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CHAPTER ll—=Continued.

Pacing back and forth the length
of the hatchway, and snvagely chew
Ing the end of o clgar, was the man
who#s casual glance had rescued m
from the sen, His helght was prob-
ably five feet ten inches, or ten and o
half; but my fret Impression or feel
of the man, was not of this, but of his
atrength. He was firmly planted on
hin legs; his feet struck the deck
squarely and with surety; evary move
ment of & muscle, from the heave of
the shoulders to the tightening of the
lipa about the clgar, was decisive, and
seemed Lo come out of a strength that
wan axcessive and overwhelming. In
fact, though this strength pervaded
avery action of his, It seemod but the
advertisement of a greater strength
that lurked within, that lay dormant
and no more than stirred from time to
time, but which might arouse, at any
moment, terrible and compelling, ke
the rage of a lion or the wrath of a
etorm,

The cook stuck his head out of the
galley door and grinned encouragingly
at me, at the same time jerking his
thumb in the direction of the man
who paced up and down by the hateh:
way. Thus | was given to understani
that he wae the captain, the “Old
Man”, In the cook's vernmcular, the
individual whom | must interview and
put to the trouble of somehow getting
me ashore. 1 had half started for
ward, to get over what 1 was certain
would be a stormy five minutes, when
a suffocating paroxysm seized the un
fortunate person who was lylng on his
back. He wrenched and writhed about
convulsively.

The captain, or Wolf Larsen, as men
called him, censed paeing and gazed
down at the dying man. So fierce had
this final struggle become that the
mallor paused in the act of finging
more water over bim and stared curl
ously, the canvas bucket partly tilted
&nd dripping its contents to the deck.
The dying man beat a tattoo on the
hateh with his heels, stralghtened out
his legs, and stiffened In one great,
tanse effort. Then the muscles relaxed,
and a sigh, as of profound relief, float:
ed upward from his llps. "

Then n must surprising thing oc-
curred. Thke captain broke loose upon
the dead man Illke n thunderclap.
Oaths rolled from his lips in a con:
tinuoua stream. And they were not
nambP-pamby oaths, or mere expres
sionk of Indecency. Eech word was a
blasphemy, and there wers many
words, They crisped and crackled like
eloctric sparks, 1 had never heard
anything like it in my life, nor could

‘I Mave concalved It possible. The cause

of ® all, as near as 1 could make out,
*wei that the man, who was mate, had
gtm3 on a debauch before leaving San
Frvelseo, aud then had the poor taste
to e at the beginning of the voyage
and leave Woll Larsen short-handed.

While 1 approciated the power of the
tarrifio denunclation that swept out of
Wolf Larsen’s mouth, | was inexpres:
slbly shocked. But the dead man was
unconcerned, He was master of the
aftuation.

|
Woll Larsen ceased awearing as sudl-
wdenly as he had begun, He relightod

CHAPTER i1,

bis cignr and glunced asround, His
‘ayes chanced upon the cook,

“Well, Cooky?" he began, with a
suavencas that was cold and of the
temper of ateel,

“Yes, sir,” the cook eagerly inter
polated, with appeasing and apolo

wotie servility.

+ "Don't you think you've stretched
that neck of yours just about enough?
At's unhealthy, you know. The mate's
®one, s0 | can't afford to lose yvou too.
You must be very, very careful of
Four health, Cooky. Understand®

Hig last word, In striking coutrast
with the smoothness of his previous
utterance, snapped like the flash of a
whip. The cook qualled before it,

“Yes, sir," was the meok reply, as
the offending head disappearsd Into
the galley,

At this sweeping rebuke, which the
cook had only polnted, the rest of the
crew  becamo uninterested and fell
to work at one task or another. A
number of men, however, who woere
lounging about a companionwnay be-
tweon the galley and the hateh, and
who did not snem to be salmrs, contin.
ved talking o low tones with one an
odher. These, | aftorward learned,
were the hunters, the men who shot
the senls. and & very superior broed
to common sallor folk

“Johansen!" Wolf Larsen called out.
A sallor stepped forward obediently
“Get your palm and neodle and sew
the beggar wp. You'll find some old
eanvas ln the sail locker Make it do."

