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Copy This Sketch

to become draftsmen. With busi-

ness picking up everywhere many
thousands of draftsmen will be needed
at salaries ranging from $3000 to
$3600 per year.

I AM anxious to find men with desire

In asking you to copy this sketch |
believe I will be able to tell from the
sketch you send in what kind of an
opportunity you will have in this great

FREE

$80 Drafting Course

To every student enrolling now |

ive an opportunity of getting an
£0 drafting course absolutely
without cost to him. So send in
your sketch today and learn all
about this offer.

profession.

There are nn conditions requirin% you_to buv

You are under no obl

sending’in your sketch. What 1want to know

is how much Kou are interested in drawing
will tell me that.

anything.

and your sketc

Ambitious boys and men between the ages of
16to HDare wanted by big business concerns,
and the man who is ready when oDportunity
calls him will get the best position and the

highest pay.

FREE —

Drafting Outfit

To every student enrolling now |
give an opportunity also ot gettin

#(LH&IIOI’] draftsmen’'s outfi vma e
up of the wry same instruments which
1luse mys.-If. Every student gets this
S| Iendlcl) fet without cost. See illus-
tration below.

igations in

Draftsman's Pocket

Rule Free

To every man s nding a --ketch | rin going to mail fre(
and prepaid the Draftsman s Ivorine Pot ket Rule shown
here. This will come to you entirely with my compli-
ments. With it | will send r\ fix9 book on ' Successful
Draftsmanship.” It you are interested in becoming a

—To Everyone
Sending Sketch

draftsman, if you think you have or may attain_draft-
ing ability, sit down and copy this drawing, mailing it
to me today, writing your name, and your address
and your age plainly on the sheet of paper containing
the drawing.

$250 to $300 per Month

I am Chief Draftsman of the Engineers’Equipment Co.
and 1know that there are thousands of ambitious men
who would like to better tht mselves, make more - >ney
and secure faster advancement. Positions paying $-50
to $300 per month, which ought to be filled by skilled
draftsmen, are vacant everywhere. | want to find the
men who with prac tical training and personal assist-
ance will be qualified to fill these positions. No man
can hope to share in the great coming prosperity in

this$25 Draftsman’s

FRE Working Outfit

These are i pillar working instruments—the kind 1 use
myself. 1i .amthem tree iri uni if you enroll at once.
Don't del.iN  Send I'ir full inlonnatn>ntoday.

Chief Draftsman, Engineers’

manufacturing and building unless he is properly
trained and is able to do first class practical work.

| know that this is the time to get ready. That is why |
am making the above otter. | can now take and train a
limited number of students personally and I will give to
those students a guarantee to give them by mailprac-
tical drawing room training until they are placed ina
permanent position with a“salary of $350 to $300 per
month. You should act promptly on this offer because
it is my belief that even though you start nowthedgreat
boom “will be well on bv the fime you are ready to
accept a position as a skilled draftsman. So write to me
at once. Enclose sketch or not, as you choose, but find
out about the opportunities ahead of you. Let me send
you tlie book "Successful Draftsmanship” telling how

ou mav take advantage of these opportunities by
earning drafting at home.

Mail Your
Drawing at Once

_ and Get an lvorine
Pocket Rule Absolutely - .

Ambitious men interested in_drafting hurr%/! Dont
van! This is v .ur opportunity to get into this great
prol(-s>ion. Accept the offer which 1 'am making now.
Send in y.*ur sketch or request for free book and free
Ivorine Pocket Rule.

Equipment Co., oiv 1463 , chicago
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Author of “The Unforeseen,” “The Salving of the Berwick," etc.

LL THE.- beaches were gossiping
about it. From Levuka to New
Guinea, from the Paumotus to
far Hawaii and back the matter
was discussed with many chuckles and over
many glasses of strong drink. Old-timers
grew husky and moist-eyed with memories,
and even new chums, who were hardly dis-
turbed over the thing, felt secret twinges
of regret that the old rollicking island days
had gone forever. All over the Pacific
traders and planters and schooner-captains
talked of one thing and of one thing only.
It was more than a nine days’ wonder.
It threatened tgkeep the whole of the island
life occupied with conversation for an indefi-
nite period of time. And it was all over one
man, a man who weighed perhaps one hun-
dred pounds, stood five feet one inch in
height and had never been known to be
otherwise than always slightly drunk. The
whole matter could be summed up in ex-

Copyright, 1923, by The

actly seven words: Seth Orville had gone to
sea again.

It was not that he had merely taken a
trip on a steamer or on one of his own
schooners. It was not that he had gone for
a long cruise on his own sumptuous steam
yacht, the Tiger. He frequently did such
things. But they had never aroused more
than mere passing comment. This time
he had gone to sea to work!

He was to receive wages and was as liable
to be fired as any one of his own employees,
S0 gossip ran. But gossip was slightly wrong
there, though right in the main.

“Had Seth Orville gone mad?” folks asked
themselves.

Orville was a power in the islands. Just
how much he was worth no one knew within
a few millions. He owned many plantations
and many ships, and his traders ranged the
Pacific from east to west. Half the wealth
of the tropic south passed through his

the United States and GrefattyBMShfrOVtll rights reserved. 3
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hands.
work.

The manner of his going was spasmodic.
Most things he did were done that way.
The jibes of a drunken shipmaster and the
swift temper of Orville himself were to
blame perhaps. Or it may have been the
little worm of restlessness gnawing at the
old adventurer, causing him to turn longing
thoughts to the old sailing days when he
had first come, young and dean and strong,
to the islands from out of the frozen north.

Slim and fair-haired he had been in those
tlays, a gray-eyed smiling youth who looked
so very harmless and was apt to arouse
laughter in the hearts of those he ran
against But he had proved during the
savage years that followed that he was as
good a man as the rest of the island pioneers,
and a great deal better than some.

In the late '70’s he had bucked “Bully”
Hayes and shown that genial blackguard
that he was not by any means invindble.
He had warred intermittently with Bobby
Towns and many another half-pirate who
then held power. And out of it all, quick-
witted, driving unfaltering to his goal, in-
evitable and afraid of nothing that moved,
from savage islands and still more savage
people he had garnered the first of a vast
fortune. He had fought fever and thirst
and starvation, defied the spear and the
tomahawk and the Snider bullet. And when
all the genial blackguards of his era had died
and were well-nigh forgotten, mere legen;
endary heroes, he still held sway and was a
driving force not to be ignored in the South
Seas.

The only change the passing years
brought to Orville was to make him stay
ashore more and more as fresh business
demanded his attention. He ceased to sail
untiringly from plantation to plantation,
from trading-store to pearling-grounds and
back. He employed capable managers and
spent most of his time in his great house in
Apiaand in the Apia saloons, leaving Samoa
for only occasional brief, comfortable runs
to Suva or Sydney to see some old friends
or to conclude some business that demanded
his presence.

The thousand and one minute details of
his vast interests he left to others, though
he still handled the controlling strings and
guided the destinies of many men and many
lands. And now, after fifteen years of easy
shore-going life, he had returned to sea to

And he had gone back to sea to

earn his pay and keep as a master-mariner.

It all happened somewhat in this fashion:
The bark Marylin, one of the biggest vessels
Orville owned, sailed into Apia harbor one
hot misty morning after a tramping voyage
of nearly two years duration. Her master,
Robert Delroy, went ashore and made his
detailed report at the offices. Then he pro-
ceeded to punish considerable quantities of
Scotch.

By the time Orville saw the report and
summoned Captain Delroy to him, the mas-
ter of the Marylin had acquired a beautiful
jingle. It caused him to forget matters and
things and conventions and to believe that
he was the cheese, the whole cheese, and
nothing but the cheese. Also it had a great
part in sending Orville to sea.

Nevertheless, despite the captain’s state
of mind and emotion, when Orville’s mes-
sage reached him he obeyed the summons.
He would have indignantly denied that he
was obeying because of a secret fear of his
employer. He firmly believed he was going
of his own free will and because he really
wanted to see Orville personally and explain
one or two matters that certainly needed
explaining.

The meeting took place on the broad,
cool veranda of Orville’s house. Thick
green vines hung from the roof over the
front of the veranda and sheltered it from
the dusty road outside. A small, round wood
table with four chairs drawn up near it, a
folding-camp-bed and a spittoon were the
sole furnishings the veranda boasted.

At the table sat Orville himself, a half-
filled glass at his elbow. In front of him,
stretched out on the table-top, was the
offensive report that swelled the veins of his
neck and caused him to mutter fearful
things, not all under his breath.

He was shamelessly dressed for a million-
aire. His suit of white ducks was somewhat
grubby and stained and lacking wholly in
creases. His sun-helmet, which he seldom
removed, was very dilapidated and much
too large for him, seeming to rest on his
very ears. His white silk shirt was clean,
however, though the blagk knit tie that
fastened his collar was gray with cigar-ash.
In the corner of his mouth was the inevitable
bumed-out black cigar sticking up some-
what arrogantly and half-hidden by a
sandy, bleached wisp of mustache.

He drummed on the table with thin,
nervous fingers and snorted between oatha
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as he read the report over and over. He was
as usual slightly drunk, though his dear
gray eyes were undimmed. Somehow drink
never did affect them, not did it shake his
queer jog-trotting walk. Yellow-skinned,
Aun-dried, cynical and slovenly, he awaited
the arrival of his employee.

CAPTAIN DELROY came at last.

He staggered up the low steps that

led to the veranda, pulled aside the
screen of living vines with one huge-fingered
hand and rolled into view.

He was a big man, fat and uncouth, with
bleared dark eyes and a heavy brown mus-
tache. He was dressed in whites, so new
that pieces of cotton still clung to them here
and there. He nodded with drunken
gravity to the little millionaire and with a
very dignified expression seated himself un-
asked at the table with a hiccuping, solemn—

“How do, sir?”

Orville sat and glared.

“Drunk again?” he snarled.

Removing the stub of cigar from his lips,
he lifted his glass and drained it, setting it
down with a bang.

“Hilo! Glassempty!” he called, and from
the high oblong opening that led into the
house interior a white-clothed Samoan ser-
vant appeared bearing two bottles on a
black-japanned tray together with a bowl
of crushed ice. Orville said, “Give Delroy a
drink,” in a tone that might have been used
in’saying, “Give the dog a drink.”

The Samoan brought another glass and
filled it and then disappeared into the house.
Captain Delroy breafhed stertorously and
seemed inclined to drop off to sleep. He
frowned inanely at the table before him and
grunted.

“Well?”

Ice was warm compared to the little mil-
lionaire’s tone. Sober, the captain would
have been scared out of his wits by the glare
in Orville’s eyes. But he was drunk.

He commenced in dignified tones, after
a strenuous effort to pull himself together:

“Please t’ see ycr—hid—sir. Verish bad
voyage, whatsh--—- "

“Shut up! See here! According to this
report you've not made expenses onvthe
whole voyage. ------ good ship. --—- of a
hold capacity for her size. According to
this report again you’ve had no trouble
finding cargoes. Yet you run three hun-
dred pounds behind.”

“Like thish, sir.
thish------ ”

“l have had reports about you. Drunk
in Sydney. Jailed and fined. Ship lost two
weeks time. Drunk in Suva. Lost a week.
Drunk in Hong-Kong. Lost ten days.
Jailed in Papeete for beating up natives.
What the--—- are you up to? Answer me,
sir; answer me at once! No-—- lies! Shut

Hid Hie—like

up! You're fired! Get out of my sight and
out of Apia. Your mate’ll take over the
Marylin.”

The captain straightened slowly, and a
vastly injured expression came over his
bloated features. He smiled feebly.

“Whbash that? Hid Mate take over—
Hid Shay? What’s game? Szat way
treat—hie—two yearsh fai’ful service?
right you gotta talk? Yoush drink more
whisky ’n’ gin any man in islands.”

Orville breathed hard through his nose.
His wisp of mustiche rose and bristled like
a dog’s mane. He jumped to his feet and
jammed his sun-helmet lower his eyes with
one smash of his hand.

“I've @ ------ good mind to thrash you,”
he fumed.

The captain was nearly six feet two and
broad in proportion. Orville’s chest meas-
urement was under thirty. The captain
rose with awful gravity and frowned.

“Aw, quit. Hid You couldn’t licksh
me. Fire me, eh? Thash a fine way t’
carry on! C’n | help bad voyages? Freight
low, hard work get crew shometimes. Any-
way—" his mood suddenly changed to one
one of anger—“what th’ right you
gotta talk? Fine f’ you. Sit here in Apia
and never go nowheres. Cursh pore shailors
‘cause they don’ make money.

“-——-,you go try. You go sea and make
monish. You sit here and guzzle-guzzle Il
time. Go ‘way t’sea; g’ way.”

He finished with a snort and peered at the
other.

Orville pounded on the table with both
clenched fists, and so great was his anger
that for a moment he could not speak.

“You-—- bum!” he croaked at last. *“I
was at sea before you were born. 1 was
handling bucko men before you set foot on a
ship’s deck. | made my reputation before
you thought of being called mister by able
seamen. Get out of my sight! Get out!”

With a growl the' captain took half a step
forward and raised his great fist to strike.
It was as if a grizzly threatened a rabbit.
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But—Orville moved as lightly as a bird, and
his own fist took the bigger man with sur-
prizing, force in the stomach, bringing his
head forward with a jerk. Another blow
took him on the tip of his bulbous nose,
causing his eyes to water profusely. Then
lists reached his jaw, though Orville had to
take short jumps to accomplish the thing.
Captain Delroy very nearly fell in igno-
minious defeat.

“Hilo!” screamed Orville.

The big Samoan house-boy came running
at his master’ call and took in the situation
at a glance. Orville stepped back and
pounded on the table once again.

“Throw him out! Give him -——- 1" he
cried.

The Samoan seized the bewildered cap-
tain by the scruff of the neck and the slack
of his pants and proceeded to run him off
the veranda. Then he ran him part way
down the road. The last words audible
came drifting back in gasps.

“Go sea y’self. ------ Kanaka!
shay. Hid Go sea-—-

Orville straightened his rumpled jacket.
He rubbed his skinned knuckles and snorted
wrathfully. Then he took a drink, and, sit-
ting violently down, first tore up the offend-
ing report and then proceeded to think the
matter over. He glared and rumbled at the
table-top for quite a while.

Leggo, |

THE millionaire’s hobby was men.

It was the one remaining joy of his

life. It was his boast that he him-
self picked and molded every responsible
employee of his. He could get more enjoy-
ment out of forming a man than most men
got out of an opera season or a dozen fine
horse-races. The best seamen and traders
and planters in the Pacific were in his
service, and it grieved him as much to find
he had employed a failure like Delroy as
the loss of a fortune would have grieved
other men.

Now it was also Orville’s boast that he
never sent a man to do something that he
did not think he could do himself. This
every one accepted and knew.

The assumption had never been brought
into question before. Even the newcomers
in the islands took it for granted after a
brief sojourn had taught them Orville’s
status.

But the drunken words of Captain Delroy
seemed like a challenge to the Uttle million-

aire. It occurred to him that he certainly
had done nothing of consequence since he
had retired from strenuous Life some fifteen
years before. Were people beginning to
think he was a has-been? Was it accepted
along the beaches that Seth Orville was now
an old man and no longer possessed of the
spirit he had once had?

The thought infuriated the little man.
He called to Hilo for another drink on the
strength of it.

Now it does not take very much to start
the little worm of restlessness into full life
in a young man full of ambition and desire,
even a man to whom the Shining Paths arc
strange and fearful trails. And it takes still
less to start the worm crawling in such an
old sailor and adventurer -as Orville. For
a long time he had been feeling restless and
craving action of some sort.

A hot youth does not give promise of &
serene old age. And only Orville’s body
had grown old. His mind was as young and
as clear as the day he had run into Apia
in his fifty-foot ketch for the first time some
forty years before. The words of drunken
Captain Delroy gave the little man the very
excuse to break loose again that uncon-
sciously he had been looking for.

“What the young pups do | can do,” he
reassured himself with a growl.

Then he finished his drink, and, getting
up from his chair with something very much
akin to a song in his heart, he set off down-
town at a jog-trot, mopping his sweating
brow with a limp silk handkerchief.

He called in at the first saloon to get a
drink and grumbled his wrath across the
bar to the big bald Swede who served there.

“Seamen are getting insolent nowadays.

Svensen. Insolent, sir. Just had one of
my captains tell me | was no ------ good.
Huh!”

"Yaa, no good sailorman any more. |
remember-——- "

“Huh! That’s right.
now. S’long.”

And the little millionaire was out of the
saloon and jog-trotting down the road,
while old Svensen grunted something unin-
telligible and returned to polishing glasses.

“Heard about old Matthews?” an ac-
quaintance of Orville’s chuckled as the latter
dropped into another saloon and signaled
for a drink.

Orvilie shook his head, sighed vastly and
tugged at his wisp of mustache.

No time Ifeten
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“Well, he’s got the lonia in port and can't’
get a skipper for her. Shevshipped a crew
in ’Frisco that’d fair make your skin crawl
to look at. Talk about murderers! They
scared old Gillman stiff, and he quit as soon
as he made the anchorage. All the mates
except the second have quit too. Only first
engineer standing by the engine-roim.”

“Huh?” grunted Orville without any
great display of interest.

He tilted his glass until he could see the
bottom and then set it down slowly. There
was a far-away look in his eyes.

“Yes,” went on the acquaintance. “Mat-
thews’s ina --—-- of a fix. His ship’s due in
Sydney very soon. He took a cargo on
contract time for delivery, and he stands
to lose a bunch of money.”

“Fire crew. Get ’nother. Can’t under-
stand any man putting up with bad crew.
Had a skipper of mine today------ ”

“Oh, Matthews can’t do that------ 7

“—insult me. Said | was no-—- good.
H’m! Swine, drunken swine!”

“—because the crew signed on two-year
articles and insist-——- "

“1’'m glad | fired the cuss. N o--—- good!
Not a bit of saintly good! Huh!”

“—on staying with the lonia. Mat-
thews’s nearly broke and can’t afford to
ship ’em back to ’Frisco as he’d have to
do if he paid them off.”

“Waiter! Another! No soda. What’s
that, what’s that? Oh, Matthew's broke.
Can’t get a skipper. H’m! Wonder how
he’d like me?”

The acquaintance nearly fell out of his
chair. Then he grinned and spoke jestingly.

“Fine, 1'd imagine. Any owuer would
jump at you.”

Orville downed his drink in one great gulp
and rose abruptly.

“A skipper of mine told me | was no--—--—-
good. Said I couldnt run a ship myself.
Said | was only good to stay in Apia and
guzzle whisky. Skunk. C’m ’long and see
Matthews.”

“What are you going to do?”

“Get job as skipper of lonia.”

“You’re crazy. You can’t-----

“What! .You too? Who said | can’t
take oVér any ship that ever floated? |
had my master’s papers when | was twenty-
two. Understand that | can-—- 7

“l didn’t mean that. | mean you can’t
do such a thing in your position. Why,
man-

7

QT my position!  ------ everything!
I’'m going to show all and sundry that I'm
agood manyet. C’m ’long. I’ll show em.”

Pulling his companion by main force from
the saloon, Orville set off again at a jog-
trot toward the dingy office of Matthews the
ship-owner. His mustache bristled with
energy, and he positively glared at every
man who passed him as if seeking to hear
him say he was no good. He had an idea
now that every man in Samoa must be of
that opinion, and he was going to prove
they were wrong.

Used to the little millionaire’s eccen-
tricities, the acquaintance paced beside him
unwillingly but with something of a grin
on his face. He had a notion that he was
going to see island history made that after-
noon. It was certain that whenever Orville
became sufficiently interested in a thing, or
sufficiently enraged about it, something was
bound to happen.

MATTHEWS, puffy-eyed, gray-
haired and rotund, was sitting at
his desk, his bullet head in his fat
hands and his gaze heavy with despair on
the blotter before him. He looked up as
Orville trotted in with his companion
through the grimy swing door, grunted a
“Howdo?” and then dropped his eyes again.

Very formally Orville pulled off his sun-
helmet and laid it on the corner of the desk.

“1 understand you are in need of a cap-
tain for the lonia, sir,” he said.

It had been many years since Orville had
used that respectful tone of voice when
addressing any one, and the old ship-owner
looked up abruptly, astonished. Mechani-
cally he opened a drawer by his side and
pulled out a bottle and three glasses. Just
as mechanically he poured out drinks. Then
he lgoked at Orville and nodded, picking up
one of the glasses. And another astonishing
thing happened.

“1°d rather talk business before drinking,
sir,” the little man said.

“Eh?”

Orville’s acquaintance chuckled and lit a
cigaret. Something was certainly going to
happen. He was correspondent for a big
Sydney paper, and he scented a coming
story.

“l understand you need a captain for the
lonia, sir. And | would rather talk busi-
ness before | drink,” Orville repeated very
brttskly.
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He eyed the glass on the desk with
longing.

“Are you crazy? Since when have you
had to call me ‘sir’? My company is practi-
cally owned by you, and it’s only by virtue
of your grace that we operate separately.”

Matthews was half-amused, half-irritated.

“Do | understand the position has been
filled, sir?”

“What position? Oh, the lonia. No, no.
But what’s the great idea? Have you a
captain for me? | have searched Apia, and
not a capable man can I find. | employed
two, but they both quit as soon as they saw
the crew and heard old Gillman’s story.”

“Well, 11l take the job.”

“You? Is that a joke? Do you know,
Orville, I’'m facing ruin? If that cargo isn’t
in Sydney soon | go to the wall.”

“Huh!  About the job, sir.
eligible?”

“My --—--, Orville, you must be crazy.
Of course you’d be eligible. But surely you
don’t want it.”

Matthews laughed a trifle bitterly.

“If 1 had a master’ license |’d take the
ship out myself,” he went on. “Youve got
that, 1 know, and there’s no man in Samoa
1’d sooner have take over my vessel than
you. But what should you want with a
job that pays eighteen pounds a month?
And you worth millions!”

“I’'m trying to speak as a prospective
employee, sir. If 1 wasn’t 1’d call you the
biggest------ fool | ever saw. Don’t sit there
and gape like a blasted owl! | want to
know if you’ll sign me as master of the
lonia.”

“Give him the job, Matthews. He’s got
some fool notion about going to sea again,”
said the acquaintance over the little
millionaire’s shoulder.

“Shut up!” Orville snarled at him. “I
can get my own jobs.”

Matthews scratched his head, puzzled.

“Even if you were in earnest, Orville, 1
couldn’t let you go,” he said. “The seamen
on board that steamer are nothing but mur-
derers. Have you heard what Gillman ex-
perienced? He could prove nothing, of
course; the crew’s solid to a man almost.

“They put away the third deck officer
and two of the engineers. The bosun and
chief steward disappeared one night. And
the mate was beaten up one dog watch and
swears he never even saw the men that did
it. The men stick by each other and swear

Am |

they know nothing about the thing either.
Gillman had to log the deaths as ‘presumed
drowned.” The bodies were not recovered.
I't’s a murder ship.

“l ought to send the crew back to ’Frisco,
but I cant. They’d break me clean if I
had to pay transportation for that gang and
an extra,month’s wages on top in way of
compensation. You know the strict marine
laws.

“On the other hand no captain will go to
sea with that crew; no good man, that is.
I 've had two or three of the regular soaks
apply for the job, but they’d be no good.
They can’t handle tough bunches------ 7

“Tough bunches are my meat, sir. Give
me that job.”

“Oh, don’t talk foolish------ 7

“Give me that job,------ it!”

“You cant handle them, Orville. They’re
all young and husky, while you’re------ ”

“1’m one of the regular soaks, eh? Who
the -——- said | was too old? I'll show any
young blood just where it gets off. | can
handle any crew God ever put breath into.
Is that clear?

“I’'m not old nor doddering nor feeble-
minded. 1’m as husky as the latest green-
horn from America. | eat tough crews. Is
that clear, perfectly clear? Now give me
that job.”

“l can’t have your blood on my head. |
know you, Orville. You’re too impetu-

“Do | get that job?”

The little millionaire pounded on the table
and glared.

“No. |’'m sorry------

“How much do you want for the lonia’?

“Now, Orville, don’t get-——-- ”

“How much?”

“But-—-"

“No wonder you’re a failure at business.
You talk too much, Matthews. Spit out
the price. Pick up your hat. And go home!
You're old and feeble-minded, and all
you’re good for is to stay in Apia and guzzle
whisky. Is that clear? Now what’s the
price?”

“Is he crazy?” the old ship-owner pleaded
of the acquaintance, who was *njoying
himself immensely.

“1 think so,” he answered. *“At least he
is acting a bit above normal. But we expect
that of-—-"

Homem I | was called a doddering old fool
and a boozer; but you two are like a couple
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0 f-—- hens.
blasted ship?”

“Well, since you’re so persistent, Orville,
I 1l say thirty thousand.”

The ship-owner spoke irritably and named
a price he thought would shake the million-
aire’s sense of proportion. The lonia was
an old tub and on the extreme verge of
condemnation.

“Pounds or dollars?” quoth Orville, pull-
ing forth his check book.

“Pounds.”

The millionaire wrote rapidly. He waved
the check a while in the air to dry it and
then gave it to Matthews. The ship-owner
took it like a man in a dream. Orville
pulled a cigar from an inside pocket, bit off
the end with relish, spat it away arid bor-
rowed a match from the acquaintance, who
was now slightly dazed himself.

“Thirty thousand for the old tub of an
lonia,” he muttered.

Orville snorted.

“lI bought that crew, not the
The crew no man can handle.”

“But—but—but—" started Matthews.

“Does that bottle of Scotch go with the
ship?” demanded Orville petulantly.

“But—eh? Yes, | suppose------ 7

“Good. Here’show! Have another.”

“Don’t you think—" ventured the ac-
quaintance timidly.

“l think nothing. | know. And please
address me as Captain Orville. 1’m master
of the lonia. 1 hereby sign on myself.
Matthews, you old hen, wake up! Have all
papers ready tomorrow at eight. Get
clearance too. | sail with the tide.”

“There’s no mates aboard, barring the
second. No engineers—”  Matthews
faltered, still gazing blankly at the check.

“I’l make some during the nm. Have a
cigar? No? Well, see you t’morrow.”

Orville turned abruptly and left the dingy
office. Walking down the street, he as-
sumed a slower and more arrogant pace than
his usual jog-trot. Also he tilted his dilapi-
dated sun-helmet at a rakish angle. The
cigar in his mouth stuck up stiffly, and he
tried to twist his mustache into some sort
of a curling point.

“Do you know 1 feel twenty years
younger?” he murmured to the acquain-
tance, who was still with him and who was
chuckling hugely as he recovered from the
jolt he had received in Matthews’ office.

“I'll say you act like it,” he murmured

Is there any price on that
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back and then broke away to talk excitedly
to a group of elderly seamen and to tell them
the news.

Orville went serenely to the nearest
saloon, and, seating himself with some
importance, rapped on the table for the
waiter.

About fifteen minutes afterward a huge-
shouldered, yellow-haired giant elbowed his
way to the little millionaire’s side and
gripped him by the arm. His blue eyes
bored into Orville’s and were sternly set,
though an elusive twinkle lurked far down
in their depths.

“Do | understand you’re considering tak-
ing over command of the lonia, sir?” he
said in a rumbling voice.

Orville flung the great hand off his shoul-
der and snorted.

“You do. And address me as captain in
future, Peterson. Is that clear?”

“So you’re going on the lonia, eh?”

“l am.”

“Then you’re taking me. |’m not seeing
you run your little carcass into danger.”

“Sit down and drink. And shut that slab
of a mouth of yours. 1’m skipper of the
lonia right now, and wild horses wouldn’t
drag me off the job. Understand?”

“Absolutely. But you’re taking me.”

“1’m not. | gave you orders this morning
to sail with the schooner Wend at dawn
tomorrow. She’s bound for the Hebrides.

You’ll go.”
“Not on your life.”
“You will. --—--it, you will!”

“1’m cominrf with yOu. Do you think I’d
let the man \"* o lifted me off the beach and
set me on my feet run into sudden death?
You’ll have the lonia's crew thirsting for
your blood ‘fore you’re twelve hours from
Apia.”

“You mean to say | can’t handle that
bunch of scum? You go to the Hebrides.
Go to Leave me alone, that’s all.
Now shut up!”

“I’ve been and interviewed the crew of
the lonia. Every man’ an escaped con-
vict. Or.he ought to be. They wear their
sheath-knives sharp and keep their teeth
filed. They just dote on hard-case officers.
Know what they did to Gillman’s men?”

“They won’t do it to me.”

“Well, I’'m coming with you anyway to
see they don’t.”

“You’re going to the Hebrides.
Am | boss of my own business or not?
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Peterson, you’re fired! Understand! You’re
fired—fired! Is that clear?”

Orville pounded on the table with his
clenched fist and made the glasses rattle.
That reminded him that his was empty
and he beckoned the harassed waiter.

“Now get out!” he concluded.

Jack Peterson, twenty-six, good-tempered
and many inches over six feet tall, rose from
the chair he had dropped into and smiled
benignly down upon his employer. Orville
had helped him when he had been drifting
about broke on the Samoan beaches, and
he was grateful.

Also he loved the little millionaire. Most
of Orville’s employees did. They were a
strange pair. Peterson was the strongest
man in the west Pacific, and Orville was the
most powerful.

“All right,” said the yellow-haired giant
pleasantly. “I'm fired. But mind, I'm
coming with you.”

“Get out of my sight. And stay out!”
Orville snarled, and then turned to his
replenished glass.

Still smiling, the giant turned away, and
Orville grunted after his great back:

“---—- insolent bum! Defy me. Huh!
Fine fellow though. Hope he doesn’t take
what I said too seriously. He won’t though.
He knows what a fool I am. Couldn’t think
of letting the boy risk that pair of shoulders
in a murder ship.

“Huh! Thinks | can’t handle a crew.
Insolent pup. Give,that sort an inch and
they take a ------ degree!”

A MAN brushed by~ few minutes
later and, looking down, recognized
the little millionaire.

“Say, heard about Delroy?” he grinned.

Orville grunted and shook his head. He
had finished with Delroy. Really had fired
him.  And men he had fired in earnest
ceased to interest/him.

“That yellow-haired pup of yours—
what’s his name? Peterson? That’s it
He heard that Delroy gave you alot of lip.
And he heard that it was through that you
took that job on the lonia. Say, is that
right about the lonia? | mean------ 7

“Where’s Delroy now?” snapped Orville,
stirring uneasily in his chair.

The man grinned and rasped his chin with
one broken-nailed hand.

“They’re still working over him in the
horspital.”

“That was Peterson, eh?”

“That was Peterson,”

“The------ stiff’s too fond of looking after
my business. Am | boss of my own affairs
or am | not? 1 ask you. Seems |I’m not.
Look here, you just tell Delroy, when he
comes to that he can catch the Wend in
the morning and sail as mate to the
Hebrides. Peterson was to have had the
job, but I’ve fired him.

“Understand? Delroy can have his berth.
Teach that yellow-haired pup a lesson.
Must show disapproval in some way. Now
is that clear?”

“Clear as mud, Orville.
fired Delroy.”

“Fired nothing. Your ears are to0---—---
big, Clary.”

But I heard you

“Think so? Well, 1’ll be going. You’ve
certainly got the burg stirred up tonight.
Slong.”

“S’long. Hid Waiter! Another!”

Orville snorted and glared at the drinking
throng about him. He pulled his dilapi-
dated sun-helmet still lower over his eyes
and breathed hard on his wisp of mustache.

He tried to look displeased. Inwardly
he was chuckling. Peterson was a good
man, loyal as they made em. He’d have
to give him a good job somewhere. But not
yet. Decidedly not yet. The pup would
have to be taught a lesson. He must not
get the impression that Seth Orville was a
child.

Orville chuckled as he recalled the first
job he had given Jack Peterson. It was to
go and fire one_Hammond, a giant of a
planter who was reputed for his strength
and hard hitting, and of whom it was said
he would not be fired. Peterson had fired
him all right.

The whole affair had really been a frame-
up, a trick of Orville’s to see how Peterson
measured under the test of stress. It was
the little millionaire’s habit to put men he
thought of employing through a sort of
third degree before he trusted them with
any property of his. Frequently he flung
them into tight corners or compromising
positions, and it was the way they reacted
that determined their future careers under
Orville’s wing.

Peterson had tested out clean and true
in his relieving of the erstwhile unrelievable
Hammond, and Orville had no more inten-
tion of losing his yellow-haired pup than
he had of killing him. The evening wore on
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while Orville pondered matters and drank
steadily.

By Idie time he tottered home to bed that
night Apia was in a ferment. From the
Peterson-Delroy massacre a dozen minor
fights sprang into being. And men besides
were wagering hectically that Orville would
handle the crew of the lonia as no crew had
ever been handled before. That is, the old-
timers were so wagering. The new chums
smiled skeptically and sneerted. The Orville
they knew was an untidy, drunken, sun-
shriveled little, man who swore with
tremendous vitality and drank innumerable
whiskies and gins.

AT SEVEN-THIRTY sharp Or-

ville was out of bed, bathed and

dressed in his old sea-going things.
A white-covered seaman’s cap perched
jauntily over one ear; and a white uniform
suit with faded bars of gold braid on the
jacket shoulders to show his rank, a pair of
pipe-clayed, spotless shoes, a dean silk
shirt and a new dark tie completed his
outfit.

With his return to active ranks Orville
was resurrecting his seaman’s desire for
neatness and cleanliness. Even his ragged
wisp of sandy mustache he had endeavored
to curl to a point with the aid of brilliantine.
Hiseharp gray eyes were alight with eager-
ness and his little yellow-skinned body
thrilled with the thought that he was going
to catch hold once more, going to face
again material problems in a world of ma-
terial men, problems such as there would
be no hiring a manager to come and solve.

Since his partial retirement it was true
Orville had handled problems, but it had
been mostly through other men. He had
said, “Do,” and it was done; “Go,” and men
went. But now he was going to face old
issues himself. Like an old war-horse who
smells powder his head-was up, and he was
ready for the fray once again.

He breakfasted in haste and in his usual
fashion—one glass of whisky and soda, half
a pineapple, a mango, two small pieces of
toast, a glass of whisky and soda and a
final glass of soda and whisky. Then he
cocked his cap a little more, said good-by
to Hilo, his personal servant, and went
down the road to the waterfront, whistling
a tops'l-yardU chantey that had not been

sung for twenty years or more. His bag-
gage had been sent down to the wharf some
half an hour previously.

Orville stopped at Matthews’ office long
enough to say good-by to that harassed
worthy and to get the papers of the lonia,
and then he went on to the ship.

To his surprize he found quite a little
crowd waiting to see him off. He had
never known he was so popular before. A
dozen old acquaintances came to shake his
hand and wish*him luck; a dozen more
tried to dissuade him from going at all;
and several others attempted both things
at once. Orville had to resort to bruskness
to get away at all.

“H’m! Stand away there. Fling that
dunnage in the boat. Make it snappy!”

He spoke testily to the two sullen-vis-
aged seamen from the lonia who had
pulled the gig ashore to pick up their new
captain. They scowled at him but did as
they were bidden, placing the baggage the
Samoan house-boys had left on the wharf
in the stern sheets of the gig.

“Well, good-by, every one. Don’t stand
there snuffling like an old cow, Wallace!
S’long, Charley! S’long, Walt! ’By, Carey!
Smart there, lads. Steady her. Give way!”

And the little millionaire was off, sitting
on his baggage in the stern sheets of the gig
and waving his thin hand to the little crowd
of friends on the wharfside. They watched
him clamber like a curious little monkey
up the rope-and-wood pilot ladder, hang-
ing from the lonia's side ’midships, and
walk for’ard to the bridge. Then they
disappeared up-town and dispersed to the
saloons to drink and talk the matter over
once more.

The lonia was in her way a discredit
to her builders. They were Scotch and
careful, and the plan of the lonia gave the
impression that they had not wasted on her
any more steel than could be helped.
Nevertheless the ship had been afloat
twenty-five years and was still good for
another voyage or two, so long as she didn’t
run into any very rough weather.

Her original name had been the Dum-
fries, and she had sailed from Newcastle,
England, with coal for Spain. Two years
later she popped up in Buenos Aires under
the Brazilian flag, and the name she bore
then was not at all like Dumfries.

As the Ferrara she sailed the nitrate
coast for several years and then suddenly
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disappeared. Rumors reached those inter-
ested in her at that time—rumors of mu-
tiny, Killings, ship-stealing, more Kkillings;
but nothing was ever definitely learned.

She rusted in Vladivostok with the hand
of the Imperial Russian heavy upon her.
Her holds were full of poached sealskins
then, and her crew was busy in Siberia.

By some strange means she was able to
take aboard a cargo of paper in Tokyo
six months later, though her name was
then the Bear. She wasVariously sighted
on forbidden pearling grounds, high on
sand-bars off the Australian coast, slaving
in the Middle Passage, and salving a Chi-
nese junk in the Gulf of Siam. Also she
rammed fishing-smacks in the English
Channel during the yea”s that followed
and was confiscated for smuggling French
brandy. Then eventually she was sold by
the British Government to Matthews &
Company of Sydney and Samoa, by which
time her name was the innocent-sounding
one of lonia, and her past unsavory record
was well-nigh forgotten.

She was a small craft of about fifteen
hundred tons, built of steel throughout
and rather broad of beam. She possessed
a well-deck for’ard, between the t’gallant
fo’csle and the high bridge, and one other
well-deck aft, between the after end of the
engine-room house, which was the after
part of the bridge deck, and the for’ard
bulkhead of the raised poop. Both of
these decks were veritable death-traps
when a sea shipped into them, and any one
caught there at such a time had not the
slightest chance to get away.

The well-decks were sheltered on fhe
beam by somewhat high iron bulwarks;
and swinging, noisy ports let out whatever
water happened to board. Companions
led from the decks to the fo’csle head, the
lower bridge and the poop.

The firemen and sailors, twenty men all
told, Kyed for’ard. The stewards and
cooks had their quarters next to the en-
gineers 'midships, and the deck officers lived
on the lower bridge, immediately above the
ship’ general saloon.

The tortoise-shell ship’s cat lived im-.

partially for’ard, 'midships and aft. The
only other living animals aboard were the
rats, thousands of them, monster.fellows
that lurked along the bilges and in strange
holes in the rusting steel hull.

The new captain of this ship trotted first

up the bridge companion and looked over
his own quarters. Then he bellowed for
the steward, a pallid-faced slender Jew,
and sampled the ship’s Scotch. After that
he went 'midships to see the chief engineer
who, so Matthews had said, was the only
officer standing by the engine-room.

As he went along he kept a sharp look-
out for the crew, and he was not at all
impressed, at least not favorably, by the
appearance of those he saw. Both sailors
and firemen were vicious-looking fellows,
dressed in oddments of clothes and mostly
unshaven. He noticed too that all of them,
sailors and firemen, carried sheath-knives
at the hip. He snorted. He’d show 'em.

He tapped on the door of the chief’s
room and without waiting for an invita-
tion stepped inside. The chief looked up
from a somber-covered book he was reading,
and he favored the intruder with a cold
stare.

He was a tall, lean man, very much like
a scrawny vulture, sour and bad-tempered.
His throat was very red and skinny, and his
Adam’s apple very elongated and promi-
nent. His hair was a pale red, every sepa-
rate hair seeming to stand up stiffly like a
piece of wire. His face was gashed half-
way down by a flaming, rolling red mustache
that partially hid the large teeth shooting
from under the upper lip at an angle of
forty-five degrees. His nose was more of
a beak, accentuating the wvulture-lika ap-
pearance, somewhat big and puffy. His
eyes were of a cold slaty color.

He rose with terrible slowness from the
6wivel chair he was sitting in and closed his
book over the index finger of his right hand.
With his left hand he waved toward the
door.

“Ye ¢*n go oot,” he said, and his voice
was like a rusty rasp on unpolished granite.

Orville grunted and shut the door behind
him and without troubling to remove his
seaman’s cap sat on the edge of the polished
wooden desk that stood against the bulk-
head near the door.

“Are you the chief?” he inquired need-
lessly.

“Ah’ll show ye,” the other responded
with sternness.

He laid down his book and with great
deliberation reached round to his hip
pocket. He pulled forth a heavy twelve-
inch shifting-spanner, and, unfastening the
one remaining brass button -on his greasy
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bine-serge uniform jacket, he took a step
forward.

“Ah ye goin’?”

Orville granted again.

“Pleased t’ meet you, chief. My name’s
Orville. 1 bought the lonia from Mr.
Matthews yesterday afternoon. You might

have had word from the shore about the
deal. | intend to run the packet myself.”

The chief very slowly put the spanner back
into his pocket. He took a step or two for-
ward and towered above the littie millionaire.

“Ah’ve had one or twa chiels aboard t’
sell me coal. Dinna they ken here when a
mon says, ‘No?’ Ah thought you .was
one. So ye’re the new skipper? Well,
jest ye ken thot ye’ll no coom in here
wi’out knockin’.”

“l did knock.”

“Ah dinna say ye cud coom in.”

Orville controlled himself with an effort.
He saw very plainly that the chief was a
man who would require handling. And he
would be worth handling. He must be a
good man to stay by the lonia when all
his assistants had quit. And Orville was
beginning to have a suspicion that he would
need a good man or two.

“Sorry, chief,” he said, suppressing the
hot retort that rose to lips.

The chief was not the man to care who
owned or who did not own the ship. He
was a law unto himself in matters of com-
mon politeness.

"But to talk business,” Orville went on,
“1 understand the crew have been giving
trouble.”

“Aye, sorr. As ye’re sorry we’ll say na
more. Will ye drink? Scotch? Tis the
guids. Three fin’ers? Her’s look. Th’

crew, ye say? Aye, yere preedeecessors’
have had a fin’ time. Ye’ll unnerstan’
there wus five men dead ’twixt 'Frisco an’
here. Thet poor mate was beaten oop
shameful. Ye’ll have a care?”

“Oh, Ill be careful. How’d you get by?”

“Ah used------ 7

The chief pulled forth his twelve-inch
shifting-spanner again and waggled the
heavy head gravely.

“Twa mon of those whose business ’tis
t’ atten’ th’ fires are ’n hospitool toda’.
Ah have na’n engineer lef’. They was
leary and fled. Ah dinna thin’ much of
yore body, sorr, but ye've a look in yere
eye tha’s encooraging, t’*say the leas’.
Have ’nother drin™?”

Orville slipped off the desk-edge and ac-
cepted the proffered glass. He sipped
slowly and looked straight up at the Scotch-
man.

“You’re a man after my own heart,
chief. Did you say Mackenzie? Ah, yes,
Mackenzie. | have a notion that aH this
ship needed was a good skipper. The black
gang seemed to be in good hands. | sup-
pose your assistants went back on you?”

“Ah gie than’s fer the compleemint,
sorr.  Ah cud handle my chiels dandy wi’
another guid mon. But Ah hed t’ sleep
briefly. Ah cudna stan’ all watches, ye’ll
unnerstan’.  Trrue, the ship needs a guid
skipper. Ah’ve a notion she has na.”

By the time Orville lowered his glass to
go Mackenzie and he understood each
other very well.

“Youre a fine man,” the little million
aire repeated. “We’ll run this packet
between us. Can you make some of your
firemen take engineer’s watches till we get
to Sydney? [1’ll scare the whole bunch
overside then.”

“Aye, sorr, Ah c’n that. Ah have one
or two guid greasers that’ll stan’ bein’
made engineers of. Coom again, sorr.
AR’ll be pleas’t’see ye.”

“All right, chief. Get your gang to turn
to as soon as you can. | want to salil
within the hour.”

“Aye, aye, sorr.”

“If it comes t’ spanner work 1’m backing
you to the last skull. Is that clear? Pre-
fer belaying-pin or gun m’self, though.”

“Aye, each mon t’ his oon taste. But
ye’ll noo deny the spanner’s eeffeclive.”

“That’s so. Whistle as soon as you've
got up steam.”

“Aye, aye, sorr. S’lon’.”

ORVILLE went out of the cabin

with a grunt of acknowledgment

and made his way along the deck
to the bridge again. The chief took an-
other reflective drink from the whisky-
bottle; and then, fastening his solitary
jacket button and the front of his blue
flannel shirt, he put a greasy gold-badged
cap on his head and went down into the
engine-room, the twelve-inch shifting-span-
ner making a long bulge at his hip. He
was humming the tune of a hymn in an
abstracted manner, as he always did when
he was pleased.

Orville went to the floor of the second
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mate’s room and, tapping briefly, went
inside as he had done on the occasion of his
visit to the chief. A man was lying in the
bunk under the open port, his arms hanging
over the side and bis gray head lolling on
the stained pillow. He was in dirty pink
flannel pajamas and had evidently not been
up yet that morning.

Orville snorted his wrath and, crossing
the room, stirred the sleeper. As the deck
officer in charge the second should have
met him at the head of the pilot ladder
when he boarded and have formally handed
the ship over to him.

“Hey, what the
this? Get up, | say. Get up! You
square-headed bum, turn out! I’ll-—-"

Then Orville caught a strong stench of
gin as the sleeping man muttered and rolled
over. The little millionaire looked around
and frowned. An empty four-sided bottle
was lying on the table. A broken glass
rested on the cabin carpet.

“Drunken swine!” he snorted testily.
“Don’t mind a man drinking so long as he
can carry it. On deck there!”

He went to the cabin door and peered
for’ard to where he could see the crew lying
lazily about under the fo’csle-head awnings,
talking and smoking and swearing.

“On deck there! Two of you come up
here!”

One or two of the men lifted their heads
and looked at the small, spare figure on the
bridge, and then they sank back again.
They made no attempt to go aft in answer
to the captain’s hail.

Orville snorted and went fiery red under
his yellow skin. He started for’ard but
checked himself. It was not time for man-
handling yet. He would wait till he got
them to sea.

The ship’s cook passed just then, coming
out of his room near the engineers’ quarters
and walking for’ard to gaze over the bridge

the meaning of

dodger. He was a squat ungainly man
with black, unshaven cheeks and vivid
dark eyes. His once white jacket was dirty

and grease-stained, and he smoked a badly
made brown-paper cigaret with evident
relish. His age might have been anything
from forty to fifty.

“Steward!” Orville called.

The man looked aside at the new captain
and for a moment sneered. The crew had
already driven away huskier masters from
the lonia, and the little, frail wisp who stood

in the doorway of the second mate’s room
was not likely to be able to work the crew
very hard.

“Well, what is it?” the cook grumbled,
pausing for a moment.

Orville flamed up abruptly.

“Put that-—- cigaret out when you're
on the bridge! Who in the do you
think you’re talking to?”

From sheer surprize at the volcano that
had burst on him the cook obeyed. He
mechanically crushed his cigaret under his
shoe-heel, and his heavy-jowled face lost
its sneer.

“Call me ‘sir’ when you speak to me! Is
thauedear?”

“Yes—yes, sir. Yessir.”

“Then come here and help me carry this
swine to the gig.”

“But I’'m the cook here.
of sailor’s for’ard, sir—sir.”

"“If you dont keep your mouth shut
you’ll be out aJob. I didnt ask what

There’s plenty

you were. Never mind the sailors. Il
attend to them later. Come here!”
“Yessir.”

Between them the two men carried the
drunken second mate down to the main
deck and with the aid of a heaving-line
lowered him to the gig, which had not yet
been hauled aboard. Orville hastily gath-
ered what few of the man’s things he could
find into a battered tin trunk and pitched
that down into the gig too. Then he spoke
again to the cook, who was watching him
in a somewhat dazed fashion.

“Get in that boat and row that swine
ashore:  Dump him on the wharf and come
back pronto.”

The cook seemed about to make another
protest but thought better of it.  Sullenly
he lowered himself down the wood-and-
rope pilot ladder and seated himself in the
gig. Just as sullenly he took hold of the
oars. He looked up before he started off.

“I’'m not an able seaman, sir,” he said
resentfully. “This is a sailor’s job, and----- 7

The man was perfectly in the right, but
Orville was beyond considering such things.

