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SYNOPSIS.
nf

Van Weyden, critic and dilet-
rown Into the water by the sink-

senses, finds
ch Ghost, Capt
bound to Japan waters.
to put Humphrey ashore and makes |
eabin boy “for the good of his soul.”
begine under the cockney cook, Mug-
who steals his money and chases
whan accused of it. Cooky is jealous
of Hump and haszes him. Wolf hazes a
peaman and makes it the basis for a phil-
discussion with Hump. Wolf en-
w e in his cabin, wins from
at money he stole from
P Conlﬁlnd Hum
‘h other. ump’s intimacy with Wolf
Wolf sketches the astory of
life, discusses the Bible, and Omar,
and fllustrates the instinctive love of life
Mﬂ.’lﬂl Hump nearly to death. A car-
of brutality breaks loose in the ship

whet knives at

ed Wolf es himself the master brute.
'olf Ia knocked overboard at night
back aboard by the logline an

clear In & Aght In the forecastle.
mp dresses Wolf's wounds and, despite
protest, is made mnate on the hell-ship.
Mr. Van Weyden tries to learn his duties
as mate. Wolf hages the men who tried
to kill him. Van Weyden proves by his
conduct In a blow, with all hands out In
the boats among the meal herd, that he
learned “to stand on his own legs.”

CHAPTER XV—Continued.
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- Two hours of terrible work followed,
in which all hands of us—two hunters,
ithree sailors, Wolf Larsen and I—
weefed, first one and the other, the
;.‘lll and maineail. And when all was
) 1 gave up like a woman and
raolled upon the deck in the agony of
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the meantime Thomas Mugridge,
a drowned rat, was being dragged
under the forecastle head,
had cravenly ensconced
w him pulled aft to the
with a shock of sur-
galley had disappeared.
of deck showed where
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bin I found all hands as-
sallors as well, and while
was being cooked over the small
we drank whisky and crunched
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& lookout,” I heard
when we had eaten
our flll. “There's nothing
deck. If anything's
down we couldn’t get
Turn in, all hands,
eep.”
slipped forward, setting
as they went, while the
remained to sleep In the
being deemed advisable
slide to the steerage com-
Wolf Larsen and I, be-
cut off Kerfoot's crushed
up the stump. Mug-
all the time he had
compelled to cook and serve cof-
and the fire going, had com-
internal pains, now swore
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Larsen and |, Between Us, Cut
Kesrfoot's Crushed Finger.

bad & broken rib or two. On

'

we found that he had
his case was deferred to
principally for the reason
not know anything about
bs and would first have to
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think it was worth it 1
olf Larsen, “a broken boat
didn't amount to much,”
reply. *“Good night.”

all that had passed, suffering
intolerable anguish in my finger ends,
and with three boats missing, to say
nothing of the wild capers the Ghost
was cutting, [ should have thought it
fmpossible to sleep. But my eyes
must have closed the Instant my head
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touched the pillow, and in utter ex-
haustion I slept throughout the night,
the while the Ghost, lonely and undil-
rected, fought her way through the
storm.

CHAPTER XVI.

The next day, while the storm was
blowing itself out, Wolf Larsen and 1
crammed anatomy and surgery and
set Mugridge's ribs. Then, when the
storm broke, Wolf Larsen cruised
back and forth over that portion of
the ocean where we had encountered
it, and somewhat more to the west-
ward, while the boats were being re-
paired and new sails made and bent.
Sealing schooner after sealing schoon-
er we sighted and boarded, most of
which were in search of lost boats.
and most of which were carrying
boats and crews they had picked up
and which did not belong to them.
For the thick of the fleet had been
to the westward of us, and the boats,
scattered far and wide, had headed 'in
mad fiight for the nearest refuge.

Two of our boats, with men all safe,
we took off the Cisco, and, to Wolf
Larsen's huge dellght and my own
grief, he culled Smoke, Nilson and
Leach, from the San Diego. So that,
at the end of five days, we found our-
selves short but four men—Hender-
son, Holyoak, Willlams and Kelly—
and were once more hunting on the
flapks of the herd.

