
D3ELING that there was much in appearance, he took
*\u25a0 endless pains with his clothes when, the following
morning, he invaded a part of the city he had not en-
tered for more than a decade and in which he felt a
stranger, in quest of the City Attorney's offices. He-
found them. They were impressive rooms, impressively
fitted, in a city ball that had been built on the site of
an old one he could remember, which once stood in what
was known as the "Town Square." Immaculate young
men eyed 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.

"You just tell him Weatherby wants to see him,—
Squatter Bill they call me, and th.it it's right impor-

planted small white stakes.
little wharf

The fisherman grounded the boat at tne litliewnari

he hid 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 rye-

brows into a knot.
m

"Good afternoon," he began amiably. What you

all doin' here?"
The surveyor did not take time toanswer untilhe had

taken another squint through his telescope and waved

both hands noand down. Aman in the distance began

to drive another peg.
-\u0084.„.'•Surveying this island. Can t you see.-1 the engineer

answered. \u0084
,,. T •. ••

•Wh .; for? Ididn't ask you to, did I? Iown it

The surveyor turned toward him with a grin. You

own it? Oh."yes. You are the fellow they told us about
—Squatter Bill."

"Yes, that's what they callme.
The surveyor, who stood looking at him curiously,

smiled a little, and then, on closer observation ot the
friendly old face, looked troubled and sympathetic.

"See here," he said slowly, "you mustn t blame me.

I'monly an engineer employed by the city, and have to

do what I'm told; but, as Iunderstand 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. ,
"(loin' to take it away from roe? Say I(ion t own it.

after I'velivedhere formore'n twenty
year?"

Squatter Billran his hand up acn >s

his eyes as if. in all the sudden b«
wilderment of this announcement, h
couldn't see very plainly, and the 1

looked out across the water, whicl
was beginning toredden in the sunset

just as it always had in the long sun
mers before.

"Why why that lawyer feller
Mr. Trade, made them papers out I'

me a long time ago. Igot the paper
Ihave! Itdoes belong toroe,all right
Here. I'llshow 'em to you!'

He walked across to the old cot
tonwood, and the young engineer, sti
looking troubled and sympathetN
followed and stood above him as li
dragged away seine long brush froi
the tangled roots with frantic hastt
and then thrust a trembling hand mi
the hole and pulled out the fruit ja
Itwas half filled with small coins, !.
life's savings, and the precious pape
He unscrewed the top, got the doc i

ment out. and handed it to the ci

gineer to read.
"It's all right, ain't it?" he aske

anxiously, as the surveyor ran h
eyes over it. "Itsays this island i

mine, that Iclaim it, don't it?"
"Yes," the engineer answere< ,

speaking as ifperplexed; "but Idon
know anything about land titles. Yo
should 9ee a lawyer. Anyh< iw, the cit
could condemn it.you know. Hut the
would have to pay you for it. then.

"But, you see, Idon't want to s<-

her," Squatter Bill hastened to an
swer. "She's mine. She ain't f<
sale. Youcain't have her!"

"Maybe you had best go and S<

the City Attorney. Here, I'llgive yo
his address. Go and see him to-mor-
row. He can explain it to you."

Squatter Billheld the card with the
penciled name in his hand a long time
after the surveyors had stepped into
theirboat and been pulled ba< k 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 fillit from the little filterbox sunk
at the edge of the sand.

He sat out on the bench under the eottonwoods after
his supper was finished and the dishes washed and put
away; but his pipe didn't taste good and tilings weren't
the same. Mostly always the row- of city lights blinked
at him like distant, interested eyes, and often he had
said to them. "Say, Ican remember when you weren't
there, when it was always dark about this time at :
and nothin' friendly shinin' from the other shore." Bui
to-night tlu- glittering spots had lost their cheeriness and
gleamed hard and malevolent, like watchers greedily
scrutinizing that little spot of land which he loved and
called his own.
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tant to me that Ishould talk to him. Ivote*!forhim,

and I've got a right to.Iguess."
But theboy insisted that he should explain his errand,

\u25a0md he is insistently refuse.! until a dappCfl voting man

came out and wormed from him the cause of his i*r-

turbation. The dapjn-r young man pasted .mide an-

Xr >fnc»-, and Squatter H.IK with h.s nervous old
hands holding tightly hb Mack felt hat. wa.ted ami

waited until any patience but that d a lone f, herman,

accustomed to waiting, would have been exhau
"Th<- City Attorney says there is no use m hi • seeing

you. and be is veiy twsV,M the young man a sated
calmly, when he returned. "\ou have BO title down

there' Mr Weatherhy. and it is the advice of this office
that you move off the island as s.-.n as you <an arrange

for another domicile." .... ,
To be ignored and placidly dismissed was v*,much.

Even the fisherman's patience was exhausted and a

spark of his youthful temper asserted it -elf. He got

upon his feet 'and jammed his hat down over his eyes,
which flamed with that oldtime tire.

"Youtell the lawyer for me." he said, "tor old
ter Bill, that there's goin' tobenomovm offthai island

and there'll Ik- no movhV on. There won't. U-i.r I
say SO, and I'llprove it. Ifought through the war.I<h<i,
and Iwanted to goand help lick the Spaniards. Iknow
how to use :igun, and tinre's an old musket hangin up
in my cabin that'll answer all claims after this. \»ni

tellhim that's what I've got to say!"
Before anyone could attempt to expostulate withhtm

HE sat and brooded that night until long ai'vr the
lights of the city on each shore had faded out. and

then, in the glow of the stars, wandered up ar. !down
the length of his island, the island of which be bad al-
ways felthimself master, the littlekingdom in •hica he
was royal. He knew every foot of itand, standing there

in the dim starlight, couM trace
the development of ear h year
since he had plan*-! the wulowj
above to act as a crude r'prap
against the cut of angry spring
currents. He had not, tollyreal-
ized untilnow how his islan !had
grown from a mere speck in the
river to a patch of several vres.
Inhis slow way he could r< ason
out something he had not thfinght
ofbefore,

—
that this piece ofland

was now valuable, and wocldbe-
come more valuable as the city
crowded, swelled, and Sowed over
its practicable area border:*^ the
waterfront. For the first timehe
comprehended Chat its very en-
largement had been a '!: ter.
and it terrified him. Tha" very
proud growth might be h:s un-
doing.