“Work those blasted oars, or 1’ll plug
you so full of holes you’ll look like a sieve.
You mutinous swine! Defy me? 1’'m go-
ing to straighten out the bunch of you, and
I’'m going to start now. Is that dear?
Understand? Then make it snappy, you
dog, and row like - r”

The cook started rowing awkwardly but
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with surprizing alacrity, and the gig shot
toward die wharf. From the deck above
Mackenzie, who had come from below to get
an evil-smelling pipe from his room, spoke
with great solemnity.

“Ye’re a fule t’throw ‘way yere only

mate. But I’'m no’ sayin’ ye’re wron’.
Ye’re startin’ right, sorr. Ah hope ye
finishit.”

Orville looked up and grunted

“’Lo, chief. Huh! I’'m standing no non-
sense. | can make mates or break em, and
that goes here. 1’'m just beginning to get
going.”

“Ah feel a wee better masel’.”

And with an approving nod the dour
Scotchman made his way below, again,
where he already had a profane and vicious
watch at work.

Orville returned to the bridge followed
by the curious and malevolent stares of the
seamen on the fo’csle head. The men had
heard him talking with the cook.

One of their number, evidently the leader
from the attention that was immediately
given him, rolled over on his side and raised
himself on his elbow, the straw mattress
under him grating protest. He puffed
slowly at his cigaret for a moment, and his
black eyes narrowed.

“That old man’s tough,” he remarked.
“He won’t be so easy as the other fools.
we’ll have to------ 7

He left his sentence unfinished, but the
rest seemed to understand perfectly. With
two notable exceptions they all nodded
their heads.

“I heard he was tough ashore last night.
They said he was one of the hardest cases
hereabouts. Said he’d only taken over the
job jest fer fun,” put in a seaman, evidently
an Italian from his swarthiness and heavy,
black, drooping mustache. An ugly scar
disfigured his throat, and the scowl he
gave as he spoke did not improve his
appearance.

“We’ll give him fun all right, Tony,”
softly laughed the man who had first
spoken.

His comrades called him “Slim” Walker,
but it was doubtful whether that was his
name. He was a somewhat slender indivi-
dual of no special nationality, one of those
straws flung up from the pits of the Pacific
coast cities, his father probably a drunken
sailorand his mother a woman of the streets.

His black hair was long and sleek, and he

kept it brushed back somewhat in the form
of a pompadour. His little black mus-
taches were finely curled to a point, and his
white teeth gleamed under them when he
spoke.

His face was rather finely modeled. The
features were small and well formed, the
mouth especially coming rather to a sort
of pout that gave him an almost girlish
expression when in repose. In his eyes,
dark, glowing, there lurked a gleam of what
might have been cruelty. He was of
medium height and very sinewy.

That he was not just what he seemed
was apparent by the hold he appeared
to have over the villainous, unshaven
brutes who crowded on their mattresses
round him and followed his words with
care, while they panted in the growing
heat of the new day under the heavy
awnings above. But again there were two
notable exceptions to those who crowded
around Slim Walker.

“Are ye thinkin’ of losing him?” asked
a square-faced Irishman with a leer to his
leader.

The dark young man frowned and looked
swiftly about till his eyes, chancing to rest
on the two men holding aloof, he sneered.

“Keep that mouth of yours closed,
Murphy,” he snarled, facing the Irishman
again. “Do you want to get us hung?
We shall see what we shall see when we get
away from port. |If there are no more
new officers coming aboard | imagine the
rest will be easy.”

“Be easy,” repeated Murphy with an
ugly grin, running his hand across his
mouth. “Sure it’s dying fer a drink I am.
An’ t’ think o’ all that liquor in th’ fore-
hold.”

He paused and licked his lips.
small, blue eyes gleamed.

“An’when the craft is ours, Slim, we c’n
sail t” one of those islands |ve heard tell
of and get hold o’ some girls, eh?”

“Maybe. But shut up. Do you want
the world to hear? Quiet, you fool. You
can drink and steal women later.”

There was rasp in the young man’s other-
wise mellow voice that caused the Irish-
man to subside quickly with a quick look
of fear. He joined in a muttering conver-
sation with the man beside him. The
rest of the crew, excepting for the two who
always held aloof, listened to what Slim
Walker had to say.

His
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BHj THE two men who held aloof sat

by the after end of the iron windlass

and dozed on their mattresses.
They could not hear what was going on in
the little group about the young leader, nor,
truth to tell, did they particularly care.
They knew, and knew that Slim Walker
knew, that so long as they said nothing
and made no attempt to interfere they
were safe from harm.

They were perfectly aware of the young
man’s plot to seize the ship whenever pos-
sible and take her and her rich cargo to
some little-known group of islands, where
the rest of life could be spent in laughter
and drink and song, perhaps murder, just
as the mutineers of the old Bounty did in
the long ago. And the two men who held
aloof hoped—for Slim Walker had hinted
as much—that when the thing was accom-
plished he would send them away safely
in the whale-boat. They had to chance
that he would keep his word.

And they dared not speak to outsiders,
to the police for example, of what was
going to happen. There was no evidence
they could produce. Slim Walker had
merely to deny everything. And there
was also the very potent danger that they
would not live very long after the speaking
was done. Wherefore, being ordinary
men*with a fair love of life and no means to
enable them to quit the lonia, they just
let things ilide, trusting to luck and their
own powers to pull them clear when the
crisis came.

They had both been drugged and sent
aboard the rusty old tramp by the crimps
of the Barbary Coast, and it was therefore
no choice of theirs that they were forced
to work and live with about the choicest
collection of thieves and murderers outside
of Sing-Sing. In both men there were
potentialities for good work and action.
But they were botlj men who made good
seconds in command but not good leaders.
Given the right leadership, they were on
the job with both feet.

They did not know that their hour of
destiny had struck when the little wisp of a
man in white, who they had been given to
understand was the new skipper, came on
the fo’csle head, clambering breathlessly
up the iron companion from the foredeck.
But they both rolled over and sat up and

looked at Orville curiously when the sudden
lull in conversation among the other sea-
men warned them that something was about
to happen.

“Which of you men are in the port
watch?” demanded the little millionaire
testily.

Slim Walker drawled insolently, “We've
forgotten,” and then laughed, removing his
mcigaret from his mouth and blowing smoke
upward into the new captain’s face.

Orville snorted.

“Then it’s time you started to remember!

Stand up! The bunch of you stand up!
And address me as ‘sir.” Is that clear?”
“Aye, aye, sir.”

Slim Walker stood up and stretched-hk
arms above his head lazily. He yawned.
He was full of confidence, knowing the
men he had behind him; but he didn't
want to drive things too far—yet. The
lonia was still within sight of the police
launch.

“l suppose you'’re the------ leader! Sly
son, if you broke Gillman’s heart you won t
break mine. Stand up, you dogs!”

The rest of them stood up. To refuse,
as impulse prompted, was mutiny. That
gave a master-mariner every right to run
up the police flag and have them all seat
to jail. On the high seas that gave the
same master-mariner the right to put
them in irons and if necessary to shoot them.

They had no intention of getting shot,
or of giving the captain the opportunity to
do so. They intended to mutiny, but it
was to be in the terrible, subtle way that
Slim Walker had devised—to dispose of all
officers quietly. So they stood up sullenly.

Orville looked at them and. grunted.
They were indeed a tough-looking bunch.
He did not wonder that the easily excitable
and nervous Gillman had been driven half-
insane with fright .and had quit his job at
the very first opportunity.

But that was all the better. OrviDe
wanted action and he wanted it swift.
What was the use of going to sea again
unless he really made good against big
odds? He’d show ’em ashore what he
was made of.

There were nine seamen aboard the
lonia, including the two who always held
aloof and who had now joined their standing
shipmates. The rest of the men who had
crowded round Slim Walker, and who now
moved off to attend to their own business,
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were the two watches of firemen and greas-
ers at present off duty.

Three of the seamen were Swedes, big,
bony men with flaxen hair and high cheek-
bones, big-lipped and stolid, dressed in
rough slop clothes, serges and blue-cotton
shirts and jackets. Two seamen were
Italians, dressed in cotton singlets and blue
dungaree pants, very hairy as to arms and
chests and boasting heavy drooping black
mustaches and sly black eyes. Of the
remaining four men one was Slim Walker,
one the squat-faced Irishman Murphy, and
two the two who had nothing in common
with the rest.

One of the latter was a lean, tanned man
with a sinewy figure and a heavily pock-
marked shaven face. His arms were much
tattooed; his throat was scrawny and big-
tendoned, and his dark-sandy hair clung
short-clipped to his somewhat big head.
His nose was more of a beak, and his lips
were big and grim. He seldom smiled.
He was an American, one of those hard-
bitten Yankees one meets occasionally in
odd places at all sorts of odd times.

The remaining man could have been
none other than a Britisher. He lacked the
outward earmarks of keenness the Yankee
possessed, and he was considerably shorter
though squarer built and more muscular.
His face was burned a brick red, his slightly
bald head was of the same color, and a
close-clipped beard and brown mustache
covered his obstinate chin and rather plump
cheeks. His eyes were a deep blue—a con-
trast to the Yankee’s, which were clear
gray like Orville’s—and were partly shaded
from sight by a greasy blue peaked sea-
man’s cap.

Like the Yankee he was dressed in a gray
flannel shirt and a pair of blue serge Navy
pants. He looked capable of acting but
not of thinking. Unlike the Yankee he
seldom spoke.

Of all the crew the above two were the
only men who looked in any way like trust-
worthy beings. The rest all bore the ear-
marks of degeneracy and viciousness, save
only Slim Walker, whose polished exterior
probably hid a more vicious nature than
was possessed of any of the men who feared
and listened to him.

“Well pick watches,” Orville snarled
when his scrutiny was over.

He jerked a note-book and pencil from
his pocket and glared at his crew.

“You!”

He pointed abruptly at the Britisher,
who stood with his hands half in his pants
pockets looking uneasily around. The
man started, stiffened slightly and, remov-
ing one of his hands, touched the peak or
his cap.

“Yessir.”

“You look fairly honest.
you been t’ sea?”

“’Bout twenty years, sir.”

“Steer?”

“Yessir.”

“Been in gpil or steam?’*

“Little time in steam, sir.
sail and------ -

“l know. 'What side of pinrail are
tops’l halyards?”

“Fore and mizzen, sir?”

“Uh-huh.*

“Port side.”

“H’m! Seems all right.”

Orville glanced significantly down at
the naval pants.

“Where’d you get in your time?”

“Navy, sir. I’'m a twelve-year man. |
was with Sturdee when-——-

“Ah, old-countryman. What in------ are
you doing with this bunch of scum? Never
mind. You’ll do. You’re mate of the
lonia from now on. You’ll be addressed
as ‘sir’ by all hands, and you’ll draw the
pay and eat the grub that goes with said
rank. Pack up your dunnage and get on
the bridge.”

.The Britisher’s jaw dropped. He was
not accustomed to having honors thrust
upon him. Also he was fearful of respon-
sibility. He shook his head and rubbed
the back of his left hand nervously with
his right.

“l don” know anything about naviga-
tion, sir, and-—-

“That’s all right.

“I—Id-----"

He looked around on the lowering faces
of his shipmates and shivered as he thought
of what a rough job chief mate’s would be.
One or two of the seamen were fingering
their knife-hafts suggestively.

Slim Walker looked at the prospective
officer with hard eyes. He wouldn’t have
minded one of his own men as chief mate;
but he knew that the Britisher, if he took
the job, would be at least loyal to his
superiors. He was that sort. Like an
honest dog.

How long have

Some in

| do.”
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“lI—I°d rather not, sir,” the man con-
cluded miserably.

He removed his cap and twisted it in
his hands. He stared obstinately at the
deck under his feet.

“Huh! Scared of this bunch of bums?
What did you say you were? A Navy
man? And from the old country? Don’t
tell me you’re an Englishman. You’re the
first one I met yet that was scared anyway.”

The man’s face flushed redder than its
normal fiery hue. He ceased to twist his
cap. His eyes brightened, and the obstinate
jaw of him came up stiffly* causing the
pointed brown beard to stick out with an
almost arrogant air.

“If you’re putting it that way, sir—”
he commenced stiffly.

“Good man! Get on
Orville snapped.

Then he turned to the rest of the silent
crew with a snarl.

“Any other man here like to take second
mate’s job?”

Slim Walker started to come forward, but
a bony hand reached for him and pulled
him back. The Yankee elbowed to the
front and stuck his hands in his belt. He
spat with precision into the scuppers and
then gave Orville look for look, ignoring
a shrill oath from Walker, who had half-
drawn his knife and recovered himself only
in time to prevent the watchful Orville
from shooting him.

“I never let a ------ Britisher show me the
way round a job yet,” the Yankee stated
forcibly, chewing his quid of tobacco with
restless energy. “I’'m scared of nothing
that moves,” he asserted further. “This
gang here has had its own way so long
mostly ’cause there ain’t been a tough guy
in charge as skipper of the old tin can.
May | make application for that job as
second mate, sir? | can guarantee action,
double-barreled and with a jolt.”

“Navy man?” asked Orville curiously,
glancing down to see the naval pants again.

“Yep. | was with the Queenstown
destroyers. We gummed-——-"

“Yes, | know. Get your dunnage ’mid-
ships. You’re second mate from now on.
What’s the other man’s name, the one |
appointed mate?”

“Calls ’imself Joe Brown, sir. My
label’s Bud McKellip, bom in Boston and
one hundred per cent-—- ”

“l can tell that. Get 'midships unless

the bridge,”
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you’d care to pick your own watch. Good
idea that. Here, Mr. Brown—" to the
Britisher, who had just reappeared from
below staggering under a heavy sea-bag—
“come here and pick your watch.”

“Aye, aye,” the new mate muttered
stolidly.

He lowered the sea-bag from his shoulder
to the deck and, tilting back his cap for a
moment, scratched his head. Then he
pointed to the squat-faced Irishman as his
first choice..

The Yankee spat overside and hitched
his belt up a bit higher. He looked the
sullen Slim Walker in the eye and grinned
evilly.

“You reckon youre so tough you c’n
eat cannon-balls and spit grape-shot, don’t
you? Wal, I'm taking you as my first
man. | want tough ’uns. 1°ve been waiting
for a chance to beat up on somd of you
ginks. If 1 hadn’t had t’sleep wi’ you and
knew you all had knives I’d have done it
anyway. Now iVe got a chance to get out
of the fo’csle I ’'m taking advantage. Savvy?
Then come here, whiskers.”

Orville chuckled.

“I think I°’'m going to like that man," he
murmured to himself.

“You—you—you,” called Brown, and
the men he called stood aside.

McKellip deliberately picked the men
he knew were the toughest, while Brown
with all the Britisher’ dislike gf a row just
as deliberately avoided them. Orville
entered up the names of both watches in
his note-book so that there could be no
argument.

“If you’ll get your stuff 'midships and get
smartened up, Mr. Brown and Mr. Mc-
Kellip, 1'd like to see you on the bridge
in fifteen minutes,” he said. “I shall want
to talk with you.”

He replaced his note-book in his pocket;
and, pulling his white seaman’ cap lower
over his eyes, he glared at his sullen crew
before he turned away.

“Now just understand, m’ lads, there’s
going to be no nonsense while I walk the
lonia's bridge. Is that clear? The first
man who refuses orders is going to find
himself in a lot of trouble. Understand?
This ship’s going to Sydney, and she’s
getting there with her officers all alive if
possible. If some of them don’t get there
it’s more’n likely a good many of the crew
won’t either. | carry an automatic night
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and day, and I'm a blasted good shot.
Just put that in your innards and digest
it.  C’'m’long, Brown and McKellip!'l

He turned on his heel and trotted to
the break of the fo’csle head, dropping
down the iron ladder with surprizing agility
considering his age.. He set off hastily
for the bridge, nearly reaching it when*the
sieapj exhaust alongside the smokestack
blew off with a tremendous hissing noise.
B up,” chirruped the little millionaire

as he climbed to the navigation
bridge and made for the brass mouthpiece
of the speaking-tube to the engine room.
He blew hard down the tube. The chief’s
slow voice drifted up.

“Hello. Do Ah unnerstan’ye’re ready?”

“-’Lo, chief. Aye, I'm ready. How you
gettin’ along for men down there?”

“Ye’ll ken Ah’m doin’ gran’ when yer
see me. Ma lef” arrm’s in a slin” and ma
shiftin-spanner’s dented soom, but ah
have three compeetent engineers noo.”

“Think you’ll be able to manage for the
voyage?” <

“THAT’S the chief with steam

“Aye. Ah have two or three mon Ah
ken trust. Twa’s Scotch and to’other’s
Ameericon. Sa he tells, anywa’. Ah ha’

ma doots, though. The mon’ a fearful
?.ccen’ 0’ Wales. But he’s no’ a bad mon
wi’ reeciprocateen’ engin’s.”

“Good! | have a real Yankee up here.
AD pep and go. Can’t understand why
the------ Gillman didn’t make use of him.
Well, see you later, chief. Le’s have some
steam in the windlass first, will you?”

“As ye say, sorr.”

The chief plugged his end of the tube.
Orville chuckled. The chief was carrying
his arm in a sling. And his spanner was
dented. There were quite a number of
men aboard the lonia the little millionaire
was beginning to like.

There was a weak hail from alongside;
and, crossing to the port wing of the
bridge, Orville peered over. The exhausted
cook looked up from the gig and let his
oars drift.

“I’ve left the second ashore, sir,” he
called.

Orville chuckled. The cook’s white
coat lay at his feet; his sleeves were rolled
up and his shirt front was open. Also he
looked red-faced and hot.

“All right,” Orville called down. “I’ll

send a couple of men to get that boat in-
board.”

The cook nodded and groaned.

Orville cupped his hands and shouted
for the starboard watch to come and hoist
the gig up, and they came unwillingly.
Mr. Brown and Mr. McKellip came on the
bridge just then, having placed their gear
in their rooms and brushed up a bit.

“l don’t want to know why”you didn’t
give the police information about the
killings of the officers on this ship before,”
Orville commenced to them. *“I can under-
stand your position. 1'm taking it that
you had nothing to do with that dirty
work. But I’'m impressing on you both,
here and now, that it’ll pay you to be loyal
to your salt. You’re officers, and you've
got to act up to the job.”

McKellip scratched his chin and grunted.

“When | want to kill a man | don’t knife
him after dark, nor do | pitch him over the
wall when a heavy sea’s running,” he said.
“And the reason | didn’t tell the police
anything was mainly ’cause | wanted to go
on living.”

“H’'m. Reasonable.”

“But you can bet your boots we’re both
for you, sir,” the Yankee went on. “I
like a man with guts, and I’ll stand by
him till the time comes for kicking off.
Cap’n* Gillman hadn’t the notion how t'
handle the gang for’ard. But with you
and | and the limejuicer—beg pardon; Mr.
Brown, sir—we ought t” make things hum.”

“‘Let it go at that then,” Orville decreed.
“How about you, Mr. Brown?”

"1 never killed a man, on his ship at
least, sir,” the Britisher said slowly. “And
as for being loyal, why I’ve always done my
best. | told .Cap’n Gillman the crew was
laying for the third mate, sir, but he laughed
at me. That was before the rest of the
killings started. ”

“Did you know, sir, that that guy Walker
is planning to gej. this lizzie and take her
to some island or other? He’s got the fellers
all guyed up with talking ’bout island girls
and booze and what-not. Wants to pull
off another Bounty stunt. Huh! If theyd
been on the South Sea beaches like I have
they wouldn’t hanker fer kava and the fat
cows of Polynesia.”

McKellip spoke hastily and with some
scorn.

Orville grunted and swore.

“1’d imagined there was something of the
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sort brewing. But this ship’s going to
Sydney, and not all the seven seas nor the
scum that sails them can stop her. Is that
clear?

“Mutiny or no mutiny, this ship docks
in Sydney. | don’t give a ------ if a dozen
men get killed on the way. That’s their
lookout. And | charge you, McKellip,
and you, Brown, that if I kick through
you’re to take this packet on. Under-
stand?”

“Yessir,” mumbled Brown.

“You’ve said it,” snapped McKellip, and
his gray eyes twinkled.

Orville grunted again.

“I’'m getting thirsty,” he said, “so le’s
get outa this hole. Can you lift up the
hook, Mr. Brown?”

“Dunno, sir; | never tried.”

“No? Well, I'll teach you later. Steer
for now. Mr. McKellip, how about you?”
“l can lift anything,” the Yankee

asserted, and he shot a triumphant grin
at the Britisher, who turned stolidly away.

Orville chuckled. He liked McKellip
more and more.

“Go and do it,” was apparently his
motto.

“Then get forard and try,” Orville
snapped testily. “Use the port watch.
Send the starboard watch below when
they get that gig aboard. And if
there’s any back talk I’'m standing by
you if you crack any one’s head. Is that
clear? Good. All set?”

McKellip hitched his belt a bit higher
and hurried for’ard. Orville tried the wheel
and found that it worked all right. He
squinted into the binnacle and assured
himself that the compass was fairly true,
as he could tell by virtue of certain well-
known landmarks ashore. Then he crossed
to the stained brass engine-room telegraphs
and rang “Stand by” with a great deal of
flourish.

He thrilled all over his sun-dried body.
At last he was picking up the reins again.

From the amount of profanity that
drifted from the fo’csle head it was ap-
parent that McKellip had not the slightest
idea as to how the anchor should be raised.
But he was evidently learning as he went.
The windlass groaned complainingly and
turned with effort, and the cable clanked
steadily down the hawse-pipes. Orville
peered over the for’ard dodger of the bridge
and cupped his hands round his mouth.

“Send a man in the chain-locker!” he
bellowed to McKellip. “And heave up

slower! Watch for the anchor stock and
then quit heaving. I’ll come and hois*
her home. ------ fool’s liable to knock a

hole in the ship’s side,” he grumbled to
himself. “But by Jimminy, he’s game.”

Orville sounded three blasts of farewell
on the lonia’s hoarse-lipped siren, and the
rusty-sided, black-painted tramp swung
her nose to seaward and swept out on the
tide. The windlass stopped clanking after
a while, and McKellip consulted the old
gray-bearded carpenter as to how to hold
the anchor in its place without keeping
steam on the windlass.

Orville came along just then and es
plained the use of pawls and hooks and
shackles and saved the new mate’s face
But the Yankee was not at all embarrassed
He leaned over the fo’csle-head rail and
peered at the heavy iron hook riangbm-
from the rusty cable.

“Anyway | got her off the sand,” ht
grinned back at Orville, who grunted and
swung a maul on the pinch-bar the car-
penter had inserted in the windlass to
lock it with.

The watch stood around and glowered
and wondered whether the night would
give them a chance to straighten mattes
out once more. They had had a wonder-
fully easy time before they had reached
Apia, when they had half of the captain's
officers dead and Gillman himself scared
stiff.

THE lonia, her rusty black sides
growing hot and blistering to the
touch under the fierce glare of the
rising morning sun, was barely out of
sight of land when things began to happen.
One of the big Swede seamen was at the
helm, standing on the low square grating
behind the wheel in the little three-sided
house, for’ard of the chart house that
seemed to have been tacked on at the very
last minute before the ship had left the
ways twenty-five years before. The man?
stolid, ox-ltke face, marred a trifle by
dissipation and the effects of a terrible
disease, was set grimly toward the bras?
binnacle inside which the compass-card
swayed and trembled with every heavr
of the deck.
His jaws worked with monotonous pre-
cision as he chewed strong Copenhagen
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snuff, ceasing every now and then to
expectorate with great care into the big
cuspidor at his feet. He moved the wheel-
spokes slowly, as if each were very heavy,
though they came and went at his touch
easily enough.

Mr. Brown had gone below till eight
bells, and Mr. McKellip strode up and
down the bridge with his hands clasped
behind his back and his gray eyes sweeping
the horizon as if he had been a watch
officer for years.

Orville prowled about the bridge, now
peering over the for’ard dodger down on
the foredeck where the sullen watch was
busy washing down, now walking right aft
past the engineers’ quarters and squinting
at the hills of Samoa which were now a
mere blur on'the rim of the horizon. The
engine-room whistle rang sharply, pierc-
ingly.

McKellip stopped short and stared
around and scratched his chin.- He looked
doubtfully toward the brass mouthpiece of
the tube and wondered whether he was
supposed to answer it. Orville came back
just then, jog-trotting from aft, and re-
moved all doubts'in the new mate’s mind.

“Why in don’t you see what th&
chief wants?” he snarled aggressively,
and then went to see himself.

McKellip grunted and continued his
vigorous promenade. He did not take
offense. He understood Orville better per-
haps than any one aboard, excepting only
Mackenzie and------

“Tha’ ye, sorr? Ah sen’a mon t’ grease
th’ steerin’-gear not a momen’ back, and
the duel's coom to me scairt o’ his life.
He says there’s a mon in th’ wheel-hoose, a
great mon wi’ yellow hair an’ a voice like
a bull. Ma mon hasna been drinkin’
either. Will ye see? Ahve ma spanner
still, deespi’ th’ den’, if ye need it.”

“WTiat! Stow’'way! Need you? No,
chief. Leave the scallywag to me. Huh!
I'll show the blasted bum where he gets
off at. Thanks, chief. By.”

Orville jammed back the plug with a
snort. He whirled on the now gaping
and listening McKellip.

“You watch the ship,” he snarled. “The
chief says his man ran against a stowaway
in the wheel-house aft. Il show him!
Stow’'way on my ship! Skunk! 1’'m going
to beat up on him, McKellip. Is that dear?
Sha’n’t—be—long!”

By the time the last word was out the
little millionaire was gone, down the com-
panion to the well-deck aft and racing
along for the poop, beneath which the
wheel-house was located. His sandy mus-
tache was bristling with anger, and his gray
eyes flamed. He flung open the iron door
of the wheel-house with a crash and stamped
inside.

“You scum!” he bellowed.
---—-do you think this is? | want to -------

Then he stopped and gaped foolishly
and glared from under the peak of his white
seaman’ cap.

Jack Peterson calmly finished fighting
his cigar. He flung the match away and
rose with a yawn from the upturned fire-
bucket he had been sitting on in preference
to the greasy floor.

“Hello, sir,” he said with a grin, stretch-
ing himself like a lazy lion and puffing
gently at his smoke.

Orville went off abruptly.

“I will not have it, sir!" Do you under-
stand? Is that clear? | refuse to have it!
Am | not boss of my own life? Am I?
Answer me; answer me, sir. No
lies, now! Not one!

“Did | not tell you to go to
mean, the Hebrides! Eh? Then what the
are you doing here? You're fired!
Is that clear? You’re fired! Get out of
my sight!”

“Yes, sir. But | told you I was coming
on the lonia with you if you persisted in
going.”

“You’re not! |’m going to turn straight
back to Apia and put you ashore. Is that
clear? Defy me, would you? Like your
------ cheek! Never again will I pick up a
bum from the beaches and put him------

“Jackie, Jackie, what did you want to
come for? Can’t you see you'’ve spoilt
everything? They’ll all be saying ashore
that | took you along ’cause | was afraid
to handle the gang for’ard.”

“They’d better not let me hear ’em,”
grunted Peterson darkly.

He crossed to the little millionaire and
put a great arm round his shoulders.
Orville looked like a small angry boy along-
side a big comforting policeman.

“They won’t say anything of the sort,”
soothed the yellow-haired giant. “wll
tell them | stowed away on you. Aren’t
you just a bit glad | came along, sir?”

“No, I'm not. -—-- it, sir, do you realize

“What the
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you have defied me? How am | to keep
discipline on this ship when you’re aboard?
You never do anything | tdl you. You'’re
fired! Is that clear?

“Now you’re aboard you can come as a
passenger, but you’ll have to pay for your
passage; and | want it thoroughly under-
stood that there must be mo interfering in
ship’s work.

“Take that great fist off my shoulder.
Take it offf Now get for’ard where you
belong. No, not die fo'csle. You can
have the third mate’s room. | refuse to
say anything more.”

Peterson moved away and grinned. He
rubbed his great hands together and looked
at Orville fondly.

“Youre too fragile and liable to blow
up to be trusted with fire,” he remarked.
“I’'m glad | came anyway. But say, can’t
you find me a job as mate? | can’t hang
around all the trip, and | know you sailed
without officers. | saw you send the second
ashore.”

“Impossible!  Impossible!  Utterly im-
possible! 1 have a fully licensed and capable
first officer and a thoroughly capable
second officer.”

“That’s queer. | don’t remember hear-
ing there were any such men in the crew.”

“I’'m not asking what you remember.
Now get out of here. | can’t have stow-
aways cluttering up my tidy wheel-house.”

Peterson looked at the greasy floor,
littered with pieces of black, oily waste
and grinned, but said no more. He passed
out of the house with its clanking, hissing
machinery and walked' along the after
well-deck by the side of Orville, who fussily
mopped his streaming brow with a white
silk handkerchief and broke anon into
muttering* of anger that his express com-
mands should be disobeyed.

v

THE two men went up the com-

panion from the well-deck to the

engineers’ quarters and so on to
the bridge, where McKellip eyed the yel-
low-haired giant, who had apparently
materialized from out of thin air, with un-
bounded astonishment. Such a big man
would have drawn attention anywhere;
but on the small navigation bridge of the
lonia he was especially conspicuous, ap-
pearing to take up all the available room.

Orville led the way without comment to
the door of the chief mate’s cabin, and,
knocking shortly, went inside with Peter-
son at his heels, a puzzled frown on the
giant’s good-natured face. Mr. Brown
was methodically arranging his things
about the room, and he looked up at the
intruders without a change of expression.
He laid down the much patched pair of
blue dungaree pants he was folding and
came forward, rubbing one hand over his
half-bald head.

“Sir?”

“Ah, Mr. Brown. This is Mr. Peterson.
Peterson, this is Mr. Brown. If you still’d
rather not take the mate’s job, Brown, Id
like Mr. Peterson to have it,” Orville
grunted shortly.

Peterson grinned to himself and whistled
under his breath. But he couldnt turn
another man out like that.

“Aw, | don’t want to—" he commenced
good-naturedly.

“Shut up!” Orville snarled and then went
on talking to Mr. Brown, who was now
scratching his head and thinking very deep-
ly to judge by the worried look in his eyes.
Orville said:

“It will give us a chance to have three
watches. You can take the third’s job.
Mr. Peterson here has a master’s ticket and
is better able to handle— You see?” ’

“Aye, aye, sir. | wasn’t thinkin’ of that.
But you understand I’'m not leaving the
berth because I'm afraid? If you think
so | ’d rather stick it and——"

Homem it, Brown, | know you’re not
afraid! That’s all right, man. Get your
dunnage together again and move into the
third’s room. It’s only next door, so it
won’t take you long. Jack, would you
mind stepping outside and calling the
steward?”

Peterson, still grinning, did as he was
bidden and returned to the room again.
Orville was helping the harassed Mr. Brown
to get his things together, and from the
slightly flushed look on the latter’s face it
was evident that he was quite embarassed
by the honor of having a ship’s captain
aid him.

- “Sure you don’t mind my sort of kicking
you out of the job?” Peterson asked him
anxiously.

He did not know how Mr. Brown had
come to be appointed, and it seemed to
him hardly according to the etiquette of
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seamen to depose one another in such a
summary fashion.

“No, no, sir. That’ all right. 1’m only
too glad that you are taking over the job.”

The man looked genuinely hurt that such
a question should be asked. Naturally he
thought Peterson was quite aware how he
had come to his rank. Orville broke in
testily and with a snort:

“That’s all right. You two needn’t
discuss it. 171l do that. 1 pay wages
aboard here, and | appoint and derate
officers as | choose. Just attend to business
that’s all. From now Mr. Brown is third
officer while you, Peterson, are chief mate.
Is that clear? Ah, steward!”

The white-jacketed steward had just
appeared in the doorway, his eyebrows
raised in the expectation of an order.

“Yessir,” the man said.

He had learned from the cook that it
was best not to ignore the “sir” as had
been done more or less frequently <with
Captain Gillman.

“Ah! H’m! Three glasses and a bottle
6f Scotch. And, steward!”
“Yessir!”

“Is there any ice aboard?”

“No, sir. Ship doesn’t carry a freezer.”

“Uh!  Any soda-water?”

“Yessir; four cases.”

“Good. Bring a couple of bottles with
the Scotch. And, steward, just see the bot-
tle you bring is full. And don’t you ever
attempt to take a drink. Is that clear?”

“Yessir,” said the steward and went
away with an aggrieved look, for he had
just been thinking, when he heard what the
skipper wanted, what a fine chance it was
for him to take a drink.

There was no doubt about it that the new
“old man” was a sly bird. One to be
watched.

The steward was back within five min-
utes, -as soon as he had got the Scotch from
the lazaret under the main saloon, and"
Orville poured the drinks himself.

“This climate never did agree with me,”
he complained querulously. “And |
haven’t had a chance to get a drink since
the blasted ship sailed. Here’s how!”

He tilted his glass and did not speak
again until it was empty. Peterson took
his liquor weak and sipped it with care.
Mr. Brown wiped his mouth first with the
back of his hand and then drank methodi-
cally, each gulp he took as measured as the
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last. At the finish he wiped his mouth
again and smacked his lips faintly.

The way the three men set their glasses
down was an index to their character.
Orville jarred bis violently on the table.
Peterson handed his to the steward, who
stood waiting with the tray, while Mr.
Brown very carefully set his glass on the
tray itself.

The steward went away with his burden,
wondering whether Orville would notice
if he took a drink from the bottle. It was
easy to fill it to the old mark with water,
but it might be the “old man’s” taste was
keenly developed and he would find the
weakness. The steward shook his head
mournfully as he remembered the cook’s
experience and decided he would not
chance it.

“Well, you can shift in here as soon as
Mr. Brown’s through,” Orville remarked to
Peterson. “I suppose you've got no clothes
with you.”

“Oh, I'left a sea-bag in the vyheel-house,”
corrected the yellow-haired giant with the
flicker of a grin.

“You did, did you? --—--sure you were
going to stay aboard, weren’t you? You’ll
get the surprize of your life bucking me one
of these days.”

Orville snorted and glared and breathed
hard on his wisp of mustache.

“C’m 'long on deck,” he snarled.

Leaving Mr. Brown to move his things,
the two men went on to the navigation bridge
again, where Orville accosted Me Kellip.

“This’s new mate, ’Kellip, Mr. Peterson.
Peterson, thiss ’Kellip.  Yankee, tough,
profane, capable. Shake.”

“Gosh, you’ve some body to ye, man!”
said the lonia's second mate with real
admiration as he lost his hand inside
Peterson’s and ran his eye over the other’s
wonderful breadth and physique. “I
thought 1 was tough myself, but I'm
blamed if 1’d care to mix with you.”

“Strongest man in the West Pacific,”
Orville crowed triumphantly, slapping
Peterson across the chest with the back of
his thin bony hand. He was always
elated when any one praised his protege.
He had picked him broke off the beaches
of Samoa and made him a favored employee.
Apart from the fact that he regarded the
yellow-haired giant in much the same
manner as a horseman regards a magnifi-
cent racer, his hobby being men, he also
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loved the man for his own sake, and be-
cause of what lay between them—many
a hot skirmish and many a little battle
against each other and again together.

“What about the limejuicer?” inquired
McKelhp after a pause.

“He’s takin’ the third’s place. That’ll
allow you all to make a three-watch ship
of it. Four on an’ eight off’s better’n four
on and four off.”

“That’sso. Hello, eight bells!
watch.  Where is he?”

“Huh? Brown? Packing to shift over
rooms.  Never mind.  You get below;
Il take the bridge till Brown comes.
drop in and tell him not to hurry. He can
eat before he comes up, and set his room
straight.”

“Aye, aye, sir.”

McKellip touched his cap and turned
away to speak to Brown and have a smoke
before going to eat in the main saloon,
where the steward was already laying the
plates and silver.

“Good man, that ’Kellip,” muttered
Orville, rubbing his hands together as
Peterson and he paced across the bridge.

The little millionaire pulled out a cigar
from his pocket and lit it. He made to
pass one to Peterson but withdrew it from
the young giant’s fingers as a thought
struck him.

“No!” he said decisively. “It's had for
discipline for officers to smoke on watch.
What about me? it, sir, 1’'m the
owner!  I'm privileged. Is that clear?
Then don’t ask such------ foolish questions.
Hello, what’s this?”

Brown’s

'THIS” was a party of three men,
O the watch that had been below

and had come on deck at eight
bells. They should have been relieving
the watch that was washing down on the
foredeck. But instead they were approach-
ing the bridge, their leader, Slim Walker,
bearing in his hands a tin kit full of what
looked like food.

“Complaint about the grub, sir, | ex-
pect,” murmured Peterson with under-
standing.

He had once been an able seaman him-
self. Orville snorted and glared.

“Complaint!  So soon! Il show ’em
where they get off at.  Grub that’s good
enough for me is good enough for them.
| found from the steward a while back that

Just -

fore and aft fed the same on this packet
Complaint! Huh!”

There was something of a sneer s
Slim Walker’s face as he came on i
bridge, his two watch companions at k.
heels. He stopped short at the sight a
Peterson, no doubt wondering where tb
giant had come from, and a slightly worrier
look crossed his eyes.

Next moment it was gone. He ha
recovered his poise and was advance
once more. He thrust the tin kit undo:
Orville’s nose, causing the little millionaire
to blink and step back half a pace.

“See that? It’s bad, sir. Canned mu:
ton and spuds. We’ve complained to ti-
cook, and he said we’d have to see yoc
What about it? We can’t work unless ve
eat good grub.”

“Oh you can’t, can’t you!
That’s too bad ”

Orville leaned forward and sniffed at te
kit. He eyed the food searching!)' ad
glared intently at the chaos of mutter
It smelled quite all right. It looked a-
right. It was all right.

He snorted and puffed hard at his cigar.
He looked sharply into Slim Walked
eyes and detected the sneer there

“That stuff’s good. What you tiykf
to do? Starting trouble without -cause’
Get below. 171 see the cook later.”

“Well, we can’t eat it,” returned tk
other insolently.

Orville glared at him and roared.

“Say ‘sir’to me,------ it!”

And with a quick movement he knocked
the kit up into Slim Walker’s face. Tit
man staggered back with an oath, his com
panions falling away one on each side a
him. Canned mutton adhered to his face
and throat, ruining his shirt and the curl
of his mustaches. Mashed potatoes cluw
to his arms. He clawed his eyes dear
and snarled like a wild beast, his smooth
manner gone as grass goes before the forest
fire.

“You swine,” he shouted,
rupting Orville who was saying:

------ your insolence! Get out of mj
sight! Eat? 1’1l give you bread and water
for the rest of the trip. Don’t stand there
spitting like a drunken Russian. Get ot
my bridge. |’ve a mind------ ”

Just then the other got his knife clear and
sprang with deadly intent, so quickly that
the little millionaire was taken off his guard

Well, wril

inter-



I’ll Show 'Em

for a moment and stepped back a pace while
he reached at his hip with his right hand.
For a fraction of a second it looked as if
he was about todie.

Then Peterson acted. His great fist
reached over the little man's shoulder and
met Slim Walker’s face, the fearful crack
of the impact being heard even by the un-
relieved watch below on the fore well-deck.

Slim Walker’s head went back with a
jerk.  Suddenly checked in his rush, he
toppled sidewise. His delicate-shaped nose
was smashed flat. The blood flew wide.

The two men who had come on the bridge
with him cowered away in fear. They had
not seen treatment like this meted out by
Captain Gillman pr his officers. It was
terrible. They did not even dare to flee.

Slim Walker picked himself up very
slowly He wiped the blood from his face
and slipped his knife back in its sheath.
He felt his nose and knew that women
would never call him handsome again.
Pazedly he stared bis hate at Peterson,
ignoring Orville altogether.

“Get off my bridge!” the little million-
aire was bellowing, flourishing his auto-
matic.

The two uninjured seamen came to life
at that and fled in haste, falling down The
companion to the well-deck, where the
watch washing down met them and plied
them with scared questions.

Peterson was grinning a little and rub-
bing the knuckles of his left hand. He had
hit harder than he had intended. It is a
fearful thing to disfigure a man for life.

Slim Walker looked at him for nearly
a minute. Then he said very distinctly—s

“For that-—-- 7

His meaning was clear.

Nor was his voice loud. It was quiet,
almost smooth again. He was quite calm.
He turned to walk away, but the voice of
Orville checked him. The little millionaire
was hard to stop once he got going.

“Hi! Where the do you think
you’re off to? Come here!”

Slim Walker hesitated for a moment and
then turned and waited. He wanted des-
perately to go below to the friendly cool
and shelter of the fo’csle where he could
lie down in his bunk and nurse his split
face. He was in frightful pain. But
burning anger made him endeavor to keep
op an appearance of indifference before the
young giant who had struck him so terribly.
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"Clean up that mess!” bellowed Orville.
“Do you think | din have the bridge
messed up like that?”

“Wry well.”

“Very well,‘sir”” \

“Very well, sir.”

“Now get a cloth and a bucket off the
steward and wipe up that mess. And
when you’ve done that take that kit back
to the cook. Then you can get to work
washing down below.”

“But my face, sir. Mayn’t | go below

A Kittle of his pride deserted the man.
He whimpered slightly. Orville interrup-
ted him.

“You may not. | don’t care if you have
no face. You came up here and got that
after eight bells. It is your watch on deck.
All injuries received through your own
carelessness during your watch on deck
youll kindly attend to during your watch
below. Is that clear?”

Bloody, dizzy, Slim Walker staggered
away to the steward, of whom he borrowed
a cloth and a bucket. He filled the latter
with sea-water by means of a heaving line
over the side, and then set to work to clean
the bridge. He scraped off of himself
what canned mutton and potatoes he could
and let the rest dry.

The heart was out of him momentarily.
He had intended the complaint about
the food to be a preliminary to a course
of complaints that should drive the new
captain to distraction and make him at-
tempt something that should give the crew
the chance to be in the right against him.

Slim Walker knew that that would go a
long way to make the mutiny he was plan-
ning a success. If the men once believed
themselves in the right they would do just
as he told them. But he had not reckoned
on the yellow-haired giant turning up so
unexpectedly.

Every time the man looked at Peterson
and Orville his battered eyes blazed their
hatred. If he had had any qualms about
disposing of the lonia's officers before,
which was doubtful, he certainly had none
now. Henceforward Slim Walker was out
for blood and for blood alone, and, should
he forget for one little moment in the days
to come, he had only to look in a mirror
to see the face that would make his hatred
flame anew.

When he had finally cleaned up the
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bridge to Orville’s grunted satisfaction he
returned the bucket and cloth to the grin-
ning steward and then made his way below
to the foredeck, where he seized a broom
and went on ~ftith the washing down.
He had had an idea that he might be able
to sneak below to the fo’csle and wash up
a bit; but Orville, who knew exactly what
was passing in his mind, kept a sharp look-
out from the bridge to see that he did
nothing of the sort.

“WE'D better not lea\e the bridge,
dSBefr either of us, after dark,” Peterson
A observed a little grimly.
Orville snorted and glared down at the
busy watch.
“That scum ain’t got my goat yet. |

go where and when | like on this ship,
night or day.”
“Yep. But knives are hard to see in the

dark. And some men c’n throw straight.”

Peterson paused for awhile and allowed
his gaze to drift from the foredeck away
to the horizon, where a smudge of smoke
lifting and falling very slowly told of some
other steamship plowing along on her
voyage. ;

“You’ll remember how the officers dis-
appeared on this ship during the run from
Frisco,” he resumed. “You haven’t taken
the trouble to find things out. But |
have. | happen to know that every man
disappeared in the night. Also every
man, save only the bosun, was last seen
walking aft.
knifed, say in the dart alley under the
poop deck and flung oversidejinto the noisy
wake, wouldn’t stand a ghost of a show.”

“That’s true. But | go heeled all the
time. Don’t worry. 1’'m shooting first
and asking questions afterwards if any
one tries to get near me in the dark. Is
that clear?”

“Aye. But the man who knifes you
you never see or hear till you feel the steel,”
said Peterson dryly.

He transferred his gaze from the smoke-
smudge on the horizon to the face of his
employer and friend.

“Mind yourself,” he grunted.

“And what’s more—" Orville took up
the challenge shrilly—“1’m going to have
all hands on this packet so — * scared by
the time we reach Sydney that they’ll be
just itching to jump ship. They won’t
wait for transportation back to .Frisco.

Youlll savvy that a man.

They’ll be glad just to get away from me.

"Did | ever tell you about the Walii,
Peterson? No? It was about eighteen
years ago. She was a big three-masted
bark, carrying skys’ls." Only bark | was
ever in that did that.

“The crew mutinied one day off the Diego
Kamirez near the Magellans. They killed
the two mates and ripped open the sail-
maker.

“They tried the same actions on the
skipper, but he got mad and went into them
shooting. If | remember rightly he used
a thirty-eight revolver of some new-fangled
make and a heavy forty-five some Shang-
haied cowboy left behind when he jumped
ship at Fray Bentos. The thirty-eight
would jam about every other shot, but the
forty-five worked dandy. ”

“What were you on that packet? One
of the crew that mutinied?”

“One of what? ---—- your soul, no! |
was the skipper! Huh! Cleaned out the
whole works. Eight men dead before
nightfall; three wounded. Never had a
scratch m’self. Made Callao four weeks
later with four men in irons and the rest so
scared they jumped when their own shadow
caught their eye.”

Mr. Brown came up on the bridge just
then and, coming forward, touched his
cap as a sign he was Teady for duty. Or-
ville grunted and pitched his bumed-out
cigar overside.

“All set, Mr. Brown?”

Mr. Brown nodded gravely.

“1 have put my things in the thuxj mate's
room, sir. And I have eaten dinner.”

“Well, well, we’ll get below and eat
ourselves. Keep a sharp lookout for ships,
and keep an eye on the watch on deck.
If yotr see any funny stuff pulled just call

me. Is that clear? 111 be in the saloon
for a wjiile.”

“Yessir. If | see anything 1'm lo call
you.”

“That’s it. You can steer, of course.

Welly the course is west by south a half
west. Got that? There’s a man at the
wheel, but you’ll be expected to see he keeps
her head on. Understand? Good. That's
all, then. C’m ’long, Peterson; let’s eat
and drink.”

On their way down to the main saloon,
where lunch was being served, the two men
met Mackenzie. He was on his way to
the saloon himself, the chief engineer of the
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lonia eating with the deck officers while
his assistants had a mess room of their own.
The same old dour look was on his face,
though the clean blue serge uniform suit
he had changed into for the meal improved
his appearance somewhat.

There was a large lump over his right
eye and a long cut, covered with court

er, down his right cheek. Also his
Eflrm he was carrying in a sling formed
black silk scarf.

He smiled sourly when he caught sight
of Orville and curled his flaming mustache
with the grease-grimed fingers of his right
hand. He looked inquiringly at Peterson,
who topped him by at least five inches.

“Who’s th” chiel wi’ ye, sorr?” he said
in his rasping voice.

“Ah, chief. Meet the new mate of this
tub, Mr. Peterson. This is Mackenzie,
the chief engineer.”

The two men shook hands.

“Pleas’ t’ meet ye, sorr,” the chief
grunted.

Peterson nodded at the sling.

“Tough work below, chief?”

“Moderate, moderate. But ye’ll ken

Ahve steam oop still? By th’ by, sorr,
Ah’ve somethin’ t” show ye.”

This to Orville, who perked up his head
at the words that followed.

**“1f ye’ll coom alon’ by th” skyli” Ah’ll
gi’ ye a view o’ somethin’ that’ll reequire
a deal o’ explainin’ sh’d th’ authoritees hear
aught. Min’, A’hm countin’on ye.”

“You can,” Orville snapped. “You can
count.on me to the last skull, if that’s
what you're talking about. What is it?”

“Skulls is ri’ eno’.”

The chief led way along the bridge deck
to where the glass-paned engine-room sky-
light stood, with an iron coaming perhaps
two feet above the deck itself. He went
round to the after end and stopped by a
heap of hatch canvas that had been flung
against the coaming. Bending, he flung
back the first layer to reveal the body of a
man, an unshaven, villainous-looking fel-
low with a scrubby mustache and growth
of black beard, his once gray flannel shirt
and blue dungaree pants black with coal-
dust and oil.

Peterson bent quietly and touched the
grimy forehead and then started slightly
and shot a quick look at the motionless
chief, whose peculiar slaty eyes were gleam-
ing strangely.