But Wolf Larsen. as was to be ex-
pected, being a boat short, took pos-
session of the first stray one and com-
pelled its men to hunt with the Ghost,
not permitting them to return to their
own schooner when we sighted-it. I
remember how he forced the hunter
and his two men below, a rifie at their
breasts, when their captain passed by
at biscuit-toss and halled us for in-
formation. k ;

1 was learning more and mofe sea-
manship; and one clear day—a thing
we rarely encountered now—I had the
satisfaction of running and handling
the Ghost and picking up the boats
myself. Wolf Larsen had been smit-
ten with one of his headaches, and I
stood at the wheel from morning un-
til evening, sailing across the ocean
after the last lee boat and heaving to
and picking it and the other five up
without command or suggestion from
him,

Gales we encountered now and
again, for it was a raw and stormy
region, and, In the middle of June, a
typhoon most memorable to me and
most important because of the
changes wrought through it upon my
future. We must have been well in
the path of the Transpacific steam-
ships when the typhoon moderated,
and here, to the surprise of the hunt-
ers, we found ourselves In the midst
of the seals—a second herd, or sort
of rear guard, they declared, and a
most unusual thing. But it was “Boats
over!” the boom-boom of guns, and
the pitiful slaughter through the long
day.

It was at this time that | was ap-
proached by Leach. I had just fin-
ished tallying the skins of the last
boat aboard, when he came to my side,
in the darkness. and sald in a low
tone:

“Can you tell me, Mr. Van Weyden,
how far we are off the coast, and what
the bearings of Yokohama are?”

My heart leaped with gladness, for
I knew what he had in mind, and 1
gave him the bearings—west-north-
west and five hundred miles away.

“Thank you, sir,” was all he said
as he slipped back into the darkness,

Next morning No. 3 boat and John-
son and Leach were missing. Wolf
Larsen was furious. It was like look-
ing for & needle In a haystack to raise
that tiny boat out of the blue Immen-
sity. But he put the Ghost through
her best paces s0 as to get between
the deserters and the land. This ac-
complished, he cruised back and forth
across what he knew must be their
course. ’

On the morning of the third day,
shortly after eight bells, & cry that the
boat was sighted came down from
Smoke at the masthead. All hands
lined the rail, and there, to leeward,
in the troubled silver of the rising
sun, appeared and disappeared a black
speck. We squared away and ran for
it. 1 looked at the gleam of triumph
in Wolf Larsen’'s eyes, his form swam
before me and | felt almost irresist-
ibly impelled to fling myself upon him
The boat was near enough now for us
to make out that it was larger than
any sealing boat and built on differ
ent lines. Smoke, who had descended
to the deck and was now standing by
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my side, began to chuckle in a signif
cant way. 1 looked at him inquiringly.

“Talk of a mess!” he giggled. “Don’t
you see there, In the stern-sheets, on
the bottom. May I never shoot a seal
again if that ain't a woman!”

1 looked closely, but was not sure
until exclamations broke out on all
sides. The boat contained four men,
and its fifth occupant was certainly a
woman. We were agog with excite
ment, all except Wolf Larsen, who was
evidently disappointed in that it was
| not his own boat with the two victims
| of his malice.

We ran down the flying jib, hauled
the jib-sheets to windward and the
main sheet fiat, and came up into the
wind. I now caught my first glimpse
of the woman. She was wrapped in a
long ulster, for the morning was raw;
and [ could see nothing but her face
and a mass of light brown hair escap-
ing from under the seaman’s cap on
her head. The eyes were large and
brown and lustrous, the mouth sweet
and sensitive, and the face itsell a
delicate oval, though sun and expos-
ure to briny wind had burnt the face
scarlet. When one of the sailors lift-
ed her into Wolf Larsen's down-
stretched arms, she looked up into our
curious faces and smiled amusedly
and sweetly, as only a woman ecan
smile, and as I had seen no one smile
for so long that I had forgotten such
smiles existed.

“Mr, Van Weyden!"

Wolf Larsen's volce brought me
sharply back to myself.

