
Coco Stalking the Scarlet Parasol From the Rear of the Bathiny-Beach,

red. "They're gone now," he announced.
Coco, what's your game?" McCrea put tins

itly.
The boy tucked his bai ndei i:1 :: ;;ti<l

pinched the toes oi his tennis si Lively.
a question: "Commodore, am.

M '••
\u25a0 led. "X'>1 sinee

—"
• li.i couldn't be a g< h >d

• an 1

.1 liar too. You bet! A\\ right!'
knov !ain'i a liar am more, you'd l>elieve

: kiddin' you if 1 said Iwasn't, wo
(.'< n \u25a0\u25a0 i !\u25a0 >\u25a0 uizzically, squintii

\u25a0•. \u25a0 \u25a0

'
Sure!" McCrea. having pol pipe to his

1 packed and lij •
" Well, 1 . • me 1 ings you don'i ent on

>ely ; "
an' y< \u25a0 t to do '\u25a0'\u25a0 hai 1 say,

le real che< i
\u25a0 \u25a0 ed er and, takii .

fulof the Imp's yellow hair, threatened to bui
head . ast thi i .. . ing "< oco, ii this

iirking
The ] \u25a0

\u25a0 th. "Cross i

lemnly,
"

this ain'i . i
! • le up how to do

\u25a0\u25a0 VVeU, v. hat is it?" asl
\u25a0

"Be i
'

\u25a0 to-night."
"
i

'
"•

Y< \u25a0
• II rind

The C< >mm< >doi
'

head.
"An righi , you'll c sorry." 1

to go."
Wait," laughed Md rea, "I'mgame to 1

orders, just I igh you were the Admiral; but
if1 •

\u25a0
\u25a0 ii Mr.Coco, I'llpui ; \u25a0

\u25a0
\u25a0

\u25a0
•

\u25a0

\u25a0 \u25a0\u25a0 tin-- seasi \u25a0!!
"

With
that he picked v eatei
and hela him over the Side oi the sloop, as oni i

hold . : \u25a0
\u25a0 er a pail of water, then v I

reful • neak 1 ox,

•I \u25a0
\u25a0

\u25a0 iv see!
"

chuckled Coco,
heet and pointing the 1' \u25a0\u25a0'.

\u25a0 c '\u25a0 But, say, Commodore."
5
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WH!I\ the lights went up. everybody
saw you kiss her on the stairs."

"You're mistaken: ii was on the
nose, only on the tip of the nose,"
he protested, pursuing her into a

corner of the supper-room]
"That makes no difference. You intended to

k-kiss her in
—

cr
—

the usual — "
"
Ii»eg your pardon. Claire; Idid not intend to

kiss her —ch—anywhere."
Miss Furness laughed derisively. "You took

advantage of the temporary darkness, when the
lights went out, to

—
to kiss that red-headed girl

from Swickely. I'll trouble you for my dance-
card!

"

'"But. Claire, Idid not intend to kiss her." He
lowered his voice to a whisper as he added trium-
phuritlv. \u25a0"ltwasvou!"

•Me"'"
"Ofcom...i! In the darkness Ifancied that itwas

your hand that touched
mine. I took it as a

—
a sort of signal."

"So! Ah! You thought
Iwas that land of a girl.
did you? Well! Thank
you. Mr.McCrea! Thank
you!" She gave him a
glance of shriveling con-
tempi and accepted the
ready an of a disagree-
able young man. who
was h°appv to bring her
ices and an immaculate
dan< -\u25a0-\u25a0 :.r<i. which he
j<r< >c <.-(\u25a0<led to desecrate
with his hideous signa-

McCrea went home
• \u25a0 .

This brief dialogue
chronicles an episode of
great pith and moment
in the career of Tom
McCrea, the scene of
which was the Indian
HaVbor Yacht Club mid-
summer ball. How limp.
\u25a0worn, and worthless,
then, seemed his newly
won honor, the commo-
doreship of the fleet, in
the face of this fell trick
offickle Fortune! Surely,
Claire Furness. the Most
Adorable, would no long-
er wear the colors of the
Jolly Roper? No! She would sail under the flag
of the Yellow Dragon, with that disagreeable young
man. Charles Gaylor, at the wheel.

McCrea was a true prophet. The next day, and
for many a day thereafter, Claire and Gaylor sailed,
f.vara, and sat on the sand together. And in his
heart the Commodore knew that the great blame for
all this might be traced to a friend

—
Coco the Imp,

ten and terrible, who understood an electric switch-
board as well as lie did the handling of a sail.

Coco the Imp, a thing of tow hair and freckles,
blue eye-^ and a grin, gray sweater and dimin-
utive ducks, cruised the harbor for trouble in
it sneak-box which sailed under the name of the
3'ollywog. He was focusing a miniature spy-glass
on a scarlet ]>arasol which decorated the bathing-
b<-ach. and from under its shelter he made out the
duckkrovered shins of Charles Gaylor and the dainty
oxfords of Miss Claire Furness. The Imp under 7
stood the situation thorouglilv. Indeed, there was
nothing which should not be* known in the life of
Indian Harbor secret from him. And since he
blamed himself for manipulating the electric lights
Jo the discomliture of his patron McCrea, it came to
him that lie was bound to set it right.

H. -hut his glass with a snap, and, making a sig-
nificant gesture, embracing the person who had
visurj<ed the Commodore's place, remarked to the
:pritsail: "I'llput a hall-hitch inGaylor's halyards,
< r .-.it hardtack till Christmas."