“Is he dead?” inquired Orville with a
grunt, lighting another cigar.

The chief grunted in return and scratched
his chin.

“Ye canna make a den’ in a twel™in’
spanner wi’out doin’ some mighty damage.
Ah foun’ him tryin’ t’ slice open ma don-
keemon’s head with a shovel-edge. Then
he swun’ on me—" the chief touched the
long strip of court plaster running down his
right cheek—*"“an’ then Ah got home wi’
ma spanner. Ye’'ll ken he croaked sudden.
Ah had him hauled oop thro’ th’ skyli’ an’
lef here.” e

“And the rest of the men?” said Orville
with a queer little catchy laugh.

The adventure was certainly beginning
to move swiftly.

The chief blinked slowly and twirled his
mustaches before replying. He looked for
a long time down on the dead man, and
when he did finally speak his voice was
rather low but as harsh as ever.

“They w’s part mad an’ part scairt.
B’t they came on. Losh, mon, there w’s
hot "times for a few momens. B’t ye’'ll
see the steam is oop yet, an* the engin’s
reeciprocatin’ gran’.”

“I like to fight with the open sky above
me and the open deck around,” observed
Peterson dryly. “You must have your
nerve, chief, to go down in that crowded
engine-room when you know those mur-
derous devils are lurking for you behind
every stanchion and waiting for you behind
the bulkheads when you pass into the
stokehole. How do you guard your back?”

“Ah jes’ keep a lookout, and Ah have
one or twa guid men down there. 'Tis
simple when ye’re again’ a wall an’ forced
t’ do sich. Though ’tis a shame that a
mon who’s his chief’s ticket sho’d have t’
stan’ his watch below an’ get his han’s
greased oop. Never since Ah’ve been a
secon’ have Ah woorked th’ like. But
ARh’ll stick it, Ah’ll stick it. Ye'll ken
that when men strive t’ scairt me Ah get
kin’a mad. Ye’ll obsarve there’s one mon
dead; but th’ steam’s oop, the steam’s
still oop.”

m“H’m. That’s so. You’re a man who
knows his job, chief. Pull the canvas
back over the poor ------ ’s face. 1'll send
a couple of men t’sew him up this after-

“A good job to scare that man who tried

to knife you,” Peterson put in. “Thatd
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give him some idea what he’s in for if he
tried any funny stuff.”

“Sometimes, Peterson, | think you have
a few brains in that fat head of yours. See
what being with me has done? Le’s see,
chief; we’ll enter the log as Gillman had to
enter for his officers, ‘Presumed drowned.’
Will that do?”

“Aye, tha’ll do, sorr.” ,

“All right then. You might find out
about this man’s wife or relatives or who-
ever he’s got waiting for him. He doesn’t

deserve it, but I’ll look after them. Well,
well, le’s get along to the saloon. I'm
thirsty.”

Orville jammed his cigar to one corner of
his mouth and grunted. Then between
Peterson and the lean chief he made his
way to the saloon, looking like a small
bush between two giant oaks. It was not
long before his querulous voice could be
heard from the open ports above the deeper
hum of conversation between his compan-
ions:

“Steward! Whisky and soda! Jump now,
my man! Lord, Lord, this climate never
did agree with me. Not so much soda,
you bloomin’ fool!”

\%

IN THE fo’csle, toward the end of

the second dog watch, Slim Walker

sat at one end of the white-scrubbed
table that was held by wedges thrust
through holes in the wooden stanchions up
which it could be slid out of the way when
not in use. The man’s face was bruised
fearfully and a rough bandage was wrapped
right around his head just below his blood-
shot eyes and just above his little black
mustache. He was pale with worked-up
passion, and his hands kept opening and
closing spasmodically on the table before
him. His voice was tense.

“We’ll get them all between now and
tomorrow night.”

He concluded what had been quite a long
speech with his lips curling from his white
teeth in an ugly snarl.

Ilis listeners nodded. All the seamen
were below except the man at the wheel
and the one on the fo’csle-head lookout.
Work on deck finished at five o’clock as was
the custom, and only wheels and lookouts
were kept at night, though any man whose
watch it was was supposed to stand by in

case the bridge officer wanted anything done.

With the removal of the Yankee and the
Britisher to become officers the seamen,
seven of them, were now solid behind their
leader. Even the firemen were with him,
crowding into the sailors’ fo’csle to hear
him speak and plan.

The whole crew had been supplied by the
San Francisco crimps, and they had been
supplied during a great shortage of labor,
especially seafaring labor. They were most-
ly from the lowest of the Barbary Coast
dives, the sweepings of the.pits of vice, and
they were ready for anything that would get
them out of hard work.

Also Slim Walker, the most cultured of
them all and claiming to understand navi-
gation, had promised them a life of sensual
case among the islands if they backed his
plans. He reminded them of the island
women, voluptuous, pretty, plentiful; of
the sleepy, coral-fringed lagoons and the
wind-bent palms, the moonlit nights and
the scents of a thousand flowers.

Was it not all better than a return to the
bitter North? Was it not worth while
risking a subtle, safe mutiny for?

If the firemen at least had had doubts
about it before they had none now. Most
of them had been badly bruised up in the
terrific fight that morning in the stokehole,
when the chief had walked into them with
his beloved spanner. They had kicked at
being driven to raise stream. They were
not fond of hard work. They had grown
insolent.

By disposing quietly of their engineers
during the run from °Frisco and thoroughly
scaring the rest of the ship’s officers left
alive, they had been able to do pretty well
much as they pleased. And they were not
prepared for the chief’s change of front,
which occurred as soon as.the Scotchman
found out he had a good man on the bridge
above him, a man he could depend on to
see him through in case of killings.

Captain Gillman had been too soft-
hearted, not at all the sort of captain to
skipper rough men, and the chief had be-
come indifferent under him. Orville hid
given him a new lease of energy, arousing
his pride again, and the firemen suffered.
Wherefore they were ready now and solid
behind Slim Walker, who was pointing to
them a way to ease and pleasure with never
need to work again.

It had been Walker’s hope to be able to
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take over tie lonia before she reached Apia
and could get fresh officers. A miscalcula-
tion in the time for the run had foiled him,
though he had come very near to success,
with only the chief engineer and the captain
and a drunken second mate in his way.
But still he had been foiled; and, managing
to keep the crew sufficiently under control
to hold together against shrewd questions
from the police regarding the death of so
many ship’ officers, he had been able to
lay plans to continue on her voyage.

It should be understood that, except in
the case of the mate, there had been no
direct evidence to connect up the lonia’s
crew with the disappearance of her officers.
The men who said the crew were to blame
knew they were.

One look at the crew was sufficient. But
men can not be brought into court because
they look like murderers. And not one
seaman or fireman dropped a hint of what
he knew. Slim Walker had threatened them
with dire threats should they forget them-
selves and do so.

He had been aided in his desire for silence
by the fact that the lonia anchored out in
the harbor and few of the crew could get
ashore. Walker saw to it that such as did
were men he knew he could trust as much
as he could trust anybody.

It was a very careful and subtle plan he
had worked out to get control of the lonia
and her rich cargo. The idea of a mutiny
being carried on by stealth was his own
special idea.

He would not chance an open attack.
The officers had firearms, and the law gave
them the right to shoot in the event of any
disobeying of orders. The caliber of the
crew was such that they would give in and
desert their leader should they be called
upon to face grim-lipped, determined men
fully prepared to kill. This Slim Walker
knew. Wherefore he had devised his
mutiny to take the turn it had.

Slim Walker’ real name does not matter,
except that it was well known to the police
of the Pacific coast. The man himself had
not had any premeditated idea of taking
the lonia when he came aboard. He made
a precarious living® variously in San Fran-
cisco, Los Angeles and Portland as a hotel
thief. Innately he craved better things,
but being averse to hard labor chose easy
ways of getting them. Nor was he any too
particular of his methods.

It was his habit to mix with the best
class of people he could wriggle into the
graces of, and his expenditures on clothes
and traveling kept him in a state of more
or less extreme penury.

Besides his inner craving for better things
than he had been bom to, he also desired
leadership and power. He hated to be
otherwise than always in the limelight.
Possessing little talent for leadership, apart
from a total lack of self-consciousness, he
stepped into place as leader in whatever
company he chanced to find himself, while
far more capable men, possessing less
audacity, retired to the obscure background.

He had been Shanghaied while visiting
the notorious “Thalia” on the Barbary
Coast of the great bay city, and had awaked
twelve hours later to find himself dressed
in nondescript garments, listed as an able
seaman on board the lonia and signed on
under the name of Slim Walker. He also
found he was expected to do what he had
never done before in his life and what he
abhorred above all else—physical labor.
Also he was expected to obey the rigid rules
and conform to the discipline of the mer-
chant marine. The reaction was instant
and terrible.

It was only natural that such a man,
thrown into such an environment, should
take leadership with his old audacity, find-
ing his companions illiterate men with a
great respect for learning, real or assumed,
and as clay in his hands. It was natural
he should think of a way to assert his new-
found power and to escape his virtual
prison.

He saw the possibilities of the thing the
more he thought it over. The lonia was
worth a large fortune with her rich cargo.
If he could get her for hhnself------

Mutiny by stealth was unique and safe,
almost absurdly simple. It was so easy to
get rid of a body. The sea solved that vital
problem.

Personally Slim Walker had never Kkilled,
though that was from fear of discovery
more than dislike of taking life. He could
easily persuade other men to kill. For him-
self he would kill only when hot anger took
control of his faculties, which was seldom,
or when he saw no possibility of being
found out.

He had been through the South Seas once
as the guest of a man who had a friend in
possession of a yacht and whose confidence
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he had for a short time held. That was dur-
ing one of the long vacations he took when
he happened to have accumulated enough
stolen wealth to enable him to pose as a
gentleman of means.

His acquaintances at such times knew
him under a name entirely unlike either
Slim Walker or his real name. His absences
from the set he liked to move in were
vaguely understood to be caused by busi-
ness pressure, though just what that busi-
ness pressure was no one knew. Which was
perhaps as well.

Acquainted therefore a little with the
Pacific, finding himself the virtual leader of
a large body of scoundrels to whom human
life was cheap and whose idea of pleasure
could be solely summed up in women and
whisky, he naturally sought to give rein to
his craving for power and his desire to be
wealthy and able to become permanently
one of the set he liked. To him the wealth
of the lonia represented great opportunity.

Like most tramp ships, the little vessel
carried no wireless. She merely left one
port and disappeared into the blue vast-
nesses of sea and sky for a specified time.
After which she reappeared at her
destination.

And tramp ships that never reappeared
were put down first as “Overdue,” later as
“Missing” and later still as “Presumed
Foundered with All Hands,” or something
similar. So the chapter closed.

Warships were seldom sent in search of
obscure tramp ships. A ship never became
a tramp until she was too old and leaky for
anything else, well-nigh on the verge of
being condemned by the inspectors. It was
reasonable to suppose that such ships as
never turned up at port had foundered at
last as pessimistic underwriters had
probably for long predicted.

The wide Pacific was largely a virgin
field. Few steamships crossed it except
along the regular trade-lanes which were
as rigidly drawn as any land highway.
Tramp ships moved to one side of these
lanes, the officers on such craft not caring
for the stress and haste necessitated by
vessels taking the regular routes. To do so
meant that sharp lookouts would have to be
kept, that night collisions became alarming
possibilities. Such routes were fine for the
crack ocean greyhounds of the world, but
(he little freighters preferred to plod their
own lonely way across the sea.

Wherefore it was unlikely that the lonia
would sight a ship until she drew near
Sydney. And once the officers were killed
off, perhaps Walker’s own men appointed
in their places, it would be easy for the man
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who understood a little navigation, as
Walker did, to run for some reported un-
inhabited island in a little-frequented
archipelago and there hide the ship.

The presence of some five thousand
pounds in silver bars in the captain’s room
made the prospect of taking the ship all the
more alluring. The bullion was destined
for a private jewelry concern in Australia,
and Walker had heard of it one day from
the former drunken second mate. The stuff
had been- taken ashore in Apia when Cap-
taii) Gillman had quit but had been brought
back by Matthews’ men when Orville had
taken over the ship.

Exactly what he would do after hiding
the stolen ship Slim Walker had not yet
fully decided. He had an idea that he could
cause the crew to fight among themselves
and kill one another off. '

The liquor would help him there, he knew.
There were several dozen cases in the fore-
hold. Once drunk, the seamen and firemen
would become quarrelsome, and it would
be easy to arrange things so that knives
were drawn.

Walker had no relish for sharing with
too many the wealth of the lonia. A
chosen few he would keep with him, and the
rest they would dispose of as they had dis-
posed of the former officers of the lonia,
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by stealth. Then a voyage to some lonely
port in the ship’s long-boat, a tale of wreck
and of drifting for days in the sea, and later,
after suspicion had been allayed, a chartered
schooner and the gradual removal of the
lonia's rich cargo. Perhaps even the ship
itself could be changed and camouflaged
and sold under a new name.

Not that Walker worried much about
that yet. He had mapped but the vague
outlines of the future. For he was essenti-
ally a man of the moment. He did not care
to look too far ahead.

The main thing to him was first to get
possession of the lonia and to aim for that
goal in such a way that should things turn
out against him there would be nothing
definitely to connect him with the plot. He
wanted to play for big odds, but he wanted
to play very safe. And doubtless he would
have stuck to his original intention but for
the fact of the blow Jack Peterson had
struck him. Rage obscured caution then.

AFTER the conclusion of his talk

to his followers in the fo’csle in the

latter part of the second dog watch,
there was silence for a while. The electric
bulbs glowed dully through the clouds of
tobacco-smoke that thickened the hot air
and shone fitfully on the double tier of
bunks that graced the three-sided room,
shaped after the curve of the ship’s bows.

Through the open door could be seen the
broad alleyway that ran from the very bows
of the ship, where the forepeak hatch was
located with the washrooms on either side,
to the fore well-deck. Across the alley could
be seen the open door of the firemen’s
fo’csle on the port side of the ship with one
or two men, who were too indifferent to
listen to Walker, sitting up in their bunks
and smoking and talking amongst them-
selves before they went up on deck to
sleep.

It was baking hot below, and the cool-
ness under the fo’csle-head awnings was
very much preferable; but when Walker
was discussing such matters as he was he
preferred to talk in the privacy of the
fo’csle itself. In spite of the awnings it was
possible to hear on the bridge every word
said for’ard when the wind was in the right
direction, as it was now.

The squat-faced Irishman, Murphy,
spoke at last, wiping his thick lips with the
back of his hairy hand.

“l votes we take a peep at the liquor,”
he said.

There was a mutter of approval, especial-
ly from the Swedes. Like all their country-
men they were ready at any time for a
drink.

Walker hesitated fora moment. He knew
that drunken men were apt to get out of
hand. But at the same time to endeavor
to stop them drinking when liquor was so
easily procurable would be likely to cause
discontent and grumbling against himself.
And he did not want that.

Besides, if the officers found out the men
had whisky they would want to find out
Where they got it from. They would look
up the cargo manifests and would know
immediately. That would mean a search
for’ard, and during such a search in dark
holds anything might happen.

Walker’s eyes narrowed, and he licked
his lips. A twinge of pain shot across his
battered face, and he winced. His rage
against the giant mate and his new-found
hatred came back to sweep his ideas of
stealthy mutiny away.

“Between now and tomorrow night,” he
had said.

He would have his revenge by then. Yes,
liquor would not do very much damage.
He might even be able to get one of the big
Swedes to kill the yellow-haired giant of a
first mate while in a state of drunken
excitement.

“All right,” he said finally. “A couple of
you go below and get up a case.”

The group about the table broke up, and
Murphy and an Italian went arvay to get
the liquor. The stuff was stored against the
for’ard bulkhead of number one hold, and
the seaman who was acting as bosun’s store-
keeper had made the discovery, during one
of his visits into the forepeak, that an iron
door in the bulkhead communicated with
number one hold right where the whisky
had been placed, according to the stevedores
who had spoken with some of the crew.

It required but a few hour’s work with a
pinch-bar and a maul to get the locked door
open, and the whisky lay bare for the taking.
It so happened, however, that the day the
door succumbed to assault the lonia reached
Apia. The crew dared not touch the whisky
while in harbor. If they should get roaring
drunk while aboard, without troubling to
go ashore and visit the saloons, the harbor
police would become suspicious and would
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get them. And it would be found out that
cargo had been broached. Arid that was a
very serious offense.

So the crew licked their dry lips when in
Apia and longed for the sea days. Slim
Walker’s endeavors to get his followers to
remain on the lonia with him when Mat-
thews, the ship-owner, had offered to pay
them off, had been aided by their knowledge
of the whisky. They could not bear to
think of leaving that potential pleasure.

In half an hour or so the two men re-
turned with a case of Black and WTiite. It
had been shipped originally from London to
a very thirsty Scotch copra-planter in the
IvOuisades. There had been no ship going
that way in Apia, and it had been decided
to take the stuff on to Sydney, ship it to
Brisbane and from there by schooner to its
destination. But it was not likely that the
thirsty planter would ever case his throat
with it.

The case was quickly broken open, and
the bottles were distributed. The seamen
brought their tin pannikins and filled them
with the amber spirit, drinking it in great
eager gulps and getting louder and more
boisterous in their talk every minute.

The Irishman, Murphy, disdaining the
use of pannikins, tilted a bottle to his lips
and drank with a loud gurgling noise, paus-

ing every n<w and then to cough and .

splutter and to run his hand over his wet
mouth. Only Slim Walker drank sparingly,
glowering from his dark eyes, barely visible
above the great bandage that went round
his head between his mouth and his lower
lashes.

By the time eight bells went there was
hardly a man in the fo’csle who was not
drunk. Three times fights had started, and
Walker had pried the combatants apart,
admonishing peace. The air was recking
with the sweat of men’s bodies, the thick,
rank tobacco-smoke, the slnell of whisky
and oilskins and new paint and rope.

It was time to relieve the watch. The
man on the fo’csle head, who could plainly
hear the noise below coming up the ven-
tilators, understood what was happening
and looked nervously aft as no sign of his
relief appeared. Nothing happened for
about ten minutes, for it was not till then
that those on the bridge found that the
helmsman had not been relieved.

Peterson and Orville were in the little
chart-house checking up on the day’s run

according to the figures indicated on the
patent log streaming from the port quarter.
Peterson himself had finished watch at
eight bells, eight o’clock, being relieved by
the third mate, Mr. Brown.

‘Mr. Brown came to the door of the chart-
house and tapped hesitatingly after a short
while. Orville turned his head with a jerk.

“Well? What isnt?” he said testily.

“Please, sir, there’s been no relief come
up for the helmsman yet.”

Peterson straightened up and looked
round at the clock on the after bulkhead.
Orville turned and looked also.

“No reliefl Ten after eight! What the
-——-’s the game?” the little ifiillionaire
snorted wrathfully.

He jog-trotted out of the chart-house,
pushing Mr. Brown aside, and went to the
for’ard dodger. Peterson joined him after a
minute, and both men peered ahead to
where the fo’csle was and listened intently.
The sound of boisterous laughter and frag-
ments of obscene songs came drifting down-
wind., There came the faint crash of glass
as a bottle hit against something. The
noise of quarreling drowned all other sounds
for a moment and then was in turn drowned
by laughter and singing agaiD. Orville
glared through the gathering dark and
fumed with rage.

“Drunk! By the Lord Harry, drunk!
The blasted swine! Where in the------ did
they get the stuff from? Couldn’t have
brought it from Apia or they’d have been
half-seas over before now.

“H’ml 1l bet m’ shirt the skunks have
been broaching cargo. Rot theirdirty hides!”

Mr. Brown came up to him very dif-
fidently and touched him on the arm. He
said:

“About the relief for the wheel, sir? The
man there is getting rather tired.”

“All right; all right, Brown. 1’ll see to it.
For’ard therel Hi! What the blazes are
you thinking of down there? Get on deck!”

The singing and laughter continued as
before. The fo’csle door, which had been
closed for a few minutes, was flung open
with a crash, its brass-ring handle rattling
clearly against the alleyway bulkhead. A
great beam of light stabbed the alleyway
and lit up the foredeck as far aft as the
winches by the foremast. «

A drunken Swede staggered into view, a
big, bony man weighing all of two hundred
and twenty pounds and perhaps six feet
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two inches tall. He held on to the door-
jamb for a moment and looked stupidly back
on the hectic scene he was leaving. Mur<jpr
flamed in his brain, and huge quantities of
liquor set his veins afire. *

“That big stiff of a mate is yelling for
you to go and relieve the wheel,” Slim
Walker had whispered.

Then insinuatingly—

“He’s liable to come and fetch you if you
don’t go.”

The Swede had bellowed hugely and
asserted his manhood and his ability to take
care of himself.

“Fesh me lak - I 1 lak t’ see any man
fesh me! By------ , | keel him he come here!”

Walker had sneered a little and tempted
him on.

“You’re a fine big man, strong and husky,
Yonson. Why don’t you go and show that
big stiff where he gets off at? He thinks
you’re afraid of him. Remember what you
did to the last mate?”

“/a, an* | keel this one,” Yonson had
asserted with rising scorn.

And he had gone from the fo’csle to kill
Peterson and whoever else happened to get
in his way, while Slim Walker chuckled
hugely to himself and returned to his weak
whisky and water and to his task of not
letting the fights get too far.

The big Swede left the support of the
door-jamb and staggered down the alleyway
and so on to the foredeck. The lonia was
not pitching very much, the sea still being
calm, and he made his way without mishap
to the foot of the companion that led to the
bridge. It would have been disaster for
him to attempt to negotiate the steep slant
of the steps, so he gripped the canvas-
covered rails that curved down at the foot
and stared upward with bleared eyes.

“C’m down, you up thar! 1 keel las’mate
preety near. | keel you! C’m down!”

“Scum!” snorted Orville, arid like a flash
he was off across the bridge and going down
the companion-steps two at a time.

Peterson started after him with a bellow
of warning. Mr. Brown grunted and moved
to the bridge dodger to look over and see
what happened.

WHEN the Swede heard Orville’s
shoes pounding on the companion
above him and he caught a vague
glimpse of the little millionaire through the
darkness, he drew back a pace and, knotting

his great fists, stood swaying and waiting.

“C’m on!” he roared.

Orville came on. He came feet first,
jumping from the sixth step of the com-
panion. His shoes hit the Swede’ face at
the same moment as the little millionaire
straightened his knees. The force of the
impact sent Orville twisting sidewise and
crashed him into the port scuppers, but he
was not injured beyond a few bruises.

The Swede never knew what had struck
him. He shot backward as if flung from a
catapult. His great fists fanned the air as
he endeavored to recover his balance.

He toppled over, and his head struck the
iron coaming of number two hatch, just
for’ard of the bridge, with a loud crack,
stunning him completely. He subsided with
a grunt.

Orville picked himself up, swearing fitfully
just as Peterson landed on the main deck,
still running, and checked himself only by
catching hold of one of the canvas-covered
companion-rails and swinging completely
round.

“All right, sir?” he gasped.

Then, catching sight of the dim, huddled
form of the Swede:

“Why don’t you leave that stuff to me?
You’ll be getting hurt one of these days,”
he added wrathfully.

Orville grunted and brushed his knees
perfunctorily.

“I’ll show ’em,” he snarled.
eml”

“You wanna be careful with these big
men,” Peterson grumbled.

“Careful? Huh? Don’t you think | ¢’n
handle 'em? 1 feel like a blasted wreck after
that fall. The swine didnt topple so easy
as | expected.”

“Leave them to me next time. Any-
way—" Peterson crossed to the prostrate
Swede and rolled him over so that he could
see his face—"“you’ve cut him up something
shocking.  Your method’s rough but
effective, eh?”

“l allow no man to talk the way he did
aboard my ship. Is that clear? And |

“I"ll show

didn’t want to shoot him. Drunk! Didn’t
know what he was doing. C’'m ’long
for’ard.”

“What for?”

“No one’s relieved the helmsman yet.”

“That’sso. Lead on.”

With Peterson at his heels Orville went
forard and trotted wrathfully up the
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alleyway between the firemen’s and sailors’
fo’csles until he reached the door to the
latter. He looked inside on the drunken,
reeling throng and grunted.

Fearlessly he entered, and gradually the
noise died down and men became aware of
his presence. The majority of the seamen
had had discipline drilled into them for
so long that under ordinary conditions the
captain was a personage of great importance
and one to be feared and conciliated.

For the moment, on first recognizing Or-
ville, drunk though they were, they instinc-
tively hushed their voices and drew back.
All eyes were fastened on the little man.

He looked around sharply, noting each
man’s condition, until his eyes chanced to
rest on Slim Walker standing at the head
of the table, more sober than any one else,
staring with bitter, burning eyes past him
to the doorway where Peterson stood watch-
ful, his elbows resting against the door-jamb
each side of him.

“You!” Orville snarled, so savagely that
every one jumped. “Can you steer?”

“Me?”

“Do you think I’'m talking to the table?”

“Steer? No, sir. You see, | was-—-"

“Not a thing! Shut your mouth! It’s
time you learnt to steer. You’re drawing
an A. B.’s pay, and it’s one of your jobs.
Get on the bridge. Youre about the
soberest man here.”

“It’s my watch below, sir, and any-
way-—

“Get on the bridge. Snappy now!”

“But it’s not my watch.”

Small though the-quantity of liquor Slim
Walker had consumed had been, he had yet
enough inside him to make him forget to a
great extent his own policy of stealth and
avoidance of compromising situations, even
had not the sight of Peterson, the man who
had ruined his face forever, standing un-
harmed in the doorway roused within him
a sudden red rage.

Orville snarled throatily and jerked at
his little sandy mustache.

“That’s all the same to<me,” he said.
“All the same to me when | want a man.
You shouldn’t have let this bunch get
drunk. 1 know you’re the leader, and so
you can------ well take the blame and the
consequences. Get out of this!”.

“You go to -—-- I I'm staying here!”
Slim Walker screamed suddenly as passion
swept away his control.

He reached for his knife and at the same
time shouted madly to the fuddled men who
stood around. And at the very instant he
shouted and felt the knife-haft come to his
hand he knew he had made a mistake. But
it was too late to withdraw.

The seamen and what firemen stood
around had had quite enough drink to
drown any fear within them and to still
the voice of respect to authority. Matters
moved swiftly. Some one put out the light
at the very moment Orville shot Walker
neatly through the wrist, causing him to
drop the knife and yelp with the sting of the
hot lead. Bottles flew in the darkness; tin
pannikins rattled against the bulkheads,
rarely hitting their mark.

Peterson came charging from the doorway
with a roar. The fo’csle table went down
with a crash and a splintering of wood.

Orville’s automatic spoke again. He
could be heard cursing shrilly somewhere
in the middle of the floor. Peterson, hitting
out mightily with both hands, reached the
spot and groped for the little millionaire.

The firemen left in the other fo’csle eame
running excitedly to join the fray. Chaos
reigned. Oaths, shouts, shattering glass,
blows, groans, thuds! And over all the
pitch darkness.

Vi

ON THE bridge Mr. Brown peered
anxiously in the direction of the
fo’csle as he saw his superiors leave
the figure of the prostrate Swede and make
their way along the foredeck. The third
mate tugged at his short beard, shook his
head and sighed. He knew the crew better
than Orville or Peterson. Had he not been
forced to live with them from San Francisco?
It was very likely the two men would be
trapped and Kkilled. If they were, there
would be only himself and McKellip to
look after the lonia. Neither of them was
really capable of that. Neither of them
could navigate or understood the handling
of a ship from the bridge. There was a lot
of difference between setting a course and
steering one. But of course they could
fight, would have to fight, for Slim Walker
would show them no mercy now they were
officers and had definitely thrown in their
lot with the after-guard.
With a vague presentiment stirring his
troubled breast Mr. Brown slowly made
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his way along the bridge deck to the door
of McKellip’sroom. He tapped three times.
He tapped again after a while, receiving
no answer to his first summons. Then he
caught the creaking of bunk springs, the
rustling of sheets as of a man turning in
bed, and then the sigh of the Yankee
awakening.

“Hello?”

“It’s me, Brown, Mr. McKellip,” the
Britisher explained carefully. “I’d like to
speak to you for a moment.”

“AW,------ , can’t it wait till morning?”

“1 am afraid it’s rather serious. There’k
a -——-- row goin’ on for’ard, and the skipper
an’ mate’s gone down to straighten it out.
Y ou know what Walker is. | thought---—-- 7

“Why the blamed----- didnt you wake
me before? A fight! Glory be, and me here
sleeping peaceful! Be on deck in two flaps
‘'of an earwig’s eyebrow, Browny!”  (

The sound of bare feet landing on the
carpeted deck came to the third mate. He
coughed severely and tugged at his beard.

“Very good, sir,” he said and went back
to the navigation bridge.

He saw the helmsman’s face in the faint
glow from the binnacle. It was frowning
and ill-tempered. The man was in a rage
that his shipmate had not relieved him. He
would have something drastic to say to
that shipmate when he saw him again.
That much was evident. He said now to
Mr. Brown with a growl—

"W hatsortaa stinkin’ship djer call this?”

Mr. Brown muttered sympathy and
moved out of earshot and shook his head
and sighed again. He did not blame the
man for getting angry. It would make any
sailor angry to have to wait fifteen to thirty
minutes for*his relief.

He had hardly reached the bridge dodger
and commenced to peer forard again when
McKellip was at his side, his hair ruffled
up, his eyes blinking with sleep and excite-
ment. He was just tucking his shirt in,
and he spat over the dodger with energy.
Then he chuckled.

“Fight, eh? Where is she?”

He had no need to ask again. There
came the sound of a shot from for’ard,
followed by a chorus of yells. Then another
shot and the sound of splintering glass.
The light that streamed across the fore-

deck and lit up the winches for’ard of the
foremast had gone out suddenly.

Mr. Brown stiffened and gripped the
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teak bridge rail with both hands until his
knuckles stood out white under the skin.
He half-turned his face to the stars. He
said very solemnly:

“1 knew it! | knew it!”

McKellip turned and raced suddenly for
the chart-house. He dashed inside and
grabbed up the electric torch that was al-
ways laid in a rack above the table on
which a chart of the islands of Samoa
was spread. Also the hastening man
snatched up a heavy steel claw-hammer that
Orville had been using earlier in the day to
tack up some mariner’s notices with on
the wooden bulkheads.

“Keep on the bridge, Browny. Better
ring up and tell the chief engineer what’s
brcakinM” yelled McKellip as he took
the port companion to the fore well-deck
at a run.

He disappeared from view, and Air.
Bjrown heard him racing for’ard and caught
the reflected flicker of the torch he switched
on now and then against the after part of
the foremast.

The third mate stood rigid for a moment
and fingered his beard. His heart-beats
had not quickened one iota. Excitement
was a mere name to him. Like a rock he
went through the world while the tides of
fortune and fate and issue swirled about
him, crashing to ruin on his indifference.
Yet somewhere inside there worked a mind.

“Remarkable man that, McKellip,” he
thought. “Always knows what to do.”

Then he moved to the engine-room speak-
ing-tube with the idea of doing as the
second mate had suggested and informing
the chief engineer. But at the precise
moment Mr. Brown’s hand was outstretched
to take hold of the whistle plug the chief
blew up the tube from below and “poke
sourly.

“Ha ye no’ any ideea wha’s becoom ah
ma mon? Here’s th’ watch not yet re-
lieved an’ lons past th’ watch time. Is
ought th’ ma’er?”

“Yes, sir. | am afraid the men are all
drunk. They probably have been getting
at the whisky in the forehold. | have had
the impression for some time past----- ”

“Na, na, mon. Ye dinna need tell a
yarn aboot it. Who’s ye?”

“Mr. Brown, sir, the third officer.
Temporary, only temporary, sir.”
“Sa Ah judge. Tis as well pehaps.

Where’s th’ skipper?”
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“He went for’ard with the mate not
fifteen minutes ago, sir. | have an idea
they went below to get the watch on deck.
There has been shooting, but------ 7

“Losh, mon! Ano’er scrap? Weel,
ARh’ll take a turrn for’ard wi’ ma spanner
and see if Ah c¢’n get ma oon watch below.
Goo’-by.”

“Good-by, sir; good-by.”

Mr. Brown carefully plugged the speak-
ing-tube, and with his hands behind his
back he crossed to the bridge wing and
looked away over the dark, whispering sea.
The stars were shooting long shafts of
light across the scarce-ruffled swells, and
away on the beam a school of porpoise was
weaving fantastic golden trails of phos-
phorescent light.

But Mr. Brown saw not the beauty of it
all. Nor did he peer for’ard with any
anxiety to strive to see how McKellip had
progressed. He was seeing limned on the
far horizon a somewhat ugly two-story
red-brick house on the outskirts of London.
He could see the green curtains on the
ground windows and the white curtains
up-stairs. In front was a little garden
surrounded by iron railings. The door-
step was cleaned with sandstone and
glisteningly white; the door-knocker and
knob of brass gleamed golden with a re-
cent polish.

The door opened. A woman came forth
and held out her arms. She was short and
somewhat plump, with a red, good-natured
face and full bosom. A woman perhaps of
thirty-five or forty, a few streaks of gray
in her brown hair.

The third mate shook his head mourn-
fully and sighed.

“I’'m afraid not, Maggie,” he whispered.
“1I'm afraid not.”

Then he turned abruptly inboard and
walked across the bridge, a frown on his
face and a presentiment of evil gnawing
within him.

MEANWHILE things were hap-

pening in the dark fo’csle. Some

one had thoughtfully switched out
the light in the firemen’s fo’csle across the
alleyway, thus making things darker than
ever.

Orville was still cursing shrilly from some-
where under a heap of men and was grad-
ually wriggling clear and making for the
door. It was a first-class mix-up with the

odds in favor of the minority. Only OrviUs
and Peterson knew exactly to whom thev
were opposed. The crew got in each other™*
way. The yellow-haired giant was trying
to find his captain, while Orville was making
for the spot he had last seen Peterson,
between the door-jambs.

Drunken men staggered and fell all over
the place, grappling with each other and
cursing with great fervor. His right wrist
hanging limp at his side, the infuriated
Walker was struggling with a short man ke
believed was Orville and trying to knife
him with a weapon he held in his left hand
He got the steel home at last and felt the
man he held give back with a gasp and i
short oath and then sink panting to the floor

“That’ll fix you, you little rat!" planted
Walker, relaxing a bit and wiping his fore-
head.

“Ye fule! 1t’s me—Murphy!”

The panting voice of the Irishman came
from the darkness above the noise of the
surrounding combat. Walker snarled with
baffled rage and new anger. He had been
wasting time on the wrong man.

“Take it again,” he grated and lunged
viciously downward, running his knife up
to the hilt. “What did you want to get
in my way for?”

There was no answer, or rather what there
was was drowned under a terrific bellow as
some half-drunken man rolled on a broken
bottle and removed himself with appalling
speed. Cursing, Slim Walker groped a
stumbling way over writhing bodies to the
door. He knew Orville would make for
there. He knew also that Peterson wa;
somewhere there, for he had last seen the
yellow-haired giant in the doorway when
the lights went out.

Orville reached the door at the same time
as Walker. The little millionaire was on
his hands and knees and snorting vigor-
ously. He had been having the time of his
life, holding his automatic clenched tight
in his right fist and striking with it at every-
thing that came in his way.

As soon as his groping hand came into
contact with Walker’s foot he lifted himself
and smashed with all his strength against
the other’s broken and bandaged nose.
His aim was lucky. Walker nearly fainted
with the astonishing pain of it, and be
lashed out viciously with his knife. The
steel just ripped the little millionaire's
jacket sleeve.
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Orville grunted and brought his knee up
with a jar, catching Walker in the pit of
the stomach. Then, hastily slipping his
automatic into his pocket, he pitched his
now breathless opponent back into the
darkness of the crawling fo'csle with a
quick ju-jutsu grip.

Peterson had been dragged down by
sheer weight of numbers. He was so much
bigger than Orville, the biggest man in the
fo’csle, that the mutineers could not mistake
whom they had hold of in his case.

Every time he hit a man that man went
out of the fight and stayed out, sometimes
crawling, sometimes flying, mostly un-
conscious. But at the last, with two two-
hundred-pound bony Swedes on his bade,
an Italian and a Portugee fireman wrapped
round his legs and half a dozen men slugging
at his stomach, he went down to the deck,
where all hands piled on top of him and
got in one another’ way.

Men then began groping for their knives.
They had to be careful in the dark where
they were stabbing, and Peterson was
causing such an earthquake under them
that they dared not thrust until they were
sure. As it was one or two received wounds
from their own shipmates.

But it was certain that sooner or later
a thrust would be sent home into the giant
body that would still it forever. It was
only a matter of time. Peterson was al-
ready tiring.

Orville turned and started to run along
the alleyway as soon as he had got rid of
Walker. It was the- little millionaire’s
intention to yell to Mr. Brown on the
bridge to get a lamp of some sort and come
and help him get Peterson out of the jam,
knowing that as Peterson was not at the
door where he had left him he must be
somewhere in the thick of the combat.

But at the end of the alleyway, where
the foredeck commenced, Orville ran full
pelt into another racing figure. Simul-
taneously both swung vicious right-handers.
It was no time to stop and ask questions.

Both connected. There were two dis-
tinct thuds as both men hit the dec»,
Orville going farthest as he was the lighter
man.

Both rebounded like rubber balls and
carnc for more. They glared through the
darkness as they rushed, and then Orville,
seeing the other’s profile against the starry
sky, stopped short and snorted.

“Is that McKellip?”

“Jumping rattlesnakes! Is thatyou, sir?”

McKellip tried to stop and slid almost
to Orville’s feet before he succeeded.

“Of course it’s me,” Orville snarled.
“Who the------ did you think it was? What
do you mean by attacking me?” ~

“You attacked me, sir.”

“That’s a lie. You rushed me!”

"I didn’t; I------ ”

“Shut upl Here, run and fetch a lamp,
quick. 'Hie mate’s in the fo'csle some-
where.”

“l got the torch from the chart-house.”

“Gimme it! Gota gun?”

“Got a hammer.”

“Le’s go.”

Orville led the way back at a run. The
fotsle was still in a turmoil. Walker’
voice was raised gaspingly.

“Wait a bit! Say, wait a bit! Get a
light, some one! | believe they got away.
Get a light! Wait and see!”

“Here’ light,” Orville bellowed, snapping
on the torch as he stepped inside the door-
way and swept the light around.

The lean figure of McKellip with the
hammer loomed behind him. Struggling
suddenly ceased. The light blinded the
fighting men and recalled them to their
senses more or less. Orville, catching sight
of the light-switch on the bulkhead near
the door, nodded to it jerkily.

“Put it on!” he snapped, and kicked a
man in the ribs who was lying on the floor
near him.

The man had been hit in the stomach by
something or some one and was violently
sick. But he rocked to his feet at Orville’s
command and tottered for the switch. He
pulled it down with a sigh and then sank
wearily to the deck again. Every eye was
on Orville.

F THE fo’cslewas in a state of wreck.
£ 7>'* It looked as if a couple of barroom
W Il rough-houses had been pulled there
and then a cyclone had come along and
finished the job. Half the bunks were
matchwood. Meh were stretched every-
where on the deck, which was wet and
reeking with blood and spilled whisky.
The table was not, though a few splinters
of its white-scrubbed woodwork could be
seen here and there.

Men dotted the deck in knots of two and
three," where they had been wrestling with
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each other over the bodies of the uncon-
scious. Murphy, the Irishman, lay dead
alongside the round iron hawse-pipe through
which the anchor cable ran. His lower jaw
was dropping foolishly sidewise, exposing
his little, tobacco-stained teeth; and his
shirf was torn open down the front, expos-
ing a tattooed tops’l-schooner under full
sail. He was lying in a pool of gathering
blood, and his hands were tensed in the

form of claws and scratched into the
deck.
Slim Walker huddled like ,a gaunt,

bloody scarecrow on top of one of the
remaining sound bunks, his knees drawn
up to his chin, his face, what of it could
be seen, white and twisted with pain, his
great bandage red with fresh blood, his
eyes staring and sick and his little, dark
mustaches ruffled up like two little balls of
fluff each side of his nose. His right arm
hung useless and was drenched with blood
from the bullet-hole Orville had put through
the wrist.

- In the very bows of the ship, where the
curving hull and the fo’csle bulkhead met
in a point just for’ard of the hawse-pipe,
was a heap of about eight men. Nearer
were a few unconscious men piled one over
the other. The conscious heap, every man
of which was in some unnatural position,
was watching Orville closely, and the
pugnaciousness, at first so apparent, was
rapidly oozing away.

“Where the ------ s Peterson?” Orville
said, astonished, more to McKellip than
to the crew.

There was no sign of the giant mate.
But next moment he appeared.

A swarthy Italian, his shirt well-nigh
off his back, who was sitting awkwardly on
the top of the conscious heap for’ard,
suddenly rose straight in the air with a
yell. He scrambled hastily out of the way
and hobbled to the nearest bunk, nursing a
rather fleshy part of his thigh.

Peterson, grinning somewhat, poked his
rather flushed face from the middle of the
heap and then stood upright, brushing off
his opponents as if they had been flies.
There was not the slightest mark on him.
He looked as calm and as comfortable, but
for His flush, as when Orville had left him
at the doorway.

“\M1 here,” he grunted. “Hello, Mc-
Kellip. Any luck?”
“Not a bit,” mourned the Yankee,

wagging his claw-hammer.
in just too late. Hurt?”

“Not-on your life. How are you, sir?”

Orville snorted and glued around on
the sobered and uneasy crew.

“How’d you think 1’d be? Cool and
comfortable? No, sir. I'm ------ well out
of breath and clawed to ribbons. You
scum! 11l have you jumping like fleas on
hot bricks by the time I’'m finished. You,
Walker, with the blood and whiskers, get
on the bridge and take the wheel.”

‘Walker licked his dry lips and glared his
hate.

“My wrist’s broke.
said suddenly.

Hommem bad shot | made. It should have
been your lungs. Well, I'll send some stuff
down for it later. You! That big slob
with a squint eye find a bleeding nose. Go
up and steer. Is it your watch on deck?”

“Yessir,” the man muttered, shuffling
uneasily about on his feet and fondling his
battered face.

“Then get on deck. On deck at once!
Don’t stand there sniffing!”

Without a word the man went out into
the alleyway and made for the bridge,
where Mr. Brown received him with a grunt
and a relieved air. It was evident that the
captain had things in hand.

“If 1 find any more drinking going on
tonight or any night I’'m coming down
again,” Orville threatened. “Is that dear?
Clean up this fo’csle. Whered you get
that whisky? You, Walker!”

The man hesitated for a moment and
looked round on his shipmates. They
avoided his eye for the most part. It was
no time to argue with the little captain.
He had the upper hand now.

They remembered the automatic he must
still have somewhere about him. And
Murphy lay dead on the deck, and no one
to say who killed him. And a dozen other
men were slashed and battered. For the
moment all were cowed and exhausted.

“Number one hold, sir,” mumbled Walker
at last sullenly.

“Through the forepeak, | suppose?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Who’s the storekeeper here?”

The seaman who acted as such came
slowly forward from the after end of the
fo’csle, trying to stanch a flow of blood from
a great gash in his arm. It had been he
who had rolled on the broken bottle early

“1 always come

You shot it,” he
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in the fray. He looked at Orville somewhat
apprehensively.

“H’m, soyou're the skunk. Come to my
room tomorrow at ten o’clock. 171 log you
two weeks’ pay. Is the forepeak locked?
Good! Give me the key.”

The little millionaire paused and glared
round again.

“One man dead and the rest of you
smashed up. I've------ good mind to put
you all in irons. Would, only I want you
all to work ship with.

“But don’t think this ends here. 1'm
having you arrested in Sydney to answer
for mutiny. Is that clear? Also you’ll
all pay a share from your money for the

whisky that’s missing from the cargo.
Understand?
“And get this: Next time there’s any

of this stuff pulled | aim for a man’s heart
instead of his wrist. That’s all for the
moment. Get this place cleared up.”

“Jes’ a momen’, sorr.”

Every one turned. Mackenzie squeezed
through the doorway between Peterson and
McKellip, who grinned as they saw him.
The chieif was smiling very pleasantly.
Also he carried in his sound right hand his
terrible twelve-inch shifting-spanner.

With a grunt he surveyed the havoc of
theJo’csle and the crestfallen men around,
lie eyed the dead body of Murphy for a
moment and grunted again. Then his
smile disappeared and he grew as grim as
death.

He glared, ancPdiis voice rose raspingly.
The firemen present began to shiver a
little and look at each other uneasily.

“Will ye un’erstan’” Ahve been waitin’
I>elo’ f” ye, chilren? Tis a sad day when a
chief engineer has t’ coom an’ fetch his
oon watch. Gie doon belo’, ye lashin’s
0’ —- I Gie doon belo’! Must Ah hit ye
wi’ ma spanner ag’in? Must Ahl Ye ma
well roonl Roon, ye scoom! Gie doon
belo'!”

He finished with a roar, and Peterson
and McKellip removed themselves hastily
from the doorway as the firemen who
should have gone below at eight bells
made a mad rush for the alleyway, past the
grim, lean man with the flaming mustache
and his left arm in a sling who made swings
at them with his terrible twelve-inch shift-
ing-spanner.

“Ah’ll teach ye t’ I'ave yer charges!” he
boomed as he stalked out of the fo’csle

after the last man without so much as a
glance at Orville and his mates.

When he had disappeared and they could
only hear his harsh voice along the fore-
deck Orville turned with a grunt once again
to the men that were left.

“Has the lookout been relieved?”

There was no answer in words, but with
a guilty look a seaman made a hasty break
for the door and scuttled out on deck to
relieve the man on the fo’csle head.

“Just see the reliefs are on time for the
rest of the voyage,” the little millionaire
snarled, and then with a snort he turned
and left the fo’csle; and, breathing hard on
his Wisp of mustache, he led the way back
to the bridge. His sandy, bleached hair
was bare to the stars as he had lost his
white-topped seaman’s cap somewhere in
the past mfilée. He muttered fiercely:

“1’Il show ’em! |’D show the blighters!”

AT THE foot of the companion
leading to the bridge a sudden
thought seemed to stnke him. He
halted abruptly with his hands on the
canvas-covered rails and one foot on the
first step, twisting his head round.
“Why did that dago yell when | asked
for you, Peterson?”
Peterson grinned and scratched the back

of his head. His huge shoulders shook.
“He was sitting on my face, sir,” he
explained.
“Well?”
“I bit him!”

Orville snorted and glared.

“You did, hey? Don't stand there grin-
ning like a blasted cat. Get up on the
bridge and see if Brown— Oh, it’s his
watch, isn’t it? Well, le’s go and drink.
My ------ , but I'm thirsty! This climate
never did agree with me.”

He turned and swung up the companion.
McKellip waggled his claw-hammer and
followed him chuckling, while Peterson
brought up the rear.

Mr. Brown hurried forward anxiously
and, removing his cap, rubbed his half-
bald head with one hand.

“Is everything all right, sir?” he said.
“1 told the chief engineer you had gone----- 7

“Yep, we saw him. Everything’s fine,
Brown. Helmsman relieved?”

“Yessir. He looks rather—rather--—--—- 7

“Sick? So’d you if you had eyes that
squinted like his. Well, well, it’s quite
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exciting tonight, Mr. Brown. Er—wait for
about half an hour, give the crew time to
clean up, and then whistle for the watch
to stand by. There’s two dead men to be
sewn up.

“Here’s the key of the forepeak. Give
it to the carpenter to look after and tell
Kim he’s not to let any of the seamen down
there. Is that clear? Get some canvas on
deck—any old sails will do—about twelve
fathoms, and call the chief n” ask him t’
send up a couple of men with some fire-
bars. Call me if youre in doubt at all.
One body is aft by the engine-room skylight,
and the other’s in the focsle.”

Mr. Brown muttered, “Aye, aye, sir,”
as he took the forepeak key. “Two men
dead.”

He moved away, shaking his head and
muttering to himself. Orville grunted and
passed along to his own room, inviting both
Peterson and McKellip to come in.

“l think 1've just about got that gang
for’ard buffaloed now,” he crowed as he
rummaged in a locker for the whisky-bottle
and some glasses, the steward having gone
off duty for the night.