“*Will you take the lady below and
see to her comfort? Make up that
spare port cabin. Put Cooky to work
on it. And see what you can do for
that face. It's burned badly.”

He turned brusquely away from us
and began to question the mew men.
The boat was cast adrift, though one
of them called it a "bloody shame”
with Yokohama so near.

“No need to go to any great trouble
for me,” she protested, when 1 had
seated her in Wolf Larsen's armchair,
which 1 had dragged hastily from his
cabin. “The men were looking for
land at any moment this morning, and
the vessel should be in by night; don’t
you think so?"

Her simple faith in the immediate
future took me aback. How could I
explain to her the situation, the
strange man who stalked the sea like
Destiny, all that it had takem me
months to learn? But I answered hon-
estly:

“If it were any other captain except
ours, | should say you would be ashore
in Yokohama tomorrow. But 8ur cap-
tain is a strange man, and I beg of
you to be prepared for anything, un-
derstand 7—for anything." !

*“J—I confess I hardly do under-
stand,” she hesitated, a perturhed but
not frightened expression in her eyes.
“Or is it a misconception of mine that
shipwrecked people are always shown
every consideration? This is such a
little thing, you know. We are so
close to land.”

“Candidly, I do not know,” I strove
to reassure her. "I wished merely to
prepare you for the worst, if the
worst is to come. This man, this
captain, is a brute, a demon, and one
can never tell what will be his next
fantastic act.”

1 was growing excited, but she in-
terrupted me with an “Oh, I see,” and
her voice sounded weary. To think
was patently an effort. She was clear-
Iy on the verge of physical collapse.
I had quite forgotten the existence of
Leach and Johnson, when suddenly,
like a thunderclap, “Boat ho!" camg
down the open companionway. It was
Bmoke's unmistakable voice, crylng
from the masthead.

There were swift commands on
deck, a stamping of feet and a slap-
ping of reef-points as the Ghost shot
into the wind and about on the other
tack. As she filled away and heeled,
the armchair began to slide across the
cabin floor, and I sprang for it just
in time to prevent the rescued woman
from being spilled out

Her eyes were too heavy to suggest
more than a hint of the sleepy sur
prise that perplexed her as she looked
up at me, and she half stumbled, half
tottered, as I led her to her cabin.
Mugridge grinned insinuatingly in my
face as I shoved him out and ordered
him back to his galley work; and he
won his revenge by spreading glow-
ing reports among the hunters as to
what an excellent “lydy’'s myde” I was
proving myself to be.

CHAPTER XVII.

1 came on deck to find the Ghost
heading up close on the port tack and
cutting in to windward of a familiar
spritsail close hauled on the same
tack ahead of us. All hands were on
deck, for they knew that something
was to happen when Leach and John-
son were dragged aboard.

Wolf Larsen strode aft from amid-
ships, where he had been talking with
the rescued men. The catlike epringl-
ness in his tread was a little more pro-
nounced than usual, and his eyes were
bright and snappy.

“Three oilers and a fourth engi-
neer,” was his greeting. “But we'll
make sallors out of them, or boat

pullers at any rate. Now, what of the |
lady?™ 2

I know not why, but | was aware
of & twinge or pang, like the cut of &
knife, when. he mentioned her. I
thought it & certain silly fastidious-
oess on my part, but it persisted im
spite of me, and 1 merely shrugged
my shoulders in answer.

Woll Larsen pursed his lips in &
long, quizzical whistle.

“What's her name!” he demanded.
“l don't know,” 1 replied. “She is
asleep. She was very tired. In fact
1 was waiting to hear the news from
you. What vessel was it?"

“Mail steamer,” he answered short-
ly. “The City of Tokyo, from ‘Frisco.
bound for Yokohama. Disabled in that
typhoon. Old tub. Opened up top and
bottom like a sieve. They were adrift
four days. And you don't know who
or what she is, eh?—maid, wife or
widow? Well, well.”

He shook his head in a bantering

way, and regarded me with laughing
eyes.
“Are you—" | began. It was on the
verge of my tongue to ask if he were
going to take the castaways in to Yo §
kohama,

“Am 1 what?” he asked.

