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ain’t goin’ to get me,’ I yelled at him an’ I
tumbled Henley’s body overside. That
was the last I saw of the shark.

“Then I began to see yellow. The sun
was shinin’ into the open chest of gold. I
remember grabbin’ a pannikin an’ scoopin’
up the dust, a thousand dollars at a throw,
I reckon, an’ scatterin’ it on the sea like it
was yellow seed. I must have emptied it
an’ then fainted.

“TI come back, maybe that day, mebbe
the day after, with a squall tippin’ the boat
over an’ my body soakin’ in torrents of
rain. I must have taken the rain up like a
sponge. An’, if I hadn’t spilled that gold,
the boat would have capsized for certain.
My sail was down, an’ that helped. The
squall passed, the sun came out an’ I was
glad to see it for the first time for many a
day. I got some food into me, ran the rain-
water off the folds of the sail into the keg,
hoisted the sail an’ got on the course once
more, with a bit of courage still left in me.

“I was afraid of passing land in the night
now, an’ used to sleep daytimes, under the
sail for shade. The stars an’ a new moon
was enough to make me sure of pickin’ up
anything the size of the Hawaiis as long as
I kept awake. I knew I was makin’ longi-
tude by the way the Southern Cross was
dippin’ close to the horizon. My time was
all mixed up, but I figure it was the four-
teenth or fifteenth morning when I raised
land on either side of me. You’ll find them
there on the map, Mister Addams, Laau
Point on Molokai Island to port of me, an’
Kaena Point, on Lanai, to starboard.

“I wasn't out of it yet, till I could get
through the reef. I've seen double-ender
whaleboats since then rolled end-over makin’
an opening, many a time, in the rollers that
snake across where the reef is low enough
for you to tackle it. I guess the sight of
land heartened me up an’ put some strength
in me, for I caught a comber an’ shot across
the lagoon an’ up the sand on to a bay like
a crescent, walled in by lava cliffs with their
horns running out far into the sca on each
side.

CHAPTER V
THE LEPERS OF MOLOKAI

“THERE wasn’t a soul in sight and I

knew the natives were friendly, so I
lay down in the sand under the shadow of
(t)he boat an’ slept, with the tide goin’ out,

till noon, or after, when the sun sneaked
over an’ got into my eyes. I got something
to eat an’ started exploring. I was on the
lee coast of Molokai, though I didn’t know
which island I was on then, an’ for a bit it
looked as if I had jumped out of the soup-
kettle on to the stove.

“The little beach was like a prison with
the cliffs an’ the sea. All the water I had
left was about half a gallon, not extry sweet
at that, an’ there was none in sight. On top
of the cliffs I could see palms fringin’ the
summit an’ I knew there was water there if
I could make shift to climb up. They was
a few big cracks in the cliff wall that looked
as if it might be tackled, an’ it had to be.
But I rested an’ slept good all that day an’
that night. The sand madc a good bed—I
could stretch out full length, anyway, an’ I
slept like a kid.

“Next morning I felt better, an’ after
breakfast I started to climb. It was hard
goin’, an’ the lava cut like flint. My hands
went first, then my clothes, what they was
of them, then my shoes. But I had to keep
goin’, the water was all gone.

“They was a ledge or so I managed to
rest on a bit, an’ finally I reached a little
valley like a pocket, about two-thirds of the
way up. It was covered with long grasses,
but there wasn’t any water. The cliffs up
to the palms at the top was worse than the
ones I had tackled, but I was afraid of get-
tin’ stiff an’ I was about all in so I went to
them.

“Half way up I got stuck. I couldn’t get
up an’ I couldn’t get down. I stuck there
clingin’ somehow, the way a sick cat might,
gettin’ dizzy an’ dizzier. A lot of faces like
apes was grinnin’ at me from the top. I
lost my grip about then, fainted, I reckon,
an’ flopped to the bottom.

“When I come to it was like a nightmare.
They was a ring of natives round me, gib-
berin’ Kanaka an’ lookin’ down at mec.
They was just scraps of humanity, pretty
bad to talk about, let alone look at—the
lepers of Molokai. They was kind enough,
an’ after you got used to ’em you couldn’t
help but like ’em. They had seen me creep-
in’ up the cliff an’, when I fell, climbed down
somehow an’ hauled me up. They could
climb like goats, all of ’em. I had a pretty
bad smash in the side of my skull, how bad
I never knew, but they fixed it up with
plasters of red mud an’ herbs an’ pulled me
through.









































































































52 Adventure

coffce clutched in one hand. The schooner
lunged in long pitches as she rosc to the seas.

“Io’ bells,” said Selim, smiling, his
brown face rimed with spray. “I got hot
hash for you. The devil woman, she, oh,
verree sick.”

As their senses cleared they could hear
between the slamming scas a high-pitched
continuous moan from the cabin where
Henley's sister was locked in.

Addams sat up, rubbing the stubborn
sleep from his eycs, and began to put on the
sticky oilskins he had discarded four hours
before.

“Let her rave,” said Jim, sleepily follow-
ing his example. “Gee, but this coffee’s
good, Sclim!”

They went into the galley, forking the
hash from the pot lashed to the stove, and
then gained the deck.

The sunfire glowed, close to the horizon,
far away across a waste of streaking scas
beyond the port bow, showing through the
cloud-rack as if behind the bars of a clogged
grate. On either side of the dim sun was
the misty loom of land, far off, the blotches
showing now and then as the schooner lifted
to the crests.

“Keelai Kahiki Channel, however they
pronounce it,” said Addams, “lies between
Lauai and Kahoolawe. Main’s beyond.
You can just sece the mountain.”

The crest of Haleakala, ten thousand
feet above sea level, wrapped in a muddy
ficcce of clouds, revealed itself, a smudge
against the working sky.

“We've come seventy miles and over,”
said Addams. “This is going to be some
race, Jim.”

Foo Chin grected them cheerily as Ad-
dams took the wheel. Ah Sing and Loo
Chow were forward in the lee of the foresail.
Addams motioned them to go below.

“We'll take her over,” he said, as the
tired men gratefully sought the forward
companion. ‘““Get something to eat and
turn in.”