But Peterson shook his head, and even
McKellip grunted disapproval.

“Don’t be too sure, sir,” the yellow-
headed giant said. “It’s a pity you didn’t
finish that Walker fellow while you were
at it. He’s a bad hombre. | can see quite
a bit of trouble looming before the lonia
docks at Sydney.”

“Aye, he knows about the silver too,”
added McKellip with some gloom, waving
with his claw-hammer toward the two big
black-painted chests that stood one on top
of the other in a comer of the cabin. *I
tell you, sir, that there is a settled plot
afoot t’ get this packet. You know what
happened on the run out from ’Frisco?
That Walker sure i* a bad guy. 1°d put
him in irons if | were you.”

Orville snorted as he filled three glasses
and jammed the cork back in the slim bottle
with a vicious smack of his open palm.

“Pooh! 1%Vve got him scared to death.
You, Peterson, smashed his face and | shot
his wrist. That’s enough for any man. If
he’s wise he’ll know he can’t do a thing.
I’ve got his number. As soon as | get to
Sydney 111 turn him over to the police.”

“That’s just the reason why he’s going
to make another effort to get the ship, if
that’swhat he’s planning, as McKellip says.

I’d put him in irons,” Peterson objected
as he picked up his half-filled glass and
nodded to Orville. “Well, here’s luck!”

The three men drank and smacked their
lips, and then each went about his business.
McKellip retired to his room with his claw-
hammer and tried to get some more sleep
before it was his watch. Peterson made a
gloomy way to his quarters with the same
intention. Orville was left alone and for a
while stood deep in thought over what his
two mates advised.

VI

IN SPITE of the little millionaire’s

aggressiveness and apparent con-

tempt for anything his enemies
might do, there ran within the man a deep
strain of caution and foresight. Had he
been all surface he would not have lived
to see the old savage island days pass to
oblivion, nor would he have garnered the
vast wealth that was his.

Bluff was half the battle, that he knew.
Men called it by various hames—self-con-
fidence, aggressiveness, sometimes egotism
and vanity; but at the bottom it was all
the same.

None knew better than he, however, that
a man to be successful and to live a long
time must have something with which to
back his bluff up in case it should be called.
And he had that something. The proof lay
all over the Pacific in the plantations carved
from the tropical wilderness, the trading-
stations balancing on still half-known shores,
in the many ships sailing the still uncharted
seas of the islands and all flying the house
flag, blue stars on a white ground, of Seth
Orville.

Wherefore the first thing Orville did when
his mates disappeared was to think the
situation briefly over. It would do no good
to put Slim Walker in irons; that could
hardly be done anyway with the man
wounded as he was, with all the crew behind
him, and he would not be prevented from
leading the mutiny.

To attempt to shut him up anywhere
seemed a useless proceeding.

To leave him at liberty seemed folly, but
there was nothing else.

And perhaps Orville did not want to find
anything else. The old adventure spirit
within him was craving action, such action
as he had had during the past few hours
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since leaving Apia. He had undertaken to
sail the seas again and meet the every-day
problems of a master-mariner, and he
wanted to enjoy himself to the limit.

He knew the life could not continue for
him. He was, after all, getting old. The
fight in the fo’csle had drained him of
strength for a time more than he cared to
admit.

With a grunt he rose at last from the

chair he had flung himself into and pro-
ceeded to light a cigar. Then he took his
automatic from his hip pocket and cleaned
and reloaded it. Then he washed and
changed his rumpled, stained whites for
a suit of thin blue serge, put on a dark-blue
seaman’s cap, slipped his automatic back in
his hip pocket and went out on deck, closing
his door softly behind him.
I It was just about then that Mr. Brown
blew heavily on his whistle. It was time
to give orders about the dead men and to
hand over to the carpenter the key of the
forepeak. The carpenter and two men
would he busy for an hour or more, finding
canvas, sail-twine, needles and fire-bars.
Theirs was a grisly task.

And the body of the dead fireman was
in need of bunal. Decomposition occurs
quickly in the tropics.

With Mr. Brown’s measured tones in his
ears, Orville went quietly down the star-
board companion to the after well-deck.
He walked slowly and kept in the deeper
shadow of the bulwarks, thankful that the
moon had not yet risen and that the star-
light was not very bright. He went along
the alley under the poop and rounded the
curve of the deck to where the white stern
light, half-hidden from where he stood by
the wide molding that edged the poop deck,
glowed over the tumbling, murmuring wake
and beat back the darkness for a space of
perhaps twenty feet.

Orville peered into the clicking dial of the
patent log, noted the number the hand
recorded with a grunt of satisfaction; and
then, looking for a long minute at the white
log-line streaming astern into the blackness
beyond the stem light and skipping up and
down jerkily with every slight heave and
roll of the lonia, he grunted once again.

The steering-gear’s clanking as it turned
inside the wheel-house prevented very much
from being heard, but during the intervals
when the helmsman held the wheel motion-
less and the gear stopped clanking Orville

caught the mutter of voices. He gave an
exclamation of satisfaction and padded
silently along the port alley of the poop
until he stood beneath one of the brass-
rimmed port-holes whence came a shaft of
light.

Two men were talking within the wheel-
house in unguarded voices, naturally not
expecting an eavesdropper so far aft and at
such a time of night. One man Orville
recognized from the voice as the cook he
had made row the drunken second mate
ashore that morning, and the other, he
guessed from the fact that an oil-can clinked
every now and then against steel, was the
greaser sent aft by the chief to watch the
steering-gear and keep it oiled and in repair.

“—and he took the forepeak key,” the
cook was saying heatedly. “That balls us
up for a drink. Still | gotta coupla bottles
in my room. Giveyou a drink when you’re
passin’ that way, Joe.”

“Righto,” the man addressed as Joe
replied. “Glad in a way | wasn’t at the
fight. What’s Slim goin’ t’ do now? -——-,
that was a smash on the dial he got,
wasn’t it?”

“Yes, he’s pretty badly broken up all
right. That little of a skipper shot
him in the wrist pretty bad too.”

“Is that a fact? Gee, guess Slim’s mad.
What’s he gonna do, do you know?”

“1 only saw him for a few minutes. Harry
slipped along 'midships and told me about
the row. Said there was bloody murder
going on forard. | slipped along to see
what | could, which wasn’t much. 1 got
there when it was all over. The skipper
and that big hunky mate of his had gone.

“Funny how they had the pair of ’em
down and helpless and then never finished
’em. Always the way. A man c’n never
find his knife when he needs the--—-- thing.
McKellip was there too. | think the next
move’ll be to put him outa the way. It's
all going to be stuff like we pulled from
"Frisco down.”

“What the --—-did Slim wanna pull a
knife on the old man for?”

“Aw, jes’ got mad. An’ they’d all been
drinking pretty heavy, so | hear. You
knows what drunken men are.”

“Aye, but that was what |
mistake.”

“It were. You’re------ right it was a mis-
take. Slim says to me, he says, just about
half hour ago, he says—

calls a
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“ ‘We might have t’ use you, cookie, to
p’isen th’ grub if things get too bad.””

“l don’t go on that stuff. Seems to
me it c’n all be done with a knife if it’s
worked right. We never had any trouble
with the third mate and the rest outa
"Frisco.”

“That’s jes’ what | says.”

Then with a change of tone:

“How you gettin’ on below Wwith the
chief? Swine, ain’t he?”

“Yeah. He’s the bunk sure enough. The
------ swine don’ give a man *achance. He
stan’s there and looks and looks and watches
and watches, ’oldimj-' that blamed long
spanner of ’is. Andne ain’t scared to use it
neither, take it from me.

“Don’t know when the------ he sleeps.
He’s alius in the stokehole when I goes on,
and the other watches says the same. He’s
got three men what are regular ‘old-coun-
try’ greasers, and they acts as engineers.
Never give none of us crimp’s crew a chance
at the job.

“But what did Slim say he’d do? Which
man is going after McKellip? Wish Slim’d
hurry up and get busy. 1’'m about sick o’
this------ job/’

“Guess it’ll depend on what happens. |
don’t know anyway. But Slim did say we’d
have ta settle the thing soon or the skipper’ll
shut us all up inirons. That’d mean hang-
ing, | guess. He) says if we hadn’t got scared
before we reached Apia we’d have had the
ship b’ now. P’raps he was right.”

“P’raps he was.”

“Well, 1’'m going t’ turn in. | jes’ came
aft t’ get a bucket of spuds for the morning.
Goo’ night.”

“G’night.”

Orville pressed back against the .steel
bulkhead as the wheel-house door swung
open and the cook stepped forth carrying a
bucket in one hand. The light from within
shone across the deck for a moment on to
the whispering sea overside and then was
gone. The door slammed, the brass-ring
handle rattling violently.

The cook could not see in the sudden
dark, and he groped past Orville within six
inches, so dose that the swinging, empty
bucket grazed the little millionaire’s knee
and he could smell the reek of garlic on the
man’s breath. Orville watched him go up
the companion to the poop deck and heard
him fumbling with the canvas “save-all”
flung over the deck-load of fresh vegetables.

Then Orville slipped from out the aDev s>
padded silently for’ard.

Opening the door under the comparer
leading up to the engineers’ quartt"-..
Orville slipped along the dark alkywv
that led to the fore well-deck. He pause,
for a moment by the open door of t>
fiddley, whence came hot gusts of air, tL-i
with drifting coal-dust and the smell of cE

Right across the fiddley from where i»
stood he could hear the rattle and jar of the
ash-hoist and the ceaseless profanity ef te
man who was lifting the rope-edged shor
sacks of ashes over the side.

Peering down through the hot iron gm-
ings into the stokehole, Orville could see tte
nearly naked firemen sweating at their
shovels and slices., He he~d the dange
the fire-doors, the crunching rattle of the
trimmers’ iron barrows running coal freer
the bunkers to the foot plates of the
stokehole.

.He thought he could see the chid, loc
and grim, with his black sling, and H-
eteraal spanner, standing near the deer
leading to the engine-room as a lurid flaac
from one of the fire-doors fought back the
shadows for a moment. But he could not
be surA

He continued his way for’ard, meeting
no one, until he reached the break of the
fo’csle and stood in the deeper gloom under
the iron ladder that led to the fo’csle head-

The alleyway between the two foesks
was in darkness, as both fo’csle doors were
closed* but Orville dared not risk listening
at one of them, for there was no saying when
a man might want to come on deck or oe
on deck go below. Besides, the carpenter
and the two seamen sewing up the dead
bodies were somewhere dodging about.

He hoisted himself up the companion and
into the shadow of the windlass and the
canvas-covered wire reels that dotted about.
The awnings above made the whole place
even darker than the alleyway below.

It was a hot night, but no one was sleeping
above. Probably no one feltany indinatios
to go above after the exhausting battle in
the fo’csle.

And Orville found another reason as well.
He found out by moving forard &bit to
one of the big ventilators that let foul air
out of the sailors fo’csle. He could s& the
shadowy, vague form of the lookout by the
steel derrick in the very bows that was used
for launching and lifting spare anchors, and
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-was relieved to find the man had not seen
him —probably could not see him in the
darkness—and was interested in watching
the Southern Cross blaze low in the sky,
and thinking perhaps of what had passed
during the last hour or two.

It was no comfortable position Orville
had, listening at the cowl head, for the air
that rushed up was fetid and overpowering;
but he stuck to his post for very obvious
reasons. Peering down the cowl he could
see the faint gleam of light from the fo’atle,
his only view consisting of a round portion
of deck, very much whisky-stained and
flecked with dried blood and cut into four
pieces by the iron cross-stretchers that went
at the foot of the ventilator.

As he looked a figure walked into view
and stood directly underneath the cross
irons. Orville could see only the head and
shoulders, and the tips of the shoes, which
appeared from his position to stick out from
the face. He caught the glimpse of a great
bandage round the head and of a bandaged
arm, and he knew the figure was that of
Slim Walker. Eagerly he listened.

“—mistake we made was the liquor. |
told you it would be best to leave it alone.

That -—— Irishman was to blame. But
he’s dead, and a good riddance too. We
all know better now.

'This skipped isn’t like the last. We've

got to take things more carefully. We’ll get
him soon, and that swine of a mate as well.
McKellip and Brown will be easier.

“l told the firemen they’d have to look
after their end of it, and | think they will.
We’ll give them the signal when the time
comes. If they can’t get rid of that Scotch-
man we’ll have to give them a hand after
we’ve got the deck crowd. You,- Yonson,
shouldn’t let the skipper get away with that
sort of stuff. Look what he did to your
face.”

“l ban keel him and the mate some tam,”
came Yonson’s rumbling voice from some-
where for’ard.

Walker waved his arm and moved his
head.

“An’look at me. |°ve got to get some one
for this. Besides, think of what’ll happen
if we let the skipper tell his tale to the
Sydney police. It’s jail for life for most of
us. We can’t let him get away with it.
Just stand with me, boys, and in forty-
eight hours from now we’ll have the ship.
2vly plan is this. You, Yonson--—---"

43

“WHAT the —
here?”

A hand fell on Orville’s shoulder,
and he whipped round like a startled
hare, his hand flashing to his hip. It
was the man on the lookout. He had
lighted a cigaret and started to stroll up
and down the fo’csle head as most seamen
do when on watch. He had approached the
ventilator with the idea of listening himself
to what his leader’s plans were when he had
seen the shadowy-form of Orville blocking
out the dim glow from the cowl.

He thought for a moment it was one of
the ship’s two cooks, or perhaps the steward
listening, but on peering under Orville’s cap
he saw his mistake and started violently.
The lighted cigaret dropped from his hand
and rolled across the deck. He let go of the
little millionaire’s arm abruptly and shouted
aside so that those below could hear:

“Fine night, captainl When do you think
we’ll get into Sydney?”’

“Shut your mouth!” Orville grated, and
his automatic ground into the man’s ribs.

But the damage was done. Walker ceased
speaking and glanced suddenly upward.
Then he motioned to Yonson, the big
Swede, to go above and see what was wrong
on the fo’csle head. But by the time Yonson
arrived there he found the lookout alone,
groping profanely for his dropped cigaret.

Orville returned to his room snorting with
vexation and jerking savagely at his wisp of
mustache. He poured a drink viciously and
drank it and then sat down to think.

He had definitely decided now not to
shut Walker up. It would do little good,
and he didn’t want the crew to think lie
was the least bit afraid of them. The whole
affair was perplexing, but it was thrilling.
Orville chuckled after a while and rubbed
his bony hands together. He’d show ’em.

are you doing

FWJ THE night passed without further
excitement. Orville had not even
troubled to keep watch. He knew

men well enough to know that Walker

would not make any move till morning.

The mutineer leader would think that

Orville would keep watch anyway, especial-

ly after his having been caught at the

fo’csle ventilator. Also the crew, both sea-
men and firemen, needed a few hours to
recuperate in and get over their set-back.

Wherefore the night watches passed along

smoothly.
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McKellip relieved Mr. Brown at mid-
night, talked with him for a few minutes
and then took over charge of the lonia
while the third mate went to get some sleep.
Peterson relieved McKellip at four o’clock
and according to sea custom turned the
watch to and started them washing down,
For this task the man was withdrawn from
the lookout and the carpenter handled the
hose, the lonia not only being two A. B.’s
short, counting the withdrawal of Mc-
Kellip and Brown, butalso lacking a bosun,
lamp-trimmer and a couple of ordinary
seamen.

Orville came on the bridge about half-
past seven with a half-filled glass in one
hand and a cigar in the other. He was in
his cotton pajamas of a light shade of blue
and looked none the worse for his strenuous
adventures of the preceding day. He joined-
the sleepy Peterson in a slow walk across
the bridge, sipping occasionally at his glass
and puffing between sips at his cigar.

The air was still cool and pleasant, and
a light wind had sprung up from the south.
The sea was smooth and lifted and fell in
vast flat rolls, like a woman’s breast heaving
at every breath. The wind barely ruffled
the surface. Flying-fish were breaking
water now and then, whisking together like
silver cigars across the gentle swells and dis-
appearing simultaneously with a loud plop.

The sun was just peering above the sea-
rim, golden and hot, while the sky above
it was a wonderful pink streaked with
crimson and old gold. There was not a
cloud in-sight, and it was evident that the
day was to be hot and brilliant, achingly
brilliant, as most days were in that latitude.

“Nothing happened last night, eh?”
Orville asked after a while, gazing somewhat
dreamily into the eye of the rising sun.

Peterson shook his head.

“Nothing, sir. McKellip told me when
| relieved him that nothing occurred during

his watch. Everything’s been quiet.”
“Good! Well—" Orville transferred his
gaze to Peterson with a jerk— “I’m going

to get into some clothes. Have the crew,
all hands—seamen that is—muster by num-

lier two hatch in fifteen minutes. Is that
dear?”
“By number two hatch? Yes, sir.

What’s the idea?”

“That’s my business. Do as you're told,
------ it; do as you’re told.”

“Aye, aye, sir,” Peterson grinned.

Orville went below and changed into
some dean whites, slipped his automatic
into his hip pocket and then went down to
the main deck, where Peterson by this time
had the seamen mustered in a sullen group
by number two hatch. The men were
glancing uneasily at one another when
Orville appeared, and their uneasiness in-
creased as they saw him approach. They
wondered what he was going to do.

“All ready, carpenter?”

The carpenter jerked his head toward a
large flat bundle covered with canvas that
stood on top of the hatch behind the
grouped crew.

“Yessir,” he said.

“All right. You rrfen get hold of the
gratings and bring ’em to the rail. Well
have the service here all due and proper.
Jump now!”

t There was a perceptible sigh of relief.
After all it was only the funeral of the two
dead men they had been called on deck
at attend. They clambered somewhat
thankfully on the hatch top and, flinging
back the canvas, exposed the two stiff
canvas-swathed forms, weighted with fire-

.bars, reposing each one on a long light

grating from the bunker hatch midshjp6.
The men lifted the gratings and brought
them to the rail, balancing them half over.

“Take off your caps.* Take' 'em off!”
Orville snarled.

Hastily the seamen obeyed. Slim Walker
removed his headgear with his left hand.
He had no heavy work to do—could not
do any with his injuries; and he was standing
by the rail watching his companions handle
the gratings.

Peterson removed his cap, and Mr.
Brown, who had come on the bridge pre-
paratory to relieving Peterson at eight bells
and was leaning over the dodger, took off
his cap also. Orville kept his on for some
reason or other; probably forgot it. He
glanced up to the bridge and caught Mr.
Brown’s eye.

“Ring down to slow speed!” he called,
and with a nod Mr. Brown disappeared.

The jangle of the engine-room telegraphs
was heard, repeated once, twice, and slowly
the way fell off the lonia.

With a grunt Orville commenced to read
the service aloud from a small, black,
leather-bound volume he carried. He
skipped sentences, mumbled whole para-
graphs, and it was evident he performed
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die service only because of custom and
habit. Certainly neither of the dead de-
served a decent burial. They had lived
and died viciously. The service came to
an end with some abruptness.

“Dump ’em in the ditch!” Orville
grunted. “Dump’em, | say. Make it fast!”

The men holding the gratings tilted them
until the bodies slid off and disappeared
into the sea with heavy splashes. Then the
gratings were replaced on the top of number
two hatch and the men put on their caps
and started to go for’ard.

“Hi! Who die------ told you all to go?”
Orville demanded wrathfully. “Line up
here. Line up along the coaming. C’m
long! Peterson, get ’em in a straight line.
Good! Now turn ’em round. Carpenter,
get me a hammer. Lively! Turn ’em
round, Peterson; turn ’em round. | want
to see their backs.”

With a slightly puzzled frown on his face
Peterson got the men into the position re-
quired by Orville, and Mr. Brown, still
gazing from the bridge, scratched his head
and wondered if the little millionaire had
suddenly gone crazy.

The carpenter came running with a ham-
mer in a few moments, and Orville took it
from him with a grunt.

“Here, hold this,” he said, giving the
carpenter the service book.

Starting at the first man in the line of
seamen, Orville stepped up behind him and
whipped his sheath knife from his belt.
He placed the point on the deck, holding
the blade at an angle of about forty-five
degrees, and with a sharp blow of the ham-
mer broke off the needle-like point about an
inch from the end. Then he dropped the
knife back in its sheath again and passed
on to the next man. The action he repeated
with every seaman present, though in the
case of Slim Walker he pitched his knife
overboard altogether.

“You won’t need one with that gammy
hand of yours,” he grunted.

Then when he had finished he stepped
back and glared.

“Turn round!”

Sullenly the crew turned and faced him.

“Now understand. Knives on ships are
for cutting and not for sticking. Is that
dear? Good. If I find any man putting
a point on his knife or carrying a knife with
a point, he’s facing the biggest lacing he
ever had in his life. Savvy?”

There was one or two mumbled *“Yes-
sirs.” Peterson chuckled. Mr. Brown
stopped scratching his head and permitted
himself the luxury of a slow smile and a
deep nod of his head. Slim Walker’s dark
eyes glowed their hate, but the man said
nothing.

“That’ll do,” Orville snapped, and the
seamen filed away while_their captain, re-
turning the hammer to the carpenter and
receiving back the service book, jog-trotted
toward the bridge and his room, licking his
drybps.

“Full speed, Mr. Brown,” he called as he
reached the head of the companion.

“Full speed, sir,” said Mr. Brown moving
sidewise to the telegraph.

The man at the wheel twisted his head
and peered through the glass windows of
the chart-house at the clock on the wall.
He heard the instrument begin to strike,
and with a quick movement he removed his
right hand from the white-worn wheel-
spokes and reached for the man-rope knot
at the end of the bell lanyard above his
head. He struck eightbells and with a sigh
turned and peered at the compass and
waited for his relief.

Orville turned to Peterson with something
of a smile.

“Just twenty-four hours 1’ve had this
packet in hand, and look at her; just look!”

he crowed. “Crew like baby lambs and
everything going strong. | haven’t lost an
officer yet.”

“Twenty-four hours isn’t very long, sir.
I’d like to point out that we still have a
week or two to go before reaching Sydney.”

Orville snarled.

“Shut up! You're like a blasted frog—
always croaking. You make me sick. C’'m
long and drink.”

“Aye, aye, sir,” grinned Peterson as he
followed bis captain into the cabin and at
the same time bellowed for the steward.

“Be a good idea to get the old packet into
shape,” Orville grunted over the glasses.
“Gillman let her slide something shameful.
Suppose he was too busy watching out for
himself to think of the ship. Get the car-
penter t’ mix you some boot-topping, and
have the watch get to painting down the
sticks. We’ll dispense with a lookout in
daytime. Have the foremast painted first,
and set a man to oil down the mainmast
stays. | see too, that a lot of the rigging
could do with rattling down. See to it.
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I'll take a look around today and see what

else’s in bad shape.”

B away to his duties. Though it was
technically his watch below he was

not off duty.

It is the business of a ship’s first officer,
or mate, to keep his ship in trim. He is the
ship’s husband, ~ie has to see that every-
thing on deck is in good condition and is
kept so. He is expected to be the captain’s
mouthpiece in matters where the captain
does not want to be bothered. He is sup-
posed to keep the junior officers up to the
scratch and to keep the crew well disdplined.

Also it is his duty to soothe his com-
mander in times of stress, to take the blame
for everything that goes wrong, and to be
handy when the said commander wants to
swear at some one for something. The
mate’s job is no snap; but it Is a man’s job,
and he who can hold it down successfully is
very likely to make a good captain when his
chance comes.

Orville took another drink after Petersoh
had. gone about his work and then went to
make a tour of inspection of the ship him-
self. He lit a cigar and strode jauntily
along, every now and' then breaking into
his peculiar little jog-trot, until he reached
the chief’s room. He knocked on the door;
but, receiving no answer, he poked his head
inside and saw the chief fast asleep in his
bunk, worn out with nearly twenty-four
hours of watching and fighting.

Orville shook his head and grunted. He
knew that the chief’s task was even more
difficult than his own, for the chief had more
mer) to handle and was shut in with them
and in danger of an attack from behind at
any time.

Orville liked the chief better than any
other man aboard, except perhaps Peterson.
He liked any man who got things done,'
for that matter. He chuckled softly as he
caught sight of the twelve-inch shifting-
spanner peeping from under the chief’s
pillow. Then he withdrew his head and
softly closed the door, continuing aft.

He was about to descend the companion
leading to the after well-deck when a strange
smell assailed his nostrils. He sniffed and
sniffed and glared all around, but could not
locate the odor. Yet it seemed a familiar
smell. He dimly remembered that he asso-
ciated it with teirible things from his past—

PETERSON grunted and went
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with half-forgotten savage wars, the night
burnings of unnamed villages, dead men and
head-hunters, cannibals.

It came to him in a flash with the last
thought. Cannibals! The smell was of
burning flesh, human flesh.

He made his way down to the well-deck
ducked under the companion and entered
the alleyway running fore and aft. The
smell was stronger. Curious, Orville hur-
ried for’ard, peered into the fiddley door,
found nothing there, and at last reached
the hooked-back iron door of the galley.

A curious dribbling noise assailed his ears
as he approached. He looked inside the
galley and for a moment was astonished.
Also he felt a little sick.

The cook, whom Orville had made row
the drunken second mate ashore in Apia,
was now drunk himself, extremely drunk,
drunker than any man Orville ever remem-
bered seeing before who could stand on his
feet. The squat, ungainly man with black,
unshaven cheeks and vivid dark eyes, now
blurred with liquor, was dressed only in a
pair of greasy dark serge pants, rather too
tight for him, and a white, stained steward’s
jacket with nothing underneath, exposing
his hairy chest to plain view. From his big
mouth dribbled saliva unceasingly, and he
laughed and drooled with apparent happi-
ness and squirmed with tortured nerves
that"he did not feel.

His actions were some of the strangest
Orville had ever seen. The man was stand-
ing between the wooden carving-bench and
<the red-hot cooking-stove, facing the latter
and rocking on his feet. He went back and
forth with every light heave of the deck,
first against the wooden bench behind him
and then forward on to the stove.

The bench caught him in the middle of
the back and held him when he went against
it, but there was nothing to hold him when
he fell the other way. Wherefore he in-
variably fell on his hands, the outstretched
fingers resting full on the red-hot glowing
top of the stove and sizzling horribly during
the few short seconds they rested there.

The odor of burned flesh filled the galley,
and the place was dense with smoke. The
cook seemed absolutely insensible to pain
as something that hurt, for he continued to
laugh dribblingly.

Orville stepped inside the galley with an
oath, and his face was a little white under
his yellow skin. He felt sicker the nearer
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he approached the dribbling man. He took
him by the shoulder and shook him, steady-
ing against the pitch of the deck. But the
man flung him off with an unintelligible
mutter and promptly fell on the stove
again. Orville grunted with some pity, for
he knew that the man would be screaming
with agony when the liquor died within him.

“l suppose this’s the result of those two
bottles you had in your cabin,” the little
millionaire snarled, and he swayed back a
little and hit the cook with all his force
under the ear.

The man went over sidewise with a fear-
ful thud and then was still, stretched on the
greasy, tiled floor. Just then the second
cook came in with the steward, both looking
rather scared. They halted for a moment
when they saw Orville standing over the
prostrate body, and then they came slowly
forward.

“l went to get the steward to help me,
sir,” stammered the second cook with some
uneasiness. “He’s been drunk all the morn-
ing. It is terrible, terrible.”

He looked down on the unconscious man,
at the fearful crisp hands, and shuddered
and covered his eyes for a moment.

Orville grunted.

“If I catch any of you with so much as a
drain of whisky after this I’ll log you good
and hard. Is that clear? Hejp me get this
poor-——- to his room. We can do it be-
tween us. You, steward, go to my room and
get the medicine-chest. Make it snappy.
Al right; take his legs, cook..”

“His legs, yessir.” "

The second cook was a very sick man in
the pit of his stomach, and his face was a
pasty white. Perhaps the smell was the
cause of that. Orville pulled him together
with a few sharp words, and then the two
of them carried the cook into his room and
laid him carefully on the lower bunk of the
two berths the room contained. The stew-
ard returned with the medicine chest, and
Orville then proceeded to patch up the
injured man as best he could.

The task was accomplished without the
cook regaining consciousness, and Orville
examined the cabin with care. He looked
into the clothes locker and found nothing;
he searched the locker under the wash-
stand and found nothing; he turned the
top bunk upside down without results; but
under the bottom bunk, stowed far back in
a dark corner behind a jumble of life-belts,

shoes and old magazines, he found what he
sought—two bottles. . One was empty and
the other but a quarter full.

He faced the second cook and the stew-
ard, who were standing by the open door
watching him curiously, and he held up the
part-full bottle against the light.

“This’s the stuff that’s caused more trou-
ble than enough aboard this ship,” he
grumbled. “Just take my advice and leave
it alone. It’s stuff for strong men, and
they’re not found in your breed. Is that
clear? All right, you can run away.”

The two men with a murmured, “Yessir,
yessir,” turned and disappeared from view
in the direction of the galley to get on with
the cooking and the cleaning up. When
they had gone Orville glanced at the inert
figure in the lower bunk, bandaged clea'r up
to his elbows, and grunted. Then he un-
corked the bottle he held and took a long
drink.

“Strong stuff, strong stuff,” he mur-
mured with a chuckle, and'with a deft swing
of his arm sent the bottle clear out of the
door and through the gently swinging iron
scupper port and so overside, narrowly miss-
ing a startled fireman who was just about
to drop in at the galley and see if he could
cadge a cup of coffee off the cook.

After a hasty glance inside the cabin the
man retreated back to the fiddley and to
the stokehole. He had no wish to draw
on himself the wrath of the fiery little
skipper.

“Scum!” snorted Orville, looking down
on the unconscious cook. “Lord, man, but,
you’re in a -——- of a shape. You’ll be
screaming blue murder when you come
round. You for the hospital when we get
to Sydney.”

Then he left the cabin, closing the door
softly behind him and muttering angrily
to himself. There seemed to be nothing
but accidents and fight happening on the
lonia. He began to understand why Cap-
tain Gillman had quit his job in Apia.
What a crew, what a crew!

RETURNING aft along the alley-
way, Orville came out on the well-
deck once more and continued his
way to the poop. He made a careful tour
of the whole, unlashing the covers from the
two boats in their chocks there and peering
inside to see if they were in the condition
they should be in, removing the covers from
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the wire reek to see that the wire was not
loo rusty; fumbling with the green, mil-
dewed deep-sea sounding-machine, and gen-
erally ascertaining just what it was that
needed to be done to the lonia to make
her a well-kept and well-equipped ship.

His inspection completed, he went for’ard
and stopped at the break of the fo’csle,
where the carpenter was mixing paint in a
huge half-barrel, using a big paddle-shaped
stick of wood as a pestle.

“Use plenty of driers, carpenter,” Orville
ordered. “We can’t have the ship stinking
paint for days. And | don’t want to get
my clothes jammed up with blasted red.”

“Yessir,” the carpenter mumbled and
increased his speed with the pestle.

With a grunt of approval Orville watched
the mixing-up process for a while and then
continued on into the fo’csle alley and peered
into the firemen’s quarters.

The majority of the inmates were already
in their bunks and asleep, most of them
naked because of the heat, though a clanging
of buckets from the steel wash-house right
in the bows, to the port side of the forepeak
hatch, told the little millionaire that the
watch that had come off duty at eight bells
was still busy removing the coating of coal-
dust and sweat their foui*hours below had
allowed them to.accumulate. He could see
they had eaten; for the dirty Kits, plates,
pannikins and knives and forks still clut-
tered the table. The young Italian trimmer
who had been appointed “peggy” was busy
cleaning up. He looked around as he heard
Orville snort, and he muttered a nervous
“Goo’ morni’, sir,” at the same time
doubling his working speed.

“Huh! See that this floor’s kept clean
and the table scrubbed white. Is that
clear? Inspection every morning at eleven
in future. Understand?”

“Yessir, 11l see t”it.”

Orville crossed ,the alleyway to the door
of the sailors’ fo’csle and was pleased to see
that much of the damage wrought on the
previous evening had been repaired, though
the deck was still badly stained and scarred.
The table had been patched up and replaced
and the bunks shored up so as to be fairly
level. The few men whose watch it was
below were already turned in and were fast
asleep, and the breakfast things had already
been cleared away by one of their number.

Orville grunted and proceeded on to the
forepeak hatch, which he found open.

Thinking perhaps that some of the ne
were at the whisky again, he made suitc
his automatic, loosening it in his pocket, i:
then dropped down the iron ladder to ti
orlop deck. A man was busy there tunua
over old sails and rope, rolling about dnx
of oil and paint and swearing profuse;
He turned as Orville approached s,

grinned. It was Peterson.
“Hello. 1 was just looking over Ib
stores, sir.”

“Good. How’s the old packet fixed?"

“Not at all well. 1 guess Matthews mu;
have been hard up when he fitted her out"

“That’s likely. The old fool’s only go-
to sit and moan and guzzle whisky all dr
in Apia. He’ old and feeble and brokt
winded. Found out where they got tit
whisky from?”

“Yes; | took a lode. Go right aft to tk
bulkhead there, behind those kegs of sp&f
Here, I'll show you.”

Peterson led the way to the bulkhead a&
squeezing behind the stacked spike-kef.
showed Orville the open bulkhead door thi-
led to the forehold. The electric light free
the caged bulb in the deck-head near tk
forepeak shaft barely reached so far; but
there was sufficient light to show up tre
burned-in lettering on the small sgaan
cases of Black & White the hold contained
Orville grunted.

“H’m! We’ll close the door. Is the iod
broken?”

Smashed to ------ . The men had no key,
of course.”

“Swine! Only thing to do then is to kep
the forepeak closed until we can geta mer
to repair the lock.”

“That’ the best way, sir.
carpenter’s reliable.”

“Yep. | don’t think he’d let the errs
below if he could help it. He’s not so mud
reliable as scared, especially now that !
know of the broken bulkhead and of tic
broached whisky. | might stop his pay a
any more goes.”

“That’s so. Anything to do aft?”

“There is. YThere’s a ------ of a lot tote
done. The hawsers are still coiled in tre
alleyways under the poop deck. Have then
stowed on top of the cargo in the after
hatch. The wires on the poop all wen:
greasing, and the sounding-machine wC
have to have a new coil put in. Also te
port lifeboats got no water-breaker k-
Is that clear? Seetoit.”

| think te
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“ Aye, aye, sir.”

“Good. You want to be careful down
here with the crew.”

“1 am careful,” Peterson said grimly.
“1’m beginning to get so | jump every time
I hear a man behind me.”

“Well, well. 1’ll be going on deck
again.’1

Peterson went on with his task while
Orville clambered back up the iron ladder
to the fo’csle alley and went back to his
room on the bridge deck. He called for
the steward, glared at him and then ordered
Scotch and soda. After that he relaxed a
bit and started to make up his private log
of the voyage so far.

VIl

ALL that day nothin”of importance

happened. The loma might just

have been an ordinary happy-go-
lucky tramp ship for all the excitement that
occurred. Apparently the crew had been
definitely crushed and beaten into sub-
mission.

Even the skeptical Peterson and the wise
McKellip and Brown began to think that
Slim Walker had had enough and was con-
tent to rest gn his injuries, so to speak.
Orville openly declared that this was so,
but inwardly he knew it was a lie. He
had only to recall the parts of conversation
he had overheard the previous night to be
quite sure of that.

Something was planned to break pretty
soon. The mutineers were lying low for a
bit, but presently they would come from
cover and snarl again.

Nor was Orville wrong. But it was his
own forgetfulness that started things. He
should have remembered the conditions
under which the lonia's other officers
vanished.

It was that night when the thing hap-
pened, in the eight-to-twelve or first watch.
Orville was in the chart-house poring over
a chart and a note-book with Peterson and
intent on checking up his noon “sight” with
the aid of his position by dead reckoning.
From his profanity it was evident that some-
thing had gone wrong with the figures.

“Brown!”

He called out of the door to the third
mate, who was slowly pacing the bridge,
his head bent on his chest and his hands
clasped behind him. He came with orderly
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haste at the sound of the little millionaire’s
voice and looked into the brightly lighted
chart-house.

N “Sir?™

“You might go aft and take a look at
the log,” Orville snarled testily, scratching
qut a batch of figures with vicious haste.

“Do you want me to go, sir? The only
man free on watch is helping the carpenter
do something in the lazaret.”

There were only three men to a watch on
the lonia with the removal of McKellip
and Brown from the crew. One took the
lookout at night, another the wheel, and
that left just one to do odd jobs about the
ship in case of necessity.

Orville never thought. All his life after-
ward he was sorry for his hasty words that
followed Mr. Brown’s very understandable
question and desire to make sure he had
heard aright.

“Do | want you to go? What the-—-
do you think I asked you for? Run along
aft and get those figures. Snappy now!”
he said.

He bent to his figures for a moment and
then looked up abruptly.

“What’s the matter?
well?” he asked.

The third mate was still standing in the
doorway, a peculiar expression on his face.
His eyes were wide and staring, and his
lips parted beneath his short beard. He
gazed through OrvSle as if watching some-
thing a vast distance away.

He had received an order. He knew what
it meant, the consequences of his obedience.
He was an old Navy man, used to obeying.
Orville had questioned his courage "once.
He did not intend he should do so again.

But he had received a shock on getting
the order. For hideous weeks he had lived
with the lonia’s crew, and he knew then-
tricks. His face was pasty.

Peterson looked up from a pair of par-
allel rulers and stared. Orville grunted and
spoke sharply.

“Run along to the cabin, Peterson, and
get the whisky. Brown looks as though
he’s seeing things.”

Peterson laid down his rulers with a
murmur of assent and started to turn, but
the third mate recovered himself with a
shaky smile and held out a retaining hand.

“Whisky—not whisky, sir. It isnt
whisky. | thought | heard Maggie calling.

“There’s a little house outside London—

Don’t you feel
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Cricklewood. Ever hear of it? Green-and-
white curtains. Red brick with railings
round the garden. Maggie grows daisies
and geraniums there. Gawd, an’ | came to
seal

“Funny how a man’s fancy plays tricks,
sir, isn’t it? | can hear Maggie calling now
plain. Fine woman, more like a mother
than a wife. Married me when | was O. D.
in the Navy.

“Ever seen Cricklewood when the grass
is green in Spring an’ the birds chirp from
the old oaks? There’s lanes there, cool and
shady--—--"

“Have you been drinking?” snarled
Orville suspiciously, leaning forward and
sniffing. “No, you haven’t. What’s the
matter with you, man?”

“—and winding. Larks and buttercups,
and then Maggie waiting. Beg pardon, sir.
| feel kind of queer tonight. Did you say
the log, sir? Yessir, 1’1 see.”

He touched the peak of his cap with a
forefinger that was visibly trembling and
moved away, pausing as he reached the
edge of the light shaft that cut the dark-
ness from the chart-house door. He heard
the helmsman, an Italian this time, chuckle
and send a low, clear whistle for’ard.

It was the signal.

“Funny thing how a man’s fancy—
The log, sir. Yessir, I'll see,” he called
back, gulping. -

Then he was gone, descending the com-
panion to the after well-deck and groping
aft in the starlight, muttering to himself.
He would never have his courage questioned
again. Perhaps the captain was testing him.

Orville glared at Peterson. Peterson
frowned at him.

“Well, 1I'll be------ I the little millionaire
said.

Peterson scratched his head and then
shook it slowly.

“Queer fellow, Brown,” he observed.

“l didn’t need to be told. C’miong
here an’ le’s get this blasted sight worked
out again. What were your figures on the
arc?”

Peterson went out on the bridge after a
moment or two to keep Mr. Brown’s watch
until he should return. Orville fussed and
fumed and swore without cessation over
his note-book and chart. The helmsman’s
face, only partly to be seen in the glow
from the binnacle, wore an ugly grin for
some reason or other that did not improve

features already badly battered from the
previous night’s combat.

After about fifteen minutes Orville looked
up impatiently at the clock screwed on the
chart-house bulkhead. Then he called out
of the door.

“Hi, Peterson, where the------ *s Brown?”

“Hasn’t come back yet, sir,” Peterson
returned, coming from the lee bridge wing
where he had been watching a star low
down on the horizon and wondering whether
it could be a ship’s mast-head ligbt.

“Huh! Wonder what the
doing,” snorted the little millionaire.

Then a sudden thought seemed to strike
him. He stiffened as if he woe listening
to something very far away. The pencil
rolled from his hand across the note-book
leaves. Unheeded, the ash from the cigar
he was smoking fell in a gray cloud on the
white chart. He went very white. Slowly
he turned to Peterson, who stood in tie
doorway, leaning against the jamb.

“You remember, Peterson, what he
said?”

Orville’s voice was curiously strained.

“He heard Maggie or some one calling.
They say—they say when a nan—is going
to die— My God, | sent him aft! And
he knew. You understand?”

Peterson straightened abruptly, and hi;
face seHnto hard lines.

“Presentiment they call
went on hoarsely.

Then, arousing himself with a jerk:
This-doesn’t do any good.
Perhaps------ 7

He did not finish, but Peterson got his
thought and nodded and frowned. Mec-
Kellip came up just then, whistling cheer-
fully, and stuck his head inside the chart-
house.

“Hello, hello, hello!
Sir?”

“No, it’s not. And stop that blasted
whistling. Peterson, go aft and see what's
happened. Better take McKellip with you.
Hurry. Got a gun?”

“l’ve got one, sir.
McKellip?”

“Got a claw-hammer in my room.”

“Huh! Here, take this automatic. Ve
another somewhere. And stop that blasted
whistling! Didn’t you hear me the first
time?”

“Yes, sir.”

McKellip stopped abruptly. He grinned

it/*

Orville

Everything 0. K,

How about von,
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and pocketed the automatic Orville handfed
him; but the little millionaire was not in
the mood for grinning.

““Then shut up!” he snarled. “Now get
aft, the pair of you, and watch out for
yourselves. Watch out!”

As the two mates nodded and went out
on- the bridge Orville followed them aft
to the companion which led down to the
well-deck. He called as they descended—

“Don’t be afraid to shoot if there’s any-
thing funny going on!”

“We won’t,” Peterson returned dryly as
he landed on the well-deck from the last
step of the companion.

He started aft, followed by McKellip, who
had started whistling again, though very
softly. Suddenly Peterson stopped with
an oath. Orville, peering through the
starlight from the vantage point of the
companion-head, thought he saw a shadowy
form drop from the main rigging above the
two mates and after sundry movements
disappear aft.

Peterson ripped out another oath, and
there came a short, hoarse cry from Mc-
Kellip, who pitched suddenly forward,
rolled over once or twice and then lay
still in the scuppers. Peterson’s revolver
coughed spasmodically and the lurid red
flashes stabbed the darkness.

“Come  back!” drville
“Theyve got you in a trap.
Jackie!”

“Come nothing!
McKellip!”

screamed.
Come back,

The swine have knifed

PETERSON'S  bull-like  voice

echoed" in the little millionaire’s

ears. He saw the yellow-haired
giant leave the side of the stricken Mc-
Kellip and charge madly aft toward the
deep gloom of the poop, pumping lead ahead
of him. Orville hammered with rage on the
iron rail at the head of the companion.

“The blasted fool! The blasted young
fool!” he snarled.

Then he turned and ran for his cabin.
He had not gone a dozen steps when a dark
figure rose in his path and swung a short
wooden club with frightful force at his
bead. Orville acted mechanically, his
quick mind grasping matters at once. He
dived for the figures legs, wrapped his
arms round them and jerked upward.

There was a frightened oath. The club
flew wide. The figure came down on the

deck with a jar that seemed to shake the
ship. Orville let go the threshing legs and
jumped on a half-seen face, once, twice.
The figure lay still then. Without waiting
Orville ran on to his cabin. He flung back
the door with a crash, dashed in, switched
on the light, dodged with a lightning-like
twist a blow aimed at his head with an
empty bottle by the steward, and then
pitched the man over his head and out on
to the deck with a deft ju-jutsu throw. By
the time the steward had got back some
measure of his wind'and regained his feet,
Orville had secured his other automatic and
a few clips of cartridges. He was ready
also for further action.

“You slab-faced swine!” he snarled.
“111 show you where you get off at. Jump,
you dog-eared-mutt, jump! By the seven
islands of Manu, 1'll plug you so full of
holes you’ll— Ah, woiild you?”

In despair the steward, regaining his feet,
had rushed back full tilt, stumbled over
the brass-edged storm-step of the door and
pitched at Orville’s feet. The little million-
aire reached down and rapped him smartly
over the head with the butt of his auto-
matic, and the steward was temporarily
out of the mutiny.

Back on the bridge the fuming Orville
saw that the helmsman had deserted his
post and that the lonia swung broadside to
the easy swell, her light lift and fall chang-
ing to a gentle rolling motion. The man
who had attacked Orville by the head of
the after companion came running pro-
fanely along with his club again, a little
dazed by the punishment he had already
received.

Orville swung round from his contempla-
tion of the empty wheel-grating and stepped
flat against the chart-house. The running,
swearing man crossed the beam of light
from the open house door, was momentarily
stricken blind as he plunged into the dark-
ness the other side and so failed to see
Orville.

The little millionaire put out his foot and
tripped the other very neatly. Then he
jumped on his face again and finished him
by rapping him over the head as he had
previously done to the obstreperous stew-
ard. He rolled the man over so that a
faint gleam from the binnacle fell on his
face. It was the helmsman. The distant
sound of conflict, swearing, yells, came to his
ear from the direction of the engine-room.
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“All a put-up job, eh?” Orville grunted
wrathfully. “I ought to have stopped to
hear what that Walker swine had to say last
night. And my God, it was | who Kkilled
Brown!”

But there was no time to waste in regrets.
Orville grew suddenly very cool, icily cool.
His hands, which ordinarily showed a
nervous tremble, were now steady. He
was the sort of man who gets fearfully
excited before a crisis and deadly cool once
it has broken.

He turned and ran lightly to the after
companion and dropped down to the well-
deck. He could see no one and could hear
nothing.  Peterson’s revolver had not
coughed for some minutes, nor could the
giant’s voice be heard. The whole poop
and the alleyways beneath brooded in
darkness and in silence. Peterson had
disappeared into the mass somewhere, but
there was nothing to tell what had become
of him.

There was nothing to tell who had killed
McKellip. It was a mutiny by stealth
and in darkness right enough.

Orville grunted coldly and dropped to
his knees beside the inert form of McKellip.
After a cautious look around and aloft to
see that no man had him at a disadvantage,
he turned the body over. The Yankee’
days were done without a doubt. He had
even been killed without time to fight, a
(lung knife piercing his ribs just below the
heart and another his throat just above
the thyroid gland.

Orville grunted again, removed the auto-
matic he had so recently given the second
mate and transferred it to his own left
hip pocket so that he was doubly armed.
He peered keenly from under his white
seaman’s cap toward the poop where he
knew the mutineers must be watching and
waiting for him to come and look for Pet-
erson, and where he guessed the dead body
of Peterson must also be. The Ilatter
thought very nearly unnerved him.

“WhaL’U | tell Allie?” he whispered to
himself. “What’ll I tell her?”

Allie, his niece, was engaged to Jack
Peterson, the blue-eyed, yellow-haired,
good-natured giant. It was hard. Orville
loved Peterson more as a son anyway than
as a friend or employee.

But the millionaire was never long in
sentimental moods. He had been reared
in an iron school. Before this he had known

the angoish of parting, the sadness c
death. He had seen better men than he
die uselessly and bravely; he had seen his
friends, his own brothers, his partners, pass
out from fever and spear and Snider bullet,
never from old age. And he had become
more or less inured.

He was a relic of a past generation, a
survivor of terrible things, and life for him
held little, hardly even the passion of
revenge. Whisky and will-power were all
that kept him alive as it was. It was an
everlasting miracle to the island doctors
how his heart stood the strain.

The more Orville was up against odds
usually the harder he fought and the more
alert he became. He glared slowly all
around. His lips drew to a -straight line,
and he breathed heavily on his wisp of
mustache.

He rose slowly to his feet and took a
pace backward. And as he did so a knife-
blade gleamed for a moment in a shaft of
starlight and then fell with a soft hissing
thud in the deck a little to one side and
behind him. Two inches lower down and
it would have buried itself in his head.