“What do you intend doing with
Leach and Johnson?"

He shook his head. "“Really, Hump,
I don't know. You see, with these ad-
ditions I've about all the crew I
want.”

“And they've about all the escaping
they want," 1 said. “Why not give
them a change of treatment? Take

One of the Saillors Lifted Her Inte
Wolf Larsen's Downstretched Arms.

them aboard and deal gently with
them. Whatever they have done they
have been hounded into doing.”

“By me?"

“By you,” I answered steadily. “And
I give you warning, Wolf Larsen, that
1 may forget love of my own life In
the desire to kill you if you go too
far in maltreating theose poor
wretches.”

“Bravo!” he cried. “You do me
proud, Hump! You've found your legs
with a vengeance. You're quite an
individual. You were unfortunate in
having your life cast in easy places.
but you're developing, and I like you
the better for it.”

His voice and expression changed.
His face was serious. “Do you be-
Heve in promises?’ he asked. “Are
they sacred things?”

“Of course,” I answered.

“Then here is a compact,” he went
on, consummate actor that he was. “If
1 promise not to lay my hands upon
Leach and Johnson, will you promise,
n turn, not to attempt to kill me?”

1 could hardly belleve my ears.
What was coming over the man?

“Is it & go?!” he asked impatiently.

“A go,” I answered.

His hand went out to mine, and as I
shook it heartily 1 could have sworn 1
saw the mocking devil shine up for a
moment in his eyes.

We strolled across the poop to the
lee side. The boat was closs at hand
now, and in desperate plight. John-
son was steering, Leach bailing.

The next instant they were opposits
the poop, where stood Wolf Larsen
and 1. We were falling in the trough,
they were rising on the surge. John-
son looked at me, and I could see that
his face was worn and haggard. 1
waved my hand to him, and he an-
swered the greeting, but with a wave
that was hopeless and despairing. It
was as if he were saying farewsll. It
did not see Into the eyes of Leach,
for he was looking at Wolt Larsen, the
old and implacable snarl of hatred
strong as ever on his face.

i (TO BE CONTINUED.)

Between Friends.

“gay, old chap, you're & good friend
of mime, aren't you?"

“Sure. And you're a good friend of
mine, arem’'t you?

“Sure. And, say, | want to borrow
ten dollars.”

“Quiet, Major, quiet. Listen. So
do 1, and if you can find anybody with
a few bucks to spare, let me know,
will you."—Judge.

NORTH OF THE ARCTIC CIRCLE

Investigation Has Bhown That Agrl
culture May Very Well Be Car
ried On in the Region,

That erop production may be prac-
ticed north of the Arctic circle is one
of the interesting facts brought out
by & report on a reconnoissance soll
survey in Alaska. This embodies the
results of a study of the solls of a
vast area In Alaska by experts of the
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Finland were under cultivation and in
improved meadow im 1911.  That
country has a population of 3,140,000
(reported in 1911), and about 85 per
cent of this number live outside the
citlies. Crop production, stock rals
ing and dairying are important indus-
tries.

‘‘hia comparison with Finland
and another with parts of Siberia
sre given to demonstrate the possi-
bility of agricultural development in
Alaska,

Soldiers’ Pay Withheld.

In the prolonged campaigns of for-
mer times British soldiers often re-
ceived no pay for years, and com-
sidered themselves lucky If they then
obtained a small part of what was due
them. In one of his dispatches, May
27, 1703, Mariborough complains of the
great hardships suffered by a certain
regiment, to' whom $37.600 was duoe.
and pointed out that it would “much
contribute to the pervice If some part
of it were pald to enable the colonel
the better to clothe his regiment and
the officers to support themselves in
the army.”

HAD TO CRITICIZE WRITING

Old Lady Was Grateful for Being En-
abled to Hcar Sermon, but Truth
Was Truth.