The wind blew steadily at a clip that
presaged hours of force behind it. The
waves, their crests flattencd to the blast like
the cars of an angry cat, surged against them
as the scaworthy schooncr battled with
them, rank by rank, shook them off and
kept her steady course. Boom tackles had
been rigged, but there was no nced for
tacking; and minute after minute, hour by
hour, they sped onward.

“Eight bells passed, the sharp strokes of
the cabin clock repeated by Selim, who had
come on deck and tapped them off on the
yacht’s bronze bell. On Addams’ order he
hauled in the log. It registered ecighty-
seven knots.

“Take off seven for lecway,” said Ad-
dams. “That’s eight knots an hour, Jim.
I'll wager the lumber schooner isn’t doing
a whole lot better than six with her bows
and beam. At this rate we'll {etch the is-
land in four days and a half, and we're
gaining fifty a day on her. We'll overhaul
her casily.”

“Great!” cricd Winton. The short sleep,
now that the gale had blown its linger-
ing traces away, left them revivitied, re-
inspired with the spirit of the quest. The
seas raced by them, bowing their crests as
if in acknowledgment of mastery. A
frigate-bird swooped above them with hard
incurious eye and braced wings, whecling
away to leeward after a brief scrutiny, reap-
pearing again and again at intervals.

“Good luck!” cried Selim, pointing at the
bird which squawked an answer as it
plunged downward into the turmoil of the
wake.

At four bells Ah Sing and his mates reap-
peared, and the two white men went below
to consult their charts. Sclim followed
them.

The flaps of the cabin table had been
raised and the surface set with a cloth, and
dishes held in fiddles. In the passageway
between the forward staterooms stood a
slight figure, lithe to the motion of the ves-
sel, clad in blue serge, the cager face crowned
with red-gold hair, smiling at them.

“Peggy!” they cried simultaneously.

“Come aboard, sir,” she said, still stand-
ing in the little corridor.

“What are you doing herc?”’ asked Win-
ton angrily. “This is no place for you,
Peggy!”

“T had to come,” she said. “I'm a third
partner. You said so, Archer. Treat mc as
a stowaway if you want to. T’ll scrape paint
or be a cabin-boy, but I had to come.”

“You had no right! You’ll only be in the
way!” exclaimed her brother.”

TPeggy’s blue cyes filled.

“I’ll not be in the way,”” she faltered.

Addams’ heart went out to the plucky
girl, swaying with the pitch of the schooner.

“Jim's right,” he said.  “You have no
right aboard, Pcggy. This is a man’s trip



























































































































The Scarecrow

bare existence; but the stranger was evi-
cently a person of resource, for he inter-
rupted with:

“Well, if I can’t look for rubies, I'll look
for orchids. There’s a bit of money to be
picked up in it if you know anything about
them.”

A big gong boomed somewhere on the
hillside above them, and the shriek of
winches and rattle of rockers instantly
droned down, to be replaced and completely
drowned out by an indescribable clamor of
voices in twenty different languages, yelling
and shouting like schoolboys at recess,
wrangling over their tools, and screaming
to cach other over the general uproar as they
poured into the main road to the native vil-
lage.

A few minutes later a noisy crowd surged
into the barroom-—overseers, inspectors,
tallymen, and others. As the higher offi-
cials of the company had their club to which
they resorted, so, in that land of class dis-
tinction and snobbery, McNair’s Hotel bar
provided a meeting place for the em-
ployees.

r ~ Y THE seedy stranger took his drink
to a side table and sat unobserved
: by the boisterous crew except for a
casual glance here and there. The crowd
was well used to his kind, and passed him
over with tolerant disregard—all save one
loud-mouthed individual with a purple
face and swinish eyes, who from his over-
bearing manner was evidently a leader in
his coterie. He had already absorbed as
much liquor as was good for him before
coming in, and he was now looking for some-
thing to sharpen his wit on. The unfortu-
nate stranger was a gift from heaven.

“What kind of a scarecrow have we got
this time?” he began, while his followers
grinned in pleasurable aticipation of amuse-
ment.

The stranger looked up quickly and, as
there was obviously no reply, flashed his
habitual smile. The liquor in his tormentor
was ready to flame into anger at the least
provocation, and the smile irritated him.

“What are you grinning at, you tramp?”’
he demanded.

“Aw, let him alone, Allen; he ain’t hurtin’
anybody.”

The remonstrance was enough to fan the
bully’s smoldering passion, and he whecled
on the speaker.
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“What in !” he began, and entered
into a loud altercation.

The landlord took advantage of the diver-
sion to slip around to the stranger.

“Ye'd better gang awa, laddie,” he
warned anxiously. ‘“Yon’s a muckle loon,
an’ he’s speerin’ for trouble.”

The prospective victim looked up quite
undismayed.

“No sirree,” he replied easily. “This is
the first drink I’ve had in a week, and I'm
not going to be scared away by anybody.”

The big bully heard the concluding words,
and they seemed to him a direct challenge.

“Ho, you ain’t, ain’t you, Scarecrow?”’ he
snarled. “We’ll see about that.” And he
advanced on him.

The stranger rose swiftly and moved to-
ward the door, and some of Allen’s cronies
set up a shout of derision, but he wasn't
going out—he had merely moved to where
there was more space.

He was still smiling, but there was now an
ominous tightness about the lips, and the
more discerning of the loungers at the bur
noticed that, though he was not above me-
dium height, there was a depth of chest and
a lithe swing to the shoulders, with a look of
alert confidence in the eyes that betokened
a man who, in spite of his seedy appcarance,
had not altogether fallen through the bot-
tom. They saw that he was not one to
rclinquish his rights without a fight, and
pitied him accordingly.

But all such nice distinctions were lost on
the big alcoholic, who advanced belliger-
ently, growling:

“You ain’t going to get scared away,
Scarecrow? Well, I’ll scare you.”

With that he seized the other by the
shoulder to thrust him out at the door.

Then it all happened so quickly that no-
body knew exactly what had passed.

Allen felt a hard drive in the diaphragm
which brought his head forward with a
jerk. The spectators saw a ragged coat-
sleeve describe a short arc in the air. There
was a sharp sound like billiard balls meet-
ing, and the bully crumpled boncless to the
floor.

The stranger finished his drink, thanked
the landlord and went quietly out at the
door before any one had recovered from his
astonishment sufficiently to speak.