A few minutes later he might have Ix-en seen
stal ing the scarlet parasol from the rear of the
":\u25a0. ing-l>each. His light trend fell inaudibly ujmn
'\u25a0': • ifi \u25a0-and. and the sunshade hid him effectually
fron the sight of those beneath it. He crawled
close and lay still, listening. Gaylor was reading
aloud

"
Lochinvar's Ride." cruelly boring to the

Imp, who had been obliged to commit the poem to
memory at the last school term. Presently, how-
ever, he began to grow interested, and soon cony

i/rehended that the devil might even quote Scott to
.: \u25a0.\u25a0\ir]»,se.

Possessed then of the most tremendous secret he
hi I ever surprisi-d, Coco, still unobserved, stole
bai k to the sneak-box. Standing away across the
harbor'; the boy picked out the Jolly Roger, a white?

struck the yacht and
swept her offin the Ycl-ept her offin the Yel-
low Dragon's wake with

the speed of a racing motor-car.
Mc( rea hastened aft. "It'sabout time you made

a clean breast of this business, Coco. From what I
guess, it looks pretty serious. If thai bounder
Gaylor is running oil with Miss Furni

"

"That's what he's doin', the stiff!" moaned the
Imp, slowly surrendering the wheel to the Commo-
dore.

"And you knew this?" Coco shriveled under the
other's wrath. "Why didn't you tell me.. 1 might
have stopped it."

"I—1 had it all fixed right: but
—

but he spoilt
the whole game," explained the Imp, and added
with a slight gulp: "1 was goin1

to let you elope
her."

"Me?" McCrea was fairly dazed with astonish-
ment.

"Y-yes," the boy went on, rubbing his impudent
littlenose with the back of his hand. "Didn't 1 tell
you 1 had it all fixed great. They were readin 1

'Lochinvar' this afternoon, an' Iheard her say she
wished things now were like they were when a fella
just got hi: girl by stealin' her. An Gaylor said he
was thai kind. So they made it up that they'd
meet at the dock at ten to-night, an' he'd sail her
to Standford an' gel the Methodist minister tomarry
'em. Then Ithought what a cinch it 'ud be for me
to get to the dock ahead of him an' bring her over
to you, so you

—
you could get ahead of him."

McCrea as speechless.
The Imp went on ina blur of emotion: "I—Imet

her aw right, an' said that Gayloi sent me tobring her
out to the Dragon. Igot her in the sneak-box an"
was just gettin1 under way, when Gaylor conies
along in his tender an' sees us; an' before 1 caught
the wind, he'd caught us. Gee! but he was hoppin'
mad! He ran me down an' yanked Miss Furness
into his boat an' knocked me overboard with an
oar

"The cur!" snapped McCrea. "Hurt you?"
Coco put his hand to his forehead, and the Com-

modore saw a bruise over his eye.
"I'llremember that for you, kid." McCrea was

savage about it.
"1 •.'\u25a0!\u25a0 she was skeered Unit me, cause, whenI

came up,' Iheard him say: 'Oh, he's all right —
swims like a duck.' And say, Commodore," he

Imp, Girl, and Commodore
hulled littlesloop, floatinga bit of crimson and white
silk at her masthf.nl, showing that the Commodore
was aboard.

"The Jolly Roger ahoy!" hailed the Imp. coining
up under the sloop's stern: 'The Admiral of the
Pollvwog's compliments! "

"Same to you," returned McCrea from the cabin.
The Imp dropped his sprit sail, made his painter

fast to the yacht's traveler, and jumped to the deck."
See here," was the Commodore's greeting, taking

the boy affectionately by the tar, "what do you
mean l>y eavesdropping on Miss Fumess

—
eh?"

Coco's grin widened as he pointed to the sloop's
glass, lying open on the cabin seat. "You were
watchin' too. Commodore."

McCrea flushed, and began polishing his briarwood
on his coat sleeve. "But Iwasn't listening." he
retorted.

The Imp picked up the glass and swept the shore
from the club-house to the point where the cottages

When McCrea pulled out to the Jolly Roger
that night, although the moon \vi s obscured and
the stars shone faintly through the drapery of
the clouds, he fancied he saw sail set on the Yellow
Dragon, which occupied a berth to windward. He
paused, wondering, and then distinctly heard the
threshing "of her sail in the freshening breeze which
had sprung up since sundown.

It was five minutes of ten when the Commodore
made fast the last halyard. He tilled his pipe and
sat on the deck, awaiting developments. The club-
house was dark, save for the lamps in the billiard-
room, and the big headlight, which usually illu-
minated the dock, was turned so low that he could
make out little on the shore. He began to wonder
: fter all Coco had not l»een deceiving him. Pres-

ntly the wind bore to
lis ears a shout, in the
oice of the Imp. Then

le heard nothing but the
hipping of the mainsail.
[c looked toward the
ellow Dragon. She was
nder way and standing

c own toward the har-
<>r's mouth."Lochinvar!

"
It was

muffled call dost- be-
de the yacht. McCrea
tuglit up a lantern and

jeld it over the side Its
ght fell upon the Imp,
vimming hand over

tand toward him. He
Milled down tin- t.oat-

iook and dragged the
»>y aboard.""

What in the name
f
— "

began McCrea."
He'sgol her!

'
t le Imp, ]\u25a0< tinting in the
< irection of the Yellow

Tagon. "Slip anchor,
link'

"'
>nly halfcomprehend-

ng the significance of
i- words the Commo-

(ore did as ordered,
hile Coco seized the
heel and trimmed in

the sheet. A suuall

he called over his shoulder, '"I 'spect I'llhave a
passenger lor you; an' if you're ast it you're Lochin-
var, say

'
Yes.

'"