With a rumble of anger he retreated to
the foot of the companion, facing the poop
still in case of a rush. He wished it were
day instead of night. The dark favored the
mutineers. He cursed himself for not tak-
ing precautions to meet such an emergent)'.
He could have had signal flares or something
else rigged that would give light.

He mounted the companion slowly,
and stood at last on the bridge deck. A
hand touched his arm, and he whirled
round like a flash and ducked and very
nearly shot Mackenzie in the stomach.
The chief’s twelve-inch shifting-spanner
was all that saved him. He dropped it
lightly' on Orville’s wrist and deflected the
automatic enough so that the shot plowed
the deck instead of through the Scotchman’
body.

“Why, chief!” Orville panted. “I thought
you here one of the skunks taking a swipe
at me. Lucky I missed. Kinda nervous
work t’night.”

“Soo AIl’ll be thinkin*.
are in a bad way.”

“A little; a little. 1Vve just lost three
officers. But 11l have things shaped up in
an hour or two. 11l show ’em!”

“An’ Ahve lost thrree engineexs.
Ah’ve lost ma engine-room.”

Ye'll ken thin's

Aisa
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[ Eh?’!
“ "Tis true. Ye dinnaken th’ harrdships
0’ ma job. Th’ murderin’ chiels ha’ kilt

m a thrree picked,men an’ well-nigh kilt me
too. Ah had t’ leave th’ place somewha’
in a rush. Ah thought one live mon’s
better’n tert dead. An’ 1 call you t” witness
Ah've kep’oop steam s’ long as was hoom-
anlee possible.”

“All right, chief. You’re a good man,
and 1’1l make it tip to you, never fear. Let
the engine-room go to --—- for a while. My

whole crew’s had the impudence to
mutiny.”

“'Tis too bad,” the chief murmured,
shifting his grip on his spanner and moving
his left arm comfortably in his sling.

Blood dripped from a fresh cut over his
brow, but he took no notice. His greasy
blue-serge jacket was in ribbons. Three
men lay stunned with cracked heads in
the stokehole below, but Mackenzie did
not consider the fact worth mentioning now
that he knew the whole crew was in open
mutiny apparently.

“I’'m thinking—" observed Orville after
a moment’s silence.

“Tis a bad habit.
worrk.”

“—that it’d be a good idea to have a
drink.”

Mackenzie chuckled.

“Ye sh’d 'a’ been a Scotchmon,” he said.

“l wouldn’t have paid thirty thousand
for this bundle of grief had | been. Well,
le’s go.”

But soomtimes it’ll

ORVILLE led the way to his cabin

and rummaged in the locker for the

whisky and glasses. On the bridge
outside the wounded helmsman could be
heard groaning monotonously to himself
over his injuries. On the floor of the cabin
the steward was just beginning to stir and
sigh. Mackenzie looked down on him
thoughtfully and then up at the industrious
Orville.

“Is thi’ chiel one o’ them, sorr?”

“Yep. | beaned him with a Colt. Swine
had the nerve to handle one of my whisky-
bottles.”

“Guid way, b’t na so eeffective as a
spanner. We’ll suppose he’s still danger-
ous. Ah c’n quiet him.”

The chief leaned down and rapped the
steward smartly over the head with his
spanner. The unfortunate man ceased
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stirring uneasily and sighing and lapsed
into unconsciousness again. He would be
unavailable for some time.

“Here’s how,” said Orville calmly as he
lifted his half-filled glass.

“T’ yere heal’.”

The chief drank slowly, appreciatively,
a wild-looking figure with his slung arm,
his shiny spanner, his flaming mustache
and his battle-worn garments.

A man stepped into the shaft of light
from the open doorway of the cabin.
Orville, seeing him over the top of his tilted
glass, raised his automatic without ceasing
to drink, but after a moment lowered it
again. The chief merely squinted out of
one eye and poised his spanner in case of
attack. The man was the carpenter.

“Please—please, sir, don’t think 1'm in
with all this,” the man commenced falter-
ingly, taking in the steward’ inert body
with frightened eyes.

He was a lean, gray-bearded Welshman.
Some men thought him a little crazy, and
perhaps he was. But he was a good sailor,
like Orville a relic of older, wilder, sterner
days, a man of the old clipper ships, equally
adept at carpentering, sailmaking, or just
plain able seaman’s work.

He fixed his bloodshot, faded blue eyes
on Orville after he spoke, without devoting
one glance to the chief.

Orville finished his drink and refilled his
glass before replying. He nodded to Mac-
kenzie, who emptied his first glass and
passed it for refilling also. Orville then
grunted and examined his liquor against
the light from the electric bulb in the
deck head. Then he turned to the anx-
iously awaiting carpenter.

“There’s going to be trouble round here,
a heap of trouble,” he snarled. “I’'m deal-
ing out sudden death and pain indiscrim-
inate from now on. Is that clear? I'm
glad to find out you’re not one of that
murd’rous mob, carpenter.”

“Is there anything | can do for you,
sir?” the old man pleaded, anxious to prove
to his captain that he was loyal.

Orville considered for a moment, sipped
his liquor and then looked at Mackenzie.
But apparently the last thought the chief
had in mind was one of.combating the
mutiny.

“Ah wonner wha’s goin’ on in Glasgaw
t’ni’,” he murmured softly to the bottom
olhis glass.
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Orville grunted.

“Well,” he said at last to the carpenter,
“you might do one thing. Open the fore-
peak.”

“The forepeak, sir?”

The man’s eyes bulged. He must have
thought his captain had gone mad. He
couldn’t see the connection.

“Sure, the forepeak. And leave it open.
Is that clear? Don’t stand there gaping
like a blasted fool! Do as you’re told!”

“Yessir, yessir; the forepeak, sir. But
you won’t think 1’'m mixed up------

“1 think nothing. Open that forepeak,
leave it open, and recall to the crew the
whisky’s down there, and I'll see you come
out all right. Come here and take a drink.”

“No, sir; no, sir; 1’d rather not, sir. |
don’t drink, sir. You see my father’
brother used to------

“Naturally. Rim along now.”

“Yessir; the forepeak, sir.”

Bobbing his head, the old man disap-
peared into the darkness beyond the beam
of light from the cabin door. -

“An’ mi’ Ah ask th’ connection ’tween
th’ forepeak an’ th’ mutineers, sorr?”

“You can. Whisky!”

“1” th’ forepeak?”

“In the hold. They broke the bulkhead
door down.”

“An’ ’tis still doon?”

“It is.”

“Ah fear ye sh’d have kept th’ forepeak
shut.  Ye’ll ken we’ll be thurrsty oursel’s
when th’ war is pas’.”

The chief shook his head sadly. What a
waste of good Scotch!

“Uh-huh!” grunted Orville indifferently.
“But the crew’ll be easier to handle if
they’re drunk. Well, le’s go.”

“Wha to?”

“How the------ should I know? On the
bridge, I guess. |’m still thinking about my
two mates—three mates | should say.
Three good men gone in a night. Isn’t
it always so, Mackenzie?”

His voice grew sad and reflective.

“Youre a man who’s traveled and ven-
tured. Isn’t it always the way when a
man picks up with a decent, clean-cut,
get-it-done bunch? Something always hap-
pens to split them up. They die, get killed
or married, or go away—away.

“There were four of us in the old island
days—McGoff, Severn, Hawke and myself.
All gone except Hawke, an’ he sails his

own ship still from Apia. McGoff died of
a spear wound in the Louisade bush; saved
m’ life then. Severn went out with black-
water on the West Coast, near ‘Sierra
Leone. We were running a Chinese slave-
ship at the time. All gone.

“l knew Hayes and Towns and Roberts
in the old days. They’re gone. Never
knew it to fail. It’s like the blasted raia
that comes and turns a smiling garden
into a marsh that reeks and steams. Every
time you get in with a good bunch some-
thing happens.

“But I’m an old fool, chief. | can locate
any sort of a plan yet. Suggestanything?”

“Na, na, I canna thin’ either, cept ye
sh’n’ let th’ forepeak b’ lef” open.”

“You drunken Scotchman!
think of is whisky and steam.”

“So, so. Men have died f’ less.” -

The two went on the bridge, Mackenzie
peering cautiously out of the cabin before
exposing his body, in the chance that some
one might be waiting to hit him so soon as
he showed. Orville switched off the light
and closed the cabin door behind him. No
one was in sight save the still groaning
helmsman.

With Mackenzie at his heels Orville made
for the for’ard dodger and peered over.
There was no one in sight on the foredeck.
Apparently the mutineers had decided to
let the bridge severely alone, or had de-
pended on the helmsman and the steward
being able to handle Orville.

The little millionaire cupped his hands
round his mouth and sent a hail to the
fo’csle head. But there was no answering
hail. It was apparent that the lookout was
among the mutineers aft or ’midships or
wherever they happened to be. Mackenzie
shook his head mournfully.

“’Tis no manner 0’ use t’ shout.
have us guid an’ proper.”

“Shut up croaking. [I’m still master o<
this packet, and 11l have her trim and ship-
shajie by this time t’morrow.”

“Ah’m no’ sayin’ ye’re no’ a wunnerful
mon, sorr,” the chief responded. “But ye
have ’n awful task afore ye.”

“I've handled worse.”

“Mebbe, mebbe. Well, ye c’n coun’ on
me f” anythin’. Ah've nought t’ live for.”

“Well, don’t keep on croaking then.
Shut up and get cheerful,” Orville snarled.

Then suddenly—

“1’m going aft!”

All you

They
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“Is no’ that wha’ th’ crew is?”

“It is. And that's where ray mates are
too.”

“Is there any chan’ soever o’ gettin’ at
em?”

“Not by deck. But come an’ I'll show
you @ way, you — Scotchman. Wanta
gun?”

“Na, na; Ah have ma-—- 7

“Keep your --—-- spanner. C’m’ long.

You'lll want y’ ner\e.”

“AhVve tha’all th’ time. Ah ne’er foun’
a mon yet that’d go wha Ah c’dn’.”

“Good. Now grab that spanner of yours,
walk soft, and—shut—up!”’

The two men moved silently aft.

IX

WHEN Peterson left the side of the

stricken McKellip and charged aft

shooting wildly, he had no clear idea
of what he was going to do, or even of what
he was doing. He acted on his primitive
passions and promptings.

UnlikeJOrville he had no imagination and
was as cool as an icicle terthe point where a
crisis actually broke. Then he was apt to
fly loose, so to speak. He grew excited. He
was at an age where he made an excellent
second in command. In ten years’ time
perhaps he would be a good first in com-
mand. But he had yet to learn the
principles of controband balance.

So it was that when a man dropped from
the ratlines of the main rigging almost
at McKellip’s<feet and threw a knife with
terrific force into the astonished second
officer, Peterson had known at first utmost
coolness. He had turned to the stricken
Yankee to see if he was hurt when the man
had fled to the blackness by the poop. Mc-
Kellip had swayed a bit on his feet, sworn
a bitter oath and coughed, but not fallen.
It Was not until another knife came from
the darkness aft and took him in the throat
that he pitched forward and rolled in the
SCUppers.

Peterson had bent over the body, noticed
the knife protruding from the vital spot,
caught McKeUip’s dying whisper of “Sorry
for—the Britisher. Had a wife—
kids—kids and—" as he also caught the
last little twinkle in the Yankee’s glazing
eyes.

McKellip had crumbled at last, a few
seconds only after the second knife, and

then Peterson had gone mad. In an excess
of terrible rage, his whole magnificent body
aching to tear some one from limb to limb,
he tore aft in the direction from which the
last knife had come. He did not even
remember shouting back to Orville. « He
was a fighting-machine pure and simple,
unconscious of or indifferent to odds.

No knives had come from the darkness
to meet him. He saw nothing until he
plunged into the alleyway under the poop
deck on the starboard side. Then he caught

vague glimpse of forms closing on him.

They had him at a disadvantage. He was
coming from the starlight into the shadow.
They could see him much more clearly than
he could see them.

He tripped over a rope stretched knee
high and fell forward in a long, profane
sprawl. He was on his feet almost at the
same instant that a dozen men’s hands
fastened on him. He bellowed with rage,
shot away theriast cartridge in his revolver
and then commenced to deal maiming blows
with his great fists. ¢

The fight raged for nearly three minutes.
No attempt was made to knife the trapped
man—he understood why later on—but at
the same time there was little respect shown
for his personal health. He was kicked and
punched and chewed and scratched, and
thrice hit over the head with a piece of
two-b’-four, such as is used for stowing car-
go, before he went limp and pitched to the
deck, dragging half a dozen men with him.

“Tie him up and pitch him in the wheel-
house. We’ll have that ——rat of a skipper
here in a few minutes.”

Slim Walker’s voice had lost all the
smoothness it had once possessed. It had
lost it since the defeat in the fo’csle the
previous night.

The man had become an individual with
a naked, raw soul, a raging fiend to whom
revenge in the most melodramatic sense
was now sweeter than anything else in the
world.

There is nothing that can hurt so much as
a blow to a man’s personal vanity. And for
Slim Walker, who had been in his day
likened by beautiful*romen to a Greek god,
to be forced to go through life with a dis-
figured face was terrible.

Indeed, he honestly believed that Peter-
son had as good as killed him when he had
smashed his nose. As a prospective gentle-
man and a mover in the set his soul craved,
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he was finished with a ruined face. He was
dead so far as his life-long ambition was
concerned. And when a man’s greatest and
most cherished dream has crumbled nothing
else seems to matter much for quite a long
time.

With the ruining of his classical features
Slim Walker had forgotten all about his
original desire to capture the lonia, and
also what that desire was based on. Every-
thing went to the winds while he plotted
personal vengeance.

He was not thinking of the five thousand
pounds in silver in the captain’s cabin when
he saw his plans rapidly and successfully
maturing. Nor was he plotting ahead as to
what he would do when the lonia was his.

His only desire was to tear the very face
off of the yellow-haired giant mate, to feel
the life leave the corded throat under his
tightening fingers, to see the blue eyes bum,
then fade, relax and glaze. That was the
reason the knives had been flung in the first
place at McKellip and not at Peterson.
Walker wanted the latter alive if possible.
He would have Peterson killed only after
he had finished with him.

Leaving four men to guard the poop and
to watch in the event of Orville putting in
an appearance—he could be heard in con-
flict on the bridge deck—Walker went with
the rest of his followers—he had firemen and
all behind him now—into the wheel-house
with his captive.

As soon as the door clanged shut the
lights were switched on, the portholes hav-
ing been previously made opaque by the
iron storm-shutters having been dropped
over them and screwed tightly down. Thus
it was that the alleyways under the poop
were as dark as ever in spite of the lighted
wheel-house.

Peterson was pitched against the port,
bulkhead, opposite the great cogged quad-
rant that moved the rudder when the steam
gear was operated from the wheel on the
bridge. But the quadrant did not move
now, and the steam gear was silent and still
save for a slight hissing of steam.

A long-drawn, sighing sort of clanking
came from the rudder which ran up beside
the pivot of the quadrant, as the seas swung
the rudder first one way and then the other.

The air of the wheel-house was hot and
reeking with steam and oil, doubly hot be-
cause of the tropic night outside. The scent
of packed humanity did not tend to im-

prove matters at all, and the stench as-
whole was enough to make any one sir.
a sailor turn somewhat sick.

The floor was a mess of grease and o
and burned matches and red paint that ur_
somewhat sticky, never having had a prof-;,
chance to dry. To the after end of the hoc-
above the pivot post of the massive QEi
rant and to either side of it, blocks il.
tackles, lamps and coal-sacks and fee
buckets hung from a rope stretched betwet
two big shackles fastened into holes in
steel deckhead beams. This assortment a
junk moved with a rattle and a gratis,
harsh, rubbing noise every time the Im-
pitched or rolled.

Slim Walker looked down on his captrr.
and would have sneered had not the actk-
been too painful for his battered a5
bandaged nose. So he spat to supplants,
what would have been a sneer if a twint
of pain hadn’t checked it.

The yellow-haired giant, still unconsaot
was bound hand and foot with a couple u
heaving-lines. A frapped seizing held L?
elbows behind him, and a similar lashm;
held his knees together. No man has eve
succeeded in getting out of that tie-up whs
made by seamen.

The mutineers present—consisting d
every one on the ship excepting only tic
carpenter, the steward and the helmsman,
the four left outside to watch, and the fin
men left in the engine-room—crowde:
round in a big semicircle. Several erf then
were injured slightly, some from the chit
spanner. The engine-room, after the ex
pulsion of Mackenzie and the killing <fho
three engineers, had been nearly desertec
Practically every one was aft

SLIM WALKER, nursing his die:
and bandaged wrist, stirred his cap-
tive in the ribs with his shoe toe.

“Come on! Quit that shamming. Hoii
your head up. Fetch a bucket of watc.
one of you, and wash the swine’s head."

A coal-blackened fireman with a cm’,
thin mouth and beady, violet-colored eye
took a fire-bucket off the rope line aft or-
disappeared out of one of the doors, tie
lights being switched off until he had dose!
the door behind him. He knocked before
he entered again, and the lights were
switched off until he had closed the door
once more. Thus the alleyways were il
kept in darkness.
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The man who had brought the water
dashed it violently into Peterson’s face, to
th e great glee of the mutineers, who laughed
amongst themselves and took turns in
kicking the prostrate man.

He very slowly came to, lifting his split-
ting head wearily and blinking in the bright
light. He suddenly became aware that he
was very wet and sore and bruised. Every
solitary bone and muscle in his body felt
to be aching and individually and collec-
tively complaining and crying out in protest.

Stupidly he looked down and wriggled his
arms. He saw his tied legs stretched on the
clammy, greasy deck before him and knew
that his arms must be tied likewise. He
could scarce feel his hands at all, so numb
were they.

He looked up and into the leering grin
of the violet-eyed man who had brought the
sea-water. He let his somewhat fuddled
gaze wander from the violet-eyed man over
the semicircle of grinning, cruel faces of the
scum of the world, men beyond the pale.

Peterson shivered a little. He wondered
where Orville was. Then he remembered
he had left him on the bridge deck at the
head of the after companion. Also he re-
membered McKellip and the twinkle of his
eye,'his brave spirit, the fire of the race
within him that had made him so likable.
And the knife-haft protruding from Mc-
Kellip’s lean .throat. Peterson’s shiver of
apprehension turned to a quiver of rage.
B ut he did not speak.

“Awake at last, en?” snarled Slim Walker;
and, drawing back his fop he deliberately
kicked his captive full in the face with all
his force, banging Peterson’s head with a
terrific crack against the steel bulkhead
behind him and very nearly stunning him.

Peterson groaned iiwoluntarily and
sniffed with the same lack of volition. He
could feel his nose pouring blood and knew
it was skinned completely. Also he knew
his lips were split. He spat feebly, and Slim
Walker grinned with triumph.

“Now you know how | felt when you hit
me,------ you!”

“Wish 1°d "a’ mdde it harder.
could have killed you had 1---—--"

Walker kicked at him again even more
viciously than before; but this time by a
quick twist of his head Peterson evaded the
punishing shoe and allowed it to strike
the steel bulkhead with toe-tingling force.
Walker spat out an oath and hoppe<Labout

Man, |

on one leg, holding his injured extremity
with his one sound hand.

There was a yelp of delight and a burst of
laughter from the mutineers. They could
enjoy pain from their leader as well as from
his victim.

“I’ll repay that in about five minutes,”
Walker grated gaspingly, endeavoring to
grin himself.

He looked hideous in his bandaged face
and with his swollen, bandaged wrist; and
his dark eyes glowed big and flaming with
deep, undying hatred. He dropped his foot
gingerly to the floor after a while and then,
taking the fire-bucket from the man who
brought the sea-water, he turned it upside
down on the floor and sat on it, facing
Peterson, who looked him full in the eyes
and waited tensely.

“Now, Mr. Mate, I'll say a few words
before | start smashing that pretty face of
yours to ribbons. Then 1"l kill you. You
disfigured me for life by interfering between
that little swine of a skipper and myself,
and soon | ‘'m going to get even.

“You’d have done well to stay in Apia
instead of coming on this packet. She’s
mine now; d’ you get that? Your precious
Mr.—Brown, a stinking Englisher you
dragged up from the fo’csle, is dead and food
for fishes.”

“So’s Tim Corrony,” put in the man with
the violet eyes with a grin.

There was a sullen murmur of assent from
the surrounding semicircle.

“Yes,” agreed Slim Walker; “sos Tim
Corrony.  Your precious Mr. Brown
jumped overboard with him, if that’ll please
you to hear, as soon as he saw he was
trapped and couldn’t get away.”

Peterson mustered a twisted grin.

“Good for Brown!” he said.

His inquisitor leant forward and caught
him a backhand blow across the mouth.

“Ill do the talking! McKellip, the
traitorous-—-—-, is dead. He’s got a couple
0’ knives in him as no doubt you know.
They could ’a’ been just as easy put into
you; but | wanted you for a little plan of
my,own, savvy? And with McKellip dead
and Brown dead and you a prisoner who'll
soon be dead, who’ there left to help you?

“That rat of a skipper’s no ---—- good;
don’t think so for a minute. There’s two
men attending to him now. The helmsman
knew what to do when you left the bridge,
and | sent the steward to help him.
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“Thought he was clever—didn’t you?—
the skipper breaking our knife-points like
they did in the old days, so I’ve heard.
Well, all we had to do was to take some
more from the bundle the carpenter keeps
for scraping bright-work with. Easy,
wasn’t it?

“An’ it was so easy for the surviving man
of the two | sent aft, when the helmsman
whistled and told us some one was easy
game, to come and tell me when Brown was
got out of the way. | guessed you fools’d
come and look for him so I rustled all hands
aft and told the ‘black crowd’ to start their
little dance below. They did. They wiped
out their bosses.

“You see, | knew it’d be easy to trap you
birds when you came along in the dark.
An’ these dagoes here ch throw knives like
birds. You came t’look for the English fool
just as | suspected. You were------ careless
about it.

“We waited for you, all hands. See, the
firemen are all here with me, ‘cept two I
let tend the donkey boiler and keep the
lights goin’. That lanky Scotchman is keep-
ing company with your swine of a skipper,
and they’re both shaking in their shoes now
if they aren’t already dead. They ought to
be by now; | sent two men to finish ’em.
We’ll clean em out before moming'if they’re
not anyway. Plenty of time.

“They cant do a thing. If they try to
come aft my men’ll get 'em. And if they
stay on the bridge we can surround them
and starve ’em to death. |’ve got every-
thing thought out. You’ll admit my rea-
soning was and is good?

“You yellow-haired, stinkin’square-head,
now |’m going to show you just where you
come in in the little scheme. Harry, hand
me the mallet.”

The man with the violet eyes grinned
evilly and chuckled. He pushed his way
through the grinning semicircle. The muti-
neers had already tasted blood, had felt
the keen thrill of killing, and they were
licking their lips in anticipation of indulging
in more, or at the least in seeing more.

Harry pushed back again in a few mo-
ments, bearing a heavy short-handled, long-
barreled and iron-banded calking-mallet.
Slim Walker took it in his one sound hand
and rose to his feet shaking it menacingly
back and forth. His dark eyes glittered
and glowed.

“1’m going to smash in your face with
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this, Mr. Mate. |’'m going to calk your
skull with the meat of your good looks. 1’m
going to tear every'last bloody, rotten,
crawling bit of flesh off your front, you
yellow-haired------ 7

Peterson went white,

flinched.
I “Mutiny carries a death penalty. Ever
thought of that? These seas are pretty well
patrolled by Great Britain and other big
nations.

“Don’t be a fool, man. Put down that
mallet and untie me. If a cruiser comes
along and finds you wandering about with-
out officers you’ll have to do some tall
explaining, believe me. | appeal to you
men.”

The helpless giant’s voice held just the
vaguest hint of a tremor. The bravest
would have known the pangs of horror at
what Slim Walker was about to do.

But the semicircle of eager men merely
grinned at the victim’s pleas. Slim Walker’s
voice rose to almost a scream. He was
panting in the delicious anticipation of pas-
sion about to be realized. His heart could
almost be heard, so violent was its beating.
His eyes dwelt hotly, caressing and buniing,
on Peterson’s face as they had never dwelt
on a beautiful woman. He raised the calk-
ing-mallet shoulder high and waited to still
his shaking limbs.

“Cruisers- be Th”, whole of the
British Empire and the United States com-
bined couldn’t stop me now. Never you
worry about me, Mr. Mate. Just worry
about your pretty face. You’ll go faceless
to your g™ave, which’ll be the sea.

“If 1 thought you had a woman waiting
anywhere for you | ’d preserve your smashed
head and send it to her. Hold his head still
between your knees, Harry.”

The man with the violet eyes slipped be-
tween the bulkhead and Peterson’s back.
He opened his legs and gripped the yellow-
haired head with his bony knees, squeezing
them together to make sure the giant should
not twist clear.

“Don’t hit me,” Harry said anxiously.

There was Hgeneral laugh. Slim Walker
scowled and frowned.

“Don’t be a fool. | sha’n’t hityou. 1'm
hitting Mr. Mate’s nose a bit. 1’ll have him
needing my bandages before I’'m through.”

“Give me a fighting chance, Walker,”
pleaded Peterson desperately. “I’ll fight
four™f you with knives if you like. Only

but he never
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let me die on my feet, not tied up like a
chicken.” *

“Go ahead and ’it “im, Slim,” skng out
one man from the crowd.

There was a chorus of “Go ahead.”
Peterson shivered, but he kept his eyes
fixed unwinking on Walker’s face.

The disfigured man grinned evilly and
raised the mallet as far above his head as
he could. Then he swung it down and
outward, aiming full for the mate’s face,
already streaked with blood from a bleeding
nose and a split lip.

The blow was a bad one. Slim Walker’s
right wrist had a bullet in it and was useless.
H e was using his left hand to trip the mallet
with, and any one who is normally right-
handed can not aim very well with an
awkward calking-mallet gripped in the un-
familiar left hand.

The blow hit Peterson violently on the
left shoulder, turning him sick and starting
the cold sweat breaking out on his forehead.
H e had flinched as he caught the wind of the
blow by his ear and had thought his face
was gone.

The blow had also just grazed Harry’s
knee, and that worthy protested noisily.
But Slim Walker took no heed. He was
now past all reason and calmness, and he
swung the heavy mallet up again with a
shrill oath and prepared for another blow
which this time should come nearer the
mark.

WHEN Orville and Mackenzie

reached the after end of the bridge

deck, past the engineers’ empty
quarters, the little millionaire, motioning
for absolute silence, drew the lean chief’s
ear down to his own mouth, so close that
his wisp of sandy mustache tickled as he
spoke.

“lI’'m going to try the derricks, chief.
It’ll have to be done quietly. If they hear
us they might see us, and they’ll throw their
------ knives or wait till we run into a trap.
Then we’ll have to go back and think of
something else. Is that clear?”

The chief nodded his head violently to
show that he understood; and, slipping his
twelve-inch shifting-spanner into his hip-
pocket and buttoning the same to make
sure the weapon did not fall out, he prepared
to follow Orville.

Now the lonia carried just four derricks
on her mainmast—thick, well-oiled booms

used for lifting cargo from the holds and
depositing it on the wharf or vice versa.
When not in use these derricks, two stretch-
ing aft from the mast for use over number
four hatch, two stretching for’ard for use
over number three hatch, were lowered bv
means of the great falls that held them, via
a heavy gin-block shackled on to the cross-
trees and a stout wire that ran from the
boom-head through the gin and so down
to the top of a big four-sheaved block and
tackle, the fall, which ran up and down the
mast, fastening at the bottom by means
of another four-sheave block hooked to a
dead-eye in the deck.

When lowered, each derrick fell into a
slot made for it on the for’ard edge of the
poop deck. That was in the case of the
after stretching-derricks. In the case of
those stretching for’ard a slot waited for
each in the edge of the bridge deck, abaft
the engineers’ quarters.

Thus it was that when all derricks were
lowered and lashed into place, they lay
straight with the well-deck about ten feet
or so above it, and formed a means of
getting from the bridge deck to the poop
without forcing a man to pass down the
companion and go along the well-deck

Orville was about to attempt the path of
the derricks. He knew that should he creep
aft along the well-deck those under the
poop would be almost sure to see him as he
would be on a level with their eyes. But if
he could only get along on one of the derrick
booms he might stand a chance of reaching
the poop deck unobserved, unless some of
the mutineers happened to be keeping a
watch from there also. Then too, were he
discovered from the deck to be creeping
along the boom, he would not be in such
a vulnerable position for knives, for the
great curve of the two-foot-diameter spar
would serve to shelter him.

He crawled out on the boom that lay on
the starboard side of the bridge deck and
whispered to Mackenzie to take the port
one. The lean Scotchman was not an adept
climber any more than Orville, both men
being long past their youthful suppleness,
and the chief had some difficulty in sticking
to his precarious seat. But he was game to
try anything once.

To work a way along a boom, perfectly
smooth and some six or seven feet round,
on a dark night, with the thought that
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knives might g.ny moment come whizzing
by, is no pleasant task- Several times
Mackenzie almost fell off, twice through
grabbing at his spanner, which kept
threatening to fall out of his hip pocket
despite its buttoned-up condition. Orville
on such nerve-racking occasions lay per-
fectly still and cursed softly and fluently
in half a dozen languages until the chief
had recovered his balance and was ready,to
resume, somewhat ruffled as to temper and
dignity.

But the farther he went the more adept
the chief seemed to become at derrick-
crawling. By the time the two men reached
ihe main-mast and were preparing to leave
one boom at the gooseneck and start off
mgain at the gooseneck of the other, crossing
over the mast table, Mackenzie was a fairly
reliable crawler and had ceased swearing so
vtirdly.

So far there had been no movement below
from the poop alleyways to indicate that
anything had been seen to arouse suspicions.
No knives had come from the darkness and
no sounds.

Orville began to believe that the chief
and he would achieve their object in perfect
safety. Had he known that the four men
left to watch the well-deck were at that
precise moment grinning evilly to them-
selves and pressing their ears against the
wheel-house doors to listen to the con-
versation going on within, he might even
bas e ventured to try the quicker and more
open way of getting aft along the deck
itself.

As it was, the chief and he reached the
poop in safety and without being seen.
They clambered quietly from their booms
to the poop deck with the aid of the great
wire stay; and, slipping at once into the
utter darkness beneath the low reels of
hawser wire, they crouched perfectly still.

For perhaps five minutes eneither man
moved or even dared to breathe above a
faint sigh. And then, as their hearts stilled
a little and nothing happened, they con-
cluded they were safe from discovery for
the time being. A low hum of voices came
from the wheel-house below them, but they
could not distinguish words.

Orville poked his head above the parti-
cular wire reel he happened to be under and
took a cautious look around. So far as he
could see the poop itself was deserted. But
of course he could not be sure, what with

the shadows from the lifeboats and the deck
cargo of fresh vegetables in the very crate
of die deck, near a lifebelt chest aqd a fin
bucket rack.

Still, the chance would have to be take-
They had come so far that they must rik
a lot more to make the coming worth while

“Hang on to my shirt tail,” whispered
Orville tensely.

“Ah’iu coomin’,” the chief sent bad;
and the next moment he was, a lean, dan
figure crawling on all fours and holding tm
his precious spanner in his sound right hand
Orville chuckled and set off aft, on all fous
himself, with the utmost caution and keep-
ing a sharp lookout.

’Midships, near the dark pile of the deck
cargo, he passed by one of those little, lov,
mushroom ventilators, used to keep the ar
more or less pure when the larger andonorc
cumbersome ventilators are apt to be in tie
way. Crawling on all fours as he wes
Orville’s ear was just above the round top
of the mushroom, and he could plainly her
what was going on below. He motioned
to the chief I>ehind him to stop for a mamen:
while he listened.

“You disfigured me for life by interfering
between that little swine of a skipper and
myself, and soon I’'m going to get even.”
Orville heard.

The voice was Slim Walker’s. But whom
was he talking to? The little millionaire
listened intently for a few moments and
then caught, “Good for Brown!” in Peter-
son’s voice.

Excitedly Orville turned on the chid and
gripped his arm.

“Peterson’s alive yet. They’ve got bin;
down there, and that Walker swine is going
to do something to him. Haven’t got the
drift of it yet. But ¢’'m ’long; we can't
waste time listening. That boy needs mt
badly, I’ve a hunch;and 1’'m going.”

“Lead on, sorr,” whispered Mackenzie
dryly. “Ye’re wastin’ time talkin’.”

With a snort Orville left the mushroom
ventilator and continued aft on his hand*
and knees. He was fairly certain now tha!
the poop itself was deserted, for during all
the passage from the boom-h"ads to the
shadows of the lifeboats he did not see one
single thing to lead him to believe other-
wise, nor hear one single sound.

He concluded that as Peterson was pris-
oner below all the mutineers were listening
to Walker speaking to him. Doubtless it



I’'ll Show 'Em 61

was concluded by them"that the helmsman
and the steward were enough to keep him,
Orville, busy.

T he little millionaire paused right at the
edge of the poop deck aft, where the iron
fair-lead for the deep-sea sounding-wire
raised itself. He lay flat on his stomach
and peered over the wide beading to the
deck below. The white glow from the stern
light dazzled him for a moment, and he
shifted his position and shaded his eyes with
his hands.

He noticed that the lonia had lost way
with the desertion of the engine-room. Yet
the mutineers must have left some one at
the donkey boiler because the dynamos
were running. If they were not, if there
was no steam kept up, the lights would fail.

Orville was, of course, correct in this
assumption. Slim Walker, not wishing the
light to go out unless it was absolutely
necessary that they should do so to enable
him to carry out his plans, had ordered two
of the firemen to keep steam up in the
donkey boiler.

They did not care for the task, but Slim
Walker was not to be denied. He promised
to have them relieved as soon as possible.
He would have made use of hurricane lamps
but for the fact that all the oil happened
to be in the locked forepeak—Ilocked at

least when he had last looked.

Another thing: Steam was needed to
pump fresh water from the tanks below to
the deck-tank and for other such tasks,
such as cooking. Vfclker was looking just
far enough ahead to remember that he
would need the engines and plenty of steam
as soon as the lonia was completely his.

ORVILLE could hear no one on the

deck below the poop from where

he was peering, nor could he even
hear the hum of conversation from the
wheel-house; the sigh of the breathing sea
prevented that. With a whispered word of
caution to the chief, the little millionaire
slipped over the edge of the deck, hung
with hands on the beading, swung himself
inboard and let go.

There was not more than four feet of
deck between the after rounded end of the
wheel-house and the rail, and Orville very
nearly smashed into the steel bulkhead.
He checked himself as he landed on his
toes by holding off with his hands, and
straightened up at last without having

made very much noise. He listened for a
while and then crept round the house to the
starboard side.

His heart almost stopped beating when
he saw outlined against the stars in the
oblong shaped opening for’ard of the alley-
way the heads and shoulders of two men.
They were bent inward, listening at the
wheel-house door, and Orville breathed
easily once again as he understood then-
actions.

He crept back and round to the port
side of the deck and saw the two other
watchmen occupied in the same listening
attitude. Apparently there were only four
men under the poop in the alleyways on
watch. The thing he had in mind should
be easy. He returned to the rail aft and
called Very softly to the Scotchman.

The chief dropped inboard all of a scram-
bling heap and Orville kicked him savagely
to stop him from swearing. The twdve-
inch shifting-spanner clinked against the
deck and Orville swore himself then. For
several minutes both men remained mo-
tionless. But the watchmen were too much
interested to hear anything save the con-
versation inside the house, and the sigh of
the sea obscured all minor sounds.

“We’ll take the starboard side first. We’ll
have to act quick and snappy and quiet if
possible. Is that clear?” Orville whispered.
“There's two men each side of the poop
and they’re listening to what’s being said
inside the house. Savvy?”

“Lead on, sorr,” Mackenzie grunted
with a low rasp in his voice, taking a better
grip on his spanner.

“Shut up!” Orville snarled and then went
ahead, treading lightly as a ghost round the
curve of the house and upon the listening
watchmen.

The thing was really absurdly simple, the
surprize complete. The great coils of eight-
inch hawser lying in the alleyways gave
ample cover, and there was one big coil
right opposite the door at which the men
were standing. Petefson not having had
time that day to get the stuff put below as
Orville had instructed him.

The men were standing too in a position
very awkward for sudden defense. Their
ears were flat against the door and their
hips distorted out of shape. They dared
not open the door a bit to listen. Slim
Walker had pointed out that it was not
certain that Orville and Mackenzie had been
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disposed of yet, and the slightest light on
the poop alleyways would give them a
chance to shoot straight.

Not that Walker doubted that Orville
was dead by that time. Surely two strong
men could manage a little individual like
the skipper. But still, Walker had ordained
no light in the alleyways when he had laid
his trap for Peterson and McKellip and he
M the ruling still run. And so it was that
the curious watchers had to be content with
a closed door and muffled words.

Orville stepped suddenly from the shelter
of the rope coil near by and hit one man
under the ear with the butt of his auto-
matic. The man’s head thudded against
the door, but the noise inside prevented the
sound from being clearly heard. He dropped
like a log.

The other man straightened and turned
and opened his mouth to utter a crv of
astonishment. Also he swiftly for
the ugly knih>iu. wore in his belt. But
Mackenzie reached for him with his spanner
rs a lazy, good-natured bear reaches for
some honey, and the man dropped mute
beside his companion.

Orville bound the two of them with their
own belts and with the lines attached to
two cork fenders he found inside the rope
coils. Then he gagged them with strips
torn from their own singlets.

“Next side,” he grunted briefly and crept
round the poop again.

Mackenzie followed him closely, and the
two of them worked along toward the other
watchers, who, all unconscious of their
approach, were in almost the same attitudes
their shipmates on the starboard side had
been.

The last rope coil near the door was some-
what farther aft than the one the other side
had been, and a short run would be neces-
sary to reach the intent victims. Orville
was just tensing himself for it when a terrible
scream rang out.

X

ONE moment the only sounds had
been somewhat soothing to the
ear—the lisp of the light wind in
the scanty steamship rigging, the sigh of
the lifting and falling sea and the occasion-
ally heard hum of voices from within the
wheel-house. Next moment the night was
battered with fearful cries of mortal agony.

The shrieks throbbed and echoic! all
over the ship. They were not separate
Each was a continuation of the last, vi-
brant with pain, rising and falling in equal
cadences, .seeming to split the throat that
uttered them.

The two listeners-by the door shot sud-
denly upright and gazed, startled, along the
deck. Orville and the chief rose cautiously
in the gloom and peered in the same direc-
tion, their nerres 4 little shaken at the
interruption.

Then from but of the port alleyway
under the bridge deck there burst a weird
figure, naked and gleaming ghostlike in the
starlight. It was the figure of a squat,
ungainly man with black, unshaven cheeks
and vivid, dark eyes that actually seemed
to glow.

Foam flecked the man’s lips and chin and
shoulders. He waved grotesque monster
arms, white and shapeless with bandages.
And he ran straight for the alleyway is
which the four men, two of whom were
unaware of the others’ presence, stood
dose to each other and stared wide-eyed.

“My God, the cook!” muttered Orville.
“Burnt his hands. Guess he’s in ------ 7

The two mutineers had no knowledge
of the cook’s drunken folly. Other fierce,
swift, moving events had driven the matter
from the minds of those who did know,
and they had not spread what in the
ordinary course of a voyage would have
been a subject for conversation for at least
a week. .

Thus it was that the two men, after one
scared look, tore open the door of the wheel-
house, forgetting instructions to the con-
trary, and with a frightened yell tumbled
inside, throwing consternation into .the
men within, who were just anticipating
Slim Walker’s mallet meeting with its
target.

When the door opened Orville and the
chief caught one vivid glimpse of things
and matters irtide, saw Slim Walker
taking his second smashing swing at Peter-
son and the mutineers standing round in a
semi-circle. Then the door slammed dint
again.

The insane, pain-racked cook tore aft
into the alley. He could not open the doors
of the wheel-house of course, even had he
wanted to, because of his bandaged hands:
and he passed right round the poop,
reached the rail aft, and Ihstead of curving
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to his left and continuing his mad run
down the starboard well-deck, shot straight
overboard.

The chief started up with the intention
of going aft, but Orville gripped his arm.

“Sit down, you mad Scotchman. It’s
no use. He’ crazy. He’ll sink like a
stone. ’Sides, how can we get a boat
out as things are?”

* *Tis true, sorr; ’tis true,” muttered the
chief' after a moment’s reflection and
thought, and shook his head mournfully.

He relaxed, and Orville dropped his arm.
There was a sudden silence in the wheel-
house, and then the door opened cautiously.
Slim Walker’s voice could be heard through
the narrow opening.

“Scared of something the skipper’s try-
ing to pull, 1’ll bet. That’s if that blamed
steward didn’t finish him. Ghosts? That
be----- for a tale. 1’1l go and see.”

Then the bandaged face of the man him-
self appeared round the door edge as it
opened wider, and he stepped out on the
deck with the whole body of mutineers
crowding after him, all looking somewhat
scared. ‘.

“P’raps it was Brown you saw, or
McKellip,” suggested a quavering voice.

Slim Walker turned on the speaker with
a snarl.

“Ghosts nothing!
lightl”

The light was hastily switched off by
some one. Orville and the chief crouched
low behind their rope coil and escaped
being seen. Indeed, no eyes were turned
in their direction. The two very much
frightened watchmen were pointing in the
direction of the bridge deck, from the base
of which they declared they had seen a
screaming white apparition emerge and
race upon them.

All eyes were turned in that direction.
Several men began looking over their
shoulders. Slim Walker, after a look fere
and aft and anxious to get back to Peterson,
spoke sharply.

“You’re dreaming. Or youVe both been
drinking. There’s nothing to be heard
now, and nothing to be seen. Stay here
and keep a lookout. Perhaps a couple
more of you might as well stay out here
too, in case the ‘ghosts’ shows up again.
Call me if he does.”

There was a grumble of protest from the
watchmen, but Walker silenced it with a

Turn out that------

snarl. Then he returned into the wheel-
house with his calking-mallet, leaving
four men, all of them a little apprehensive,
outside the door. Just as the door shut
and the lights were switched on again,
Orville heard Walker exclaim:

“Why haven’t Tony and Roderiz been in
shouting about ghosts? See if they’ve
seen anything, Harry.”

Orville guessed that Tony and Roderiz
were the two watchmen lying bound and
gagged and unconscious in the starboard
alley. He chuckled a bit and, rising,
slipped forward.  The chief spat on his
sound right hand, gripped hrs spanner
tightly and followed him.

The four watchmen could not see very
well, their eyes as yet not being accustomed
to the dark after the light of the wheel-
house. And they were too busy talking
among themselves to hear Orville and the
chief approach. The two men who had
been on watch before were very intent on
insisting it was a ghost they saw and
nothing else. Wherefore terror paralyzed
all four when the attack was made.

Orville clubbed one with his automatic
butt and the chief did likewise with his
spanner before the other two were fully
aware what was taking place. Orville’s
foot caught one of the remaining men in
the stomach and sent him sprawling, while
he hit the other between the eyes with his
fist, and followed the blow up with a rap
from the gun butt.

The chief fell on the man who had been
sent sprawling and spannered him into
quietness. Orville brushed down his coat
and chuckled as he surveyed the four
huddled forms.

“Scum, chief, every man Jack of them.
Lc’s go inside. Peterson’s in a fix.”

“As ye say, sorr.”

RffjSI ORVTLLE salved his second auto-
tkj& 1 matic from his hip pocket and, a
gUn jn each hand, approached the
wheel-house door. At a nod from him
Mackenzie Hung it back with a crash, and
the little millionaire stepped over the storm-
step and took three short paces inside.

“Put em up!” he snapped crisply, and
there was no mistaking his meaning.

He was blinking a little with the light in
his eyes, but he could see well enough to
shoot should necessity arise. Apparent’ 1
it was not going to. Slim Walker, startl



64

at the voice behind him, missed his third
swing with his calking-mallet and hit the
bulkhead with a thudding boom of steel
as Peterson ducked.

Harry, the man with the violet eyes, who
had slipped hastily outside the starboard
door to see what had become of the two
watchmen and had thus not been present
holding the yellow-haired giants head,
started to come in from the deck again as
Orville covered all hands. He remained
in the doorway, paralyzed, choking with the
news on his lips that the two watchmen
were bound and gagged.

Slim Walker turned slowly; every man’s
hands went slowly above his head. Tljeir
jaws dropped while the look of gleeful
anticipation they had worn over the con-
flict between Walker and Peterson faded
rapidly.

Walker knew who had spoken even be-
fore he turned. His face went white with
fear, and his eyes glittered with baffled
rage.

Peterson managed a grin as soon as the
first shock of his astonishment had worn
off.

“Hello,” he said feebly.

“Put ’em up. You, Walker!” Orville
snfbrled, his keen eyes racing back and forth
from one man to the other, taking in every
movement, every expression on every face.

With a cry of passion Slim Walker swung
up his mallet and dashed.for Peterson with
the intention of carrying out his threat
on the man who had wrecked his features
and his idols. Orville’s lips tightened.
He shot twice, once from each gun.

Walker stopped short with a look of in-
tense surprize. He uttered a gurgling cry
and then crumpled suddenly at the knees,
his mallet falling with a dull thud to the
deck.

“That wasn’t your blasted wrist,” said
Orville with a touch of humor, grim humor
at that.

The man with the violet eyes, still half
in and half out the doorway, leaned slightly
forward. He gaped and shot a look of
fear at the little millionaire. Slim Walker
had a neat hole above each eye.

“Come in! You at the door!”

Without a yord Harry entered the wheel-
house, letting the door swing from him, and
raised his hands above his head.

“Mr. Mackenzie, will you cut Mr. Peter-
son’s lashings?”

Adventure

“Ah will tha’J” rasped the chief, and he
made his way to the port bulkhead and
deftly plucked a knife from the belt of one
of the seamen near by and cut the seizings
that held the yellow-haired giant helpless.
He hummed a hymn the while he worked.

Peterson struggled to his feet with the
chief’s aid and massaged his numb wrists.
He found he could not walk very well just
yet, so he remained breathless from relief
and the pain of returning circulation, lean-
ing against the bulkhead.

“Will you now, Mr. Mackenzie, take one
of these guns and cover these men?”

Orville handed one automatic to the
chief. Then he walked across to Peterson
and handed him the other.

“Here, take this,” he grunted.

The mate nodded and turned his blue
eyes on the scowling faces of the scared
mutineers.

Orville jog-trotted aft to the rope
stretched across the wheel-house and re-
moved what light line he could find there,
some boat-lacing, log-line, two short heav-
ing-lines and some tape that had come off
of old lifebelts. He cut it all into lengths
and then proceeded to bind every one of
the mutineers hand and foot.

By the time all those in the wheel-house
had been secured the four watchmen out-
side on the port deck showed signs of re-
covering.  Orville promptly secured them
too, and then had all the helpless forms
dragged by Peterson into rows near the
steam gear.

The mutineers’ faces were pictures of
despair and wonder. They did not under-
stand how they had come to be trapped.
They had told off two men, the steward
and the helmsman, each of whom was
physically a powerful man, to catch the
captain unaware and dispose of him. The
task had looked easy.

Everything presumably had been planned
to the last detail. Slim Walker had assured
them it had anyway. And now he lay dead
on the greasy floor while his shipmates were
helpless and tied beside-him. And anyway
how had the captain and the chief engineer
managed to get aft past the watchmen?

Orville brushed off his clothes again,
snorted, breathed hard on his wisp of mus-
tache, and, pulling a somewhat crumpled
cigar from his pocket, proceeded to light
it with care. He puffed for a while and then
glared at his captives.
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“You swine’ll get what’s coming to you,”
he snarled. “I warned you, and | tried
to treat you like human beings so far as
you’d let me. From now on you’ll know
what---—--- is, for you've killed my mates.
Is that clear?”

He caught sight of Slim Walker’s body
lying on the deck in the grease and filth;
and, taking the automatic from Peterson’s
hand, he nodded toward the open door.

“Take that carrion out and pitch it over-
board!”

“But ye’ll surely gie th’ mon a fair bur-
rial?” the chief said, a little horrified.

“1ve been too--——- soft-hearted on this
packet. | gave the last two swine a burial.
Pitch him over, Peterson. 1’ll curse his
ghost if it comes back to haunt me. His
body’s legitimate shark-food. Make it
snappy now!”