The landlord was the first to find his
voice. He was hopping with joy at the fall
of the idol.
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“Ycs, Mr. Gorman? What do you propose
to give me?”

The Scarecrow stood in the doorway with
an expression of pleased anticipation on his
face, just as if he had overheard somebody
announcing that he was about to give him
a present.

Gorman stood with dropped jaw, taken
aback for a moment. But it was due
chiefly to surprise; he had courage enough,
and soon recovered himself.

“You're the swine who’s causing all this
trouble,” he snarled. “And I'm going to
give you—" he had been going to say
“a —— good hiding,” but then he hesitated
and altered it—“I’m going to run you out
of this camp.”

“You don’t say?” inquired the Scarecrow
genially. “Why, I’m not quite ready to go
yet; and anyhow, you’re hardly in a condi-
tion to run me out of this room, even.”

Gorman took an unsteady step forward,
and then he stopped and his hand began to
steal around to his hip pocket.

The Scarecrow’s hands were hanging
loosely at his sides, but they did not move;
only his smile reverted to the wolf-trap
formation that McNair had seen once
before.

‘“Better stop right there, Mr. Gorman. A
little more, and you’ll crowd me farther than
I dare take a chance.”

There was a confident menace in the tone,
and Gorman in his confused state of mind
hesitated again, and was lost. Slowly his
hand came back.

“Ah, thank you,” acknowledged the
Scarecrow. “I hoped you would. Better
run along home to bed now.”

Gorman made a last effort to reassert
himself, but in his befuddled condition found
it impossible; and with a mighty impreca-
tion he lurched out at the door.

The landlord reached below the bar and
drew out a great stone crock which he kept
for occasions of special solemnity and
poured out half a tumblerful of the precious
contents, which he pushed across with a
hospitable “Hae,” meaning in his own
idiom, “Have one on me.”

“What, all that?” laughed the Scarecrow.

“Aye, mon, but ye desairve it for a braw
chicl,” replied the other, and then with
sonme hesitation added: “Laddie, let me gie
ye a bit advice, an’ dinna tak it amiss. Ah
dinna ken yer richt business here, an’
7Ah’m no carin’. But let me tell ye, there’s a

muckle talk an’ a hantle o’ folks luikin’ for
to mak ye trouble. An’ noo ye’ve croupit
the lug o’ Chief Gorman forbye.”

The Scarecrow shrugged his shoulders
and laughed silently. »

“Oh well, I don’t think he’ll hurt me
any.”

But McNair persisted.

“Yon’s a muckle revengeful loon, an’ sair
unforgiein’, an’ he’ll no balk at ony ways o’
doin’ ye wrang; an’ dinna forget that he has
seven ithers to tak his orders. Sae laddie,
Ah’m advisin’ ye to howk yer pack the way
ye came an’ gang awa whiles ye yet may.”

“Much obliged, McNair,” said the Scare-
crow. “I hope to be going in a very few
days now, if all goes well.”

“Aye,” replied the landlord.
it less nor a few.”

At this juncture they were interrupted by
a tall overseer who came in inquiring:

“Gorman been here, you fellows? What’s
the matter with him? He’s carrying on like
a maniac and raising holy generally.”

In the explanation which followed, the
Scarecrow slipped out of the room.

The incident was the one topic of con«
versation among the habitual customers
who dropped in for an early morning bracer
on their way to work, causing secret jubila-
tion among the inspectors and a general
agreement with McNair’s opinion that it
behooved the Scarecrow to be very wary
now.

A belated sorter entered.

“Scarecrow? What about him? T just
saw him going into thc Police Superinten=
dent’s office.”

There was a general chorus of, “Trying
to square himself in case Gorman frames
something up on him.”

And when they learned during the lunch
interval that the Scarecrow and the Super-
intendent of Police had ridden out together,
they gave him credit for the most ingra-
tiating manner and persuasive tongue in
the universe.

#. LATE that evening the news
flashed through the camp that the
two had returned with Maung

Gaung in custody, caught “dead to rights”
in the act of mining without a license. A
wave of indignation followed. Hitherto
men had been inclined to regard the Scare-
crowv as a cheerful scamp whom they had
to admire for his nerve, and whom they

“But make
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The Posts

from the day of the company’s inception.

And off in the darkened council-hall with
its half-open door, Masita and her father
heard with swelling indignation, aversion,
hate and disgust Felbaud’s rhapsody upon
the corporation of the Arctic Fur.

Yet although his rhapsody was a rhap-
sody in its essence, wild, unconnected,
bombastic, verging on impudence, there
was the essence of grim truth underlying
all his statements. For he had strongly
established his intention of taking possession
of the Valley of the Kaniapiskau, and that
meant all the hinterland, and he likewise
threatened to sweep the free-traders—ever
a thorn in Ivan Trevor’s side—off the dis-
trict or absorb them into his own concern.

It was the critical stage. Helbaud had
fixed his eye on Dubawni Post, the strongest
frec-trading post in the North, a post which
Ivan Trevor had tolerated because he
thought to buy it in the end without resort
to force.

If Helbaud enticed Dubawni, or coerced
him into the Arctic F'ur Company, he
increased his strength one hundredfold,
for it was plain that the eye of every free-
trader in the North was fixed upon the
independent  Frenchman. They awaited
his word and his move, for he was a power
among them, and their trade lived or died
with him. Did he submit quietly to the
overbearing Helbaud, they would swallow
the bitter medicine and follow. But did
he resist, they were ready to flock to his aid
and strike with him.

Thus a double danger confronted Ivan
Trevor and compelled him to take swift
action.

Although Helbaud congratulated him-
self on the secrecy of his projects, the
eye of the Chimo FFactor was on him. By
the use of spies he had kept in touch with
Helbaud’s gradual advance northward over
the Height of Land into the country he
claimed for his company, and in the Spring
he found it necessary to come south to get
an accurate estimate of the Arctic Fur's
true strength, their Montreal trade, their
Manikuagan base and also to personally
muster the men of the Hudson’s Bay Posts
on the St. Lawrence Gulf to his aid. The
men of his Northern posts were concen-
trated at Chimo, and with these, reinforced
by the forces from the south, he planned to
come to grips with Helbaud across the
Height of Land.
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AND Helbaud, knowing nothing
of Ivan Trevor’s vigilance, activity
and proximity, wassailed in dreams
as well as in wine and forctold to his asso-
ciates how before six months the Arctic
Fur Company would rule the Northland.

