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theodolite who kept making signals while his helpers
planted small white stakes.

The fisherman grounded the boat at the little wharf
he had built from float lumber gathered in the year of
highest water, and trudged forward to the surveyors
with a perplexed frown dragging his heavy gray cye-
brows into a knot.

“Good afternoon,” he began amiably. *‘What
all doin’ here?”

The surveyor did not take time to answer until he had
taken another squint through his telescope and waved
both hands up and down. A man in the distance began
to drive another peg. ;

“Surveying thisisland. Can't you see? " the engineer
answered.

“What for? I didn't ask you to, did I? Townit.”

The surveyor turned toward him with a grin. “You
ownit? Oh, yes. You are the fellow they told us about
—Squatter Bill.”

“Yes, that's what they call me.”

The surveyor, who stood looking at him curousty,
smiled a littie, and then, on closer observation of the
friendly old face, looked troubled and sympathetic.
“Gee here,” he said slowly, *“you mustn’t blame me.
I'm only an engineer employed by the city, and have to
do what I'm told; but, as I understand it, there's some
question as to whether you have a very good title here,
and the city is going to take it and build a pier on here
for the new bridge.

“Goin' to take it away from me? Say I don’t own it,

after I've lived here for mere'n twenty
year?”
Squatter Bill ran his hand up across
his eyes as if, in all the sudden be-
wilderment of this announcement, he
couldn't see very plainly, and then
jooked out across the water, which
was beginning to redden in the sunset,
just as it always had in the long sum
mers before.

“Why—why—that lawyer feller,
Mr. Trade, made them papers out for
me a long time ago. [ got the paper,
I have! It does belong to me, all right.
Here, I'll show 'em to you!”

He walked across to the old cot
tonwood, and the young engineer, still
looking troubled and sympathetic,
followed and stood above him as he
dragged away some long brush from
the tangled roots with frantic haste,
and then thrust a trembling hand into
the hole and pulled out the fruit jar.
It was half filled with small coins, his
life’s savings, and the precious paper
He unscrewed the top, got the docu
ment out, and handed 1t to the en-
gineer to read.

“It's all right, ain’t it?"" he asked
anxiously, as the surveyor ran his
eyes over it. ‘It says this island is
mine, that I claim it, don’t it?”

“Yes,” the engineer answered,
speaking as if perplexed;: “but I don’t
know anything about land titles. Yon
should see a lawyer. Anyhow, the city
could condemn it, vou know. But t} ey
would have to pay yvou for it, then.”

“But, you see, I don’t want to sell
her,” Squatter Bill hastened to an-
swer. “‘She’s mine. She ain't for
sale. You cain’t have her!”

“Maybe vou had best go and see
the City Attorney. Here, I'll give you
his address. Go and see him to-mor-
row. He can explain it to you.”

Squatter Bill held the card with the
penciled name in his hand a long time
after the surveyors had stepped into
their boat and been pulled back to the
shore which was beginning to dim into
purple shadow, over which the smoke
of the tall stacks was dying down as if
tired after the day’s work. Then, with
feet that somehow dragged and were older than usual,
he went into his cabin and took his water pail from the
hook and started to fill it from the little filter box sunk
at the edge of the sand.

_He sat out on the bench under the cottonwoods after
his supper was finished and the dishes washed and put
away; but his pipe didn’t taste good and things weren’t
the same. Mostly always the rows of city lights blinked
at him like distant, interested eves, and often he had
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said to them, “‘Say, I can remember when you weren't
there, when it was always dark about this time at night
and nothin’ friendly shinin’ from the other s But

riness and

to-night the glittering spots had lost their che
gleamed hard and malevolent, like watchers greedily
scrutinizing that little spot of land which he loved and
called his own.

F.ilil,l,\(} that there was much in appearance, he
endless pains with his clothes when, the
morning, he invaded a part of the city he had 1
tered for more than a decade and in which he
stranger, in quest of the City Attorney’s offices
found them. They were impressive o )oms, impre
fitted, in a city hall that had been built on th
an old one he could remember, which once stood in v
was known as the “ Town Square.” Immaculate young
men eved him, and a pert boy wanted to know his name
and all about his business before he could get an audi-
ence with the city official. ° i
“You just tell him Weatherby wants to see him,—
Squatter Bill theyv call me,—and that it’s right in:;»:»r-

tant to me that I should talk to him. I voted for him,
and T've got a right to, I guess.”’ bl

But the boy insisted that he should explain his errand,
and he as persistently refused until a dapper young man
came out and wormed from him the cause of s per-
turbation. The dapper young man passed inside an-
other office, and Squatter Bill, with his nervous old
hands holding tightly his black felt hat, waited and
waited, until any patience but that of a lone fisherman,
accustomed to waiting, would have been exhausted.

“The City Attorney says there is no use in his seeing
vou, and he is very busy,” the young man a serted
calmly, when he returned. “You have no title down
there. Mr. Weatherby, and it is the advice of this office
that you move off the island as soon as you can arrange
for another domicile.”

To be ignored and placidly dismissed was too much.
Even the fisherman's patience was exhausted and a
spark of his youthful temper asserted itself. He got
upon his feet and jammed his hat down over his eyes,
which flamed with that oldtime fire.

“You tell the lawyer for me,” he said, **for old Squat-
ter Bill, that there's goin’ to be no movin’ off that island
and there'll be no movin® on. There won't, because I

say so, and I'll proveit. I fought through the war, I did,
and I wanted to go and help lick the Spaniards. I know
how to use a gun, and there’s an old musket hangin’ up
in my cabin that'll answer all claims after this. You
tell him that's what I've got to say!™

Before anyone could attempt to expostulate with him

“ Boys. | Want to Tell You What They're Tryin" to Do to Me”

he had buttoned his coat, squared his broad, bent shoul-
ders, and stalke d out of the office. He reached the street
in a sort of reactionary daze, and walked straight
through the city without seeing anything or anyone, and
without sense of direction. He was for an ins -
prised when he discovered himself in familiar scenes and
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fish crate, took off his hat, and in his way explained this
rankling injustice. His speech lacked nothing of fervor
only

or of fire. He was impassioned, and trying in the
way he knew to defend his rights—trying in tha
memorial way of the marketplace where, from ancient
Rome to modern Belle City, it has always been man’
prerogative to find a f . i

.A crowd collected, and some of it was amused.
saw nothing of its laughing outskirts, only the

hard faces of fishermen whom he knew and, the
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to answer his call, had crowded round the foot of his
extemporized stand.

“Hire a hall!” a facetious voice in the

shouted. “That's right, old hoss, give ‘em what's
what!”" another vcllgd, and roars of laughter wept
around; but always in the outer edge of the 1} rong

There was not a smile from the rugged fishermen
looked up at the pathetically determined old ma:
ing a fight as best he could to hold what he belie
be his own.

“Boys,” he concluded, “I told 'em there thas |
wouldn’t move off and that I'd keep them off r
musket if I had to. That’s why I'm here, to tell voy ;‘:
forehand how it all is; so if anything happen: to me
you'll say, after I've fought a good fight, *Squat cr -
had some rights in that case, and he f f vim
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'em one and all fair warnin’.’
He climbed down off his crate, and the cre e

way for him. He looked to neither side of the | s
he traversed: but tramped away over Iy
to the waterfront where his rusty old boat was »

He hesitated for a minute, thinking as to the

of his musket and powder.

“I'll get ammunition to-morrer,” e
last, giving a shove with his car aganst the o$
“They ain't a goin’ to jump me before then.” i
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