emerged from the
rock-avalanche zone. When he lay down
he began to see the rock slide when he
closed his eyes; and when his thoughts wan-
dered from that they brought back the
scene of sluicing on Fortymile River—and
other recent scenes and places and things.

He had developed a case of insomnia and
he knew it. He might have conquered it but
for the mosquitoes, those deadly pests of
the early Northern summer. So what does
he do but arise again and resume his weari-
some journey, drinking occasionally at little
streams coursing down the hillside—for wa-
ter was everywhere—but rarely thinking of
food. He had constantly a peculiar feeling
in his body which he had never known
before. It was not distressing, not a gnaw-
ing feeling. Physically he could not associ-
ate it with hunger though of course his in-
telligence told him it was caused by lack of
food.

It was about four o’clock in the morning
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when happening to glance backward and
down into the valley bottom he saw a camp
and men sluicing!

He was delighted—naturally. And yet he
frowned, wondering and disgusted to think
that he had actually passed along the hill-
side above that part of the valley, which
was now about a mile and a half back of
him, without noticing the camp. He walked
back obliquely along the hillside and down
toward the creek bottom, occasionally glanc-
ing at the sluicing gang. Water, he judged,
was getting scarce at the source from which
these men were taking it, or they would
not have put on a night shift. He counted
eight boxes, with two or three men to each
of the seven boxes above the tail box. He
noted these details when he had lessened
his original distance by about half.

He trudged on, gradually nearing the bot-
tom of the valley; and the next time he
glanced at the scene he was surprised to no-
tice that the sluice line seemed shorter.
There were but six boxes. He supposed, of
course, that he had erred before. But once
again, after rounding a little knoll that had
hid the miners from his view, he stopped
and was mystified to observe that there were
now but five boxes and a correspondingly
smaller number of men,

He had to account for this in some way,
so he decided that the head boxes had been
withdrawn, and this by coincidence just
when the outfit had been hidden from his
view. But as, increasing his pace—all fa-
tigue forgotten—he glanced again, another
sluice box had miraculously disappeared,
with two or more men. He laughed at the
weird performance—and marveled. He was
without theory now. When there were only
three sluice boxes he tried to fix the scene
with his eye, defying it to change while
thus he held it steadily. But he could not
avoid glancing away once, and when his
- eye returned to the scene, two seconds later,
presto! There were only two box lengths.
He had to glance down while he jumped a
side stream. One box, one man were left!
It was the tail box.

His way was now clear and tolerably
smooth and he vowed he would never once
take his eyes away from that man and that
box. Nor did he. But in a few moments
he saw the man stoop, shoulder the sluice
box and walk off with it into the brush. He
kept his eye glued to that moving object—a
T-séh[iped thing—until it disappeared. It

—FP
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could have been a natural disappearance
and he clung to that idea, holding the brush
with his eye, stumbling sometimes, but never
looking away—until he came to it. )

It was—just brush. There was no tail-
ings pile, no pay dirt, no camp—nothing!

Mark Howard sat down on a boulder and
stroked his chin. ‘“Hallucination!” he whis-
pered to himself. Then he said it aloud—
and imputed this utterly new experience to
the wear and tear of the avalanche mountain
upon his nervous system. He laughed good-
naturedly and retraced his way down the
valley and up the hill—and on, drinking and
walking. It was bright day now.

As he toiled on he ifisisted on persuading
himself that if it had been broad daylight,
such a light as reveals details—little things
that the reason could work upon—he could
not have been deceived in his senses. He
knew he was perfectly sane and therefore
he felt that with sufficient evidence no mere
aberration of the single sense of sight could
“get” him, -

That conviction remained until, early in
the afternoon, at the very height of the sun’s
power, he saw another camp, below and be-
yond, this time, not back of him. There
were both tents and cabins, five camps in
all, and several men in sight. Between the
camps were two dumps with the usual wind-
lass in the center of each. Here was the
real thing. He was conscious of saliva!