“For see,” Masita and Dubawni heard
him declaim, as he pounded the table with
the bottom of his glass, “the trade this year
runs to two millions all told. Next year
with the traffic of the free-traders it will be
four, and the year after that, with the trade
of the Hudson’s Bay Company it will be ten.

“And after that—after that—"" Helbaud
embraced the company about the disorderly
board with the smile of an overlord and the
eye of a scer—“there is no telling what it
will be. The Hudson’s Bay farms at a
waste. Their methods are old and obj—
obt—what the devil is that word? Abh,
obsolete! Obsolete, messicurs, obsolete as
perdition! I, I will show my company
partners where a hundred millions in furs
and fish and whales and ivory can be har-
vested from a barren land.”

Uproariously his comradcs applauded the
prophecy and declared that the estimate
was small. The IIudson’s Bay? Mon
Dicu, they gave figures for their year’s
profit, but was the half ever disclosed?
They importuned Helbaud to give his
opinion as to the half ever being disclosed,
and he pondered gravely a sccond or two
and addressed them with a knowing shake
of his sleek-haired head.

“I was once at the Gceorge River Post,
when the Hudson’s Bay Company’s ship
failed to get through the straits on account
of the ice-pack. The posts on Ungava Bay
had to go without supplics that year, and the
London markets went without the furs. The
bales of furs were held over till another year.
But do you think the valuc of them was in-
cluded in that year’s estimatc? No. Norin
the estimates of the last. Those furs were of
no year, and their value was not disclosed.

“That ice-pack affected all the Labrador
posts, and I ask vou, how often do things
like that occur? Every year. Somewhere,
every year, and, as you say, the half of the
profit has never been told. There is that
undisclosed profit to add to the one hundred
millions, and who knows but when I have
my hands upon it all T shall control two
hundred millions of trade, or three, or four,
or maybe half a billion. Think of it,
messicurs, and, messicurs—drink to it. I
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One Sort of Man

She whipped two large handkerchiefs from
her coat pocket, and soaked them with a color-
less liquid dribbled out of a vial. Now he
was out of his chair; but as he whisked
around she sprang upon him, twisted the
handkerchiefs about his beak of a nose and
prim mouth, huddled his bony weakness up
against the file-cases and held him with
tigerish young strength.

Hc fought for 2 moment, then fell, scrab-
bling with uncertain hands against the
polished oak of his desk-lid. Then she
produced what she fetched from the nurse—
morphin and hypodermic. Diluting the
morphin and filling the ncedle, she made
ready with nice precision, though she panted
with her efforts. She was trying to save
the house of Norton, and intended to do her
job straight.

Sliding up the man’s sleeve she pushed
the ncedle home, while he moaned and
quivered. She yankcd him swiftly to the
couch and, stepping catlike into the hall,
twisted the key behind her. Under the
arch of that big front door her brother
dodged in from the dark—a ciever-faced
youngster, with her loveliness minus her
. Jaw. She commanded her voice to calmncss.

“Mr. MacKinnon is unwell, Chester,”
she stated. “You must help f{ill his place.”

The roar of the water hurtling past the
mill, the throb of the building, muffled her
specch. Errand boys flitted feverishly
across the hall, a grimy fellow rattled im-
patiently at the knob of the assistant’s
office.

N “Where’s Mac?” the mechanic asked of
er.

“Mr. MacKinnon is sick and asleep.”
She never quivered. ‘“What is the mat-
ter?”’

“Plenty the matter in the basement,
mum. The furnace is drownding out.”

He ducked back into the depths; she
followed. Hell was loose down there.
Here the roar of the torrent, filling every
nook of the ill-lighted, low-ceilinged room,
was intolerable. Its waves, streaked by
the reflection of a strect hght flung past
the threc dingy windows, and under the
door thin sprays shot out.

The men had choked off the deluge with
cotton-wastce, but the flood was squeezing a
path back again. Two inches of water
puddled the floor along which the coal-
heavers swashed back and forth, tossing
coal into the greedy mouths of the furnace.
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The increeping water steamed and bubbled
at the base of those fiery yawns. From
the next room the incessant purr of an enor-
mous wheel cooed its protest against the
tumult within and without.

At her coming the men threw their
shovels, handle up against the wall.

“We're quit, mum,” snarled the older of
the two. “That’s what we were after
sending word to Mr. MacKinnon, mum.
We__”

“MacKinnon isn’t here to give orders
tonight. You’ll have to take orders now
from me.”

The man stepped closer to her, folding
his arms pugnaciously.

“Sure, mum, you’re not goin’ to fly in
the face o’ the shop, and th’ shop

Emma Norton marched steadily down the
stairs.

“I am Mr. Norton’s wife,” she declared.
“You know what Mr. Norton would say.”

“Indeed an’ I do,” he sniggered. “He's
the feller as flics in the face o’ Providence
every trip, heis. But where’s MacKinnon,
mum?”’

“That is nonc of vour business.” She
gulped at mecting him on his accustomed
colloquial level but went firmly on: “You'll
do as I say! You’'ll stick here until the
water puts the fire out, until the walls cave
in, until the whole building bursts like a
slashed egg; you’ll stay here and you'll
fight—with me.” She was breathing deep-
ly. “I’'m here to make you do it, and I
will make you do it.”

The two men before her merely grinned
sheepishly. Ske make them do anything!

ed  DOWN from the foot of the stairs

d the girl sprang into the bilge along
=R the floor, grabbed a shovel from the
wall, stooped to the coal, filled in a heavy
load and flung the lumps on the sputtering
blue flames. Her skirts swashed through
the water as she passed to and fro.