“Any ol yvou l#lows got a Dible or
praverbook?’ was the captain’s next
demond this time of the bunters loung:
ne abont the companionway,
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They
one made a jJocular remark which |

shook thelr heads, and some

did not eatch,
ernl Inugh

The captaln shrugged his shoulders
“Thed we'll deop him over without any
pulavoering, unless our elerfeallooking
| custaway has the burial service at sea
by heart"

By this time he had swung around
| and was facing me,
| “You're a prencher,
aslted

II‘!ll‘
them
me

but which ralsed a gen

aren’t you?' he

hunters—there six of

to o man, turned and regarded
I was painfully: aware of my like
ness to a gcarecrow. A lnugh went up
nt my appearance—a laugh that was
not lesasened or softened by the dend
man steetehed and grinning on the
deck before us; a leugh that was
as rough and harsh and frank as the
sen ltself; that arose out of coarse
feelings and blunted sensibilities, from
natures that kpnew npeither courtesy
nor gentleness

Wolf Larsen did not laugh, though
his gray eyoes lighted with a light glint
of amusemaont; and In that moment,
hoving stepped forward quite close to
him, | recelved my first impression of
the man himgelf, The face, the jaw,
the chin, the brow, rising to a goodly
helght and swelling heavily above the
eyen—those, while strong In them-
selves, unuaually strong, seemed o
spoak an immense vigor or virility of
#pirit that lay behind and beyond and
out of sight

The wide apart as the true
artlst's are wide, sheltering under n
heavy brow and arched over by thick,
black eyebrows, were of baming., pro-
tean groy which was never twice the
same; they were eyos that masked
the soul with a thousand guises,

But to return. 1 told him that, un-
bhappily for the burial service, | was
not a preacher, when he sharply de
manded :

“What do you do for a living?"

1 confess | had never had such o
question asked me before, nor had |
ever canvassed It. 1 was quite taken
aback, and before 1 could find myself
had alillly stammered, "I—I am a gen-
tleman."

His lip curled in a awift sneer,

1 have worked, 1 do work,” 1 eried
{mpetuously, as though he were my
judge and | required vindication, and
at the same time very much aware of
my arrant idlocy In discussing the sub-
ject at all

“For your living?"

There was something so Imperative
and masterful about him that 1 was
quite beside myself—"rattled,” as Fu
ruseth would have termed it, llke a
quaking chlld before a stern school
master,

“Who feods you?"
question.

“I have an Income,” 1 answered
stoutly, and could have bitten my
tongue the next inatant. “All of which,
you will pardon my observing, has
nothing whatsoever to do with what |
wish to see you about,”

But he disregarded my protest.

“Who earned it? Eh? I thought so.
Your father. You stand on deadmen’s

wiere

nyos,

was his next

lega, You've never bad any of your
own. You couldn’t walk alone be-
tween two sunrises and hustle the

meat for your bally for three meals.
Let me see your hand.”

Hig tremendous, dormant strength
must have stirred, swiftly and accu
rately, or i must have slept a moment,
for before | knew it he had stepped
two paces forward, gripped my right
hand In his, and held It up for inspec
tion. | tried to withdraw it, but hins
fingers tightenoed. without visible ef-
fort, til 1 thought mine would be
crushed, when he dropped It with a
flirt of disdain.

“Dead mon's hands have kept it noft
Good for little else than dish-washing
and scullion work."

“I wish to be put ashore” 1 sald
firmly, for | now had myself in control.
1 shall pay you whatever you judge
yvour delay and trouble to be worth™

He looked at me curiously. Mock
ery shone in his eyes,

"l have a counterproposition to
make, und for the good of your soul
My mute's gono, and there'll be a lot
of promotion. A sallor comoes aft to
take mate's place, cabin-boy goes for-
‘ard 1o take sallor's place, and you
take the cabin-boy's place, sign the ar-
ticles for the cruise, twenty dollars
per month and found. Now what do
you #say? And, mind you, it's for your
own soul's suke, It will ba the mak
fug of you. You might learn in time
to stand on yvour own legs and porhaps
to toddle along a bit"

Hut 1 took no notliee
the vessel | had seon off to the south
west had grown larger

and plainer

a8 the Ghost,
1 could svo, was smnller,

San Francisco
"Vary probably.”
answer, as he turned partly away fron
me and cried out, "Cooky!
Cooky!"™
The Cockney popped out of the gal
| lay.