Then began the disheartening wiping out
again—first one thing, then another. By
the time he was within a hundred yards of
what had been the nearest object of man’s
creation—a dirty tent it was, with an irregu-
lar pile of wood for burning down outside
it—the tent whisked into thin air and the
wood became bushes of slightly different
contour from their nearest neighbors. How-
ard thought he could pick out some spe-
cial natural object for each tent, cabin and
dump of the mirage that had been. Each-
of these was either a shimmer of water, a
rock, a bush, a specially light or specially
dark bit of ground. He was through with
these hallucinations!

There were two more days to his adven-
ture—six in all. This healthy man, who
had used no liquor in his life, little tea or
coffee, whose habits had been good and reg-
ular habits, whose life had been largely an
outdoor life—this Hercules of endurance
went on for forty-eight hours longer over the
ridges, dipping into side gulches when he
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had to cross them, keeping northwest in his
general course, doggedly winning onward
toward the Yukon.

He was always amused but never in the
least excited by what he saw in those wild,
empty, narrow, winding stream. valleys—the
camps, the tents, the cabins, the strings of
sluice boxes—in a word, the objects with
which he had of late years associated his
fellow beings, to whom now his subconscious
as well as his conscious mind looked for suc-
cor!

That was it, of course. That was the
theory he evolved to account for the hallu-
cinations.
urgently now, for he felt his strength to be
almost gone—was a camp. It was too early
for berries., He had no weapon to shoot
game, nor hook and line for fish. There-
fore he must come upon a camp—men. How
natural, therefore, that this powerful wish
should be father to the thought—the. visual
thought! 1In other words, the hallucina-
tion.

At the end of the sixth day, about five
in the afternoon, he saw the last string of
sluice boxes—saw it, that is, until he passed
it. For latterly he had not taken. the trou-
ble to alter his course by so much as an
extra rod of walking to investigate any of
these cruel delusions. Some of the visions
had persisted as far as he could see them.
The fading out had come, during that last
day or two, only when he had walked right
into the “camp.”

He had seen that last one—a string of
sluice boxes—perhaps half an hour before.
Since that time he had had to descend to
the creek, for a large confluent stream com-
pelled it. This was his Waterloo! The
stream was swollen, deep, swift, ice cold. He
doubted if he ever could have crossed it.
In his present condition—his weakness was
such that his pace could not have been
more than a mile an hour—he was per-
fectly sure that it meant death to wade out
into that water.

There was a chance—a chance in a hun-
dred with Yuken streams in that great al-
luvial basin—that there might be rocks a
little below and a constricting of the water
—a chance to jump from rock to rock. As
he went staggering along the bank he saw
his final mirage, The Last Phantom. A
horse browsing on the hillside was the first
of it. A little farther down—yes, there was
the inevitable cabin. Soon he would see

What he needed—and mighty

that infernal, damnable, imaginary string of
sluice boxes, and men shoveling in.

He was wrong about those last items—
sluice boxes did not happen to set them-
selves into this particular picture.

He came upon a knoll, painfully climbed
it and looked up and downstream. He could
see at least two miles of the straight-run-
ning creek and it was everywhere 4vide and
rapid. He was very, very tired and with
the hopelessness of that view the last of
his courage, of his will to live, left him and
he lay down in the willow brush and gazed
somberly at the hill, the sky, and the brawl-
ing, boulder-choked young river that in two
or three weeks would be easily fordable.
He wondered how long it was to be before
he died. He feared only the disfiguring of
the mosquitoes.

From the mirage cabin, which was now
almost opposite him across the creek and
some hundred yards up the slope, a mirage
man appeared, carrying something. In de-
fault of other occupation Howard lazily
watched him—or it, rather. It came down
to the stream, set a bucket on the ground,
took from it a pan and a knife, took from
the pail, next, somie potatoes and began
paring and throwing them into the pan.

- Howard would not have stirred; he would
have gone on watching the man—or the
image of the man—until it vanished, ex-
cept for one circumstance. To that circum-
stance he owes his life!

He heard a bell.

He glanced over to where he had seen the
horse and now saw several.

Attached to the neck of one was the bell
he heard—or thought he heard. It was a
clear enough sound—io his imagined sense
of hearing.

Up to that time only his eyes had been
subject to hallucination. He had never im-
agined that he heard a sound. He knew
that an auditory hallucination is just as
common or even more common than a visual
hallucination; and he had, therefore, no
more confidence in the one than in the
other. But just because he had not actu-
ally been deceived in a sound during his
three dayb of hallucination, some obstmate
thing in him suggested that 'this scene might
concewably be different from the others.