The men watched her—the older with
rebellious eyes, the younger burning into
blushes as her clbow jolted him contemptu-
ously in passing. Once—twice—three
times—four—five—six times she shunted
the coal in, and neither moved. Her lips
narrowed, her eyes brightenced, but her
muscles worked steadily bencath her gauzy
sleeves and she looked at neither as she
passed. On the sixth fling she turned to
face them.
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“Cowards!” she stormed. ““Yellow-livers!
To allow a woman——"

The younger man leaped at her, whipped
the shovel out of her hands and bent swiftly
to his task, but his brown eyes turned again
and again to her in silent admiration. The
older man, touching a sooty forelock with
a sootier finger, fell to beside him steadily.

Three hours she stood there, the water
sizzling through the door, the spume slap-
ping at the window, the tide oozing higher
and highcr inside the room. Up it crawled
until barely an inch remained between it
and the drait door of the furnace. The
sputter of the steam, wavering before those
beds of scorching coal, sang an accompani-
ment to the slop-slop-slop which the huge
wheel in the neighboring basement had
mixed into its purring.

“Did ye catch on to thot?” asked the
older man anxiously, and the younger
whisked around to watch her eye. The
watcr, slapping into the ash-box beneath
the ﬁre, began to boil with a peevish ﬁd—
geting noise. The man pointed.

“I see it,” she answered, and did not drag
her skirt one inch out of the swash. “Be
a sport!”

A moment later her brother poked his
head into the door.

“Gee,” he chortled, “you’re going it some
tonight, Toots—that’s a fact; but you've
got to get a move on. They are on the
rampage upstairs; they can’t stand this
tremolo action a moment longer. The old
shack does rock like a shoot-the-chute.
Come up and tame ’em, Em; you’re the
kid for that.”

Mrs. Norton flashed on the men at thefire.

“Are you with me to a finish?”’ she
questioned.

“We're wid ye,” they chorused.

She turned and scuttled up the stairs, the
dirt from her clothing marking her way.
All night long she tramped the floors of
that mill, encouraging, jecring, threaten-
ing, flattering, pleading, everywhere bring-
ing submission to her unshakable will.
Her brother, walking sometimes beside her,
sometimes darting off on swift errands,
caught the hot infection of her spirit.
Gazing at him, she almost imagined that
bis jawbone stiffened to the curve of her
own. Jt had not. He had borrowed for
the moment from her intensity, that was all.

At midnight the water had risen to within
three inches of the bed of glowing coals; the
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draft drew hard. At half-past twelve it
was stationary. At two it started slightly
to recede. The rain was stopping. When
Emma peered down into the furnace-room
two jovial faces beamed back at her.

“Ye’re th’ stuff, mum,” growled old
Mike. “Ye’d give th’ darnedest boss a-goin’
a run for his money, ye would.” But the
girl shook her curls at him wilfully.

“You’ve smacked the Blarney stone too
often, Kelly,” she tossed back, and flew
upstairs again.

When the smudge of the increasing dawn
dulled the electric lights all over the shop,
she stole down into the room where Mac-
Kinnon had snored the night away. She
entered unobscrved, hesitated a moment,
counted out a quarter of a grain of mor-

- phin instead of the half grain she had

administered first, and squirted it into the
man’s bared arm.

He flinched once more in his sleep.
Slipping the case back into her pocket, she
stepped to the window and, for the first
time missing the wail of the storm, allowed
her hand to travel upward with the rolling
shade.

Scarlet fire was burning all the east; and
as she leaned at the window a thin line of
the flaming sun tipped up across the edge
of the hill and the world awoke to glory.
The pavements glittered, the twigs of the
trees dripped sparkles, the sky was one wide
stretch of blue burning; while the river
waltzed to the music of the morning.

The girl passed, almost dancing herself,
to the office. An hour later, as the building
took on another oscillation beneath the
fect of men and women reverberating up
and down the steps—for the day gang was
rclieving the night gang—her brother poked
his head in cheerily.

“Sit tight, sis,” he commanded, and
wrinkled his face all awry in triumph and
disgust. “Wc're almost at the home-plate;
though that sneak hasn’t rushed 'em for a
cent this last week. We’'ve gripped right
on; we're in to win. But ’twill be mighty
close to mldday before we come in; I'll keep
you wise.’

At eleven o’clock Lapinsky smirked in.
That the mill was rushing he knew, that the
order was unfulfilled he guessed; but he
asked no questions, grinning softly to him-
self, twisting a glaring emerald round and
round his finger, solicitous for her husband’s
health, overwhelmed by admiration at her
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transferred to brigantine Afma, of Fano, for Cadiz,
Rio Grande do Sul, Macaon, Rio Grande, Cardiff,
Rio Grande, Paranagua, Montevideo and Antwerp,
where I was discharged June 27, ’94.

THEN as A. B., in full rigged ship Sutherlandshire

of Glasgow, 1548 tons reg., to San I'rancisco
and back to Runcorn, England. Paid off June 1o,
’95. Then a period of two years in which I auend.ed
navigation school and served my time in the Danish
navy in the gunboat Falster. Sept. 12,1897,as A. B.
in Danish bark Serapis, from Antwerp to Paranagua,
Valparaiso, Iquique and Hamburg. From April t,
'99, A. B. in S. S. Anglia, from Hamburg to Hull,
Naples, Constantinople, Tagenrok, Algero, und
Copenhagen, June 14, '99.

As A. B. in 4-masted bark Beechbank, 2154 tons
reg., June 22, ’99, from Hamburg to San Rosulio
(Gulf of California), Frisco to Liverpool. A very
unlucky ship. Had 9 months’ passagze out to San
Rosalio, and on passage home was partially dis-
masted off River Platte, when a tidal wave struck
us. On passage out we saved 20 men from bark
Biunca, of Liverpool, waterlogged, landed them in
Port Stanley where we called for repairs, after being
battered about olf Cape Horn for 6 weeks. Paid oif
in Liverpool, Jan. 23, 19o1.

LATER, 2d mate in barkentine Correa, of Ar-

dendal (Norway), from Liverpool to [Para,
Laguma del Carmen and Le Havre, July 10, 1901.
A rest at home in Horsent, Denmark, until March
24, 1902, when, as mate on sch. Odom, I visited Lon-
don and Stockholm. Again A. B.in S. S. Caledonia,
from Copenhagen to Riga, Bordeaux, St. Petersburg,
and back to Copenhagen June 25, 1902, till Aug.
16th, same yecar.