A Kkilted regiment, while on the
march through a part of Bcotland,
halted for a Sundavas rest at one of
the remote villages in the Highlands,
where some of the braw laddies were
billeted on the inhabitants,

(}ncoulhdyhdmm:ludnng
for two of the soldiers, Sandy and
Tam, and she was -elighted to know
they were going to the kirk in the
evening, she herself being unable to
go. Her pleasure increased when

ono could write as fast as the minis-
ter spoke,

When Sandy had finished, and the
good lady had expressed her thanks
for the privilege of hearing the ser
mon, she asked him to let her look
at the book he had been reading from.
She seemed much disappointed, how-
ever, because she could make nothing
of it =

At length, after a close inspection
of the mystic signs, she sald to the
blushing warrior:

“Ye're a grand laddie and a
gude reader, but 1 must tell ye,
1 was your ain mither I wad
admit it, ye're the verra wurrst
1 ever came across.”

i

Spent Life on the Ocean.
Six million miles or more on the

Old Sailing Ships Return to Port of New York

EW YORK.—Bill Quigley, the battery boatman, looked with earnestness
across the waters that stretched away toward the narrows the other day.
He was viewing a greater sight than he ever expected to see. To him the
miracle had happened. Before him,
Just visible aghinst the lines of the
Staten island shore, was the four
masted ship, the Lancing, that has one
of the most unusual histories of any
boat on the seas; beyond was the Ed-
ward Sewall, with four great masts, on
three of which there were square
yards; at the eastern anchorage were
several other square riggers, and just
behind him, tied up to a North river
dock, was the four-masied bark, the Va-
lerie, three hundred and fifty feet long.
“It has happened,” he said, with s little element of delight in his voice.
“The sailing ship has come back. I never belleved that 1 or anyone would
live to see it

Those who are most used to New York bay share the astonishment of
the noted boatman who, for almost half a century, has rowed his dory out
and handled the lines that dock very many of thé ships, sail and steam, that
come to the port. If one had said two years ago that the sailing vessel
would ever again be a factpr in the life of the port he would have been
laughed at. But war has intervened and one of its strange results has
Leen that there is today a shortage of dock room in New York and the bay
is dotted with sailing craft—more than have been seen here in & score of
years before.

One of the most unusual occurrences that has ever taken place in the
history of a ship was that which has been undergone,by the Lancing. Here
is a sailing ship that was built as a steamship and had a long and notable
career a8 a passenger vessel. In latter days sailing ships have become
barges and many a vessel that was meant to be pushed about by the winds
has had engines put into it, but this is one of the few instances where a
steamship ascended the scale, so far as beauty and smartness are concerned,
and became a full-rigged ship with hundreds of square yards of white canvas
to spread to the breeze and a great bowsprit to comb the waves.

Trained Lobster Bites Philadelphia Policeman

HILADELPHIA.—An attempt to kidnap Felix, a trained lobster, which has
done duty outside a restaurant near Eighth and Vine street several years
was frustrated by the police of the Eleventh and Winter streets station. Before
Felix was rescued he bit his would-be \
kidnaper and several policemen,

Felix is a healthy-looking crusta-
cean, and his appearance as he crawls
along the baskets of oysters outside
the restaurant has been the means of
inviting many inside‘the place to en-
Joy a little snack o” Felix's relatives,
near and distant. Felix has been
trained to look his best when a pro-
spective customer approachea.

John Johns, who claims his home
is in Camden, strolled by the restau-
rant at night and, viewing the lobster, put him under his coat and started out
Vine street. Omne of the waiters ran after the fleeing man and the chase led
to Ninth street, to Race and thence into Chinatown, where Johns ran into the
arms of Gilligan, a policeman.

Johns pleaded with Gilligan to take him off. Gilligan, thinking the man
was crazy, tried to soothe him. ‘There was nothing the matter with Johns,
only he wanted Gilligan to, relieve him of the lobster, which had hold of him
by the right thumb. Gilligan reached to take the lobster from Johps, but
Felix had another pair of claws left, and as Gilligan tried to grab him he
reached out and clutched the index finger of Gilligan’s right hand. Gilligans
yells brought Hunt, a fellow policeman, to his aid, :

Hunt tried to release both men, but was unsucceasful. Finally, with
the aid of the lobster, Gilligan and Johns were brought to the station house,
where the waiter talked to the lobster in crustacean language and Felix
released his hold. .