The salls of
They were of the same schooner rig

though the hull itaelf,

rection, she 18 very probably bound for

wiis Wolf Larsen’'s

another companionway near the wheasl
A moment later he emerged,
st young fellow of elghteen or nine
teen, with a glowering, villainous coun
tenance, trafling at his heels,

snapped sharply. “O'Toole or MceCar
better.”
| saw Lhe young fellow's
clench and the blood crawl searlet ug
his neck
“But let that go.”
tinued “You may

have wvery

entry, It sticks out all over your mug
Tough ns they

“Who got the advance money?"
“They did, sir™

The boy metamorphosed into a sav
age on the Instant,

his face became a8 an

beast's o8 he sparled, “It's a—"

he werae overwhelmingly
hear the unspoken word,

The boy hesitated,
his temper. “Nothin', sir.
bhack."”

right.”
“How old are you?"
“Just turned sixteen, sir,"
*A lle,
ngain,
muscles ke a horse,

You're a boat-puller now.
moted; see?"

Without walting for the boy's ac
ceptance,

4 heavy-

thy would sult your mug a damn =ight

hands |

Wolf Larsen con.
rood

make them and twice

His body bunched
together as though for a spring, and
Infuriated

“A what?" Wolf Larsen asked, a pe-
cullar softness In his volee, as though
curious to

then mastered
I take 1t

“And you have shown me | was
This with a gratified smile.

You'll never see elghteen
Big for your age, at that, with
Pack up your
kit and go for'ard Into the fo'c'sle.
You're pro-

the captain turned to the

aallor who had just finished the grue-
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“Where's that boy? Tell him || deck alongside the corpss on his head
want him." and shoulders, where he lay and
“Yan. 8ir.,” and Thomas Mugridge | writhed about In agony
fled swiftly aft and disappeared down “Well?" Larsen asked of me, "have

you made up your mind "

| had glanced oceastonally at the ap
proaching schooner, and it was now
almost abreast of us and not more
than a couple of hundred yards away

“What's your name, boy?" It was a very trim and neat little craft
“George Leach, gir)' came the sul || ecould see a large, black number on
len answer, and the boy's bearing | ope of its sails, and | had seen ple
showed clearly that he divined the | yreg of pilot boats
reason for which he had been sum What vessel Is that?" 1 asked
moned “The pilot-boat Lady Mine,” Woll
“Not an Irish name”™ the captain | papsen anawered grimly. “Got rid of

her pllots and running into San Fran-
clsco. She'll be there in five or slx
hours with this wind.”

“Will you please signal It
that | may be put ashore"

“Sorry, but I've lost the signal book
overhoard,” he remarked, and the
group of hunters grinned

then, 8o

]

rf asona for fr_:!‘;:"!t'mg! your !T:lrm-;_ rmid " | debated for 8 moment. looking him
I'll ltke you 'm”r' l“m vmn; ['I‘Irrl ' squarely in the eyes. | had seen the
- " 9 c sl
as long as you toe the mar Lo frightful treatment of the cabin-boy,
graph Hill, of course, 18 vour port ol

and knew that 1 should very probably
roceive the same, if not worse. As |
say. | debated with myself, and then

pas nasty. | know the kind, Well, you I did what 1 consider the hravest act
can make up your mind to have i 1‘)’ my lfe. I ran to the side. waving
tuken out of you on this eraft. Under ke ; |
“ ; 'l vol ooue | My arms and shouting
BT SVl TS O “Lady Mine ahoy! Take me ashore!
“MeCready and Swanson, sir” > J ! ¢ . e
Sl I A thousand dollars if you take me