As 2d ofiicer in bark Casma, of Fano, I made my
longest and most pleasant voyage, namely, from
Elsinore to Antwerp, Port Natal (Durban), New
Castle (N. S. W.), Guaijaguil, Tonga Islands, San
Scbastian (Spain), St. Ybes and Gothenburg, where
1 left on August 9, 1904.

HEN 2d ofiicer in S. S. Helge, from October 1,
1904, till February 13, 1905, calling at Svea-
burg (Finland), St. Malo, Copenhagen, Emdecn,
Stockholm, Libau and back to Copenhagen.
Bos'n in S. S. Erciria, for a passage to S. Shirlds.
Again A. B. in Amcrican bark Homcward Bound,
making a record passage to 'Frisco in 118 days.
(Say, Capt. Thompson was surc some crack-her-on,
belicve me!) August 19, 1903, discharged in ' Frisco.
August 29, 1903, shipped again in American bark
Alden Bessie Lo Vancouver, B. C., Anacortes, Wash.,
Osaha and Kobe, Japan. Some exciting trip; cargo
caught {irc; one month in danger of explosion before
reaching Japan. Ship condemned, crew sent back to
%eattle via Yokohama as passengers in S. S. Da-
tola.

Then comes my last and almost longest voyage, in
the full-rigged ship Accidental, 1409 tons. reg., March
3. 1906, leaving Port Townsend, to New York, 172
days; served as 2d and navigating-officer. Discharg-
ed August 28, 1906.

THEN made what I now can sec was a very
foolish move—left the sea and came inland.
Traveled by rail from New York to Clinton, Towa,
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Springs. Came East again through Kansas, then
South through Missouri, Arkansas, Oklahoma to
Texas. Then this Summer north again through
Oklahoma and am now stranded high and dry in
this insignificant burg. . Tried to do some harvest-
ing, but having contracted tuberculosis, I am not
stout enough to stand the hard labor, so now 1’'m up
against it good and proper.—C 292.

UR identification cards remain frce to

any reader. The two names and ad-
dresses and a stamped envelope bring you
one.

The cards bear this inscription, printed in English,
French, Spanish, German, Portuguese, Dutch, Italian, Ara-
bic, Chinese¢, Russian, and Japanese:

“'In case of death or serious emcrgency to bearer, address
serial number of this card, care of ADVENTURE, New York,
I[ij.ds‘: A., stating full particulars, and friends will be nou-

ed.

In our office, under each serial number, will be registercd
the name of bearer and of one friend, with permanent ad-
dress of each. No namec appears on the card. Letters will
be forwarded to friend, unopcned by us. The names and
addresses will be treated as contidential by us. We assume
no other obligations. Cards not for purposes of business
identification. Later, arrangements may perhaps be made
for moncy deposits to cover cable or telegraph notifications,
Cards furnished free of charge, provided stamped and ad-
dressed envelope accompanies application. Send no applica-
tions without the two names and Livo addresses in full. \We ree
scrve the right to use our own discretion in all maiters pere
taining to these cards.

Later, for the cost of manufacture, we may furnish, in
stead of the above cards, a card or tag, proof against hcat,
water and general wear and tecar, for adventurers when
actually in the jungle, desert, ete.

A moment's thought will show the value of this system of
card-identification for any one, whether in civilization or
out of it. Remember to furnish stamped and addressed
envclope and to give e two names and addresses in full when
applying.

THE AMERICAN LEGION

BY THE time this reaches your eye the
American Legion may have been called
into action by the outbreak of war. Nobody
knows now. DBut we all know that this
country is sadly unprepared for war, and
that the only sane and patriotic thing to do
is to make the most of what military re-
sources we have, and to do it while there is
lime.
Here, briefly stated, is the purpose and
use of the Legion:

The Legion believes in making instantly availa-
ble to our country, in case of war, all men who al-
ready have military or technical training valuable
in modern warfare by land or sea. Members of the
Legion enroll themsclves in advance for this pur-
posc, to be used as the Government (not they
themselves) may see fit, according to their qualifi-
cation.

The Council of the Legion consists of
Theodore Roosevelt, William H. Taft,
Elihu Root, Jacob M. Dickinson, Henry L.
Stimson, Luke E. Wright, George von L.
Meyer, Truman H. Newberry and Charles

later through Iowa and Ncbraska, to Colorado J. Bonaparte—that is, all our ex-Presidents
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spell he would be the center of the gentlest consider-
ation man can get. But more often he would not
come back. Hec had either been left under a little
red hill out on the veldt, or else his anatomy had
suffered so much that he could not come back. I
have seen real tears wept on such occasions—not
the sort that come easy, but the sort that you
could no more suppress than you could Niagara
Falls.

Some of the fcllows introduced to you in another
part of this issue you may have met clsewhere, not
in person perhaps, but in type. They all did their
best in what they considered a just cause. That
this cause seemed less just to others, does not mat-
ter here. There is no rancor in anything that has
been said.

ONE of the best fricnds I ever made was a
Captain Freeman, who bossed it over a bunch
of Australians until the day when I took his Goertz
binoculars, against his express will and desire. He
tried his best to get them back, but as they were
better glasses than I had, I decided to keep them.
Since the captain could not get them back by
forcc he tried persuasion—with amazing result.
Those glasses had been given to him by ‘‘one who
was near and dear to him.” At first I suspected
mother. No, that was not the person! A swect-
heart, perhaps? No, not a sweetheart! His father,
maybe? No, not his father! Then, who in the
name of blazes could it be? Well, his kid sister!
Gencva conventions and international military law
are not worth much after that. So the captain got
his glasses back.

I think that this shows directly and inverscly
that not all the good fcllows are on one side of the
issues that lead to war and “sich.”—GEoORGE A,
SCHREINER.

H;‘—\S it ever occurred to you that we of
the Camp-Fire could turn ourselves
into a huge Secret Service, covering the en-
tire globe, and that, from the mere fact that
at any given moment there are hundreds,
thousands, of us in all kinds of strange places
all over the map, we <could, among us, pick
up bits of information very valuable to a
government entangled in a war?

Oh, no, I haven’t any ideca of starting a
Secret Service. We of the Camp-Fire
started and built up the American Legion
and are entitled to rest on our laurels—for
a while. To say nothing of the Adventur-
ers’ Club. But it’s an interesting idea all
the same.