Without a word Peterson bent and caught
the limp body by the slack of the shut;
and, carrying it as he might have carried
a Gladstone bag, he staggered out of the
wheel-house with* it, still being a little
shaky on his legs. He pitched the body
overboard with one heave and with little
regret, remembering the calking-mallet,
having to walk to the beginning of the well-
deck to get clear of the rope coils.

As he turned to reenter the wheel-house
three figures came toward him from the
shadows round the bridge deck. Hastily
the giant mate slipped to cover until he
saw who they were and that they were unh-
armed, and then he rose and masterfully
led them, very much astonished and cowed,
into the presence of Orville.

The little millionaire, standing with arms
akimbo in the very midst of his prostrate
captives, his cigar sticking up arrogantly
from the comer of his mouth, his deaf gray
eyes gleaming, snorted as he saw the three
newcomers.

“Hello, who’s this?” he grunted.

He recognized the carpenter, the steward
and the helmsman, the last two very much
disfigured with bruises and very scared.

He promptly knocked down the two
latter and tied them hand and foot. They
were too much taken aback at the sight of
their shipmates similarly bound to protest
even if that would have been any good.

They had picked themselves up—from
the bridge in the case of the helmsman, and
the cabin of Orville in the case of the stew-
ard—and conferred together after finding

65

no trace of the fiery little captain. And
they had decided to go aft and report to
the gathered mutineers that Orville had
disappeared.

On the way they had met the carpenter,
very much upset by what was going on
and mortally afraid that if the mutineers
did not succeed he would be held by the
authorities as their accomplice. Outwardly
of course, when in the mutineers’ presence
he always professed sympathy for their
cause.

Orville swung round on the gray-bearded
old man after he had finished tying the
other two, and the carpenter backed away
apprehensively. ¢

“l told you, sir, 1 wasn’t holding with
them—" he commenced quaveringly.

“Thats all right, carpenter. 1 just
wanted to tell you you can lock the fore5
peak again and keep it locked. 1 sha’n’t
need to have the crew drinking whisky
now.”

Mackenzie could be plainly heard sighing
with relief. The whisky was saved.

“l understand you’re an old sailor,”
went on the little millionaire after a brief
pause.

“Forty years, sir, man and boy,” mum-
bled the carpenter a little proudly.

“Huh!  Good. You take the second
mate’s berth till we get to Sydney. Get
your dunnage 'midships tonight.”

“Second—second mate’s berth, sir?”

The old man could scarcely believe his
ears. He had had dreams once of being
an officer, but had long since given them up.

“Yes, second mate. Is that dear? Run
along and get settled. Peterson, | think
we’ve every man aboard now except one
or two in the stokehole. We’ll get them
later. The cook’s dead; Walker’s dead;
seems ’most every one of consequence is
dead. Every man here is tied up securely,
and even if they do get loose they can’t
get out once both doors are locked. Turn
out the lights and see all fast. Savvy?”

“Aye, aye, sir,”’responded the mate a little
wearily, running his hand over his eyes.

He had not thought the strain of the past
hour or so would have told on him so mudi.
He gritted his teeth and forced his brain
to stop whirling.

“Le’ go, chief,” Orville grunted, turning
and passing out on deck. “My------ , but
I'm thirstyl This climate never did agree
with me. C’m ’long and drink.”
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“Ah’m a hearty concord wi’ th’ worrds,
sorr,” rasped the chief as he strode along
and slipped his beloved spanner into his
hip-pocket.

Peterson was left to lock up the wheel-
house and to turn out the lights on fifteen
sullen and badly apprehensive men.

WHEN Orville reached bis cabin

he kicked aside the broken glass

from the bottle the steward had
tried to stun him with and rummaged in
the locker for the whisky and some glasses.
The chief dropped heavily to a chair and
regarded the little man thoughtfully.

“Ye’re a wonnerful mon, sorr,” he said
at last, twisting his flaming mustache.
“Weve had a mutiny and a suppression, so
t’ speak, sin’ leavin’ Apia. An’ we win
in th’en’.  Ah’m thinkin’ ye mus’ be sum-
min’ more an ordinarry ship-master, if
ye’ll fergie ma sayin’so.”

“l am. I'm Seth Orville,” Orville said
testily. *“Any one in Samoa will tell you
who | am.”

He poured out drinks with some haste.

“But that doesn’t matter. Listen, chief—
here’s your glass; good luck—I own a few
ships m’self; savvy? | had a drunken skip-
per of mine tell me I was no — good.
Said | was one of the regular soaks, old and
feeble-minded and only fit to sit in Apia
and guzzle whisky. | felt it was up to me,
understand? | knew | could do anything
the young 'uns could.

“l had a chance to get the lonia. |
paid thirty thousand quid for the old tub,
not for her so much as for the crew. | had
to prove to m’self | hadnt gone back. I'm
satisfied. Is that clear?”

“Ye’re a mon wi’ an arteestic tempere-
rnent, sorr. Ah ha’ a respec’ for ye Ah
ne’er had f’any mon yet. Tha’snot so since
Ah sailed un’er Bobby McTavish. Losh, he
was a mon! We made a voyage t’------ 7

“’Lo, Peterson. Sit down, man, and
rest. You look kinda white about the gills.
Everything in order?”

“Everything, sir. | locked the fiddley
and the engine-room doors and clapped
down the skylights. The men below in the
stokehole mil have to wait till you let
them out *fore they can get on deck. The
carpenter said he’d dropped the bunker
hatches on and battened down.”

“Good! Narrow squeak for you tonight,
Peterson.”

"Aye, sir; | thought for a while 1 was a
gone coon.”

“-——it, you deserved to be. Yonnub
mesick. Justlike ablasted kidwhodoea't
know a deck-traveler from a back-stay.
You dash right into as pretty a trap as ever
| saw. Didn’t I shout to you to come
back? Huh!

“Listen, chief, you spasnery Scotchman.
He says to me the first day aboard this tub
when | found him stowed away in the wheel-
house, “You’re too fragile and liable to blow
up to be trusted near fire.” Huh!

“He came along on the lonia to look after
me. Is that clear? And |Vve had more
grief and trouble looking after him than |
ever had before. You yellow-haired pup,
what do you say?”

“Rub itin, sir; rubitin! | hand the bis-
cuitto you. You can take care of yourself.
I’ll never cross your word again. I'm a
back number, a ------ fool and a bloomin’
greenhorn,” Peterson sighed.

“You are that; you are that. Yes, sir,
you are. And what’s more, you’re old and
feeble-minded, and all you’re good ter is to
stay in Apia and guzzle whisky. Is that
clear?

“They called me a -—-- old fool and a
useless old fool; but I'll buck any game the
young ’uns plays and win out too.”

“Aye, aye, ye c’d do that,” muttered
the chief, who had been an interested sad
cynical listener all the while. “Any game
b’ women. ’'Tis there ye’d feel th' ban'
0’ Time, sorr. Th’ women ’tis as wan’s
the youn’ an’ fresh face. They gie their
hearts f a bull neck an’ a pair 0’ bixw
shoul’ers. An’ a mon o’ expedience has
no chance.”

Orville shot a quick look at the Scotch-
man and then abruptly refilled his glass and
Peterson’s, and last his own;

“Drink up,” he grunted. “I
know you were ever in love, chief.”

“Ah was, Ah was,” sighed Mackenzie
vastly. “Bu’ a young lad fra’ Edinburr,
scarce out 0’ his mo’er’s lap, took hex.

“Weel, her’s t” yere best heal’, sorr. T’
ye, Mr. Peterson.”

He drank slowly and with a look of in-
describable sadness in his slate-colored
eyes. Peterson drank to him courteously
and then, feeling better, stood up from tie
chair he had flopped into. Orville drained
his glass at a gulp and set it on the table
with a bang.

didn't
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“Now to get the old tub to Sydney,”
be said, glaring from one man to the other.

The carpenter poked his head round the
door just then, after a preliminary rap.

“Did you say the second mate’s room,
sir?”

“What the------ did you think | said, my
own?”

“No sir; but | wondered--——-

“Whether you should sleep there? Sure.
Take, the second mate’s room as your own.
You canturn in when you like. We shant
need you tonight. But say, did you get
tiie bunker hatch battened down?”

“Yes, sir. No one can get from below
now that way.”

“That’s great. Good night.”

“Good night, sir.”

“Good man, that, Peterson.
before the mast.
thing.”

Peterson grunted and yawned and then
caressed his damaged face where Slim
Walker’s shoe had struck it. Orville went
on:

“Guess we’ll have to do without engines
for a bit, chief.- You can get your two
precious men out of the stokehole in the
morning. | expect they’ll stop firing up as
soon as they find out they’ve been locked
in and no relief comes, but |1 doubt not we
shan’t need the light then.

‘Teterson, you and I’ll take watch-and-
watch on the bridge. The carpenter must
act as a day officer. He can do odd jobs
about the deck and steer a bit. We’ll have
to all take tricks for a day or so. Is that
clear?”

“You’re going to keep the gang aft
locked up and tied?” inquired the yellow-
haired giant with a show of interest.

Forty years
Ought to know some-

“l'am. |’m not taking any more chances
of losing——--"
“What! Are you actually afraid of losing

your ship or your life?”

Peterson laughed with a tinge of glee.
He was high-strung enough just then to be
amused at trifles.

“Afraid of nothing!” Orville snorted
and glared and chewed hard on his cigar.
“l was going to say when you interrupted
me that | wasn’t going to take any more
chances of losing you. What'd | say to
Allie if you got hurt? Huh?”

“Oh!”

Peterson’s face lost its grin. He wouldn't
care for Allie, Orville’s pretty niece, to hear

of this humiliation. He turned a little
sulky. He might have been a complete
failure as a defender of weak little men,
but there was no need of always rubbing
it in. Mackenzie rose after a while and
yawned.

“Ah ’ve a notion t’ turn in,” he said.
“Ye won’ fgie ma three d’d mon, ma en-
gineers in the stokehole?”

“Go ahead, chief. Leave -everything
to us. We’ll have to bury your engineers
when we get time. But I'm —- if I know
how you can sleep after all that’s happened
tonight.”

“So, so.  Weel, goo’ ni’.”

“Good night.”

“Good night, sir.”

The dour engineer left the cabin slowly
and made his way, head bent, to his own
room, muttering to himself the while:

“Aye, ’tis the braw shoulers an’ th’
stron’ neck they cry . No’f any mon o’
expeerience.”

In his cabin the first thing he did was to
lay his spanner down handy on his writing-
desk, near his bunk. Then he fished a
somewhat faded photograph from his in-
side pocket and brushed it with his mus-
tache, as if ashamed to kiss it for fear some
one might be watching. He set it up
against a couple of books laid flat on the
desk.

Then he got out a bottle of whisky and
a glass and a small bow! of sugar, and, light-
ing his pipe, sat down before the photo-
graph and gazed at it for a long time, his
lips moving as if in silent prayer when he
was not drinking or blowing clouds of evil-
smelling smoke toward the deck-head.

ORVILLE tinned to Peterson as
soon as the chief had disappeared.
“We’ll get the staysails up in the
morning,” he said testily. “l suppose the
tub carried them for emergencies. Did you
see any in the forepeak?”
“Sure, she’s got a couple of sets. What
are you going to do—try and make Suva?”
“Suva,-—-1 |’ve got a cargo here to be
delivered in Sydney within a specified time.
What would I want to be doing in Suva?”
“Oh, | thought perhaps you could get
the crew put in jail and get another crew
there.”
“That’s the blasted trouble with you;
you think too much, but never of anything
reasonable. Has it occurred to you that
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if I get jammed up with the authorities 1’'m
liable to be held as witness in a murder trial;
so are you for that matter? And the British
Government is an excellent institution, but
like all Governments it’s too long-
winded to suit me. It might be two or
three months before | could get away.”

“Well, you could ship the cargo on some
other vessel,” returned Peterson, slightly
nettled.

“I could, could I?” Orville snarled and
blared. “I said when I left Apia |’d deliver
this cargo myself and without aid. The
crew I’'m landing somewhere—I’ll think of
a place presently—where they won't be able
to get away till I send a cruiser for them.
We’re going to sail first, though, to a little
island I’ve already got in mind and pick
up a new crew there, a crew of Kanakas.
Is that dear?”

"1 suppose the idea’s all right.
seen Kanakas used in a stokehole yet.
they any good?”

“A - sight better’n some white men |
know of. They will be anyway when
Mackenzie gets them in hand.”

“I suppose so.”

“Well, that’s all. You might as well make
up your mind to rough it a bit till we reach
Good Hope Island. If you think of kicking
just remember, m’ son, you ought to be in
the Hebrides now instead of on this packet
with me. This’s what you get for disobeying
orders.”

“Where’s Good Hope Island?
heard of it.”

“There’s a whole lot you've never heard
of. Le’s goand look at the chart.”

Orville led the way to the chart-house
and switched on the lights. He-spread a
chart of the lower half of the South Pacific
on the bench made for the purpose and
pricked off the lonia’s approximate position
on it, getting his distance from the detail
chart of the Samoan group he had been
using for navigation purposes since the ship
left Apia. Then he ran his pencil from the
tiny dot on the big chart that represented
the lonia to a little island to the northwest
of it.

Peterson, bending over the little million-
aire’s shoulder, read, “Niuafou,” and in
brackets underneath the name: “Good Hope
Island. Inhabited.” Orville grunted.

“Knew the place was somewhere here-
abouts. 1 did the big chief there a service
some years back—quite a while, come to

| 've never
Are

Never

think of it. If he hasn’t forgotten me F8
collect on that good turn. He’ll let me have
a couple of dozen or so of stout young men."

“How far is the place?”

“You can see, can’t you?
miles.”

Peterson picked up a pair of compasses
and adjusted them with care. He spanned
the distance between the lonia and Good
Hope Island and then whistled as well as
his split lips would allow.

“About a degree,” he muttered, laying
aside the compasses.

“Take us nearly a day with any luck, and
if the sails are not too moldy and torn.
Now see this place here, about one degree
from the island?!’

Orville jabbed at the chart with bony
forefinger.

“Name of Zephyr Reef,” he went on.
“Lies west-southwest of Good Hope Island.
I’m going to maroon the crew there till |
get ready to attest against them in court."”

Peterson bent over the chart and frowned.

“But the reef’s marked, ‘Said to he
submerged,” ” he observed.

Orvilla chuckled and grinned.

“l know. So far as the guys know who
make up these charts that reef is awash.
If I told all | knew there’d be quite a change
in the South Pacific charts. A lot of new
islands would appear, and a whole lot would
change their positions on paper. Is that
dear? Well, 1 happen to know that
Zephyr Reef is about a fathom above water
at the highest of tides. It%s part volcanic
and part coral, and that’s why it’s above
water now.

“When the chart guys got hold of their
dope about it it was awash. But coral
builds fast, and when coral started on the
sandbanks round it a whole lot of junk
started to drift in and formed earth.

“There’s quite a few sea-birds there too.
Some day some one’s going to clean up on
guano on that reef. At present therel
nothing but a bunch of grass in the middle
and a brackish sort of spring. But it1l do.
11l leave the crew there till 1’'m ready to
have ’em hanged.”

“Six feet above water,
sound very high.”

“Oh, shut up! You make me sick. Did
yoi™ know there are dozens of atolls, in
habited at that, only two feet above high
water? You'vea ------ of a lot to learn.

“Anyway Zephyr Reef’ safe for the crew,

About fifty

sir?  Doesn't
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unless heavy weather breaks and | don’t
think it will. Well, that’s that. We can’t
set a course until morning, when we get
the sails up. The next thing to do is to
bury McKellip.”

“That’s so. 1°d well-nigh forgotten poor
McKellip. Shall I get some canvas up from
the forepeak?”

“Do. About three fathom’ll be enough.
Too much in fact; this trip’s costing me a
small fortune in canvas. We’ll have to get
those three dead engineers on deck to-
morrow and bury ’em. Hope no one else
gets shot. Not that I mind so much, but
we can’t spare the canvas.

“You’ll have to get the key from the
carpenter. He’s in the second mate’s room.
Fetch a couple of needles and palms and
some twine. I’ll give you a hand.”

“Aye, aye, sir.”

Peterson went to turn away when the
lights went out abruptly. The dynamoes
had stopped purring in the engine-room;
evidently the two firemen left below had
found out their predicament and had de-
cided it was foolish for them to work. Or
perhaps they were So busy trying to get out
of their hot though roomy prison that they
had unintentionally let steam fall.

Orville shrugged in the sudden darkness
as he turned off mechanically the now use-
less switches. He closed the chart-house
door and snorted.

“Better bring a couple of hurricane lamps
and a can of oil when you come with the
canvas,” he called after the giant mate,
who had paused at the head of the com-
panion withThe abrupt cessation of light.

“All right, sir,” Peterson said as he de-
scended the companion and made his way
in the direction of the fo’csle and forepeak,
empty and desolate in the darkness that
wrapped them close.

Orville grunted as he heard a clanging
below him from the direction of the fiddley.
The imprisoned firemen were frantically
hammering at the steel doors and trying to
getout. The little millionaire chuckled as he
lit a fresh cigar and with a sudden thought
striking him returned into the chart-house
and brought on deck the four spare navi-
gation lights, one white for the masthead,
one white for the stem, one red for the port
bridge wing and the other green for the
starboard. They were already trimmed and
filled with oil as they were supposed to be,
and he lit them carefully and slid the red
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and the green into place in the racks out-
side the bridge wing, the electric navigation
lights of course going out when the dynamos
stopped.

Then he went aft and fixed the stem light
in place and, returning for’ard, hoisted the
mast-head light to the truck by way of the
signal halyards that came out to the sheer-
pole. His task completed, the lonia safe
from chance collision in the event of there
being a vessel in those waters, he returned
to his cabin to await Peterson.

Xl

THE task of sewing up the dead

McKellip was somewhat gruesome.

The two men had only a desire to
get it over with as soon as possible. When
Peterson returned from the forepeak with
the necessary materials-Orville grabbed his
whisky-bottle and accompanied the giant
mate aft to number three hatch... *

They lifted the body on top of the hatch,
rolled it in the canvas and proceeded to sew
it up with big, strong stitches. For light
they had the two hurricane lamps Peterson
had brought along; and the steady yellow
light gave the scene a creepy appearance,
with the bloody, rigid corpse, the stained
canvas, the white clothes of the living, the
whisky-bottle glittering and constantly be-
ing lifted, and the great sea sighing all
around.

But the task was at last finished; and,
carrying the shapeless, long bundle to the
rail, weighted with lumps of coal salved
from the little galley bunker, the two men
held a brief service, Orville reading in a
querulous, hushed voice from his service
book. Then Peterson dropped the Yankee
overboard; and with Orville he gazed over
the rail, filled with sad thoughts. Mec-
Kellip had been likable. As Orville had
said of him when introducing him to Peter-
son, he was “Yankee, tough, profane,
capable.” Now he was gone, forever.

He sank eddying into the phosphorescent
warm sea just as the moon peered golden
above the sea-rim and lit the gentle wind-
ruffled swells with warm light. He sank
down and down until even the phos-
phorescent swirls ceased to wrap him, and
he drifted in greater* colder depths where
only the great squia lurked and the most
terrible storms became only whispers from
afar.
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“You go and turn in, Peterson. I’ll keep
watch till dawn,” said Orville, turning from
the rail with a sigh.

He made for the whisky-bottle on the
hatch and took another drink. Peterson
grunted and with a curt “Good night” went
up the companion from the well-deck to the
bridge deck and so to his room. The little
millionaire followed him a few minutes
later, laden with twine and palms and
needles and the short piece of canvas left,
the whisky-bottle bulging his hip.

But for him there was no sleep. He
prowled restlessly about for the rest of the
night, smoking, drinking, thinking, making
trips aft now and then to see that his cap-
tives were all right.

With the first flush ef dawn he woke
Peterson from a troubled sleep and had him
on deck.

“We’ll get the staysTs up,” he grunted.
“There’s a fair wind from the south that’s
favorable, and it shows promise of
freshening.”

Peterson swore a little and yawned. He
was still tired, his short sleep not having
done his aching, bruised body very much
good. He thought that a cup of coffee
would freshen him up, but then remem-
bered that there was no steward nor any
cook to attend to him.

He had no relish to start a galley fire him-
self. So he grimaced and helped himself
to Orville’s whisky and then went below
to the saloon pantry to rummage for biscuits
and canned tongue and milk, off which to
breakfast. When he felt full he went out
on to the fore well-deck with the carpenter,
who had breakfasted in the same pantry
some time before.

Orville ate nothing, but merely opened
a fresh bottle of whisky. That was break-
fast enough for him.

The carpenter unlocked the iron hatch
of the forepeak and lifted it on its hinges,
hooking it back to the bulkhead behind it
in the very bows of the lonia. There was
a shackle made fast through a hole in the
deck-beam, immediately above the hatch,
and to this a tail-block was made fast and
a length of stout tvvo-and-three-quarter rope
rove off over the single heavy sheave and
one end dropped down into the peak.

Orville skipped below and lit a hurricane
lamp and by its light managed to drag the
end of one of the huge stays’ls to the
coaming of the hatch. He made fast the

line and signaled to heave away, and the
tail-block creaked as the two men above
took the strain.

There are few things harder than lifting
canvas with insufficient man-power, and
but for Peterson’ extraordinary strength
the task of getting the stays’ls out erf the
forepeak and on to the fore well-deck would
have taken perhaps all day. As it was they
were dragged clear of the fo’csle alleyway
under two hours, though the actual hoisting
and rigging took all morning, for there was
quite a bit of patching to be done before
the triangular pieces of canvas were in any-
way fit to be hoisted.

Also the awnings had to be removed from
the fo’csle head, and a man had to go aloft
and rig the halyards. But the job was
accomplished at last, and from the fore and
main masts of the tramp steamer lonia two
great sails, one at each mast, stained and
long disused, fluttered with a promise of
potential power.

The carpenter took the first trick at the
wheel, and he brought the ship slowly
round, depending a lot on the swell, until
at last the wind bellied the canvas and the
lonia moved slowly toward the northwest

Orville went to work out a course fa
steering, while Peterson had the not alto-
gether pleasant task of finding enough
corned beef and biscuits and fresh wata
with which to feed the prisoners aft and
also the two frightened men in the stokehole

He fed those aft first, carrying his sup-
plies into the wheel-house in one of the rope-
edged ash-bags and spreading them on the
floor. Then he untied the two mildest-
looking men he could see and ordered them
to feed the rest. He sat on hn upturned
fire-bucket while they did so and nursed
an automatic across his knee, deaf to the
many anxious queries as to what was going
to be done to the mutineers by the *old
man.”

The man with the violet eyes was espe-
cially insistent. He had had a most uncom-
fortable night in his bonds and was deadly
afraid that he was due for hanging. Also,
like most of his fellows, he had been unabk
to sleep and had had many' monotonous
hours of thinking over what had happened.

“Ain’t yer any idea what the skipper’s
going t’ do?” he pleaded. “You know, sir,
we didn’t want to buck him. Slim Walker,
he was a bad ’un, and we was all scared of
him. 1 didn’t want t’'old your head "tween
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my knees while he swiped you; | swear |
didn’t. You know------ 7

“Oh, shut up,” Peterson said wearily.
“I’ll crack the next man that speaks, with
this gun. Get on and eat; | want to get
out of here.”

Mackenzie looked into the wheel-house
a few minutes later and took in the huddle
of sitting bound men with champing jaws
and uneasy eyes, two of their number, their
arms unbound, slipping pieces of biscuit
and beef into open lips and lifting occa-
sionally on demand a pannikin of water to
those who desired. The chief grinned
reflectively, curling his flaming mustache.
Peterson looked up and grinned in return.

“’Lo, chief,” he said. “Fine morning.
What does this bunch look like?”

“Prretty, verra prretty. Losh, some o'
them has awful bum’s on their heads.”

“Yeah. Orville’s ------ when he hits a
man. And | guess some of those bumps
came from your spanner t00.”

“Afew, a few. Ha’ye fed the twa in ma
stokehole?”

“No. | was goin’t’do that later.”

“All'll fetch ’em aft. Tw’d b’ better t*
ha’all th’ duels t’gether.”

) _‘;Think you can get them aft by your-
ieif.”

The chief grunted, and a glint appeared
inhis slaty-colored eyes. He reached round
to his hip and pulled forth his twelve-inch
shifting-spanner. Solemnly he waggled the
head under Peterson’s nose.-

“Ah1l ha’ ’em here ’n ten minutes; ye’ll
see. No less,” he rasped.

Then he turned and made his way 'mid-
ships for the fiddley door, slipping his
spanner back in his hip-pocket and feeling
for the key. Peterson grunted and grinned
and, lighting a cigaret, turned his attention
once more to his feeding charges.

In less than ten .minutes two coal-
blackened, sweat-streaked firemen, looked
very scared and tired and bruised, limped
into the wheel-house and with a timid look
at the giant mate sat down in front of the
two men who were feeding the.rest. Mac-
kenzie lounged into the doorway a few
seconds later. He was quite serious.

“Feed ’em, sorr,” he grunted, pointing
with his spanner to the two recent arrivals.
“Feed ’em an’ then tie ’'em oop. Sh’d they
gie trouble ca’ me. Ah’m goin’ forard t’
see th’ liT mon.”

Peterson nodded, and the chief disap-

peared. Half an hour later, his charges all
fed, the two firemen tied up securely and the
two feeders retied, Peterson went for’ard
himself to join Orville, locking the wheel-
house doors behind him, not without a
shudder as he remembered what had oc-
curred there only a few hours previously.
Later Orville, the chief and he got the dead
engineers from below by way of the ash-
hoist, and, sewing them up, buried them
after a short service.

FOR the next thirty-six hours the

voyage of the lonia was as monot-
* onous as any voyage could well be.
The wind blew steady and fair, hardly
shifting one or two points in twenty-four
hours, and the sea remained calm and
warmly blue. Nothing untoward happened,
and not a ship was sighted.

The three men of the deck took tum-and-
tum-about at the wheel and the feeding of
the prisoners, and Mackenzie spent most
of the time tinkering about with Ids engines
and gazing in private at a faded photograph
that he wore ne$t his dour Scotch heart in
public.

But at last, in the morning of the second
day after the sails had been hoisted, the low
hills and then the beaches of Niuafou, or
Good Hope lIsland, rose from the sea away
on the starboard bow.

Orville took the wheel from the carpenter
when the island lay perhaps three miles
dead ahead, and he steered the lonia to the
anchorage, resurrecting forgotten memories
of bearings from half-remembered land-
marks. Peterson and the carpenter, with
the aid of lever and sledge-hammer, man-
aged to let the anchor go at the appointed
time; and with her high stays’ls flapping in
the wind and the blue water rustling under
her stem the lonia swung at last over a
perfect sand bottom, lifting and falling
slowly to the scend and surge of the swell
that creamed in dazzling whiteness along
the shore.

Orville hufried for’ard from the wheel so
soon as he saw the lonia lose way, and he
aided in lowering the sail from the topstay.
Then with the carpenter and Peterson he
went aft and repeated the work on the other
sail, after which all hands returned for’ard
once again.

Canoes were already being run out on the
beach from the palm fringe, and paddles
gleamed in the brilliant sunlight. Bronzed
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young gods came swinging over the lonia’s
bulwarks after a while and over her rails
fore and aft, by way of the taut anchor
cable, by way of the pilot ladder Orville had
suspended ’midships for them, and even
by way of the slack boat-rope hanging in
bights from the sides for them to tie their
canoes to.

A stalwart native with flashing white
teeth, nearly as tall as Peterson, raised his
hand courteously to the giant mate as he
met the three white men near the windlass
where they were jumping on the lowered
fore stays’l and trying to compress it into
the smallest possible space.

“Manuui oe* The day is fair, white
man. | am No’o, son of No’o the chief here,
and he bids me give you welcome to Niuafou
You are the chief of this great afi?”” t

His laughing, dark eyes flashed as he flung
the question and ran an admiring glance
over the yellow-haired giant’s physique.

Peterson smiled at him. He was naked
to the waist but for a wreath of hishiscus
round his head, like a crown, and a long
necklace of some tiny, white, sweet-smelling
blossoms round his throat. On his right
forearm he wore a single broad golden
bangle as his only metal ornament. A pair
of new duck pants, evidently put on for the
occasion, encased his stalwart legs, his bare
feet showing vividly dark from under the
cuffs.

He was of fine physique himself and his
muscles were of that smooth, slender quality
that is so much more powerful and infinitely
quicker in use than the muscles of knots
and bulges and great size.

“No,” said Peterson; “there is the cap-
tain and chief here.”

He pointed to Orville, who was snorting
and fuming at being overlooked by people
he had declared owed him a great service.

“Wow!”

The native chief’s son uttered the ex-
clamation by way of astonishment as he
looked at the till now unobserved Orville.
It seemed but logic to the native mind that
Peterson, a mighty man, should be master
wherever he went. A*nd he had said that
the little, sun-dried creature,..who was glar-
ing so persistently and chewing so quickly
at his cigar, was chief. But No’o was a
gentleman, and he suppressed his astonish-
ment, bending his head courteously.

“You come from Fa’a?"\

t Ship’

*Blesa you. t Samoa.

“l do. Is your father alive?” Orville
snarled, tugging jerkily at his wisp of mus-
tache. “He was called No’o Rea when he
was a young man.”

The young native’s eyes widened. One
or two of his companions who had drawn
near to listen uttered short exclamations
of surprize.

“It is many years since my father was sc
called,” the chief’s son explained, a puzzled
frown settling between his smooth brows.

“Is that so! Well, is he alive?”

“My father lives, but he is feeble and old
But for that he would have greeted you
himself. White men are always welcome
here.”

No’o the younger spoke quietly and with
simple dignity. Men were apt to get jarred
at first by Orville’s brusk tones.

“1’m going ashore now to see him. TeE
him that Katafa has returned.”

The son of No’oc grew suddenly rigid.
His companions tensed and drew in their
breaths sharply. Wonder and unbelief
chased across their faces, and then the face
of the young man lit with a glad smile.
He drew back half a pace as a sign of
respect and bent his head again.

“Katafa, the Frigate Bird! Ai, ’tis a day
ray father shall be glad to have seen.
Katafa, the Frigate Bird! How often have
we not heard the tale! Even vyet the
mothers tell of it to their little ones that
they too may grow up strong and brave
as thou. "Twas thou who saved my father
and his villages from the terrible white man
in the long ago.”

Orville grunted and nodded.

“It was. You were small then, a little
rat of a brown pickaninny,” be said remi-
niscently.  “And your mother was a
beautiful woman as | remember.”

“She is dead,” said the young No’o sadly.

“She is dead. But I, her son, give you
welcome in her name.”
“What’s all this about?" whispered

Peterson aside.

Orville snorted and glared round at him.

“This is where | get appreciated,” he
said. “Savvy that? Katafa is a name the
natives here and in Samoa gave me. | had
the fastest windjammer in the islands in
those days, and | used to travel so quickly
from place to place the natives called me
the Frigate Bird.

“l saved old man No’o—he was young
then—fromBully Hayes; he was the terrible
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white man. | found him shipping a cargo
of young women and native laborers from
here without their permission when T hit
the beach. We had a row, Hayes and I,
by those three palms yonder. See them
in that curve of sand to the right of that
big coral boulder? Lord, that was God
knows how long ago!

“Now shut up! If I lift my little finger
here I can have you staked out under water
at high tide to soften you for the long-pig
ovens. Is that clear?”

“And you will honor my poor canoe with
your presence, Katafa?” the son of No’o
was saying humbly.

Orville grunted and nodded and moved
abruptly toward the bridge.

“1 must first get gifts for your honorable
father and much tobacco, for I doubt not
there will be great talking of old times.
Also | can not stay to feast.”

“Shall Katafa have need to get gifts for
No’0? That is for strangers who seek favor
and women.”

“And also for him who has not returned
before to see his blood-brother. Wait here
for me.”

Orville jog-trotted away to get a few
things together in a small kit-bag, while
No’o the younger talked the marvel over
with his excited companions.

Half an hour later Orville went ashore
with the son of No’o, a bottle of whisky
in his hip pocket and sadness in his heart.
Peterson grunted and turned to glower at
the carpenter, who nervously backed away.
The giant mate had an enviable reputation
in the Pacific himself, but he couldn’t call
any chief his best friend. Nor had he ever
known occasions when natives had refused
to take his gifts. Most places where he was
known his head would rather be seen apart
from his body. He considered himself a
much better and more even tempered man
than Orville, and yet the little millionaire
was the friend of chiefs. He couldn’t
understand it.

JUST what it was Orville and old

No’o talked of Peterson never even

guessed. Their subject matter was

before his time. He had to stay aboard with

the carpenter and look after the captives,
and he could not get ashore.

But four hours later the little millionaire

returned, very gruff as to voice, very wistful

as to eye, his shirt stained with much cigar-

ash and his breath scented with much good
whisky. He had been reliving days over
thirty years gone by, and perhaps the experi-
ence had brought home to him the inevi-
tableness of time. He had seen No’ the
great chief, blind, feeble, drooling, squatting
motionless as he had squatted for years,
mumbling over tales of hot endeavor and
lordly aims.

It brought to Orville perhaps that for
all his own aggressiveness and fire there was
something lacking in him, something he had
left strewn on the shining pathways of the
years. The golden youth that had been his
had gone. When he had first seen No’
he had been young and strong, and the
chief had been young and strong too, as
the young No’o was now. Both of them had
been lithe and able, ready for laughter and
flowers, made for women’s smiles and the
anger of other strong men.

But all was gone. The brave days were
no more. Their creatures were dead. Or
else they were like old, blind, drooling
No’o, dead in all but name, mere shells
in which the fires of other years had long
since died.

It seemed a sacrilege for him, Orville, to
sail the old paths again and to resurrect
old dreams and call to life ghosts that were
better dead. It was not right for him to
recall their hot and lost youth to doddering
old men. He himself was an exception, and
he ought to stay away from those who were
of the great majority. Orville had left
No’o whimpering when he had at last torn
himself away, refusing feasts and flowers,
and returned to the lonia.

His sentimental mood lasted perhaps an
hour, and then he was his old cynical self
once more. There returned from Niuafou
with him No’o the younger to help his
father’s friend and thirty stalwart men,
smooth-muscled, broad-shouldered and
strong, such men as brought joy into the
heart of Mackenzie when he saw them.

Orville gave the chief twenty men for the
stokehole, and the Scotchman took them
below gleefully to initiate them into the
mysteries of tending fires and watching
steam-gages.

“They are not here as paid help exactly,
chief,” Orville told the Scotchman before
he went below. “They are friends helping
me in a tight comer, and there must be no
spanner work and no unnecessary toil. |
ask you as a friend to give them as easy a
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time as possible. You can get your engine-
room in shape when | find you a crew in
Sydney and we bring these natives back to
their home.”

“Asye say, sorr; as ye say. Fra’th’looks
0’ them Ah’d say theyll be cheerfu’ min t’
handle. Leave them t’me, sorr.”

Then he ushered them into the stokehole,
seduced the scared ones below with great
coaxing and set them to work with the aid
of one of their number who had sailed the
Apia schooners and understood broken
English.

Orville retained ten men and the young
No’o himself for seamen. He had little to
teach them, all of them being bom on the
water, so to speak. An hour or so at the
wheel would be sufficient to start them on
the road to being good helmsmen; and as for
keeping the ship clean and acting as look-
outs there was little they could learn about
that. In any case Orville did not intend to
give his friends any more work than he
could help.

With the aid of his raw but willing men
the chief managed in less than two hours
to get up enough steam to lift the anchor;
and also he managed to get the big screw
turning, stronger and stronger as the steam
head grew greater.

The lonia steamed from the anchorage
and headed for the open sea, west south-
west for Zephyr Reef. On the white beach
astern, supported by four young men, old
No’o waved farewell to his son and to his
friend Katafa, who had saved him from the
terrible white man in the long and long ago.

Orville remained motionless, gazing at
the island for a long time, perhaps recalling
the day he had first sighted it.

“To Fa,”* he murmured at last.

Then he turned bruskly to Peterson, who
was showing a native how to steer with the
unfamiliar steam aid and explaining to him
the five points of the “lubber’s line” and the
compass card in bastard Samoan.

“Get hold of half a dozen men, Peterson,
and take the hatches off number one. Ac-
cording to the ship’s plan there’s a store-
room down there where Matthews had some
ships stores placed—emergency stores in
case the lazaret gave out. See if you can
find the place. 1t’s somewhere in the after
end of the orlop deck.

“Hoist all the stuff you can lay hands
on, on deck, enough at least to last that

*Good-by.

gang aft for a month. There’s water on the
reef, so we won’t need to bother about
that”’ ,

“Aye, aye, sir,” said Peterson; and, leav-
ing the native helmsman, he went down
the companion to the fore well-deck and
called the seamen to him.

Orville crossed to the wheel and stood
by the native for a while to see that he
grasped the principles of the thing properly,
and then he called the carpenter from the
after end of the bridge, deck where he was
unlatching the engine-room skylight, to
come and take his place. - The little million-
aire made for the speaking-tube to the
engine-room and blew down it hard. The
chief’s slow voice answered after a while.

“’Lo. Ah, sorr, Ah’'ve some guid min
here now.” %
“Glad t’ hear it. Say, chief, how long

before | can get a full head of steam?”

“Steam? Ye sh’ll ha’ all th’ steam ye
need wi’in twa hours.”

“Let her go full ahead on the engines as
soon as you can. Is that clear?”

“Aye, as soon as Ah c’n. Ah’ve laid aside
ma spanner noo, so ye c’n*judge how Ah’m
fixed.”

“That’s right, chief; treat ’em gentle.
Theyre good fellows.”

“As ye say, sorr. Goo’-by.”

Orville grunted and jammed back the
plug into die tube. He thought rapidly.
The lonia's full speed was eight knots.
Zephyr Reef was just one degree, about
seventy miles, west southwest from Good

Hope Island. That meant approximately
nine hours run, less with luck, more
without.

The carpenter, looking through the glass
windows in the fore end of the chart-house
behind him, saw that the hands of the dock
screwed on the bulkhead were together and
heard the clock commence to strike. Reach-
ing for the mahrope knot in the lanyard
above him, he struck eight bells smartly.

Orville looked ahead and grunted. Noon.
He had forgotten to take a sight, but it
didn’t much matter when he had the bear-
ings of the Good Hope Island to go by be-
hind him. Dusk should bring the ship to
Zephyr Reef. Night should see her standing
for Sydney .again, rid of her load of
murderers.

Leaving the bridge for a moment, Orville
went to his room and poured himself a
drink. Strangely enough, he did not drink
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it hurriedly as he usually did. He raised
the glass as if toa friend and said
aloud—

“You were a man.”

Then he drank with care.
thinking of old No’o.

Peterson poked his head inside the cabin
after Orville had grunted a “Come in” to
his knock.

“Have you got a plan ef that storeroom’s
location, sir?” the giant mate said. “I’ll
have to shift about a hundred tons of cargo,
and | want to know just in what comer of
the orlop the place is.”

Orville snarled and lit a cigar before
replying.

“Must | lead you around by the hand,
you great lump of a man? When | give an
order it’s up to you to get it done. Don’t
keep running to me for instructions,------ it.
Get it done! 1’1l blasted soon kick if I've
anything to say. |Is that clear? Get it
done! | don’t give a --—— how. Have you
ever thought that a plan of the ship is
usually nailed up on the chart-house bulk-
head?”

“I have, sir.
ship.”

“There’s isn’t? My mistake. | took it
down because it was too high for me to see
properly. You’ll find it in the lower chart

He was

There isn’t one on this

drawer. Don’t stand there grinning like a
----- fool. We all make mistakes.”
“Mistakes?  Yes, sir,” Peterson re-

sponded, still grinning, and ducked out of
sight as the little millionaire raised his glass
threateningly.

Dusk brought the lonia to her destina-
tion. Orville had a Kanaka in the fore rig-
ging and another in the after rigging keeping
a sharp lookout, and they sighted the low-
lying patch of land that the charts called
Zephyr Reef just as the sun was dipping
into the crimson sea. The ship had made
better steaming-time than Orville had
judged, owing to'her having had a strong
wind on her quarter and seemingly being
aided along by a gentle westerly current.

The little millionaire was in his cabin
taking a drink when the cry came from the
lookouts.

“Land! Land!”

He finished his drink hastily, downed the
glass to the table with a bang and then
skipped out on to the bridge, where Peterson
was already peering through a pair of
glasses away to the starboard bow.

Xn

THE air was filled with the low

thunder of the restless sea upon rock

and coral shores, and the foam
spouted several feet high in many places.
The island—for it was more of an island
than a reef—was perhaps half a mile wide
and two miles long, and except for a slight
rise at one end it was as flat as a billiard-
table.

Coarse grass grew all over it in bunches
and patches, by no means evenly dis-
tributed. Dense flocks of seabirds wheeled
above it, their raucous cries heard even
above the boom of the breaking sea as they
wheeled and swung and prepared to settle
finally for the night.

Strangely enough also, two great alba-
trosses flew high above the slight rise to one
end of the island and apparently were living
on the place. Orville did not remember ever
having seen such birds in that part of the
sea before, and he eyed them curiously, for
a while before turning his attention to a
boat-landing.

“There’s- some sort of a shelving rock
beach on the south shore unless I'm mis-
taken,” he told Peterson, who merely
grunted and crossing to the telegraph, rang
for half-speed. -

“Going to anchor, sir?” he said; then
over his shoulder to the helmsman, “Port
a bit!”

Orville shook his head as he raised the
glasses.

“l’ve never anchored here* so | don’t
think 1’1l chance it. And I don’t think it'll
be necessary. We can get rid of our pas-
sengers in a couple of hours.”

“Landing them tonight?”

“l am. Do you think 1 c¢’n wait till
morning to do that and lose all that time?
Get the two after boats launched and
brought round amidships. Load the stoics

into them. 1’m going to let the ship drift
for a bit.”
“Aye, aye, sir.”

Peterson went down the companion to
the fore well-deck, summoned”, the native
seamen to him and then took them aft to
launch the lifeboats that rested in their
chocks on the poop. Orville turned to the
carpenter, who was waiting for orders by
the open door of the chart-house.

“Get in the chains, mister.”

The carpenter dived into the chart-house,
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secured the hand lead-line and clattered
down to the fore well-deck. He had the
small square chain-grating, attached to the
bulwarks just for’ard of the mast, lowered
in a very short time, and, stepping over-
board on to it, had taken his first cast
before Orville rang “Stop” and allowed the
lonia to drift slowly on to the island.

“By the mark ten!”

Orville grunted, dropped the glasses into
the box made to receive them just under
the dodger and crossed to the starboard
bridge wing, which happened to be nearest
to the land. He eyed the breaking seas
intently.

“By the deep eight!”

The carpenter’s voice held that mono-
tonous, toneless sound common when sea-
men are calling depths.

“And a half seven!”

Orville crossed to the telegraph and rang
half-astern. The lonia very slowly came
to a standstill.

“Up and down?” Orville shouted to his
leadsman.

The carpenter nodded, spat into the water
and then carefully plumbed the sea under
the ship’s keel.

“Mark seven, sir, up and down!”

“Mark seven up and down. Over forty-
feet. That’ll do. Stand by the lead and
see she doesn’t drift into shallow water.”

“Stand by the lead, sir.”

“Petersonl  Got those boats
yet?”

Orville cupped his hands round his mouth
and shouted%ft.

Peterson growled something to himself
about what did the skipper think he was,
a flying-machine? And then called back
aloud—

“Just a minute, sir.”

“Slow, slow. No snap!” snarled Orville
wrathfully to no one in particular, and he
trotted across the bridge and glared into
the binnacle to see how the lonia’s head lay.

It was some ten minutes later before the
boats were towed round the stern and
brought alongside opposite number one
hatch, whege the stores from the forehold
were piled. Rapidly they were transferred
to the boats, by which time it was dark
and the stars were glowing coldly across
the whispering sea. Orville had an electric
duster brought from below, and that gave
ample light for all purposes.

In the boats half a dozen hurricane lamps

launched

were placed, already lit, together with a
couple of old hatch tarpaulins. Then
Orville called Peterson to him and jog-
trotted aft. Mackenzie came up from below
to see the operations carried out-and went
aft with his captain and the giant mate. '

Orville unlocked the wheel-house door
and switched on the lights. Seventeen pairs
of eyes blinked in the sudden glare, and
seventeen pairs of’lips emitted a groan.
The mutineers had been tied hand and
foot for a long time, and they were not at
all comfortable.

They feared now that the end had come.
The terrible little skipper was going to hand
them over to the police or to some cruiser,
or was going to make them work with their
feet tied, or was going to do everything
except what he did.

He had brought along his native seamen;
and under his direction they proceeded to
carry the mutineers, bound as they were,
along the deck and to the waiting boats,
where they were dumped aboard. When the
last man had gone Orville switched out the
lights, closed the door and, followed by
Mackenzie and Peterson, went for’ard
again.

He dropped down the pilot-ladder and
got into one of the piled boats, ordering
Peterson into the stern sheets of the other.
Then with an order to the carpenter to light
a blue warning flare if the ship showed signs
of drifting uncomfortably near to the coast,
and telling Mackenzie to consider himself m
charge of the lonia for the time being, he
pushed off. The native seamen he had with
him pulled mightily at the unfamiliar oars;
and the mutineers, lying bound and help-
less and fearful and numb on the bottom
boards, stared wide-eyed and dry-lipped at
the bright stars that pulsed in the velvet
sky above. The roar of the surf filled their
ears.

The landing through the breaking seas
was accomplished only with some difficulty,
Orville’s boat being very nearly upset and
the bound men on her bottom boards pre-
cipitated into the boiling water. But the
danger was over at last after much profanity
and tugging at oars and after a great deal
of spume had been shipped over the gun-
wales; and both lifeboats were drawn up
clear of the sucking backwash.

Under Orville’s orders the native seamen
transferred the mutineers from the boats to
the rocky, grass-bepatched ground and there
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left them in a tagged row. With Peterson
and No’o, who had come to see what was
doing, Orville took one of the hurricane
lamps and trotted hastily along the low
coast toward the slight rise at one end of
the island, over which he had seen the two
albatrosses hovering before sunset.

The island was swarming with tiny crabs’
and peculiar, greenish-colored small turtles
creeping over and among the packed guano
and broken remnants of nests. Except for
the seabirds, gulls and mews, which started
op to the right and left of the little million-
aire's path, flying blindly into one another
and filling the night with harsh rustlings
and hideous cries that drowned even the
song of the sea, there was no other life on
the island. At the foot of the rise, little
more than an incline of a few degrees,
Orville found what he sought—the brackish
spring of water that welled up from the
heart of the volcanic rock through the sand
and pounded coral and spilled in a tiny river
down through a shallow gully to the sea.

IN SPITE of his haste Orville held

his lamp so that it gleamed on the

faintly discolored water, and he re-
garded it in silence for.a few moments. He
recalled the day he had first seen it and
sighed.

Like all scenes of Orville’s past it was
lurid with memories, recalling forgotten
faces and words, bringing back whispering
ghosts to peer and chuckle, resurrecting
old hates and older loves, reminiscent of all
the golden years of youth that were bis no
more.

He sighed again and then said. “Still
here,” in a dead voice and bent and scooped
up a little of the water in the palm of his
hand to taste it.

It was slightly brackish, not salt, but
with a tinge of iron in it, not at all pleasant
to drink, though quite harmless if drunk
for only a short while. Peterson tasted it
also and then No'o, the latter spitting it
out with a grimace.

“Ugh!” he spluttered. “Surely, Katafa,
you will not cause the white men to drink
that?”

Peterson too protested.

“Perhaps we ought to leave a couple of
breakers with them.”

“Leave nothing.”

Orville snorted and tugged at his mus-
tache.
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“l lived on that rotten liquor for three
weeks once. It gave me boils. | hope it
does the same for my gang. They’re going
to drink it. Yes, No', | shall cause them
to drink this or die.”

The son of the chief bowed his head and
said very gravely:

“As you say, Katafa. Who am | to
question? To the filthy shall filth be
given.”

“Right enough.”