nshore!™

1 ate r tw en who

“1 thought as much. And damned | | waited, watching two men h
glnd you were to let them have it stood by the wheel, one of them steer-
Couldu't make yourself scarce ton|'nS: The other was lifting a mega
quick, with soveral gentlemen yoy |Phone to his lips. 1 did not turn my
may have heard of looking for you." head, though 1 expected every mo

ment a killing blow from the human
brute behind me, At last, after what
seemed centurles, unable longer to
gtand the strain, 1 looked around. He
had not moved. He was standing in
the sama position, swaying easily to
the roll of the ship and lighting =
frosh clgar.

“What is the mutter?
wrong 1"

This was the cry from the Lady
Mine.

“Yes!" | shouted, at the top of my
Jungs. “Life or death! One thousand
dollars if you take me ashore!"

“Too much ‘Frisco tanglefoot for the
health of my crew!" Woll Larsen
shouted after. “This one”—indlcating
me with his thumb—"fancies sea ser-
pents and monkeys just now!"

The man on the Lady Mine laughed
back through the megaphune, The
pilot-bont plunged past.

“Give him hell for me!" came a final
cry, and the two men waved their
arms in farewell.

Anything

(TO BE CONTINUKD.)

WHERE LITTLE MEN WIN OUT

As a Rule They Have Much More As-
surance Than Their Fellows
Who Are Big.

As a rule, big men are shy and lack-
ing In assurance. A daughter of the
gods, divinely all, fills them with
something like terror. The woman
who appeals to them (g uspally some
sparkling, vivacious, fairylike creature
with kittenish ways and roguish
glances. The little man, on the con-
trary, 1s seldom burdened with humil
ity. He is a being of great aspira-
tions and stupendous ambitions; he
believes In himself, which is the rea-
son why be generally can get the
woman of his cholee to smile upon
him, The dainty, wee, Titianlike wom-
an possess no charm for bim.

A nlce lttle thing.” he says of such
a one, “Fall in love with her? Oh,
no! She {sn't grown up enough to
Ingpire the tender passion.”

He llkes n» woman to be one or two

| Saw the Young Fellow's

Clench.

some task of sewing up the corpse

“Johansen, do you

nbout navigation?"
“No, sir"

In the meantime

"

in mine

'Pack up and go for'ard.”

This timae
waith thetilingly Imperative
glowered sullenly, but refused to move

Then came another stirrving of Wol
Larsen’s tremendous strength,
utterly unexpected, and it
and done with between the ticks o
two seconds,

The

in the pit of m¥y stomach,

how unused 1 was to speciacios of bri

166

Hands

know anything

Wolf Larsen's command
hll)‘

It was
wWas over

e had sprung fully six

tality, The cabin-boy—and he weighed |

inches his superior and thoroughly ma.
ture, He dreads any trace of the
bread-and butter schoolgirl, His ideal
rasembles the strong, herole women
Shakespeara has pictured, full-blooded
and vital, tull of characler and spirit,
with a falr spice of temper,

The big man dreads a woman's

“"Well, never mind; you're male just | tongue, He Is alarmed at the light
the same. Get your traps aft into the | ning of bher eyes when they tlash In
mate's berth,” wnger; but the little man is amused,
“Av. ay. sir” was the cheery re | and rather Hkes it. That's one of the
sponse as Johansen started forward. | subtle scecrets of the little man’'s mas:

thoe erstwhile cabin: | tery. Tall and willowy, with the prom-
boy had not moved ise of richer, rounder curves as the
"What are you walting for?" Woll | years go by, I8 the ideal of the little
Larsen demanded man.  He admires a regal carrlage, &
“1 didn't sign for boat-puller, sir,” | touch of hauteur and, above all, style.
was the reply “1 signed for cubin = — i
boy. An' I don’'t want no hoat pullin

First United States Treasurer.