AND some day there might be practical
value in it. Suppose this country were
at war. Isn’t it probable that many of our
wandering members, or even those of us at
home, could pick up bits of information here
and there that might be of very real value
to the United States government if prompt-
ly transmitted?
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Bear it in mind. You never can tell.
And one little bit of information sent in
might be of more value than all the sender
could do on the firing-line.

ERHAPS the following bit out of a
letter from one of us does not furnish
new “dope.” It is hard to believe that
Japan could be violating the Monroe Doc-
trine and entrenching herself on this side
of the Pacitic for war, without our Govern-
ment’s agents being fully aware of it. Yet
very similar reports on this same naval base
have come to me from others of you. And,
apparently, our Government is doing noth-
ing in the matter.
You never can tell. If war does come to
us, you wanderers remember that informa-
tion is as valuable as fighting men.

We passed the magnificent new coaling station
and naval base the Jupanese are building at Turtle
Bay yesterday, and we saw the big ships of war in
the roadstead and the tops and stacks of others
farther in the bay. The workmen could be plainly
seen through glasses. They will not let any one go
ncar the place, but will drive them off with de-
stroyers. A big cruiser, without any flag, overhauled
us, but as she got up on us, she broke out the Union -
Jack. She evidently came from the Jap station.
I, personally, am very sorry that the people of the
United States are permitting this to go on, as I be-
lieve that the time is coming when we will rue it.

r I"HE man who inserts the following no-

tice is personally known tome. I can
hardly be expected to vouch for any one
I've met only once and known by corre-
spondence for a year or two, but I'm free to
say that I like him, and believe him a good
man for the purpose he has in view. All
who ‘“hang out” in San Francisco please
note:

T wish to get in touch with all service men, ex-
service men, and suitable civilians, who cither live
in. or make San Francisco their headquarters. My
intention is to organize an Adventurers’ Club,
Plcase communicate with me through AMr. Hoffman,
Each applicant will be investigated, as it is deter-
mined to have a first-class club, permanent and
satisfactory, composed of gentlemen.—C 293.

THE Adventurers’ Club, by the way,
continues to flourish. As you know,
the Chicago chapter has permanent auar-
ters in the building of the Chicago Press
Club, at 26 North Dearborn Street, and has
started a permanent camp on a small lake
within easy reach of the city. The New
York Club, the parent chapter, is stronger
than ever before and has its headquarters
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HOOVER. FERRIS E..of Downers Grove, Ill., with the
Asphaltum & Rubber Co., of Chicago, 1907, please
write.—DoN I. BaiLey, 525 Kenilworth Court, Clinton,
Iowa.
ROBERTSON, WYNDHAM. Last heard from with
Southern Athletic Club, New Orleans,—Address MRs.
ANNIE ROBERTSON, 722 Spruce St., Philadelphia. Pa,
UNO, A. E. Last seen in El Paso, Texas, 1906. Also
J with me in oil felds, Beaumont, Texas.—Address M. A.
Frazier, Fleming Bl'k, Phoenix, Ariz.
AMPBELL. JOSEPH N., father. Left Danville or
Dardanelle, Ark., 1860-61. Last heard from New Or-
leans, lcaving for California.—Address Mrs. MoLLiz E.
SHoup, 631 West sth St., Oklahoma City, Okla.
ANY soldier, member of the National Military Home,
Dayton, O., 1909 to Junc 20, 1912.—Address A. AMa-
DEUS A., care Adveniure.
COURISH. Andrew, in Dona Ana, New Mecxico, 1898.
— Address Jack CarroLL, St. John's, Newfoundland.
GRACE. MIKE, somewherc in Rocky Mts., 1900.—Ad-
dress Jack Carrort, St. John's, Newfoundland.
WHELAN, FRANK, California, 1913.— Address Jack
Carrotrr, St. John's, Newfoundland.
ENNINGS. BEN. Write to one of your best Goldfield,
1907-8, friends.—Box 212, Bridgeport, Nebr.
LLEN. MARTIN DANON. Please write to Beau-
mont & Tenney, Attorneys, 143 Escolta, Manila, P. I.,
giving present address, as your mother's sister Luclla de-
sires this information.
HOLGATE. CLEM (SUNNY), last heard from in
Providence, R. L., July 1914. Ex-prize-fighter, under
names of Ed Leonard and Young Lconard. s ft. 8 in., 145
Ibs., dark complexion, scar in corner of each eye.—Address
Tom, L. T. 286.
PETTINGER, EUGENE, father, left Port Chester, N.
Y., Jan. 1896. Last heard of New York City. driving
taxicab 190s. 48 yrs.. short and stocky, dark brown hair
and eyes.—Address GEORGE E. PETTINGER, Fort Kame-
hameha, Honolulu, H. T.
BLACK. LESLIE, last heard of in Huntly, Mont., about
eight years ago, working on railroad ditch there.
Light complexion, hecavy set.—Address GRACE BLaAck,
Gen. Del., Los Angeles, Cal.

Please notify us at once when you have
found your man.

ENKINS, THOMAS CLAYTON, plumber, from Abcry-

stwyth, Wales. 32 yrs., 5 ft. 7 in., fair, stout build.
Left Liverpool, England, 1904. To San Francisco from
Winnipeg after earthquake.—Address R. J. Tuomas, 848
Lipton St., Winnipeg. Can.

KELLAR, WILLIAM S., from Tampa, Fla. Your wife
is in a pitiful condition since you left the city last
January, 1915. Write and let us hear from you.—Address
%Rs. W. B. Jounson, R. F. D. No. 2, Box 274, Tampa,
a.
FULLER. S. J.,uncle. Please send me your address.—
R. L. YOUNG, 4 S. Harrill St., Charlotte, N. C.

UAN. Tres partes del Rosario, Hotel Metropole, Detroit,
Sept. 8, 19015, las otras dos partes. Acordarse No. 248.
—Address L. T. No. 287.

MONR()E. JOE, R. Enlisted in U. S. N. 1906. Went to
Georgia.—Address L. T. No. 284.

PORTWOQ D, ALF., blacksmith. About 1898-09 boarded
with William Wenger, Lovell Road, Leeds, England.
Have important news for him. Canadian papers please
copy.—Address Josern TATTERSDILL, 61 West 35th St.,
New York City.