Hi was aroused from his
troubled reverie by the muffled
sound ofoars, and his ears, keea
and trained to the noi-c . of the
river, be itgurgle of tide or lap
of wavelet against pressing • -

>w,
recognized some unusual move-
ment in the night. He <::< \u25a0r.ped
to his knees on the moist sand so
that the surface of the water with
its luminous overglov.- rr.ight
come tohim, and watched. Four
boats, shadowy and vague, .vere
approaching. They crept ni irer.
He heard a muttered o n mira-
tion. They stopped.

"Kill! Hey, Bill!" _ voice
called softly. "Areyou a^ ike?"

"Yes." he answered in the
same pitch. "What do you
want?"

"It's me. Hank Murdock,
talkinY*came the reply. "Alot
of the boys are with me. We're
comin*ashore."

They took to the <-<:-.:\u25a0 a^ain,
and he stood waiting f< ~

the boats
to ground against the gravel.

There were four of them, all
loaded to the water's etige. and
he saw, as their occupants

climbed heavily out on his beach.
that they ad brought two score passengers to this, his
domain." He went among the men and peered bit \u25a0 their
faces. They were the men he had kr.ov.r : ryeais,tfce
fishermen who had stood at the foot of his fish crate

there in the marketplace, and Estene !w ithupturn© !. irr.-
passive faces to hisoutcry and challenge against inja sti -.

"We heard after you left."Murdock said, "that the
city would send police to kick you off. Itain't right
We ain't gran' to let *em."

Overwhelmed by this manifestation of frier.: hip.
Squatter Killstood for a full minute before he could
conquer the gulp in his throat. He had not expected
so much from his fellows; even though, like himself,
they were humble and knew the heel of the law. He
peered round once more in the gloom and discrr.ed
black, sticklike shapes carried by each. He put out a
hand and feltone of these shapes inquiringly. It '.vas

cold and double barreled. Guns! Guns to his defense!
The men who carried them were excited

—grimly.
stubbornly excited

—
and desperately in tamest. There

was dumb heroism in them, the heroism that rr.^ie
them realize that they were taking de-perate chances
against overwhelming odds: but this old man. Squafer
Bill,was one of them, and there was none in the cr «d
who could not remember favor? from him. although he.
the author, might have forgotten.

They asked him for no instructions, but fell to v. '<

with such tools and pieces of boxes as they cou!! find
and threw up crude earthworks for the defense of "he
morrow, and he watched them, thinking over this r.ew

Contiruej a page '.4

shouted. "That's right, old hoss, give 'em what*
what!" another yelled, and roars of laughter swept
around; hut always in the outer edge of the throng.
There was not a smile from the rugged fishermen who
looked up at the pathetically determined oldman mak-
ing a fight as best he could to hold what he believed to
be his own. \u0084',„,

\u0084
, .

"Boys," he concluded, 'I told em there that I
wouldn't move off and that I'dkeep them oil witha
musket ifIhad to. That's why I'm here, to tell yoube-
forehand how it all is; "ifanything happens to n*
you'll say. after I've fought a good fight,

*
Squat >r Bill

had some rights inthat case, and he fought fair, giviiT
'em one and all fair warninV That's all."

He climbed down off his crate, and the crowd made
way forhim. He looked to neither side vi the lit!, lane
he traversed; but tramped away over his regular route
to the waterfront where hi, rusty old boat was moored
He hesitated for a minute, thinking as to the condition
of his musket and powder.

"I'llget ammunition to-morrer." he said tohimself at
last, giving a shove with his oar against the wharf,
"They ain't a goin*to jump me before then."

"
Boys. IWant to Tell You What They"re Tryin' to Do to Me

'

he had buttoned his coat, squared his broad, bent shoul-
ders, and stalked oui of the office. He reach* d the street
in a sort of reactionary daze, and walked straight
through the city withoul seeing anything oranyone, and
without sense of direction. He was for an instant sur-
prised when he discovered himself in familiar m enes and
saw that he was standing in the noddle of the fi h mar-
ket. Around him were others of the fisher dan
had jtist disposed of their morning's catch, and ir was a
recognition of them that aroused him to a full sense of
his wrongs.

"•Hoys." he colled, his high, thin voice ringing above
the clamor of trade, "get around, me. Iwant to tell you
what they're tryin' to do to me. Squatter Bill, that all
of you know and that never done nobody any \\r< rig
nor robbed anybody of a penny inallhis Hfe."

There was a little spell of silence as ifUs words had
attracted much attention, and be climbed on a:; empty
ti h crate, took offhis hat, and in his way explained this
rankling injustice. His speech lacked nothing of fervor
or of tire. He was impassioned, and trying in the only
way he knew to defend his right-,— trying in that im-
memorial way of the marketplace where, from ancient
Koine to modern Belle City, it has always been T-;.n's

prerogative to find a forum.
.A crowd collected, and some of it was amused. He

saw nothing of its laughing outskirts, only the grim,
hard faces of fishermen whom he knew and. the first
to answer his call, had crowded r< -und the foot of his
extemporised stand.

"Hire a hall!'" a facetious voice in the distance