Alexander Hamilton wuas the HArat
gecretary of the treasury (1788-95).
Michael Hillegns wus the first United
States treasurer. Hillegns was ap
pointed to the office July 29, 1775,
f! when he and George Clymer were cho-
sen together in the formation of what
was the germ of the treasury depart
f | ment. Hillogas served alone through

s : practically his entife te rm, however,
That vogsel will soon be passing | feet across the deck und driven his | gg ¢ lymer soon resigned to take a seat
us® 1 sald, after a moment's pause. | fist nto the other's stomach. At the | gy delegate to congress  Hillegas'
“As she {8 going In the opposite di-|pame moment, as though 1 had been | term expired September 11, 1788, and

struck myself, 1 feit a sickening ghock | ho was succesded by Samuel Meredith.
I Instance
this to show the sensitiveness of my
i+ | nervous organization at the time, and
Oh,

Both men were from Penusylvania
The treasury department was (ormally
organized by act of September 3, 1789,
I+ | hut, strictly gpeaking. this was merely
a reorganization, for the department

at the very least—erumpled up. | under various names had been in exis
He lifted futo the alr and struck the | tence since 1775
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BUILDING

500D MANAGEMENT OF ROADS

Qoad Specialists of Department of Ag-
riculture Place Blame for De-
fects Iin Mighways.

When a county bullds a good roed
and zoon lets it become rutty, washed
at, or uneven, wha or what is prin-
*ipally to blame? As a result
study of conditions In number of
ountias, road specinlista of the de-
partment are inclined to place the re.
sponsibility upon the following de-
fects in road management, some or all
M which are found in all counties
where good roads are not properly re-
vaired and maintained

1. County boards, although having
full administrative authority, appear
not to attach to their official action in
road matters the importance or legal
effect which It should have.

2. County boards do not generally
have suflicient accounting control of
road funds to know what is availabla

of a

A Michigan Improved Road.

for any particular project, where funds
have been or where existing balances
are to be expended.

3. Lack of any systematic prac-
tice in handling road funds among
most counties makes it very difficult
to carry out over even a single year
any persistent maintenance policy, be.
cause funds officlally obligated for
maintenance purposes are not pro-
tected against sporadic and irregular
drafts for miscellaneéous purposes.
The greatest likelihood consequently
exists everywhere that there will be
no balance in the malntenance fund in
the last half or third of the year, al-
though only a part of the fund al
lotted may have been spent.

4. Local labor avallable for main:
tenance work is made dissatisfled by
the constant, unintelligent, and un-
favorable criticlsm of those using the
road.

b. Maintenance continuing over a
period of wvears—the ultimate {ndis
pensable condition of effective main
tenance—is jeopardized by the lack of
accounting control that will prevent
spending next year's current income
in this year.

6. The lack of skilled supervision
in construction and the effect of this
in increasing the cost or in making
affective maintenance impossibly ex-
pensive is everywhere seen,

7. The county authorities are com-
monly opposed to following sugges-
tions for maintenance that involve ty-
ing up road fuunds in any way, such
as purchasing materials in advance to
store along the road for making re
palrs or maintaining the road surface,

WIDE TIRES IMPROVE ROADS

They Have Same Effect on Country
Highways as a Roller on Plowed
Field—Wagon Pulls Easier.

The following appearad in a recent

fsaue of “Extension News BService,
published by the University of Ne
braska.

Wide tires build up roads and save
horse labor, according to the depart
ment of agricultural engineering atl
the university farm. They have tha
gpame effect upon a country road as a
roller on a plowed fleld. On the other
hand, the narrow tire cuts up a road
lilte a disk. It has been found by
actual test In this department that
the widetired wagon pulls easier in
nearly all cases than the narrow-tired
wigon, In deep mud on a country
road the widotired wagon pulls 6.2 per
ocent enzler On the country road
with & thin surfuce of mud er deep
dust, however, the narrow tires pull
4.9 per casler. In a cornfleld
the wide tires pull 305 par ¢cent easler
in a dryv alfalfa fleld 17.7 per cent
easler, and on a dry country road 10,3
per casier

cont

cent

Fruit Trees Along Roadside.