RVING, JAMES D., Private in Co. A, 18th Inf., soldier-
ing at Ft. Clark, Texas, 1809.—Address REUBEN M.
© WricHT, 229 Pacific Ave., Jersey City, N. J.
ARKLE. If there arc any Markles in Virginia or any
one who knows of them.— Address RtichHarp B.
MARKLE, Box 21, Haines, Ore. .

RACKNEY. Want to hesr frcm any reader by that

name for purpose of finding out how many there are
in U. S. and Canada and to establish family connections.—
/}ddfcfls EmMerRT M. BRACKNEY, R. R. No. 1, Greencas-
tle, Ind.

WOULD like to hear from old chums who were with me
in South Africa and Portugucse East Africa, 1899-
1902, Jim Foster, Milwaukee, St. Paul; Moore Lafon,
Louisville; Mylett, Manchester, N. H.; McLain, Butte, Pay
Sergt. John Benham; all of 4 R. P. R’s Transvaal. Red
Maguire and McHenry, San Francisco, Cape Town; Ed
Norton, New Orleans, Cape Town and Durban; Wild Bill
Shea, Texas; Red O'Brien, Los Angeles; Daly Providence,
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Beira, P. E. Africa; Whitey Sullivan, Boston, Philippines
and Orange Free State.—Address Ex-CpPL. FrRANK Lyncu,
4 R. P. R., 66 W. Van Buren St., Chicago.
ARST, RED, “Memphis Red,” '*Redshear,’ last heard
of Morgantown, W. Va. Worked river steamer with
him between Louisville and Memphis last year. s {t. 8 in.,
160 lbs., blond, 19 yrs.—Address JoserH E. Rosins, Vir-
ginia St., Charleston, W. Va.
ADAMS, WILL HOLDEN, brother. Last hcard from
Vicksburg, Miss. 5 yrs. ago. Some ability as short-
story writer, expert stenographer, salesman. 38 yrs., s ft.
s in., 165 lbs., brown hair, blue eyes. §15.00 reward will
be paid for his address or conclusive proof of death.—Ad-
dress GEORGE C. Apanms, 3515 West 18th St., Chicago.
O K. RED (alias Canadian Red). Write your old pal
* K. K. K. Jack. I'm restless and the war looks good
to me. You always stuck. Will you do it again?—Ad-
dress Jack DeVoy, Box 850, Richmond, Calif.
EYNOLDS, WILLIAM P. Age 28 ycars. Light
chestnut hair. Blue eyes. Nose slightly turned up.
MS Ibs. s ft.4in. Last heard of 1908, Chic. Ill.—Address
RS. SARAH REYNOLDS, 016 N. 46th St., West Phila., Pa.
BLECKIER, THOMAS, brother, last heard from Red
Mills, Humbolt Co., Cal. 61 yrs., fair, blue eyes,
born P. E. I.—Address PRISCILLA SHALLON, 252 8th St.,
South Boston, Mass.
In

Inquiries will be printed three times.
the January and July issues all unfound back
names will be printed again.

ETTER, PIERCE AND TELFAIR, last heard of in
hicago. Your sister necds you. Write.—Address
ALBERTA WETTER, Box 137, Jesup, Georgia.
MORGAN, EARL, left Boston. March 1914. 20 yrs.
Write. Important ncews.—Address AXEL JOHNSON
Seattle, Wash.
WILLIAMS, JACK, Tientsin, China. Write. Ma
go back to Pckin. Your pard Kelly.—Address L. T.
No. 288.
CRAVENS, JAMES S., brother, last heard from Sta. A,
Springfield, Mo., in ecarly 9o0's.—Address MRrs. EFFIE
May Cravens Keves, 6os Bolin St., Springficld, O.
CRAVENS, REECIE B. and TOLLIE T., ncphews®
Sons of John Cravens. Last address, Price’s Branch:
Mo. Write.—Address MRs. EfrlE MAy CRAVENS KEYES!
605 Bolin St., Springfield, O.
SHUMAKER. ROBERT F. who was in Central Amer-
ica_1909-10 with G. R. H., at Mayan ceremony. Ad-
dress L. T. 290.
ORISSEY, WARREN (or Morrissey). Last heard of
as an engineman in the Northwest, either Oregon or
Washington.—Address G. A. Morisscy, 222 California
Bldg., Los Angeles, Calif.
G. G. Write your brother or come home. Recrived
+ your letter of June 6th from Mobile, Ala,—Address
J. W. G., Box 135, Enterprise Ala.
LVA, STOCKWELL. Palled with him on North
Oaks Farm at Gladstone, Minn. Last heard of
Grand Rapids, Mich.—Address FRANK WAGNER, care of
Hartford Lunch, 2232 Broadway, N. Y.
UDD, CLARENCE. Saw him St. Louis. Mo., 1913.
Later went to Arkansas. Important, old pal.—Ad-
dress L. T. 291,
WOLF,. DON W. Agec 43. About 145 lbs. Fair com-
plexion. Blue eyes. Last seen St. Louis, Mo., on or
about July 30, 1014. Address H. M. WoLF, care of Bank
Hotel, Aurora, Mo.
BO\V_HAN.‘W. H. Ex-sergeant Troop “H" sth Cav.
With me in Mex. Also in Colo. Nat. Guard 1013-14.
Residence, Savannah, Ga.—Address H. M. WoLr, care of
Bank Hotel, Aurora, Mo.
HOEKER. LOUIS. Left Chic. Jan. 30, 1892. Any
- mail from you will be strictly confidential. Please
write your son.—Address PauL HoOExEeRr, 816 N. Waller
Ave., Chic. Ill.
REARDON, JOHN PATRICK. brother. Age 2s.
Born Franklin, Pa. Last_heard of Alger, Ohio,
Spring 1911.—Address MRrs. J. F. Gavin, 3714 Spence St.,
Dallas, Texas.

Please notify us at once when you have
Jound your man.

KERNOHAN' FRANK. Last heard of in Greenwood

about 17 years ago. Brown hair _and eyes. Large

isic?g over right eye.—~Address MRrs. H. E. Dow, Fort Fair-
eld, Me.