With that thought camie another, bolster-
ing it. He seemed to remember that the
men in all the previous cinemas of his fancy
continued to move just as they did when he
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first saw them. Sluicers shoveled and walk-
ers walked—and did nothing else. A man
carrying whipsawn boards went back and
forth regularly. But here was a man who
walked down from a cabin and went through
a number of movements, all quite different.

Even now the semblance dipped water
from the stream and washed its peeled and
bisected spuds. This was particularly new.
The-horses, too, had variety, range of move-
ment, and the bell tinkled irritably when
flies—or imaginary flies—tantalized the im-
aginary horse. :

Laughing at himself for his credulity
" Howard rose and with as much force as he
could summon shouted ‘“Hullo!”

The figure seemed to be getting ready to
return to the cabin. It made no answer, the
damned spook! Just as Howard expected.
The famished, dying man sank down again.

But Howard was an obstinate person—
obstinate with his own idea notwithstanding
he himself believed it to be a ridiculous idea.
. It suddenly occurred to him that men so
near that brawling stream could not hear
each other. The spook might have seen
Howard if he had peered hard at the willow
brush across the stream. But the spook had
not peered. So Howard retreated from the
bank to higher ground from which the sound
vibrations of his voice would not be lost
in the chaos of air vibrations from the toss-
ing water. There he waited until the phan-
tom on the other side, bucket in hand, had
reached a similar position. Then -he
shouted. =

The phantom turned and looked at him.

Mark Howard was conscious of a pleas-
ant titillation of the fancy. Why, hang it,
the cuss was real! Undulating from the
knees to the shoulders he gently slumped to
the ground and knew no more.
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“Come on, pardner,” said the ex-spook
about half an hour later. ‘“Get your leg
over.”

Howard felt himself being assisted into
a small poling boat.

“What’s that? Oh, yes, sure,” he said,
thinking he was answering the man; but
in reality four or five minutes had elapsed
and his rescuer was getting him out of the
boat on the other side.

He walked groggily up the sloping bank
into the cabin, assisted by the erstwhile po-
tato peeler. There was another man in the
cabin and a third came in after a few min-
utes. Howard, from a bunk, talked to them
a little at a time. He imagined he was talk-
ing continuously.

At supper they fed him a very small
amount of well-cooked oatmeal and canned
milk, told him to go to sleep and they’d
give him something more like a feed at
breakfast time. He was not in the least
hungry and the tablespoonful of mush felt
like a bale of hay in his stomach. He slept
and in the morning—as he thought it—
asked the fellow who seemed cook whether
he had overslept.

“Some,” said the latter, ‘“seein’ you've
missed four meals!”

The creek was Joe-Bill Creek. A trail
had run along there toward the Tanana but
it was abandoned the winter before in favor
of a nearer route. The cabin was a road
house. The men were there to transfer their
supplies, stove and other equipment to the
new route. They had come with the pack
horses the day Howard arrived—at the
other bank. The next day they would
have gone. Only on that one day of the
year could Mark Howard have been saved.

As it was they had to wait over an extra
day—until Howard woke up!

You will find another Solomons story, “The Sacred Right of Bean Peddling)”.in the
next issue.
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RUNNING NO RISKS

give up her job even when she decided to get married, the prospective bride-

MRS. CHAMP CLARK once had a servant girl who was Irish and who did not

groom being a handsome and towering young Swede.

The morning of the wed-

ding -day, however, the girl went to Mrs. Clark with all her savings and asked

her to take charge of them.

“Very well, Mary,” said Mrs. Clark, altogether mystified; “but I thought you were

going to get married to-day.”
“I am that,” agreed Mary.
with that big stranger?”

“But do you s’pose I'd keep all that money in the house



A Man of Pr1nc1ple

By Thomas McMorrow

Author of ‘‘The Man of Three Lives,’

“Out of the Decp Sea,” Etc.

‘ that we decided to publish it,

politics in any of our large cities, and it is, moreover, so absorbingly interesting
What do you think of it?

; |
This story of Mr, McMorrow’s is different in tone but it is such a powerful ]
and human narrative, it affords such a wvaluable insight into certain phases of

(A Two-Part Story—Part 1.)