I. H, Taylor recommends the plant
ing of fruit treoeg for shade along
country roads He suggests that the
owner of o row of maeple Lrees gets
po fruit from them, and that he might
plant fruit trees In the same spirit,
leiting travelers have what they de-
sired ns they passed along, It is mot

uncommon o meet with & nice apple,
pear or cherry tree now along couns
try roads, but in the vicinity of cities,
where boyvs are numerous, they play

bavoc with auch trees

VICTORY

A sense of freedom from all an.

noying after-eating distress
can only be experienced
when the digestive system

is strong and working

Such
a condition can be

harmoniously.

promoted by care-
ful diet and the

assistance of

HOSTETTER’S
Stomach Bitters

SURE HE KNEW HER NAME

Betty's indignant Outburst, However,
Cams at a Time That Was
Most Inopportune.

A Scottish minister was once busy
catechizing his young parishioners be-
fore the congregation, when he put the
usual first question to a girl whose
father kept a drinking place.

“What is your name?"

The question having been repeated,
the girl replied:

“Nane o' yonr fun, sir; ye ken my
name weel enough. D'ye no' say when
ve come tae oor hoose at night, ‘Betty,
hring me some toddy'?"”

The congregation, forgetting the sa-
redness of the place, broke into a
foud laugh, and the parson looked dag-
gers,—London Tit-Bits,

AT THE FIRST SIGNS

Of Falling Hair Get Cuticura.
Works Wonders, Trial Free.

It

Touch spots of dandruff and itching
with Cuticura Ofotment, and follow
next morning with a hot shampoo ot
Cuticura Soap. This at once arrests
falllng hair and promotes hair growth
You may rely on these supercreamy
amollients for all skin troubles.

Sample each free by mail with Book.
Address posteard, Cuticura, Dept. XY,
Boston. Sold everywhere.—Ady.

Temperature.

"Do you want a pitcher of Ice wa-
ter?” asked the member of the com-
mittee on arrangements,

“Never mind the ice,” replied Sena-
tor Sorghum; “if the audience is a=
cold as the one [ last addressed the
water will probably freeze.”

For a really fine coffee at a mod-
erate price, drink Denison's Seminole
Brand, 30c the 1b., in sealed cans,

Only one merchant in each town
gells Seminole. If your grocer isn't
the one, write the Denison Coffee Co.,
Chicago, for a souvenir and the name
of your Seminole dealer.

Buy the 3 1b. Canister Can for $1.00.
—Adv.

The Danger.
“1 am half a2rald to try this new
scalp tonie.”
“Why are you afraid?”
“It io really a lairresing experi-
ment, you know."

Just staying,
“Where are you living now, Pod-
gers!”
“"Nowhere. BHoarding at the same
old place.”—DBrowning.'s Magazine.

Piles Cured in 6 to 14 Days

Droggista refund money if PAZO OINTMENT
falls to cure Itching, Blind, Bloeding or Protrud-
iug Piles. First application gives reliel. soa

Love at first sight often eauses the
victims to wish they had consulted an
ovul!at

OF COUNCIL BLUFFS
EAL DRINK and DRUG
3-DAY TREA /MENT

Always Boccessful. Write for Booklet.

Address NEAL INSTITUTE
21 Benton Street, COUNCIL BLUFFS, 1L
Or lddrnol 4. A. MAY, ll.luun.

PATENTS faent foines

Aates ronscnable, Higheat reletences, bes

W-u » E. I‘.l--uu.

Nebraska Directory
CURED in a few days

H“PI“HE without pain or a sur-

{cal operation. No pay until cured, Wirite
E)n.. .J’.Iu. 308 Bee Bidg., Umahs, Neb,

The Army of

Consti Spatlon
Is Growing Smaller Every Day.
CARTER'S LITTLE 3

LIVER PILLS are

respongible — they
not only give relief
- they permas
nentl} cure Con-
stipation, Mil-
lions use
them for
Rilionsneas, .
indigestion, Sick Headacke, Sallow Skin.

SMALL PILL, SMALL DOSE, SMALL PRICE
Genuine must bear Signature

oo Tt

W. N. U, OMAHA, NO, 52-1815.