Orville laughed softly.
like a purr.

“l saw Wallace Hawke—you know him,
Peterson—Kkill a man by that very spring.
Killed him with his naked hands.”

“What for?” Peterson was curious enough
to ask, endeavoring to see his employer’s
face above the ring of the lamplight.

“Oh, about the spelling of a word, | think
it was. Men get funny ideas when they’re
starving.”

“You were starving then?”

Orville nodded and waved the lamplight
around. Then he braced his shoulders and
shivered a trifle as if something were
touching him from behind. .

“Le’s get out of this blasted place,” he
snarled.

The three men retraced their steps to
where the lamps glimmered by the two
boats and the rest of the seamen and the
bound mutineers waited. Harry, the fire-
man, the man with the violet eyes, raised
himself with some difficulty on one elbow
when he saw Orville approaching.

He gave a slow look all around on the
bleak scene, the only splashes of color being
the circle of lamplight, the white-painted
bows of the lifeboats, the occasional bird
that drifted into the circle and shot away
again with a squawk and the rim of white
surf that edged the shore. A bleak and
desolate scene. No trees, no shade from
the blasting heat of day, no habitation.

“You ain’t going to leave us here, sir,”
Harry whined almost tearfully. “Gawd,
we’ll die—die!”

Orville snarled.

“l hope so. Save me the trouble of having
you tried. If you really want to oblige me
you will die.”

“But about water, sir? And about food?
You ain’t going to leave us here alone for
ever? Not for ever, sir? Youll come
back?”

“Not quite forever, you pup.

It sounded almost

| 'm sending
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a cruiser to fetch you. You’re going to see
Suva and the rope | expect before you kick
the bucket.

“There’s water to one end of this hunk of
land if you look for it. It gave me boils

once. | hope you grow ’em. They’re
painful. Get those stores ashore, Peter-
son.”

The yellow-haired mate gave orders to

the native seamen standing by the boats’
bows, and the stores were rapidly piled up
on the beach, enough to last" for about a
month. The two hatch tarpaulins would
give shelter if rigged over poles made from
pieces of the wooden cases holding canned
salmon, beef, biscuits. The mutineers had
plenty of time to invent ways and means
of tent-making anyway. Orville was pot"
worrying.
' The little millionaire bent and cut the
bonds securing Harry of the violet eyes.
The man was unable to sit up for a few
moments, so numbed were his limbs. But
he raised his arms and clawed Orville’s
coat down to him.

Spasmodically he shook the little man.
A great fear dawned in his eyes. That he
spoke for his shipmates was plain. The
fear was in their eyes too, and they watched
Orville intently and writhed with the impo-
tent feeling that came to them as their
bonds cut and ground deeper.

Orville regarded the man clinging to him
grimly.

“Let go!” he said, and his voice was as
cold as the wind that sweeps the reaches of
the North.

Even Peterson shivered. Only once be-
fore had”he heard Orville use that tone, and
the memory of that time was limned in red
on the giant mate’s brain.

“Not alone, sir! Don’t leave us alone!
No, sir! Well come back and work, work
like------ , sir.  But don’t leave us alone—
not here!l Not here on this rock with only
the sea and the birds!”

The man was sobbing with terror as he
sensed the awful days ahead.

“Let go!”

Other pleading voices broke in, sobbing,
snarling, cursing, praying. The mutineers
were deadly afraid of the loneliness. Any-
thing else they could face with more or less
equanimity. But loneliness! It led to
madness. Seventeen men on a barren rock
and nothing to do!

“Let go!”

Adventure

. “You wouldn’'t do it—you wouldn’t do
it-—-"

Even Peterson shifted uncomfortably,
and No’0’s great, soft eyes filled with tears.
I't was pitiful.

Orville slowly shook his head. His face
was utterly expressionless. He was remote,
‘tranquil, aloof. He reminded one of the
Samurai. His eyes coldly' surveyed the
man who still pawed at his jacket. Then
hqg shook him off, and the man dropped with
a mumbled, “Don, sir,” and was quiet.

Orville’s gaze swept the other mutineers.

“Shut up!” he snarled.

“Here!”

He flung down the knife he had cut
Harry’s bonds with.

“When we’ve gone this man can cut you

loose. Il see you later in Fiji—those who
are not dead!

“In the boats, Peterson. Get ’em
launched. Easy in the surf! Hold her!

That’s good. Steady now! Give way, all!”

The lifeboats shot away toward the drift-
ing lonia, followed by the fearful cries from
the mouthing, terror-stricken mutineers.
The three hurricane lamps left ashore shed
a sickly light on upraised white faces,
strange, unshaven, bulging-eyed. Then the
roar of the ?urf drowned all sound, and the
spume and the night mist shut all from view
save -the lamp-gleams. Orville grunted as
he clambered up the pilot-ladder cmto the
lonia’s well-deck for’ard.

“Good riddance,” he said to no one in
particular, and Peterson sighed with relief
that the icy note had gone from his voice.

The little millionaire went up on the
bridge after a while and rang for full speed,
while Peterson went with the native seamen
to hoist the boats back into their chocks on
the poop deck. The lonia slowly began to
gather way and forge ahead, swifter every
moment. Her head swung round, and the
wake behind her began to boil and foam
white. She was off again on the long run
to Sydney.

Behind her three faint lights merged'to
one and winked for quite a long time, while
faint cries came on the wind. But perhaps
they were caused by the mewing of the
disturbed gulls.

Orville remained for nearly an hour, mo-
tionless as an iron stanchion, gazing ahead
into the night and across the whispering
sea. Nor did any man care to speak to him
until Zephyr Reef had sunk far astern.
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THE routine of the lonia became

monotonous again. There was little

that occurred to relieve the general
smoothness of existence and the orderliness
of the every-day grind.

Now that the mutineers had been dis-
posed of there was nothing left to cast a
jarring note in the ship’s machinery. The
night after leaving Zephyr Reef passed by
without event, and the morning broke clear
and cahn with the wind dropping and the
sea settling to that glassy smoothness so
frequent in the tropics in the calmest of
weather.

Orville, Peterson and the carpenter took
watdh-and-watch about steering and keep-
ing the bridge and watching the natives who
were learning to handle the wheel and the
ship’ regular work. No’c made a good
bosun once he was informed what jobs
needed doing and how they had to be done.

It was agreed between Orville and him
that as soon as the lonia reached Sydney a
white crew was to be employed, and the
natives of Good Hope Island were to be
given free transportation back to their
native land on the same ship they were work-
ing on. No’o and No’o’ father had only
Orville’s word to go on that they would be
treated fairly, but the word of Katafa was
better to them than a signed paper from any
other white man.

Mackenzie had of course the hardest job
of all. He had not one assistant engineer,
and he put in some really heroic work. He
had his mattress stretched on the gratings
that ran round the cylinder-heads, and he
both ate and slept below, never coming on
deck for more than a minute or two at a
time.

Luckily he had a fine crew of strong and
willing men. He had no necessity to use his
twelve-inch shifting-spanner or to look care-
fully round door jambs before passing
through.

But he had to be in the engine-room every
moment of the twenty-four hours in case
those on the bridge should ring the tele-
graph. Also he had to oil his engines him-
self and watch his steam gages, having
found that his natives could not under-
stand the absolute necessity of not letting
steam get above a certain pressure.

All in all he had avery rough time of it;
buthe stuck grimly to the job. He snatched
sleep when and where he could; and some-
times Orville, who understood a little about

steam engines, would come down and stand
a few hour’s watch for him while he slept
on his mattress on the gratings.

It was in the little millionaire’s mind that
he would enter up Mackenzie in his little
thin private book of tried and trusted em-
ployees. Also he doubled Mackenzie’s
wages, explaining to him that as he was
doing the work of four engineers he was
entitled at least to the pay of two.

“AH’M no’ worritin' i’ a horrse,

ye’ll unnerstan’,” the chief had said

one watch when Orville had gone
below to tell him about his decision. “Ah’'m
no’ worrkin’ li’ a horrse becaus’ o’ any
money th’ mi’be in th’job. Na, sorr. ’'Tis
becaus’ Ah’ll ha’no mon say tha’ Mackenzie
quitjfra fain’ hearrt. Ah’ve stuck t’ this
ship fra’ ’Frisco, an ungodly town, an’
AR’ll stick till ah see her safe at her voyage

en\ Alsa Ahve a likin’ f* ye, HI mon
though ye be. Ye've guts, anVAh inten’ t’
see ye thro’.”

Orville had grunted at this, snarled out
some thanks and gone on deck again to
chuckle to himself as soon as he was out of
the chief’s hearing. He was glad he had
doubled Mac’s wages.

The little millionaire went about like a
stuffed-up turkey-cock for some time, crow-
ing over his adept handling of the affairs of
the lonia till Peterson was too disgusted
even to growl his wrath.

“Brains and guts are what’s needed,”
Orville told his giant mate during one fore-
noon watch as they paced the bridge to-
gether. *“Brains and guts. Old Gillman
didn’t have either, and he had to go. You
haven’t got a great supply, Peterson; I
mean of brains. Don’t glower at me,

“They said | never had em. You’ll
observe | have. Yes, sir.

“That drunken swine Delroy said |
couldnt handle a ship of my own now.
Can 1? You know 1 can. You've fallen
dorm on your job since coming aboard.
Y-u came to protect me. | have to spend
half my nights and all of my days running
around looking after you. Don’t snort! Is
that clear?

“They said | was no good except to guzzle
whisky and gin and stay in Apia. They
said | was old and feeble-minded and stood
with one leg in the grave. Do 1?7 I
show ’em!”
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“Yes, sir,” said Peterson dutifully; for
it is a chief officer’s job to agree with his
skipper in all matters and to soothe him in
time of stress.

Also the yellow-haired giant didn’t know
what else to say. He was very wrathful, but
he had to admit that the little millionaire
v/as right. He personally had fallen down
cn his self-appointed task of looking after
his employer. It was galling.

“Glad you agree,” snarled Orville, jerking
at his mustache and chewing industriously
on his cigar, evidently getting great enjoy-
ment out of prodding his chief officer.
“Don’t see how the blasted------ you could
help it after— What’s that, what’s that?”

“Sail on the port bow, sir,” the carpenter
repeated, shouting from the fore well-deck,
where he was folding up the great stay’ls
with the aid of the native seamen so mat
they could be stowed away below in the
forepeak again.

Orville trotted across to the glass box and
peered through the glasses away in the
direction the carpenter had given. He saw
the vessel at once, a big three-masted
schooner coming up from the south hand
over hand with all sail set aryl evidently
bringing her own wind with her, for it was
still calm about the lonia.

But the next moment the little million-
aire felt the first breeze 'ktir against his
cheek, and a vast sigh seemed to pass over
the unruffled swells, leaving them altogether
changed. Then,the wind came fair and
strong, and the sea broke into a million
whisperings and was dotted with tiny
bursting whitecaps. Orville grunted and
handed the glasses to Peterson.

“It’s the Allie Girl,” he said. “She ought
to have been in Apia before | left. Hender-
son’s made a -——- long voyage of it. Been
picking up a bunch of shell at Savage Island.
Get the flags; I'll talk to him.”

“International or semaphore?”

“Semaphore. Others take too blasted
long.”

Peterson, after a brief look through the
glasses, went into the chart-house and
fished out a pair of little-used, stained and
tattered semaphore flags. He brought them
to Orville, who gave a grunt of thanks and
then snarled at their condition.

“How are you going to talk with Hender-
son? Does he understand semaphore?”
a;.ked the giant mate. “Not many schooner
captains do. They learn, of course, but

they forget, hardly ever being called upon
to use the code.”

“Is that so? Huh! Henderson was with
me through the Boer War. He was a woez
at flags then. If he hasn’t forgotten—II
fire him if he has!'—he’ll get my message.
Get out of my way, you big slob of a man.
Here, give me a hoist on top of the port
wing.”

Peterson grinned and, putting forth a
huge hand, lifted his employer so that the
little millionaire could catch hold of the
deck-head of the bridge wing and haul him-
self up. Orville managed to get on his feet
at last, and he brushed his whites down with
one hand and shook the flags clear with the
other. Then he snorted and glared in the
direction of the oncoming schooner.

“AUie Girl,” said Peterson thoughtfully.

“One of your ships, eh, sir? Named
after-—-"
“Leave my niece out of it. Do your love-

making ashore. Yes, that’s my ship. She
flies my house flag. Run one up at the main
truck of this packet. Jump to it!”

“Aye, aye, sir.”

Peterson called to the carpenter, and the
old man came up from the fore well-deck
with some haste. Peterson gave him the
bundle of bunting that was the Orville &
Company house flag, blue stars on a white
ground, and told him to hoist it at once.

Orville had the lonia's head brought so
that she would pass the Allie Girl about half
a mile on the port beam. As soon as the
schooner, racing superbly before the stif-
fening breeze, saw the house flag break from
the main truck of the dingy-looking tramp
and the marine ensign break from the stem
flagstaff, she came in a bit and drew toward
the lonia.

Glaring from under the peak of his white-
topped seaman’s cap, Orville could see Cap-
tain John Henderson, broad, short, red-
faced and white-haired, standing on the
poop in cotton pajamas and a broad-
brimmed straw hat and watching him
through a pair of glasses. Evidently he
recognized his old war-mate and employer,
for he suddenly lifted his hat aild waved it
frantically. Orville snarled and raised his
flag.

“Orville talking,” he spelled out with the
fluttering bunting on the slender sticks.

Captain Henderson waved that he under-
stood.

“Tell Apia mutiny on lonia, bound Apia
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to Sydney. Master Seth Orville. Matters
well in hand past two days. Practically, no
assistance except chief engineer.”

Peterson, reading from the bridge below,
grunted his wrath at this.

“Marooned mutineers Zephyr. Reef, Lat.
i6° S., Long. 176° 49'.”

But it was too much for Captain Hender-
son’s memory, and he sent the repeat sign
and summoned one of his mates to his side
with a note-book and pencil. Also he
checked the way of the Allic Girl altogether.

“What the------ s the matter with your
blasted memory?” Orville bellowed queru-
lously across the sea as if the captain could
hear.

Then he laboriously spelled out the
latter half of his message over again.
Continuing:

“Send cruiser pick up. Inform Matthews
opinion of him is still low. Tell boys Il
show em. Get new ratlines on port shrouds
of fere rigging. Your ship looks disgraceful
from here. Good-by.”

Orville clambered down from the top of
the bridge wing, Peterson catching him in
his great arms, and snorted as he watched
the Allic Girl swing on her course again and
Captain John Henderson wave good-by
from the poop deck, probably wondering
whether his old friend was mad as he read
the message his mate handed him over and
over again. It was not till he reached
Samoa that he understood.

“Have to let them know in Apia I ’m still
alive. | believe they all went and put in
list orders for wreaths to shove around.a
plaque they expected would be raised to me
on the wharfside. Bunk! 1 c¢’n show all
the old fools the rounds of the kitchen.”

“Yes, sir,” murmured Peterson.

“Don’t stand there grinning, --— it!
You know it’s so. Hello, there’s the chief
whistling.”

He trotted across to the speaking-tube.

“Ah unnerstan’ yeve spoke t’ a ship a
while back, sorr,” the slow, rasping voice
of Mackenzie drifted up.

“l did. Vessel of mine, chief. Allic Girl,
registered in Suva. Fastest ship of her size
afloat in the South. | sent word back to
Apia of our little trouble on this packet.
Mentioned you had rendered me valuable
assistance.”

» “Ye're kin’, sorr.
compleemen’.”

“Huh-huh! getting on all right below?
How’s th’ natives turning out?”

“Ah’ll rreserve judgmen’, sorr, if ye've
no min’. Th’ chiels’s willin’, but—" there
was infinite sadness in the chief’s tone—
“ ’tis a harrd job Ah’ve here. An’ Ah canna
use ma spanner.”

“You can’t. Make the best of ’em till
Sydney, chief. 1’m shipping a white crew
there, and we’ll take these Kanakas back
to Good Hope Island.”

“So, so!  Well, Ah guess Ah c’n stick t’
it. In spi’o’all ye’ll notice Ah still ha’ oop
steam; aye, still ha’ steam oop.”

“Good man. Very busy just now. See
you later. ’'By."

“Goo’™-by, sorr,” the chief responded and
plugged his end of the tube with great
deliberation.

Orville snorted, rammed his plug back
with some force and trotted back to
Peterson.

Hommen long-winded begger, the chief,” he
snarled. “As | was saying, I c¢’n show all
the old fools the rounds of the kitchen.
You don’t believe it? Just rememberwhat
that Walker bird would have done to your
face, en? That brings you up with a round
turn, m’son.

“Now then, quartermaster, bring her
three points west! That’ it. Steady!

“Peterson, le’s go and drink. My -——- ,
but 1I'm thirsty! This climate never did
agree with me.”

Ah’ll rremember Ih’



MASONIC SIGN SAVES OFHCER FROM INDIAN MASSACRE

by Lewis Appleton Barker

O INDIAN was more famous,
and justly so, in Revolutionary
times than Joseph Brant
(Thayendanegea) of the Five

Nations. He was a Mohawk of pure blood.
The youngest son of a chief of the Onondaga
nation, his Indian name signified “a bundle
of sticks.”

His childhood was spent in the home of
Sir William Johnson, with whom his mother
lived after the death of his father. She
later marrying an Indian known as Brant,
Thayendanegea, being called Joseph, was
known as Brant’s Joseph or Joseph Brant.
He was educated at the school of Dr.
V. heelock, of Lebanon (now Columbia),
Connecticut. After having acted as mis-
sionary interpreter an- having exerted him-
self for the religious instruction of his tribe,
he went in 1775 to London.

Throughout the Revolution he warred
chiefly upon the border settlements of New
York and Pennsylvania, together with the
Johnsons and Butlers, holding a colonel’s
commission from the king in the British
Army. During the night of the 19th of
July, 1779, at the head of sixty Indians and
twenty-seven Tories, he stole upon the little
town of Minisink, New York. With no
means of defense, the inhabitants en-
deavored to fly to the mountains. Their
stockade, a mill and twelve houses and
barns were burned; many were killed, some
taken prisoners, and everything laid waste,
their cattle being driven away.

News of the. attack reaching Goshen, the
local militia to the number of one hundred
and forty-nine under Dr. Tusten started in
pursuit of the invaders, although Dr.
Tusten, well knowing the skill, prowess and
craftiness of Brant, opposed the measure
as hazardous with so small a force. He was
overruled, however; and, being reenforced
the next day by Colonel Hathorn of the
Warwick militia—who took command—
with a small body, they started upon the
Indian trail.

At nine in the morning the enemy were
in full view, but Brant, cleverly concealing
his men by intervening hills, wheeled his

columns, executed a flank movement am
caught them in an ambuscade. The con
flict began at eleven o’clock and continue!
until the setting of the sun. The ammuni-
tion of the militia was stinted, and they
were outnumbered and outgeneraled.

Closer and closer the savages pressed is
upon the whites Until the latter were com
pletely hemmed in. At twilight the batik
was as yet undecided, many of the red men
haying fallen. But the ammunition of tke
whites becoming exhausted, the enemy broke
their hollow square and a scene of slaughter
t ommenced.

Behind a ledge of rocks Dr. Tusten had
been dressing the wounds of the injured
He and seventeen wounded were skin.
Those who attempted to escape by swim-
ming were shot by the Indians, and of tk
whole number only about thirty returned
to tell of the dreadful scenes of the
day.

The massacre of the wounded is one of
the darkest stains on the record of Brent,
who was usually known for far more honor
and humanity than his Tory allies.

During the battle Brant perceived Major
Wood of Goshen, who was about to be
tomahawked, make what Brant took to be
a'Masonic sign; and, being himself a Free-
mason, he rushed in and saved Major
Wood’s life—at some risk to his own. as
"the savages were wild with blood. Wood's
treatment as a prisoner was kindly, until
upon examination Brant discovered that
he was not a Mason at all. At first, be-
lieving that the major had purposely used
the sign to deceive, his life was in great
danger, but upon convincing the Mohawk
chief that it was purely an accident, he was
spared and finally exchanged, when he made
all haste to join the fraternity through the
instrumentality of which his life had been
prolonged.

Brant died at his residence at the head ut
Lake Ontario, November 24th, 1807, age-J
65 years. One of his sons was an officer in
the English Army in the War of 1812, while
his daughter married William J. Kerr of
Niagara, and was living in i860.
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ICK BANNION, the grizzled

fur-trader, broke into the dis-

cussion as to the relative merits

of Indians, good and otherwise,
which was occupying the group around the
camp-fire.

“Indians aren’t so bad when you get to
know ’em,” he asserted, “and you fellows
haven’t the right idea when you think
they’re such a lot different from white men.
I know the only way to get along with some
of them was to kill 'em off—they were just
like horse-killing wolves and couldn’t be
learned any better—but at that they were
acting like they’d been brought up to do;
and the whites haven’t such an awful edge
on the reds—they’ve done plenty things
as bad or worse.

“Take the Crows, that were as big horse-
thieves as ever cut a stake-rope, that sent
their war-parties all over the mountains,
licked out of everything they ran
across and kept their lodges full of scalps
hanging to dry in the smoke; you’d think
they were a bad layout, but they weren’t;
they were a mighty line tribe, and as brave
as they make ’em. When the Sioux,
Cheyennes and Arapahoes along the Platte
had thinned out their own buffalo so that
meat was getting scarce and they figured on
going up to whip the Crows to get more,
.the Crows sent ’em word to come on and

"Tkt Raid," eopyritht, ].%,by.w.tm. 'I:MII

83

promised not to eat the hearts of any of ’em,
because if a Crow warrior did that it would
make a coward out of him. So the Platte
Indians took another think and made up
their minds they didn’t want the Crow
buffalo range.

“l went out with a Crow war-party once
and it sure did me—when | want a little
excitement 1’1l tackle a young grizzly with
a knife, like Jim Baker did once to see what
it was like, or something easy like that—
because when those Crows got to going
right they were altogether too careless
about themselves and everybody else to
be good company to be in.

“l was a whole lot younger than I am
now; up at a trading-post on the Yellow-
stone that did a big business with the
Crows, and the trader used to send me out
with a few packs of goods to Winter in the
pillages and pick up what extra pelts |
could and keep the Crows friendly, which
was easy enough. Living with them I was
just like one of the tribe, dressed like them,
hunted with them and got to thinking like
them after a while, which was why | went
on a raid.

“The second Spring | was there | went
in to the post with my robes and furs, but
it had been a cold dry Winter and a late
Spring, the river was low and the boats
bringing up fresh goods would be 17<* so
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I went back to the Crow camp—I could
have a better time there than loafing around
the fort.

“l was pretty friendly with a bunch of
the young men—nine of them—that made
up one of the clans they have, and they’d
taken me in, giving me a name that means
‘Man with Guns,” on account of me having
them to trade, guns being mighty scarce
among them in those times. Theyd
give a pile of beaver for one of those old
smooth-bore trade-guns. The gang was all
paired off—that’s the way they do; two
stick together through everything and if
one gets killed in a fight the other will try
to save the body from being scalped, and
things like that—and | was side partner
with one they called Little Calf, because of
a buffalo calf that had strayed from its
mother coming into camp the day he was
bom, and he was sure a mighty fine Indian.

“None of this bunch had done anything
yet to give them warrior names, they still
having their kid ones, and they were just
pawing the dirt to go out and make a repu-
tation for themselves. Besides, it was
Spring and they were beginning to look at
the girls and the girls to make eyes back,
but that’s all the good it did any of them.
Before a young man could set up house-
keeping he had to have horses, hunting
and war-horses, horses to drag the travois
and to pack in meat, not to mention a
bunch to trade to the girl’s old man for her,
and as my gang had only a few old plugs
the quickest way to get what they wanted
was to go lift a band of good horses off
some other tribe.

“l reckon all the nine had their girls
picked out and | know Little Calf did,
because he had to talk about her or bust
and used to keep me awake nights telling
about her. She was the daughter of Black
Elk, one of the big war-chiefs, and so pretty
she was called the Fawn and her price was
sky-high—ten buffalo runners or war-
horses Black Elk wanted, no common
horses would do—and that was all the same
as a million dollars; nobody but Black Elk
and a few of the old chiefs that didn’t want
another squaw having that many. Of
course there was plenty that was in the
same fix that Little Calf was—they wanted
the Fawn but didn’t have the price—and
one big hulking warrior they called Stone
Breaker, that had four wives already,
bragged he would have the Fawn before

mow flew, and was getting up a party to
make a raid on the Sioux and collect some
horses which the Sioux were owing the
Crows—or so Stone Breaker claimed.

“This didn’t suit the Fawn—she’d got a
notion in her head she wanted-Little Calf—
nor him either, and they used to meet on
the sly, the Fawn scared to death for fear
Stone Breaker would get her and begging
Little Calf to save her, stirring him up until
he was about ready to make a sneak cm
Stone Breaker and chuck him in the river
with an arrow through his ribs, and the
only way out was to get to Black Elk first
with the ten horses and beat Stone Breaker
to it. *

“The rest tif the dan was more or less

in the same fix, though not so crowded as
little Calf, their girls was roasting ’em for
being so slow, so after mixing medicine
they dedded to make a raid on the Black-
feet, lift what horses they wanted and what
scalps they could on the side, fixing them-
selves for life or get killed trying, and the
girls patted ’em on the back and told 'em
to go alter it. Of course | had to go along—
I didn’t have much sense then. | wanlLeft
to hdp Little Calf, and | wanted to see
what a raid was like, which | sure did.
* “This wasn’t a regular war-party, you
understand, going out under the war-
chiefs to get even with the Blackfeet for
something they’d done to the Crows—and
what the two tribes did to each other in
those days was a plenty—just alittle private
affair.

“When we were getting ready the dan
said my hair wasn’t long enough, that if we
got in a pinch and the Blackfeet saw | was
a white they'd try awful hard to take me
alive; which considering what they did to
prisoners would be unpleasant; so some of
the girls that was interested in the outcome
took me in hand and with black hair out
of a horse’s tail and spruce gum to make it
stick fixed me up with two of the finest
braids you ever saw. After | was painted
you couldn’t have told me from a Crow ten
feet away.

“We pulled out one night—you never
knew but what the scouts from an enemy
war-party were watching—afoot, it being
easier to keep under cover and hide the
trail that way. | had the only gun in the
party, a rifle, flint-lock muzzle-loader of
course, the rest carrying bows and arrows,
knives and a hatchet or war-dub. We
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were stripped down, nothing but moccasins,
leggings and a light buffalo-robe apiece,
with some buckskin to patch moccasins.

“You know how a war-party travels—
moves at night and lays up in cover during
the day, killing their meat quiet with bows
and arrows—and that’s what we did. It
was three hundred miles up to where we
could expect to run into a Blackfoot village,
though we might bump into a party of
them out on a raid same as we were, at
any time. So we slipped along easy for a
couple of weeks and then, knowing we were
well up into Blackfoot country, one morn-
ing we climbed on to a high butte for a look.

“The side of the butte wasn’t very steep
and was timbered, so we followed up a little
stream of water that came down a gulch,
and where it came out from under the rim
rock we ran on to a big buck deer and killed
it. After we'd built a dry wood-fire and
eat about half the deer we went on top
through a crack in the rock, coming out
under some scrub-pines, and sat there
watching.

“All around was rolling country, mostly
open, with timber and brush along the
creeks, and off to the north, twenty miles
anyway, was apother big butte sticking up.
There was plenty of game in sight, buffalo,
elk and antelope, and the way it was acting
feeding or laying down and not restless—
showed it hadn’t been hunted for a while.

“Just the second those Crows looked at
the other butte they were interested, but I
couldn’t make out anything—it was so far
it looked blue; so | was watching a couple
of buffalo bulls knocking the stuffing out of
each other almost under us when Little
Calf told me they could see the smoke of a
big village over at the butte. | asked him
how they knew it wasnt the smoke from
a tirpber fire and he said it was too thin,
just the haze from the morning fires in the
lodges. Those Indians could tell that, and |
couldn’t even see the smoke/

“Tlje village was bound to be Blackfeet
—we were right in the middle of their
range—and was whaf we were looking for;
but now we’d found it | began to get
scared. It came to me all at once what we
were up against. Here was ten of us young-
sters, all green at the game, going up against
hundreds of seasoned warriors and figuring
on running off a bunch of their best horses,
the ones that would be watched the closest
and that they’d try the hardest to get back
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if we did make a getaway. Nothing of that
kind was bothering Little Calf and the
rest, though; they were Crows with the
reputation of the tribe to keep up, and sat
there watching the smoke fierce and
steady, like Ive seen wolves watch a
wounded buffalo.

“After a while, leaving three men to take
turns watching, the rest of us went back
to the spring and a couple of the Crows
scouted around and brought in the meat
from another deer. This we jerked, cutting
it into thin strips and hanging it on poles
over little dry wood-fires that didn’t show
any smoke above the tree-tops. That
was so we wouldn’t have to kill any game
after we got close to the Blackfoot camp,
for there’d be scouts and hunters out, boys
and young men herding horses, and look-
outs on every hill, every one of ’em with
eyes on all sides of their heads ready to
notice even a bird acting out of the way
and come nosing around to see what it
meant.

“Everybody took turns sleeping and
tending the meat till sunset, when we fin-
ished what was left of the first buck, rolled
our jerky up in our robes and at dark were
at the foot'of our butte pulling out for the
Blackfoot camp. We traveled fast—trot
until we were winded, slow up to get our
breath andj light out again, for if we didn’t
want the Blackfeet to be holding a big dance
around our scalps, or maybe around us tied
loose-like to a stake with a rawhide, and
fire handy. It was up to us to work fast—
every hour meant a bigger chance that we’d
be seen or our trail picked up; and once the
Blackfeet saw the print of a Crow moccasin
they’d be after us like coyotes after a
cottontail.

“Inside of two hours the flat top of the
butte began to show up black against the
skyline, and we headed well off to the left,
for the Crows figured on getting the butte
between them and the village, which lay
along its foot on the side next us, and climb-
ing the butte to size up the layout and plan
the best way to cut out a band of horses
the next night. Before that I’d thought I
was some runner, but those Crows took it
out of me—they strung out like scared
antelope and like to ran my .legs off, for We
could see by the dipper that we’d better
hurry if we didn’t want daylight to catch
us put in the open. By the time we came
to the bottom of the butte my tongue was
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hanging out and my knees knocking, If
they hadn’t laid down to rest I'd have
done it alone, even if the Blackfeet caught
me; | was that near all in.

“That side of the butte was steep and
covered with pines, but we didn’t have

any trouble getting up, coming out on the
rim rock just as the first light was showing
in the sky off to our left. The top was fairly
level and about four hundred yards wide,
ridges of rock sticking up in places, grass
in the hollows where dirt had gathered,
with a few patches of trees and brush
scattered around and rain-water in some
deep holes in the rock.

L
“WE STRUCK straight across for
where a thick clump of brush stood
on the far edge, crawled into it and
looked over, and if 1°d been scared when
we were back at the other butte it wasn’t
a marker to what | was now.

“The side under us was almost straight
rlown for a couple of hundred feet, and
below that slide rock sloping down to a
long flat with a creek running down the
middle of it, with the Blackfoot lodges,
more than three hundred of them, strung
along it. We’d run into one of the big bands.

“It was like being right in the village—
the butte was only six or seven hundred
feet high—for you could see everything
and hear the people talking. The camp was
just waking up and only a few stirring,
some of the lodges didn’t have smoke com-
ing out of the tops, and women were pack-
ing loads of dead wood from a fringe of
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quaking aspen along the foot of the slid*

“Everywhere on the grass between the
lodges and the butte horses were picketed
—the best horses that had been brought ir
to be safe, and also handy if they wctf
wanted in a hurry—and right under us wes
a corral made out of poles tied to trees that
had more than twenty fine horses inskk
most likely a bunch belonging to one of Ib
big chiefs. Across the creek on some k»
hills were more horses, herds of then:
scattered everywhere, but of course they
were mares and colts, pack and irai-d:
plugs and that sort of truck; not w-hat the
Crows were after.

“We lay there for an hour watching thi
hunters going out, boys taking horses that
were to be kept on picket to the creek for
water and moving them to fresh grass,
herders taking others out to graze or to ke
turned loose with the herds, and all the
time me wondering how in blazes we were
going to get away with any of those horse
from the village without getting so many
arrows stuck into us that we’d look like a
porcupine. Of course it would be easy
enough, now that we had them located, to
cut a bunch out of the horse-herds that
night, but we’d never get to the Crow
country with them. The herders would
notice the loss the first thing in the morning,
there’d be a party after us in an hoiff ami
their fast horses would catch ours mark
of a hundred miles.

“So | gave it up, crawled back into the
brush and went to sleep, some of the Crows
doing the same, others staying to figure
out the raid and a couple watching our
back track across the top of the butte.

“It seemed that | hadn’t been asleep a
minute when something touched me and I
waked up to see all the Crows crawling
back to where we’d come into the brush,
hugging the ground and pushing tel-
bows ahead of them, so I followed, scami
again and not knowing what had broke
loose.

“l found out quick enough, for when I
got to where | could see our back trail
there was two young Blackfeet following it
coming on slow and careful with arrows on
their bows all ready to pull. What made
them make such a fool break I never couki
figure out, unless they read the sign wrong
from being in a hurry and thought it wes
made by a lone Crow scout—we’d come
across single file—that they could make a
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sneak on while he wasn’t looking; for you
can bet no foxy old warrior would have done
a thing like that.

“1 lay there watching them coming on;
shivering all over, for I was new at the
killing game those days, and all around me
the Crows kneeling behind bushes with their
arrows on the bows ready to draw and
never moving any more than if they was
made out of wood.

“When it came it gave me a jolt. | was
looking at the Blackfeet, so close now that
I could see the savage look on their faces,
all ready to drive their arrows into the
Crow they thought they had cornered;
then there was a flash, the hum of the bow
strings, the Blackfeet sort of wilted down
with the feathered end of the arrows stick-
ing out of their chests and the Crows were
racing for first coup and the scalps.

“Just as they broke out from the trees
another Blackfoot jumped up from where
he had been crawling in from the right;
the Crows seeing him instantly and wheel-
ing that way, running like greyhounds and
jerking arrows from their quivers. The
Blackfoot was another youngster—no feath-
ers in his hair—but a brave for all that, for
instead of trying to beat the Crows to
cover—he was a long bowshot off and had
a good chance to make it—he ran straight
for the cliff above the village so as to give
the alarm.

“As soon as the Crows saw what he was
up to they commenced shooting and landed
an arrow in his leg that made him stumble,
but he reached the top of the cliff, put his
hand to his mouth and gave the war-
whoop, then whirled around, standing
with his heels over the edge so that when
he was killed he’d fall and the Crows
wouldn’t get his scalp, and whipped an
nrrow on to his bow. He never pulled the
string an inch, though, for as he turned the
Crows were within shot, a half a dozen
arrows went into his body and he went
over backward, sounding another war-
whoop as he fell.

“Of course that settled it—the alarm
given and no chance to get off the butte
before it would be surrounded, so the
Crows all ran to the edge and me after
them.

“The village was boiling. Warriors were
rushing out of the lodges, grabbing their
weapons off the tripods and running for
their horses, women and children scurrying
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for shelter, scouts racing for lookout points,
for though everybody in the camp had
heard the warning only a few had seen the
young brave fall and the rest didn’t know
just what was wrong; but the Crows let
them know in a hurry.

“They stood out on top of the cliff giving
the Crow war-whoop, and not satisfied
with that a couple of them ran to scalp the
two Blackfeet, coming leaping back to
shake the bleeding scalps at them below,
screaming the scalp-yell, calling the Black-
feet dogs and cowards, bragging that they’d
counted coup on that many already and
would,on a lot more before they were
through. That was redskin all over. The
Crows were trapped—not one chance in a
thousand to get out alive—so they had to
show they weren’t afraid.

“Of course that set the camp wild, the
Blackfeet yelling back, shaking their weap-
ons and some of them shooting their guns
at us, though the smooth-bores wouldnt
carry that far, and a swarm of warriors
flogging their horses to get back of the butte
and climb up. It looked to me as if we had
just about an hour before we’d go over the
ocliff after the young Blackfoot—I could
see his body on the slide rock below—but
the Crows didn’t have any such notion
and got ready to make a stand.

“A little ways from where we were the
flat top of the butte ran out into a point,
sort of flat-iron shape, the end thirty or
forty feet beyond the cliff-line, and narrow,
twenty feet wide. The ground here was
level, no cover close, with a lot of rocks of
different sizes scattered around, and the
Crows ran out on the shelf and began to
pile up a breastwork across it out of the
loose stones. You can bet we worked fast,
and when the Blackfeet in the village saw
what we were doing they howled like a
pack of wolves closing in on a deer; the
Crows whooping back and telling the
Blackfeet to come and get ’em if they had
the sand. The Crows were feeling fine—
once an Indian starts that kind of a play
they sure carry it through in good shape—
and | was getting kind of excited myself,
perched up there on a sliver of rock five
hundred feet or more in the air with a
thousand mad Indians raging below, the
drums thudding and the medicine-men
dancing and shaking their rattles. | went
as crazy as the Crows and whooped just as
loud.
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“In a few minutes most of the warriors
that had gone around the butte came
flying back, the war-chiefs leading, and
bunched up on a hill by the camp where
they could get quick action both ways,
for it was an old trick to draw all the fight-
ing men away from a village and then
jump it, and for all the Blackfeet knew
there was a Crow war-party hid somewhere
all ready to rush. We could see scouting
parties stringing out in every direction on
the high jump, and signal smokes began
to go up—our little gang was giving the
whole Blackfoot nation something to think
about, being so bold that way.

“All this time we were piling up rock as
fast as we could, for there’d be a crowd up
to take us in as quick as they could make
the climb, and we hadn’t got our wall up
more than waist high when a trade-gun
whanged away at us out of a bush, the
bullet kicking up the dust out in front and
whistling over our heads, making us duck
for cover. In ten minutes fifteen or twenty
guns were blazing at us, the big slugs
sending up spurts of dust or smashing
into the breastwork, the arrows were com-
ing thick, and all the time the Blackfeet
yelling and the Crows answering—it sure
made a lively racket.

“If the Blackfeet had rushed they could
have gone right over us, for a hundred of
them must have come up—there were six
or seven hundred warriors in the village—
but that isn’t the redskin way, for they’d
have lost two men for every scalp they’d
get, and thought they was cheated. Be-
sides, Indians have got to work themselves
up, shooting, yelling and telling how brave
they are, before they’ll take a desperate
chance; and they had us corraled, so what
was the use?

“After a while, seeing that they weren’t
doing any good, the Blackfeet let up and
everything quieted down for a spell, then
they tried a new game. There was a sort
of shallow swale out in front of us that we
couldnt see into, and a bunch of them got
into that and began shooting arrows high
so they’d come straight down—they must
of had to lie on their backs to do it or we
could have seen them, for we’d left holes
in the wall to look through—but they
couldn't quite reach us, the range was a
little too far.

“If they shot too high the arrows stuck
up in the ground out in front, and if they

held a little lower and the arrows deare-i
the top of the breastwork they’d strik;
about three feet back, so we were all rigir
as long as we hugged the wall close, ar.i
you can bet we did. They kept this wp
till there was so many arrows sticking k
the ground that the colored feathers looked
like a lot of queer flowers, then they gavt
it up.

“(p)f course both sides was abusing eaci
other, the Blackfeet telling the Crows whi:
they would do to them when they caught
them, and the Crows asking em why tltey
didn’t come on and try it; all of ’em caliiK
the other side the worst names they could

_think of; and then the Blackfeet out in tft?

swale began jumping up into sight a>,
dropping back quick, the idea being to get
the Crows to shoot away their arrows, and
maybe get hit doing it; but the Crews
wouldn’t bite—they lay dose against the
wall and asked the Blackfeet to try some-
thing new.

“I was pretty well stirred up myself,
what with lying there in the sun near
roasted, wanting water awful bad and sure
I’d be killed before long anyway; and ok
Blackfoot that kept coming up in the same
place all the time had me considerably
aggravated with his yelping. So | stuck
my rifle through a hole in the wall, took a
bead on a rock in line with where he wes,
and the next time his feathers shortd
through the sights let go. He gav”“a
screech and here he came, the blood spurt-
ing out of a hole in his chest, waving a war-
dub and trying to yell, with about thirty
more right at his back, their war-bonneti
streaming out behind as they came in long
leaps, swinging their dubs and hatchets
and whooping like devils. 1 reckon the
one 1’d shot was a chief and they thought
he’d started a charge.

“l scrambled up, grabbing my knife ami
wondering if | could get it into one of em
before 1 had my head split; then | saw the
one I’d hit keel over and some more stagger-
ing, trying to pull arrows out of their ribs,
for the Crows were all up on one knee
pouring them in. It was too much for
the Blackfeet—before they’d come halt-
way, maybe forty yards, a lot of ’em were
hit—and they whirled and ran back, the
Crows going over the wall after them,
braining the cripples and jerking off the
scalps; an Indian fight at dose quartern
isn’t a nice thing to see.
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"When the charge started sixty or seventy
Blackfeet ran out of the cover; but they
were a hundred and fifty yards away and
before they got fairly going the fight was
over. If they’d kept on they’d have had
us; but they didn’t—they stopped and
began shooting at the Crows, though all
the good they did was to bark four of them
a little around the edges, and they came
back, crazy with blood-thirst, waving the
scalps and calling on the Blackfeet to come
on and try it again.

“One of the chiefs, a big man with buffalo
horns on the front of his war-bonnet,
carrying a white shield with a red hand in
the center and a long handled war-ax,
stepped out in front at that and started
toward us slow, chanting his war-song, and
the rest began to string in behind, joining
the chant and working themselves up for
a rush.

“Once they started there were too many
to stop, and it looked like they’d start—
the. chant was sounding louder and they
were forming a spear-head, the chief at the
point.

“l was trying to get a bullet down, but
It went hard and slow, me with the rifle
between my knees jamming the ramrod with
both hands, the Crows placing what arrows
they had left, and what they’d picked up
handy on top of the wall and their clubs
swith them. They were chanting now, for
it sure looked like the death-grapple was
coming.

“Then | felt the bullet go home, whipped
out the rod, spilled some priming from the
horn into the pan and dropping on one
knee took a dead rest over the wall, held
on top of the chief’s head and pulled slow
and easy, for if I missed 1'd never pull
trigger again.

“The smack of the striking bullet sounded
perfectly plain above the chanting, and the
chief crumpled down, never stirring after
he hit the ground.

“That broke the charge like a thing of
that kind will with Indians if they think
their medicine is bad, and it must have
seemed to them as if it was by this time, the
way the Crows were having the best of the
fight. They froze in their tracks, the
chanting stopped, four of them picked up
the dead chief and they trailed back into
the cover, not hurrying, but they’d had
enough and not another shot was fired at us.

“There was Indian nature again. They

believed that the Crows hai the strongest
medicine, better than tV.t of the Blackfeet,
and not one cl men- v r'i’lJ move against us
until their own medicine-men said that the
spell was broken and the time was right.

“Not that they would let us go—therc’d
be a circle around us, day and night, until
we were killed or taken—but for a time
nothing would be done.

“With the Crows it was different; tlieir
medicine was good, their hearts were brave,
and nothing that the Blackfeet could do to
them after this would even up the score.
One by one they stepped out to the point
of rock and standing there counted their
coups to those below, the Blackfeet taking
it this time without a word. | don't believe
any white man, and perhaps no Indian,
ever saw the like; the people in the village
all looking up, the swarm of warriors sitting
their horses with the lance points shining
above them, and high overhead the little
band of Crows making mock of fifty times
their number of deadly foes.

“When the Crows were done they drew
back, and after a while some of the Black-
feet that had been on the butte came in
sight with the dead chief lashed across
his horse, and we could see them telling
the story of the fight. Then the women
began to mourn, and that was an awful
thing to hear, coming from all over the
village, for the Crows had seventeen scalps
besides the young brave that had gojie
over the cliff, and the chief.

“Then the crowd of warriors began to
break up, for the smokes were telling that
there was no enemy within striking distance,
and as the sun went down the village
settled itself, sullen and watchful, for the
night. In*the big medicine-lodge the drums
were thumping steadily, but outside cl
that, and the wailing of the women, every-
thing was very quiet, the kind of quiet that
scares you, because you know that the
devils of hell couldn’t be more cruel than
the man waiting and watching to have you
in their hands for the torture.

“And then the Crows made the coup
that has been told a thousand times in their
lodges.

“AS SOON as they were sure they
wouldn’t be seen they cut their
buffalo-robes into strings, braided
them into a rope with plenty of knots and
made ready to go down over the cliff, as
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coel and easy as if it were a ten-foot drop.
As | ve said, the jump-off was about two
hundred feet straight, with a slope, part
slide rock and part solid, for more than
twice as far down to the fringe of trees
bordering the flat. It was a wild thing to
do in daylight, let alone at night with the
Blackfeet below and a good chance that
some of them would be waiting for just
such a thing, but the Crows never stopped
—they were sure that their medicine was
strong enough to take them through.

“When the rope was finished they picked
out a place at the angle of the main cliff
with our shelf, fastened the end of the rope
around a rock and wedged it fast in a crack
where it couldn’t be seen easy in the dark
if any of the Blackfeet came scouting after
we’d left, and the first man stuck his bow
through his quiver-sling and slid off. It
seemed a long time before his partner, lying
Hat with his hand on the rope, felt the two
jerks which signaled that everything was
all right and went over himself. Little
Calf followed, then | took a long breath
and over | slid, but it wasn’t as bad as | d
expected. <

“The cliff sloped out enough so that the
rope lay against it and by keeping the rock
at my back | sort of slid down, using the
rope for a brake and losing spme hide doing
it, for the stone wasn’t what you’d call
smooth. In a few minutes we were all
crouched there on top of the.slide rock;
wondering if we’d been seen or heard, for
it didn’t seem possible that the cliff wasn’t
guarded. There were some big fires going
and we could see people moving from lodge
to lodge, but none of the talk or laughing
you’d usually hear. /

“Between us and the villag? were the
dim shapes of the picketed horses, but there
was no use trying to get away on any of
them—there was bound to be norse-guards
laying out in the grass watching. So we
started crawling along the foot of the cliff,
expecting every second to hear a vyell, or
a bow-string twang, and one of us get an
arrow. But the Blackfeet must have
thought that we couldn’t get down, for we
got clear of the last lodge, struck for the
flat and the creek—we were near dead for
water and it sure went good when we
reached it.

“After that we chewed some dried meat
that we had in our belts and lay there in the
brush watching and listening. If I could

have done what | wanted to | would have
been moving for Crow country on the high
lope, but the rest had their big coup all
planned and | suppose thought | knew
what they were up to—an Indian don't
talk much in a pinch—but if | had 1°d not
been resting easy, you can bet on that.

“We weren’t more than half a mik
from the village, and by midnight, except
for the wailing women and the drums most
of the lodges were dark and quiet. Then
those locoed Crows rose up and headed
back for the butte, me trotting along and
wishing they were going the other way,
being pretty near what you might call fed
up with excitement.

“When we”eached the trees at the foot
of the butte we turned toward the village,
sneaking along like a bunch of cats aid
keeping in the shadow at the edge of the
cover. | had expected that the Crows would
cut lodse a few of the first horses we came
to and try to get away with them, but they
kept on—they were out for a big Kkilling.
The noise that the staked horses made,
cropping the grass and moving, covered any
sound we made, and we slipped on, stopping
every' few yards to listen and to watch for
any guards moving among the horses. We
could just make out the outline of the
peaked lodges, and sometimes hear voices,
or a child cry, and all the time that
never-ending wailing of the women wfao%
men we had killed that day. | never
forgot it.

“At last we made the far end of the
camp, and when we came abreast the last
of the horses the Crows all dropped flat
and we crawled out. Little Calf whispered
to me to cut the stake-rope of a horse, put
a loop on the jaw and be ready to ride, and
I could make out the rest doing the same
and slashing the ropes of a lot more.

“Then the Crow war-whoop sounded,
the ground began to tremble under the
drumming of the running feet, and we
went down that lane between the lodges
and the hill on the dead run, whooping and
yelling, with near every horse that the
Blackfeet had staked ahead of us, for as
the stampede struck them the staked
horses pulled the pins and went with the
rest, all running like scared coyotes, the
ropes whipping their legs and driving then
wild.