CHAPTER 1.

LL his life long he was known as Lit-
A tle Amby. Even when he was five
years old none of the housewives
around Grand Street ever ex-
claimed, even to his mother, “What a fine
big boy you got, Mrs. Hinkle!”” When they
heard his age they looked hard at him

where he sat behind his mother’s refresh-
ment stand, looking back at them with big

and black and meditative eyes, and then
they compressed their lips and said
“Mm-mph!” That was their very best,

and his mother, who was an open-eyed busi-
ness woman, was at once resentful and
grateful. God love him, he wasn’t much
of a child, her little Amby.

His mother was an enormous woman—
two hundred and sixty pounds when she
gave over weighing herself in despair—and
when she breathed the counter rose and fell
gently and ‘when she moved or laughed the
bottles of horse-radish and ketchup fell
over; five manikins such as Little Amby
could have rested their chins on the counter

and looked over into Grand Street and
found room. She did not move much;
every morning she came from her tene-
ment room and settled herself into the space
between the bootblack stand and the “Fam-
ily Entrance” to the corner saloon, and built
her counter before her and set out her
wares, and sat there inert but watchful un-
til the day was done and the lamplighter
came with his flaming stick.

She sold boiled shrimps at five for a
cent, with as much mayonnaise dressing as
the purchaser could dig out of the bowl by
using one shrimp as a spoon. She sold
Saint John’s bread, which were things like
banana peels dried black, woody things full
of seeds to break any one’s teeth, but a
savory and nourishing article of diet no
doubt to a saint who was brought up to
eat locusts. For a cent a paperful she sold
crushed ice over which she had poured a
red fluid or a green, according to the prefer-
ence of the customer for strawberry or mint.
For a cent she sold pieces of coconut out
of a pail of water and for two cents pieces
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of factory-made pie, and for three she gave
watermelon.  Three-cent sales were her
largest, except once when a tipsy man
bought a whole coconut to throw at a nag-
ging policeman. With hardly a grunt of
discomfort she could reach. from one end
of her counter to the other; from the gas-
heated platter whereon haniburgers and
frankfurters hissed for the attention of
adult passers-by to the long stick with which
she struck at thievish little fingers at the
coconut pail.

Little Amby was the envy of all the chil-
dren roundabout; the sight of him sitting
there in the midst of all that heart could
wish soured them against Fortune. Freck-
led little Irish lads, sons of bricklayers and
plasterers and longshoremen, shook their
hard little fists at him and promised to lay
for him. Black-browed little Jewish lads,
whose bearded fathers sold collar buttons
and shoe laces and parlor matches and noth-
ing at all worth having would come to the
counter under pretense of business and
would lash out underneath at Little Amby’s
shins. Italian lads, little cherubs with faces
of smoky pink and piled black curls and
beautiful eyes, would smile at him and try
- to get him to stretch out his hand to be hit
with a barrel stave.

He could have squared himself with his
generation by putting himself in the way
of an occasional punching and he could
have made himself universally respected and
admired by handing out a few heavy
punches himself. But he did neither, for
he loved law and order and hated violence
and riot. Whether this predilection was the
normal and sane instinct of every person of
property functioning in him or whether it
was the natural reaction of a frail and sen-
sitive lad beset by hulking and brigandish
gutter snipes—there it was; he had it. Very
early in his career he came to regard the
forces of government as friendlv; he was
very young as well as very small when he
slipped a Saint John's bread into the hand
of a policeman to buy a safe convoy home.

“He do be an ould-fashioned child, that
same Little Amby of yours, ma’am,” said
the street cleaner, peppering his smoking
hamburger. “It would be a good job, so it
would, if my Dinny had half the head of
him!”

“My, what a smart boy!” said the push-
cart peddler, repocketing his lead dime.-
“On bad money he cuts his teeth, ain’t it,

PRINCIPLE 85
ma’am? That I should live until you die
in the poorhouse with such a business man
in the family!”