In the meantime Hunt tried to get friendly with Felix by trying to pat
him on the back for capturing a prisoner. Felix has a certain antipathy
toward policemen, and he did not like Hunt's familiarity. He took hold like
the anchor man in a tug-of-war on the middle finger of the hand in which
Hunt carries his club. Hunt yelled and again the waiter had to come to the
rescue,

Waycross Man Hopes to Be Biggest Gongmman

AYCROSS, GA.—W. T. Brinson of Waycross has made formal announce-
ment of his candidacy for congress from the Eleventh district. When
he gets actively in the race he will be known throughout the nation as the
i “biggest” politiclan in the United
States. Brinson already holds the dis-
tinction of being the biggeet man in
the United States, and the largest
Elk in the world.

Brinson now welghs 586 pounds in
his stocking feet, and complains dis-
mally that he is being worm to »
shadow by overwork. He has welghed
as high as 600 pounds. It took him
fifteen years to lose the fifteen pounds.
He will make his canvass in a buggy
built specially to accommodate his im-
more on the lines of an army wagon than a plessure

bulk. It is
A great Percheron draws it.

two chairs are required to accommodate Brinson. The
home had to be built specially. He reads and smokes in a

that
sleeps has been double re-enforced. All the doors in his house have been en-
larged. He has a special tailor who makes his clothes,

In spite of his size, Brinson is an active busineas man and enjoys perfect
health. He superintends a large cotton plantation, is a big turpentine
operator, and owns extensive lumber interests. He enjoys wide popularity.
He says he proposes to be known among the politicians as the “biggest man
in Washington.” »

New York Society Entertains a Pig in a Parlor

EW YORK.—“Bless ‘um, piggins. He was a love, he was, and he never was

in & place like this before, was he?™ It was enough to embarrass one more
sophistfcated than a simple country pig. The scene was the imposing drawing
room of Mrs. Payne Whitney, at 972
Fifth avenue, and about it moved
New York's most wealthy and most
lovely, attired in the latest styles.

The fact that he was & pioneer in
8 new fleld did not lessen the young
p~rker's Fifth avenue debut, for it

The pig, chickens and other live stock were not the only attractions at
this market new to Fifth avenue. There was butter at $1 a pound, eggs at
§1 a dozen, olives at §1 a small bottle, and maple sirup at $3 a pint.

Mrs. Reginald Vanderbilt, Jr., and Miss Muriel Vanderbilt presided over
the pickles and cakes, and Mrs. Cornelius Bliss over the butter and eggs.

Mrs. Payne Whitney herself fook in money, throwing it nonchalantly into
& huge silver bowl at her feet. When it overflowed she trod the bills down
with her foot. Bhe estimated the contents of the bowl at $1,000,

CANNY HUMAN SKILL..

would accommodate an elephant. The bed in which he | you.

Eﬁﬂuhm
removes the waste mat-
ter and brightens youup.
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TRY THE OLD RELIABLE
INTERSMITHg
CHILL TONIC

For
A FINE

|

There is a place down Third street
where certain printers hang out when
twilight has come and the day’s work
is over. And there's a reason!

In lifting type from galley to form a
printer uses what is called a "make-
up rule,” It i= a thin strip of steel,
and you can buy 'em for about tem
cents each.

But the man that runs the place
where the Ben Franklin boys go has
been led to believe that this little
bit of steel is the printer's badge.
Without it the printer can't work, ac-
cording to his conception. He has
been led to belleve that.

So, when a printer asks him for the
loan of a couple of dollars and is
willing to leave the “make-up rule”
as security, the genisl host readily
passes over the coin. He has a cigar
box full of the thin strips of steel at
present, and is beginning to think.—
Ban Francisco Chronicle.

Vindictive.

Bobble had been a naughty boy, and
his father was about to administer the
punishment.

“I hope it does, father,” replied the
unrepentant boy. .