“As we passed the last lodges the Black-
feet were waking up—you could have heard
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them five miles—then we were gone, leav-
ing them afoot, and by the time they could
see to go out to the herds and have horses
to chase us we’d be fifty miles away and
still going, for we sure had plenty of fresh
changes.

“Even if we hadn’t all the horses in the
village a small party wouldn’t take after
us before it was light enough for them to
read sigh, for the raid, coming on top of
what had happened that day, would have
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them guessing—for all they knew more
Crows had come.

“If any of them chased us all they saw
was our dust. We pulled into the'Crow
camps three days after with about four
hundred of the best horses the Blackfect
had and leaving them a first-class excuse
to raid the Crows the first time they had
a chance, for the main fun those two tribes
had was pulling off plays on each other
like the one I’ve told about.

SOME ODD GOLD FINDS

by John L.

‘pBBN THE pioneer days of California
Og gold was often found under
gy® extraordinary conditions.

One day a comely young wo-
man, who had just arrived on the stage
from Sacramento, asked the proprietor of
the Tremont House at Marysville for the
loan of twenty dollars.

“l have just arrived from New York,”
she explained, “and the journey cost me
more than | expected. | want to get on
to Downieville, where | have a.cousin.”

The landlord hardly expected to see the .

money again, but twenty dollars meant
olittle to him, and he did not like to refuse
S'young and handsome woman. She got
the twenty.

Five or six weeks later she returned and
handed him the coin.

“l have had splendid luck,” she said.
“My cousin builtJme a canvas house and
provided me with a cooking-stove, a long
table, and benches, and | went into the
boarding-house business. In a few days |
had forty boarders, paying me twelve dollars
a week apiece. | thought I was doing well.
One morning, sweeping the earthen floor,
I noticed a glitter. 1t was gold. The floor
was spangled with it. 1 called my cousin.

“Dinner was cooking, but we put the
stove, benches, and table outdoors and be-
gan digging. We took out five hundred
dollars that day, mostly in nuggets. We
have taken out thousands since. This is
the first chance | have had to get away.”

An even stranger case occurred at Car-
son’s Creek. A highly popular miner died,
and his companions decided to solemnize

Coniidine ,

his funeral with unusual ceremony. Among
the settlers was a miner who was under-
stood to have been a prominent and power-
ful preacher in a large eastern city, and he,
being called upon, consented to officiate.

The miners assembled, and the ceremonies
began—as all ceremonies there began—by
all hands taking a drink. The party then
proceeded gravely to the place of interment,
about one hundred yards from camp.- The
grave was dug and the body lowered into it.
The minister began his prayer, and the
miners knelt about the open pit.

The prayer proved to be an extraor-
dinarily long one, and one of the miners,
succumbing to force of habit, picked up a
handful of earth, which he crumbled be-
tween his fingers, letting it trickle away
again. Suddenly he saw the glitter of gold,
and promptly forgot all other matters. He
seized another handful, and examined it
earnestly as it passed between his fingers.

The attention of his companions was at-
tracted. Each of his neighbors began to
sample the ground, and in a few minutes
every man around the grave was likewise
engaged. The preacher ceased his prayers.

“Boys, what’s this?” he inquired. And,
following their example, he picked up a
handful of the earth.

“Gold! gold!” he shouted.
kind of diggings!
dismissed!”

The dead man was immediately taken
from his grave and hurried to another with
all possible speed, and the miners, headed
by the preacher, lost no time in staging out
the new diggings.®

“The richest
The congregation is



LD TOOT.APS awoke shivering.
Day was beginning to dawn,
and as he lay there he could
just make out the pole ribs of
his teepee slanting up to the smoke-vent at
the peak. But no smoke emerged, for he
could see the cold sky through the opening
as an irregular grey patch and one winking
malicious star. Now he turned over and
addressed his spouse Shego, slumbering
audibly on the farther side of the wigwam.

"*Shego,” he called in Nez Perce. “Shego!”

He waited a moment, but receiving no
answer repeated the attack with sustained
vigor. In time there came a slow upheaval
of buffalo robes and gaudy blankets and
Shego’s head appeared, followed by the
querulous demand to know the reason for
this untimely summons.

“The camp-fire is but ashes,” Toolaps
informed her with dignity, “and | am cold.”

“What hinders,” she retorted sharply,
“that you kindle it?”

But her lord’s roving eye had noted a
fact that made building even a modest fire
impossible for the nonce. There was no
fuel in the teepee. He proceeded to put his
discovery into diplomatic words.

“It is an ancient custom of our people
and therefore a wise one,” he observed
sagely, “that the women bring the wood
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and kindle the fire while the men Hunt or
gather in the council chamber.”

But Shego, being a semi-modem reserva-
tion dame, was not so easily convinced.

“It may be that it is an ancient custom,”
she returned, “but it is nevertheless a
foolish one. Besides,” she added prac-
tically, “there is no longer a council cham-
ber and the Great Father at Washington
tells it that you do not hunt.”

“The Great Spirit has given us the deer
and the elk,” Toolaps argued stoutly, “and
I am tired of the beef of the agency. It
is meat for children and for squaws, but
not for men. | hunt today.”\

The argument continued for a time, but
in the end Toolaps prevailed. Shego arose
fully dressed as she had lain down, for
thanks to contact with the lesser shades of
civilization Indians no longer slept naked
as in the days of their fathers. Step-
ping over to the flap that did them service
as a door, she threw it aside, admitting a
frigid inrush of air. She stepped without,
and soon the rapid tattoo of her hand-ax
came to Toolaps’ satisfied ears.

Another arctic'gust marked her return,
but quickly the fire blossomed up in the
dead ashes, and the odor of cooking followed
hard upon it.

Breakfast over, the old Indian set about
making ready for his projected hunting
trip, his wife all the while interposing
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sundry objections, among which Eunam-
tuck, Chief of the Tillayuma Indian police,
bulked large.

“Eunamtuck sits by his teepee fire and
dreams,” Toolaps declared with fine disdain
of the redoubtable chief of police.

‘'t may be that he dreams,” Shego
admitted, “but he is also cunning as the
fox. Besides the agent has said it, that
you do not hunt.”

But Toolaps was deaf to her entreaties.

“l hunt,” he declared with finality, and
slinging an ancient muzzle-loading rifle
across his back and picking up the drag
rope of a light sled, he left the wigwam.

The sun was sitting astride the jagged
peak of Needle Mountain as Toolaps set
his face toward the distant hunting ground.
Two feet of powdery snow covered the
lower Tillayuma Valley, and at every on-
ward drive of the snow-shoe a white swirl
arose, till it seemed as if he walked knee-
deep in smoke. And it was cold, thirty
below at least, without the faintest stir of
air, a thin knife-edged chill, that could
penetrate any clothing except leather.

However, against the cold, Toolaps was
amply fortified and with the comfortable
mental observation that it would undoubt-
edly dampen the ardor of any possible pur-
suers he pushed ahead with redoubled vigor.

By noon he was .well up in the foot-
hills of the Blue Mountains. Here the
snow was a good six feet deep, but crusted
heavily, making progress increasingly easy.

As he pressed along his mind was busy
with the great change brought about by
the intrusion of the whites, and at times he
muttered Nez Perce imprecations against
their meddlesome interference with time-
honored tribal rights and customs. Es-
pecially was he bitter against the recent
decree emanating from Washington and
presented in a concrete way by the agent
at the Flat Dog Agency, that Indians cease
to hunt save during certain seasons of the
year. Yet would he, Toolaps, son of the
great Manniquon, hunt as his fathers had
taught him.

So reasoning, he turned his steps into a
walled-in valley, where the snow lay ever
undrifted, and elk and mule deer were to
be always found. His instincts proved
unerring, for quite near the lower end of
the valley he came upon a band of elk
feeding along the banks of the Tillayuma
River.

He stalked them without difficulty from
the alder-lined banks and brought down a
young cow at the first shot. The cow had
dropped in her tracks and Toolaps noted
with satisfaction that the “pea” bullet
had struck her at the fatal spot, just above
the center of her forehead.

Now he proceeded to cut off a hind
quarter and load it upon his sled. The
wolves would doubtless feast that night,
which was well. And now a sudden prob-
lem gave him pause. To camp out, with
the thermometer hovering around thirty
below zero, was not a pleasant experience
for even a seasoned Indian hunter. At
that moment, however, he had a happy
inspiration, for he remembered a cave,
quite near, too, where he could pass the
night in comfort and security. It lay on
the right bank of the Tillayuma River,
where that stream had cut its way through
the wall that hedged in the cove-like valley.

He picked up his drag rope and briskly
set his face toward the wedge-like opening
scarcely a mile away. His going for that
mile was easy, even with his loaded sled,
but the minute the walls of the narrow
canon dosed in upon him, his task became
a different one. Great blocks, of stone,
loosed by frost and storm, blocked his
way, and at times he was forced to drag
his sled along the very lip of the icy ledge,
while the river fumed and threatened
twenty feet below him. Presently, how-
ever, he reached the cave in safety, and
drew his sled in through the wide-arched,
black throat with a sigh of relief. In the
Spring the swirling water of the Tillayuma
made it a veritable caldron so that no one
could enter it. But it had done Toolaps a
good service, for a great pile of drift wood
lay along the lower side of the cave, left
stranded by the retreating flood.

HE LEANED his rifle against a

handy boulder, gathered up a quan-

tity of the wood, now dry as powder,
and quickly kindled a fire. This done, he
stepped to the flat ledge at the entrance of
the cave and looked about. Fronting
him, the walls of the canon towered up at
an unbelievable angle, so steep in fact that
it seemed incredible that six feet of snow
was clinging to its roof-like slope. A
breath of air, it seemed to him, could bring
it roaring down into the mouth of the cave.
Toolaps was well versed in the perils of the
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dry avalanche, or white slide, and regarded
it with somber eye.

“It bodes ill,” he muttered to himself,
“and yet it may be that the Manilou----- ”

That sentence was never finished, for as
he turned and glanced sharply to his right,
he saw something that amazed him quite
as much as if the dread Manilou he had just
invoked, had appeared. Standing there,
scarce ten feet away was Eunamtuck, the
Chief of the Tillayuma Indian Police!

Toolaps did not hesitate for a fractional
second even. With one backward spring
he repossessed himself of his rifle and the
next instant fired pointblank at the smiling
intruder. But Eunamtuck was not reputed
the quickest man on the Tillayuma Reser-
vation for nothing. To stoop sidewise
under the flaming gun, to cover the inter-
vening space in one panther-like leap, and
wrest the rifle from itscowner’s hands were
but petty divisions of a single act.

And then, as the two men faced each
other, there came a sound from the tower-
ing steeps above them that checked all
thought of combat—a sound like the hissing
of steam from a thousand pistons, trans-
muted instantly into the combined thunder
of a thousand trains. And running through
it all was a silken rustling, impossible to
describe.

Eunamtuck silently pointed to the op-
posite slope. The entire snow field seemed
to have slipped outward from its almost
vertical wall and was rushing with ever
increasing velocity down into the V-shaped
canon of the Tillayuma below. Rocks and
trees, too, were being tom away to come
roaring down on the crest of the white
foaming wave of snow.

Toolaps seemed utterly paralyzed by the
apalling spectacle, but not so his companion.
Grasping the other by the arm he literally
dragged him back into the cave. And not a
moment too soon, for scarcely had they
left the entrance of the cave, than with a
crash, utterly beggaring description, the
avalanche reached the bed of the river,
filled it, and climbed the rocky walls on
both sides, burying them and their cave
beneath thousands upon thousands of
tons of snow and debris brought down in
its resistless sweep.

The cave itself was filled with spume
and dust driven up from the plunging
snow, through which the tiny flame of
Toolaps* camp-fire showed with a sickly

light as if shrouded under a veil of yellow-
ish mist.

Toolaps was unnerved, but not so
Eunamtuck. Stepping over the camp-fire
he piled on a half-dozen dry limbs, noting
too, with satisfaction that the smoke seemed
to be rising toward the top of the cave
instead of spreading out. This argued
that it was finding its way out through
some crevice or natural chimney in the
rocks above them. Now he glimpsed the
quarter of elk meat on Toolaps’ sled, and
at sight of it a slow grin overspread his
big jovial face.

“We will eat the evidence,” he said in
Nez Perce, “though it may be that we will
save a portion to take with us when we
escape.”

“What chance is there that we escape?”
Toolaps asked sullenly. “Had you not
followed like a wolf on my trail, 1 at least
would now be safe.”

“And had you the wisdom of a wolf,”
Eunamtuck returned lightly, *“we would
both be safe even now. To fire a gun in the
shadow of a snow field such as that, was
the act of a child and not of a man.”

Toolaps, having no adequate reply to this
eminently just observation, held his peace
for the time, but the curiosity which lives
in the breast of the reputedly stoical Indian
finally impelled him {o ask this question—

“How comes it,” he inquired, “that you
be here and not at the agency?”

Eunamtuck’ answer was brief and con-
vincing. It had chanced, so he explained,
that he had seen Toolaps at Tekoa, the
day before, when he was buying lead for
molding bullets for his ancient rifle. Know-
ing Toolaps, the other guessed that a hunt-
ing trip was in project, and early that
morning he had set out to discover whether
he was justified in his surmise. The present
situation certainly was proof enough of his
acumen. He added the unpalatable infor-
mation that he would take Toolaps as a
prisoner to the Flat Dog Agency when
they escaped.

“When we escape!” Toolaps sneered.
“It may be that when the Chinook wind
and the sun have wanned this valley till
Autumn falls, some wanderer may per-
chance enter thjs cave and find our bones.”

“We be strong and will dig,” Eunamtuck
answered complaisantly. f'Whathindersit?"

“Show me the took,” the other replied
unconvinced.
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For answer Eunamtuck pointed to a
small hand-ax tucked in his belt. They
would tunnel out, said he using the hand-
ax to loosen the snow. The debris from
their tunnel would be piled up at the end
and sides of the cave.

After calmly elucidating this simple
program as if the digging of a tunnel
through a conglomerate of packed snow,
boulders, and trees for an unknown dis-
tance was an every-day occurrence, he
suggested that they eat, sparingly it was
true, and then sleep.

When Toolaps awoke, he found Eunam-
tuck bending above the fire, toasting strips
of the elk meat. The meal was meager,
eked out with a limited amount of coffee
and flapjacks, the spoils of Eunamtuck’s
pack.

After a brief parley it was decided that
the best plan was to head down-stream,
(figging as nearly straight up as possible.
Fortunately the cave was big and would in
all likelihood furnish plenty of room for the
refuse from the tunnel. With these minor
details settled, Eunamtuck began the
attack.

He found at once that it was like digging
in ice, only ice that had the consistency of
frozen rubber. Almost immediately too he
encountered boulders, small ones it was
true, but it forced him to proceed cautiously,
for if he broke the hand-ax their condition
would be practically hopeless. Yet in
spite of the difficulties he made consid-
erable progress at first and in a couple of
hours the tunnel was ten feet long. But
now the difficulties multiplied, for it became
necessary for Toolaps to hold a torch or
he might shatter the ax against an im-
bedded rock. Besides, digging in an ice
tunnel furnished problems of its own, for
the cold penetrated through his garments
soon wet with perspiration which promised
rheumatism at an early date.

In lime he gave over digging to Toolaps,
while he held the torch and carried away
the debris. But Toolaps was slow, and
besides, when Eunamtuck took up the
digging again, he found that the other had
narrowed the hole until Eunamtuck’s ample
body could scarcely be squeezed through
it, which compelled a considerable widening
before he could go ahead.

Toolaps, moreover, was obsessed with
the idea that the effort to escape was use-
less, that they were doomed by fate to
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perish in the cave, and his Indian philosophy
to accept the inevitable stoically rebelled
at the grueling labor and short rations.
Eunamtuck, on the other hand, had
accepted and made his own the white
man’s dictum, that the unconquered will
denies impossibility, so that his time was
about evenly divided between arguing
the point with his stolid companion and
doing the bulk of the work. And most of
all he was compelled to keep a watchful
eye on the slender food supply. He had
thought the meat was disappearing faster
than their meager meals justified and one
night feigned sleep to catch his companion
making a foray on their larder. It brought
,a stem rebuke, coupled with a promise of
dire vengeance if it occurred again. Too-
laps promptly declared that he would work
no longer.
“It is useless,” he said doggedly. “The
Manitou wills it that we perish here.”
“Not the Manitou wills it, but you,”
Eunamtuck retorted. “Mjndest thou not
how thy father, the great Manniquon,
escaped from the Bannocks, and he with a
leg broken at the knee? Many a time have
| heard thee relate it. Be would not have
trembled at the sound of an avalanche.
Dig thou wilt, either of thy own will or
mine! The way even now grows easy
and we near the end of our labors.”
Toolaps, grumbling and sullen, did work.
There came a time soon, however, when he
declared that he was sick, and Eunamtuck
gave to him the remnant of the food, and
tightening up his belt over his flat belly
crawled painfully up the tunnel to its upper
end. Sticking his pine torch into a crevice
he aimed a blow at the white wall and then
another and another. Chunks of show
began to rain down, and presently an extra
jar toppled his torch from its improvised
holder, leaving him in darkness.
Grumbling to himself, he stooped to
find it, but paused, struck with the thought
that the tunnel was not entirely black.
Hardly daring to trust his senses, he crept
down to the cave, sharpened a stout pole,
and returned to the upper end. He began
prodding with it at the barrier, largely at
random. But when he found that he was
really able to penetrate the barrier, his
attack increased to a veritable fury. His
progress became increasingly rapid, and
soon, with a joy that cannot be set to
words, he withdrew the pole to find that
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he was actually looking out at a patch of
blue sky!

It seemed to him that he could almost
crawl through that tiny hole, so great was
his elation, and under the spell of that
smiling bit of sky he tore at the mouth of
the tunnel, till in an incredibly brief time
the thing was accomplished. Still he did
no more than thrust his great head out
into the limpid air before he was fairly
scurrying down the tunnel to tell his
somber companion that they had won their
light.

gToolaps was asleep by the fire, so first of

all Eunamtuck worried up the tortuous
channel with the sled and then with the
guns and blankets before he waked him.
Stooping over he touched the older man on
the shoulder.

“Wake, Toolaps!” he cried exultantly.
“The tunnel is done.”

“Aye, done,” the other said wearily.
“What of it?”

. “We escape,”
“Come.”

And lifting Toolaps to his feet he dragged
him up into the sunlight..

The sky was blue, and warm light gusts
of a Chinook wind stirred the pine-needles
with its wonderful touch. The world was
indeed fair, and Eunamtuck with a light
heart busied himself loading their blankets
and guns on the sled, while Toolaps, moody
and silent, did not lift a finger to aid him.

The brief task finished Eunamtuck turned
to his companion.

“We be ready,” he said cheerfully.

But Toolaps did not stir.

“l am side and hungry,” he returned
gutturally. “I can not-walk.”

Eunamtuck looked at him doubtfully
for a moment.

“The sled will bear you also, he declared
finally, and lifting Toolaps on it, he once
more rearranged the load, picked up the
drag-rope and set out.

The sun was quartering to their trail,
and as he strode along Eunamtuck, the
wiliest of men, furtively watched the ever-
changing shadow of the sled and its occu-
pant as it danced along the snow at his
right. His caution was amply Justified, for
presently he noted that Toolaps was grad-
ually lifting himself to a sitting position.
Next, with cat-like stealth, he drew his
rifle toward him, and began raising it to his
shoulder. His purpose was evident enough,

Eunamtuck grinned.

but the other man forestalled it. A quick
leap to*one side, coupled with a sharp
yank at the taut drag-rope, and he sent
the would-be murderer spinning head-first
into a snow bank.

Before Toolaps could rise, Eunamtuck
stood above him, jiark and terrible, and
with one powerful *sweep wrenched the
rifle from Toolap’s hands.

“What means it?” he demanded sternly.

“A wolf was crossing the ridge yonder,”
Toolaps answered defiantly. “What hinders
that | kill it?”

“Alie,” Eunamtuck said contemptuously,
“or if there be a wolf, it is Toolaps.”

He deliberated a moment.

“Two times now,” he continued delib-
erately, “you have tried to kill and two
limes have you failed. A third time there
will not be.”

With this dictum he drew from his
pocket a handful of buckskin thongs and
trussed the other up securely, and as
securely tied him to the sled.

Toolaps, snarling like a wolf, assailed
him with bitter threats to which Eunam-
tuck gave not the slightest heed, but when
satisfied that the work of hog-tying Toolaps
had left nothing to be desired in the matter
of thoroughness, he placidly set his face
once more toward the Flat Dog Agency.

Taking a short cut he reached it late
in the afternoon, drew up before his own
wigwam, untied his prisoner, and conducted
him inside. His wife who had given him
up for dead welcomed the return of her
spouse with riotous clamor.

“l would eat much,” he grinned, “for |
have fasted long, and | would loosen my
belt once more. Toolaps would eat also.”

And eat they did, more like wolves than
men, till eating longer became an impossible
task. Eunamtuck finally arose, and patted
his protuberant stomach with satisfaction.

“We will go to the agent now,” he in-
formed the no less gorged Toolaps.

Ross Butlin, the agent, received the
redoubtable chief of police as one risen
from the dead.

“Where you been, Eunamtuck?” he
exclaimed joyfully. “I thought mebbyso
you go happy hunting ground.”

Eunamtuck turned and regarded the
scowling Toolaps with a quizzical gleam
in his deep-set black eyes.

“Toolaps an’ me been huntin',” he
replied, and then in a few sentences in the
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vernacular he related the happenings of
the last ten days, though he made no men-
tion of the other’s two attempts on his life.

“Killum elk, huh?” and Butlin turned
upon the accused wrathfully. “Mebbyso
yo’ heap go calaboose long a tam now.”

“Me no killum elk,” Toolaps retorted.
“Eunamtuck say me heap killum, | say me
no killum.”

“You killum, alright,” Butlin answered.
“Eunamtuck no lie. You lie Toolaps.”

“Dat so?” Toolaps asked coolly. “How
you provem me killum huh?” Then he
added—

“Mebbyso Eunamtuck saw me killum.”

But Eunamtuck shook his head.

“Me no seeum yo’,” he answered truth-
fully.

The admission seemed a fatal one to
Butlin, who with dismay felt the crafty
Toolaps slipping through his fingers.

Toolaps with glee saw the look cross~he
agent’s face, and with a chuckle he hurled
this final shot at the apparently discomfited
chief of police.

“Eunamtuck no seeum me,” he said
triumphantly. “Nobody seeum me.
Mebbyso Eunamtuck bringum back elk
meat me kill.”

“Mebbyso,” Eunamtuck grunted com-
plaisantly, and fumbling a moment in his
pack he drew out a bulky object wrapped
in buckskin and laid it on the agent’s

table. With tantalizing deliberation he
unwrapped the mysterious package to
disclose finally the frontal bone of Toolaps’
elk and a portion of the skull lying back of
it, which Eunamtuck had cut away with
his hand-ax.

A little above the middle center appeared
the bullet hole as fresh and clean as the
day the elk had been killed. He pointed
to it.

“Seeum bullet hole?” he inquired mildly.

But the wily Toolaps was not yet trapped.

“S’pose bullet hole alright,” he argued.

.. “How yo’ know me killum? Mebbyso yo’

shootum elk.”
1

IN ANSWER to this eminently

pertinent question, Eunamtuck lift-
rafiFtt ed the previously severed frontal
piece away entirely, and pointed to the
spongy bone lying back of the brain case.
Embedded there was a small rounded
bullet, somewhat flattened it was true,
yet impossible to mistake for anything but
the “ftea” ball of the old-fashioned muzzle
loader. Then he pointed to Toolaps’
ancient rifle, while Butlin nodded his em-
phatic appreciation of the unanswerable
demonstration.

“Toolaps gottum only gun like dat on
reservation,” Eunamtuck added truthfully
after a moment. “Him go calaboose long
a tam now. Yo’ betyo’my lifel”
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Thefirstpart of the story briefly retold in story form.

T HAD come from Fort Du Quesne in distant
1 Ohio, where | had played the Frenchman, to my
home town, Alexandria, in Virginia, bringing news
to Governor Dinwiddie. For England and France
were gambling again—the stakes, the land east of
the Alleghenies and the friendship of that onlooker,
the Red Man.

True, | was wanted at home for certain ancient
debts; for my father, “Brond of the Open Hand,”
had left only debts for a legacy. Yet in the con-
fusion incident to the impending campaign | passed

unrecognized, save that near my old home | met
Josephine, my boyhood sweetheart. W ith her was
her fianc6, young Busby. He and | had played-

Indian-fighting in our boyhood, and he was now with
Braddock’s army, preparing for the campaign.
Although my message was to Governor Din-
widdie, it was General Braddock who should profit
by my news, for he was in command of the English
regulars sent to aid the colonies against the French.
But General Braddock profited by no man’s advice.
Not altogether at fault, for recruits and supplies
were lacking, he yet failed to grasp the essentials of
warfare in this strange land, and clung to the
military science as taught by war in Europe.

My reception by General Braddock did not
change my first impressions of him. My dark
skin—1 was ever called “Black” Brond—and my

knowledge of the red men have caused me to be
taken for a half-indian before now; and my forest-
runner’s dress did not win me favor in the general’s
eyes. When | presented a letter from George
Croghan and made my report on the weakness of the
French at Fort Du Quesne, it made little impres-
sion upon him. He bade me go out ahead of the
army to secure enlistments among the provincials.
Governor Morris secretly gave me a message to
Croghan.
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Outside the town | found the camp of my friend
Round Paw, the Onondaga. My way was ever his,
and we struck northward for the Pennsylvania
border.

Next morning we came upon Balsar Cromit, a
young frontiersman at McDowell’s settlement—a
man of marvelous strength and great simplicity of
mind. By promising him a long rifle we induced
him to join us.

Hearing that a clearing-out of witches was taking
place at Great Cove, we hastened thither, and suc-
ceeded in putting to rout certain settlers who were
bailing a young girl and her uncle.

The old man, overcome by shock, died that night;
and the girl disappeared, first promising to go to
McDowell’s mill. But when we came there we
would find no trace of her.

The promise of land induced one Simon Flax to
join us, leaving his wife to guard their home and
children.

Cromit, with his insatiable desire for proving his
finger strength, provoked Flax to a “wring.”

Their hands met, and fingers grasped fingers.

“Go,” snapped Flax, jumping all his strength
jinto his big hands.

In a moment Flax was on his knees crying with
pain, and defeated.

J DELIVERED my message to Croghan at Will's

Creek, where Braddock and his army soon ar-
rived, hut were forced to delay ten days awaiting
the artillery. The presence of many non-combatants

and the illness of many regulars hampered the
preparations.
My attempt to instruct a sergeant in woods-

fighting antagonized him and | was rescued from
punishment asa French spy, by Major Washington.
who vouched for me.
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The major feared an ambuscade by the French,
and persuaded General Braddock to send me again
to Fort Du Quesne as a spy.

In the mean time 1 rescued a slim youth—as |
thought—who was being put upon by a bully, only
to learn that it was the girl of Witches’ Head—Elsie
Dinwold.

Round Paw and | were joined on the march by
Balsar Cromit, whose long rifle had been stolen in
camp. He wasdetermined to catch the thief.

We found a dead Huron who had evidently been
shot by the thief with the rifle and scalped by Black
Jack the Indian-hater, who passed us on the march.
The t~ail led us to a cabin surrounded by Hurons
attacking under French command. The thief of
the long rifle was within.

We made the cabin after some fighting and found
Elsie Dinwold again. An attempt to get water
brought the French captain upon us, and him |
captured alive. The girl fled to the woods.

Beauvais, the Frenchman, | left in Cromit’s

O, FRENCHMAN!” derided the
Tuscarora, bending his head
dose to my face. “Call for the
old man across the stinking

water to help you. They say the old man
you call master is asleep, or sick. They say
he has forgotten his children at Du
Quesne and that the Ingelishman comes
to eat them up.”

I rolled my eyes to look at the war-pipe.
He caught the glance and leaped to his feet
and with a stroke of his ax smashed the
stem of the pipe and spat in the bowl. One
of the Delawares thrust a piece of the stem
into my mouth, cutting my tongue and
nearly strangling me. Another thrust the
red feathers into my hair.

This play caused inordinate laughter. A
young Delaware shrieked that | was not
satisfied with smoking the war-pipe, but
must eat it. When | had cleared my mouth
| demanded to know why they should treat
me so. A middle-aged Delaware, who
showed the signs, of drink less than the
others, glared down on me and cried—

“Why did the French Indians make Fall-
ing Tree eat fire on the other side of the
Great Crossing?” And | remembered the
deserted camp and the poor charred wreck
in the ashes at the foot of a tree.

“l did not see Falling Tree die,” | de-
fended myself. “If a Delaware has been
burned then some of the wild Hurons did it.
His bones shall be covered with many
presents.”

“When the Leni-lenape can not catch a
wolf they catch a fox,” taunted Running
Deer.

It impressed me as being very curious that

charge while the Indian and | sought the girl. At
nightfall we were accosted by Jacob Hardy—the
man of peace—and under his protection we traveled
amidst hostile Indians until early morning, when we
escaped to a hiding-place.

Near Altaquippa’s town a carrier of French belts
was robbed by the Onondaga of his wampunxjand,
as a Frenchman and his ally, we entered the town.

A Frenchman whom | had met before, Monsieur
Falest, who was on a mission to win over the wopion
sachem, took me to her. With herwas Elsie Dinwold.

Allaquippa refused the belts of the Frenchman
and bade me begone when I had rested.

The girl sought French protection ~nd was to go
with Falest to Du Quesne.

The Onondaga brought me news that Beauvais
had escaped from Cromit, and warned me to leave
the village before he could arrive. Three Delawares
intercepted my path, and believing me to be French
prepared to torture me.

I was tied to a tree with a cord around each wrist.

he, a survivor of a nation oppressed and sold
into slavery by the English and forced to
seek refuge with the Five Nations, should
be so bitter against the French.

“Let the Frenchman beg for his life.
Maybe his words will be a belt that will
open our ears,” cried a warrior.

I knew better than to expect them to pay
any heed to pleadings. A sign of weakness
would give greater aest to their sport. So
I clamped my lips together and wondered
where the Onondaga could be, £find if this
lonely spot on the Monongahela was to wit-
ness the end of the last of the House of the
Open Hand.

| tried to keep my gaze from straying to
the small tree where the pipe had hung, for
around this, several feet from the trunk, the
drunken savages were now heaping dry
brush with a top layer of green boughs. The
fuel was so arranged that | would be slow
in dying. And most grotesquely did they
dance as they piled up the brush and made
ready the long cord of rawhide which was
to tether me to the tree and yet allow me
to move about in a futile effort to escape
the baking heat.

There were moments when they would
have cheated themselves of their entertain-
ment had not the Tuscarora and some of the
less drunken Delawares driven back several
young fiends who were determined to learn
if my head was “hard,” and who, in lieu
of axes, sneaked up to brain me with heavy
rocks.

At last all was in readiness, and | was
yanked to*my feet and pushed inside the
brushwood circle. My hands were tied at
my back with the cord running from my
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wrists to a point on the trunk some fifteen
feet above my head.

“Frenchman, tell Falling Tree of the
Leni-lenape that we send you to him, that
we have covered his bones,” called out a
Delaware.

“In a few sleeps many Frenchmen will
be ghosts and will tell you how the Ingelish-
man broke off an ax in their heads,” jeered
the Tuscarora.

His people had been, sold as slaves in
Pennsylvania, and had been advertised as
chattels in the Boston News Letter, a treat-
ment that was the real cause of the
Tuscarora uprising in 17111

A hollow booming sound, quickly fol-
lowed by the splintering of wood, directed
all eyes toward the liquor-keg. It was
smashed in and behind the log stood Round
Paw, the Onondaga, his war-ax half-raised
ready for a throw. After the first brief
pause the whole pack was racing toward
him yelling and screaming, the spilled
brandy increasing their drunken fury. But
when the Onondaga drew back his powerful
arm and sounded the war-whoop of his
people there was an abrupt slackening of
the charge.

Despite the maddening effect of the
brandy the-Delawares could not forget the
years they had been held in virtual bondage
by the Long House. As they came to a halt
Round Paw vaulted over the log and
advanced briskly to them and imperiously
demanded:

“What do our nephews do with the white
man? And what part does this Tuscarora”
have in it? He had better be playing the
bowl and plum-and-seed game of his people
than to be playing with fire. This isa very
bad game for him to play, they say. Why
is he on the Monongahela when his people
are in the Long House, seated between the
Oneidas and the Onondagas? He would
kill a man, but I do not see his three wolf-
hides raised. (A Tuscarora custom of pre-
paring a place of execution). Is he a wizard
to say who shall die among the Delaware?
If so, where are the two white rings made
on the ground?”

The Tuscarora was silent.
spoke up, saying:

“Iroquois, we burn a Frenchman, who
burned Falling Tree, a Delaware. Our
brother’s ghost cried for us to cover his
bones.”

“We will stick the Frenchman’s skin full

A Delaware
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of splinters and set them afire,” muttered
the Tuscarora.

The Onondaga glanced at me, and | spoke
up, declaring: \

“Man of the Long House, they would
burn me with little fires because I am a son
of Onontio. | know nothing of their dead
brother, but | have told them I would cover
his bones.” *

“He must bum,” growled the Tuscarora,
his courage growing stronger.

“Ha! Who speaks? A man without a
cabin unless he goes and begs a place be-
tween the Oneidas and the Onondagas,”
sneered the Onondaga. “Will the Leni-
lenape, our nephews, let this man say who
shall die and who shall five? He does not
have a mat to sit on. What will Allaquippa
say about it? They say she has a very
strong magic for those of her children who
bum strangers. She knows she is standing
between the French and English. When
two strong men run together any one
standing between them is hurt.”

“We are grandfathers to all people,” said
the spokesman of the Delawares; and it was
plain he and his followers resented Round
Paw’ characterization of them as “neph-
ews.” He continued:

“This man’s bones shall be thrown into
the Monongahela, Our sachem will not
know.”

“We have thrown off our woman’s dress!
We are men!” howled a young warrior.

“You are drunk,” grated the Onondaga,
giving him a ferocious look. *“You will De
sober tomorrow and hide in the woods.”

Then striding into the group of warriors
he lifted his ax high above his head and
cried:

“Butyou say you are men. Good. Then
the Iroquois can trade with you. The Long
House will buy a life. The Long House has
no bag of talk for the Tuscarora, who has
no home, but for the Leni-lenape, who say
they are men. Ho! They say this French-
man isa vqry brave man. They say it takes
much wampum to buy his life. Good.
Round Paw of the Wolf Clan of the Onon-
dagas, Hodisennageta, ‘the Name Bearers,’
who rule over the Great Council at the
ancient town of Onondaga, will give this
for the white man’s life.”

And he sprang to my side and threw six
strings of wampum about my neck. His
offering greatly exceeded the ordinary price
of a life, and what was more significant the
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strings were composed of purple beads, the
six strands being the symbol of the Six
Nations, as the Long House was sometimes
called now that the Tuscaroras were living
under the protection of the New York
Iroquois.’

The Tuscarora fell back and appeared
to be irresolute; for the might of the Long
House was that of a solidly established
empire, and its hand could reach out and
inflict punishment on the Abnaki along the
Penobscot, to the villages in the Illinois
country and even beyond, to the Cherokee
cabins on the Tellico.

Then again six strings of purple beads
were used in opening the grand federal
council at Onondaga. To employ such a
cluster in buying a prisoner was most un-
usual. Because of these facts the Tuscarora
was shaken in his courage. The effect of
Round Paw’, words was accumulative.
When | saw him giving ground | believed
my troubles were ended. The D awares,
however, still rankled under the recollection
of many years of subserviency, and my hopes

eceived a sad tumble when the leader of
the band violently declared:

“No! The time when the Leni-lenape had
to pay wampum to the Long House, or sell
land when the Long House ordered, is like
water that flowed down the Monongahela
many moons ago. It is gone by. This
Frenchman is our prisoner. If the Tus-
carora no longer wishes to fill his skin with

e sticks then the Delawares will show you
Eto roast a white man. Light the brush.”
veral men ran whooping to the small
fire and snatched up burning sticks. The
Onondaga sounded his war-whoop and
sprang after them, bowling them over. He
leaped over the brushwood and with one
blow of his ax severed the cord that hitched
me to the tree. Then he faced about and
made ready to hurl his ax, his terrible cry
sending a pulsating, blood-curdling note
ringing down the dark aisles of the forest.

The Leni-lenape were ever a proud peo-
ple. To be intimidated by my friend was
to recall their previous years of inferiority.
The excitement of the moment had cleared
their heads of the brandy fumes and had
left them in a deadly mood. Thus far the
Onondaga had treated them roughly be-
cause of his ax and their lack of weapons.
They began crying for the guards to find
and bring in their arms, and two warriors
dashed into the woods. | begged Round
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Paw to sever the cord around my wrists.
Behind me a voice said—

“Let it be told when the Onondaga man
speaks before the great council at Onon-
daga.” And my wrists were free.

| jerked about in time to see the Tus-
carora scuttling into the woods, probably
an outcast from Allaguippa’s town because
of his act.

“We must run for it!” | yelled to Round
Paw, who was hurling defiance at the Dela-
wares and begging them to show themselves
to be strong men and not afraid to die.

“Run from our nephews who have said
they were women?” he scornfully shouted,
and he danced more wifdiy along th£ barrier
of brush and swung Hisaxinglittering circles.

“Hol ho! They say twb’hrave:rhen-'are
ready to die. Cdme and Kkill- them,-” he
defied.

The two guards now burst from cover
with their arms heaped high with bows and
arrows, knives, war-clubs and axes. And
there were two smooth-bore guns among the
weapons. One of the fellows whom Round
Paw had knocked over by the fire had
secured possession of my long rifle and was
preparing to fire it. Only the zeal of an-
other warrior, who sought to aid the first,
saved me from being killed by my own gun.
As it was the bullet passed within an inch
of my head.

“Run for it!” | yelled at my frenzied
companion.

But even as | urged this I knew we could
never reach the forest without having our
backs feathered with arrows and our heads
stopping shrewdly-flung axes.

“What now?” What now? What foolish-
ness is this? Are my children wicked? Have
they forgotten what the star has told them?
Oh, you foolish ones!”

There was no mistaking that stentorian
voice. The tall figure of Hardy, the eccen-
tric, now clothed in a long robe of white and
yellow, strode into the opening and with no
appearance of haste took a position be-
tween us and the Delawares. Then did the
Onondaga behold a greater influence at
work than had been exerted by the purple
symbol of the all-powerful Long House.

KBS OUR deliverer asked for no explan-
gjjijg ations after his first queries; the
physical evidence was sufficient.
Before any could answer his words of re-
proach he raised a hand and thundered:
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“You are drunk. You have forgotten
your sachem, the woman of peace. You
have forgotten my words of wisdom and
would kill yourselves by killing an unarmed
man. Go back to, your village and sleep
off the evil dream, or the star in my head
will tell me to do that which no man of
the Leni-lenape will ever think of without
trembling. Begone!”

And Uke frightened children the half-
sobered wretches slunk into the forest and
vanished.

“We thank you, father, for your assis-
tance,” | told him.

“Arendiouanen!" muttered the Onondaga.

“Did; we all die&.in thfc morning robe of
purity and in the evening robe of peace
there could, beetle .violence, no bloodshed,”
he remarked," rather-'absent-mindedly and
without looking at us.

“How came you here at Allaquippa’s
town?” | asked.

“She is a woman of peace. | have been
here many times. | have visited her village
when it was on the Allegheny. My star
told me the French would try to turn her
warriors into a war-path. | came to hold
them to peace. Go back to the village.
You will not be harmed.”

He walked into the woods bordering the
river and proceeded toward the village.
The Onondaga retreated by the path over
which he had trailed me, but before depart-
ing he secured his wampum and concealed
it under his blanket, and | picked up my
rifle and loaded it.

“Where did you get the beads?” | asked
him as we slowly followed the path.

“From the war-belt and strings the dead
Huron carried. Some of the strings had
many purple beads; those were a talk from
Pontiac. It took time to make them into
six strings, all purple. That was why | was
slow in finding my white brother. The tall
white man has strong magic. If he helped
the French the Swannocks would be
whipped.”

I had never thought of that, and | was
glad the eccentric was at least a man of
peace and not a partisan for the French;
for his influence over the red men was very
strong.

| asked for news of Beauvais, and he took
his time in informing me.

“He is at the village and starts for Du
Quesne after one sleep.”

“Tomorrow morning,” | murmured.
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“The witch-woman and the other French-
man start to-night. Allaquippa has told
the Frenchman to go. She is angry because
he brought milk to the Leni-lenape. A
hunter told me this. Your brother has not
been to the village.”

“Then | must wait out here in the woods
until Beauvais has taken the Du Quesne
path,” I decided.

“1 will be eyes and ears for my white
brother,” he assured me.

He turned from the trail and found a snug
hiding-place within pistol-shot of the village
and said for me to remain there while he
procured food. He was confident Beauvais
would not recognize him among the other
warriors, especially as he would be wrapped
from head to moccasins in his blanket.

It was dreary waiting and yet | was glad
to be alone as | had a grave problem to
solve. Beauvais must not betray me at
Du Quesne; therefore, Beauvais must not
reach the fort. To waylay him and shoot
him from ambush was not within my
scruples. | did not mind the death of the
Huron carrier of belts, but to kill a white
man in cold blood was another matter.
Perhaps the Onondaga had felt the qualms
I was now experiencing. Yet he was blood-
thirsty enough. So far as | could make up
my mind it must be a fair fight, yet one to
the death. There was rather a fine question
as to my right to endanger my own life
when so much might depend upon what |
learned at Du Quesne. There were too
many settlements and too many women and
children beyond the blue wall, too many
isolated cabins along the Rea’s Town and
Shfppensburg road, to run even a shadow
of a risk of failing. And yet in the end
sportsmanship won, and | was committed
to giving Beauvais an even chance.

As it grew dark and the fires in the village
were lighted | left my hidingTplace and crept
to the edge of the forest to watch for the
Onondaga’s return. | had not been there
long before two figures suddenly came up
to the mouth of the path and entered the
black cover within a rod of where | was
crouching. Their coming took me by sur-
prize, so noiselessly did they move and I
had barely glimpsed them when they were
in the forest. Their identity was established
by a young voice saying:

“l was willing to go back and try the
English again even if they have been mortal
cruel to me, but it couldn’t be that way.
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So, mister, I'll try the French. Theyain’t
silly enough to believe in witches, | hope.”

“No, no, mademoiselle. Once they see
you properly attired they will say you are
beautiful.' You will be very happy with the
French.”

Half an hour later the Onondaga brought
to my hiding-place a kettle of meat and a
gourd of water. The kettle he had stolen
from the cabin of a drunken warrior.

“The witch-woman and the Frenchman
are on the path to Du Quesne,” he added. /
“They will be far on their journey by
morning.” *

“Round Paw must have the ears of a wolf
when the sun comes back. The other
Frenchman must not reach Du Quesne,” |
told him.

“Yo-hah! My white brother is very wise,
like the owl. They say a Frenchman will
die very quick after the next sun shines
upon him. The wolf’s ear will be open and
his teeth are very sharp.”

CHAPTER VI

DUBIOUS FAKING

T WAS dark in the woods when | awoke
I and | was weighted down by the reali-

zation that | must halt a brave man and daga trailing him.

kill him, or be killed by him. The Onon-
daga came to his feet and proceeded to
build a fire under the kettle of cooked
meat so that I might have something hot to
eat before entering upon my strange duel.
And he chanted a new song he had im-
provised in honor of the bloody work
ahead of me. Two wolves were howling,
he sang, and smelling of fresh tracks. Two
wolves were hunting, he continued, their
jaws slavering to make a kill. A white
and a red wolf were running side by side,
his barbarous song told me, and the prey
was in sight.

I spoiled his vocal efforts by speaking
up and declaring that he was to have no
part in the morning’s grim work. It re-
quired some minutes to win him over, for
his red mind could not comprehend why
a man should scorn an advantage when
attacking an enemy. He feared French
witchcraft was at work, for why abandon a
certainty and foolishly risk life? The one
result desired was the death of the French-
man before he reached Du Quesne. And
there were two of UBto give him his quietus.
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He consented to leave the issue to me only
after | said that my orenda told me in a
dream | must make the fight single-'handed.
Then he praised me, softly crying:

“Yo-hah! . They say my white brother
is a very brave man. Hoi hoi He has
dreamed of blood. He is a very fierce
man. He is a white wolf. The red wolf
will keep away until the fight is ended.
But if the white wolf does not come back
then will the red wolf smell out the tracks.
If the white wolf can not go to Du Quesne
neither shall the French wolf.”

It seemed unfair to make Beauvais fight
twice to gain an open road, yet even with
me dead, Braddock’s need would be urgent.
It would never do to allow Beauvais to
relate to his superiors what he had seen
and heard among the road-builders.

The army was sick and moving very
slowly. Every stray Indian, whether
French, English or neutral, knew that
much; but the red man’s reports were,not
fully trusted. Ten minutes of talk by a
French officer would have more weight at
Du Quesne than all that an Indian could
talk into twenty belts. If | lost the fight
and if it were permitted me to continue
cognizant of earthly affairs | knew | should
feel sorry for any man who had the Onon-
So | could not say
“no” to my red friend; and small good such
a prohibition would have done should the
morning’s meeting go against me.

| ate a little warm meat and smoked my
pipe while the Onondaga scouted the edge
of the woods. At last he was back on the
run, warning:

“He leaves the village. It is only half-
light even in the opening, but the Wolf
man’s eyes are very sharp. He will pass
along the patch where you met the Dela-
wares. He carries a long gun like my
brother’s.”

“Round Paw of the Wolf Clan, you must
tell me you will not take part in this fight
so long as | am alive,” | said to him.

He sighed regretfully and sullenly re-
plied:

“This is the first fight between the French
and English where the red man is not
wanted. My brother shall take the scalp
alone.”

He was a pagan and | claimed to be a
Christian, yet the only difference between
us was my ability to feel ashamed for doing
something | was fully determined to do,
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whereas he would feel proud and happy.
I envied him his mental attitude while |
hastily, kneeled by the fire and examined
my rifle and hung my ax in my belt.

I moved on a long diagonal that would
cut the path at the point where the three
Delawares and the Tuscarora had made me
a prisoner. The spot was far enough from
the village to prevent any alarm being
given did we fight with rifles; and the hour
was too early for any Delaware hunter to
be abroad. | was forced to proceed slowly
as but little light had yet penetrated the
thick growth. The light was a little better
when | reached the path, quite sufficient
for revealing a human figure at the limited
range allowed by the forest. | kneeled
beside the path and examined it as best
1' could and decided no one had passed
over it that morning.

The Frenchman was taking his time
and with never a thought that his advance
would be disputed. Some ten minutes
passed, and | was finding | could see quite
distinctly as far as the first bend in the
trail, when the calm of the woods was
shattered by two rifle-shots a second apart.
Cursing aloud 1 leaped to my feet and
glared down the path in the direction of
the village.

The Onondaga had been unflble to resist
his racial instincts and had cut in ahead
of me. Even in my anger | was amazed
that he should have done this, for, red or
white, there was no man whose word |
would accept ahead of the Onondaga’s.
I could only explain it by believing the
Indian had betrayed himself by some bit
of carelessness. The two shots; so close
together, proved the Frenchman had not
been caught off his guard; but which of
them had fired the last shot? Five, ten
minutes lagged by, and | should have
started an investigation if not for the
sound of footsteps. One man was coming
up the path on the run, and any finicky
notions | had had about slaying the French-
man vanished on my discovering this man
was white. No Indian would run as did
this fellow.

I had no time to lament over Round
Paw’s passing out, for in another moment
the fellow would be turning the bend a few
rods away. His gun would be empty, |
believed, and | stood my rifle against a
tree and pulled my ax. Then the steps
reached the bend, and the next second a
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tall figure was bearing down upon me.
Lifting my ax | leaped into the path and
cried:

“Halt, monsieur! This path is cl