He learned that the parents of the boys
who overawed him were not theniselves nec-
essarily bullying and ruffianly and would not
make common cause with their effspring.
This surprised him; he had of nature a
tribal conception of human society. Thus,
when Ikey Samuelson, standing afar off, hit
him with a potato, and Mrs. Hinkle brought
him to lay a complaint with the rabbi who
was lkey’s father, Little Amby thought the
mission ill advised and expected confidently
that the rabbi would only pelt him with
further potatoes. Instead of which the
rabbi apologized and went and tock Ikey
and held him by an ear and cuffed him.
And after Mike Sperduti had shoved him
from a dock to see if he could swim Mike
Sperduti’s father cursed Mike heartily, us-
ing American curses, and promised to kill
Mike that very evening. Little Amby was
delighted to find that his enemies, who
jeered at policemen and wiggled their fin-
gers from their noses at his mother, were
themselves under law and subject to sanc-
tions—as delighted, say, as is a zoologist
who discovers that some strange and an-
archic beast, some seeming sport, is related
beyond question to a known and respected
order of fauna.

Little Amby had found one way to cope
with his enemies; he became a talebearer;
when injured he lodged a complaint with the
authorities—with parent, school principal,
truant officer, probation officer. He found
that the group of youngsters to which cir-
cumstances had allotted him was bossed by
the biggest and wickedest; they fought at
times among themselves for the headship
but no weaker lad dared dispute their sin-
ister sway. It would have been very fine
of him had he arisen, like Tom Brown or
Tom Playfair .or any other of the bluff and
hearty Toms of story, and proceeded to lay
the bullies low with well-directed punches.
But he didn’t do it; it wasn’t his way, as it
isn’t the way of most lads. But Little Amby
enforced immunity from the constant insult
and injury which makes unhappy the lives
of many weakly youngsters. His way was
less noble.

-He was not of the dreamy sort; he was
a realist;~he didn’t care for books at any
time during his life—I may say here that
I am telling the story of one of New York’s
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great men. He didn't care for the substi-
tutes for books which the boys of that time
devoured so avidly—the Nickel Libraries.
Little Amby felt no urge to escape from the
steaming pavements, and the din of iron-
rimmed wheels on Belgian blocks, and the
scents of slaughter houses and gas houses
and fat-rendering establishments. Here
was his world.

He did fairly well at school, the public
school on Lafayette Street. He was good
at arithmetic, which is a hard-headed sci-
ence with no nonsense about it, but he saw
no use in grammar or in reading or composi-
tion. He liked geography. He liked elocu-
tion—that bugbear of small minds; he was
not good at it, not having the voice or pres-
ence for it, but he liked it. He had poise
and confidence and it pleased him to get
up there on the teacher’s platform and strut
about and grin at the ashen-faced Ikey and
the glowering Mike whose turns at standing
in the public eye were coming.

The common notion that Little Amby was
a brilliant scholar derives from this fond-
ness for elocution; when the school gave
public entertainments to show the progress
of the pupils in learning, Little Amby was
always ready and willing to get up and re-
cite, having plenty of cheek and no over-
awing respect for his elders. Other parents
‘believed that children should be seen and
not heard and thumped their youngsters
into acceptance of this excellent doctrine;
the youngsters, in the presence of so many
of the older and wiser, could not breathe
slaughter convincingly with Spartacus, or
defy death and taxes with Patrick Henry.
But Mrs. Hinkle was a placid and lazy-
minded woman, with much indifference to
the things that are worth while, and she
had not taken proper advantage of her con-
trol of food and shelter to force Little Amby
to swallow a ready-made stock of opinions.
She fed and sheltered him, and let him ob-
serve the world for himself. Her complai-
sant attitude was wrong, of course—it is the
prime duty of a parent to pat and thump
‘his children into his own image and like-
ness—but it resulted in Little Amby not
being choked by a sense of his own un-
worthiness when he was asked to outface a
crowd. But he was not a briiliant scholar;
no, never. He was showy, and shrewd, and
impudent and plausible. .

When he was twelve years old ne gradu-
ated from the public school. He graduated

somewhere in the ruck but he made the
valedictory address just the same. The
scholar of the class, to whom the honor
rightfully belonged, had sufiered agonies of
shyness at the prospect and had tried to
poison himself by gulping a tablespoonful
of salt and was consequently in eruption.
His subjecf®was “National Conscience.” He
spoke upon this rather<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>