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No sound came to us ITom elither ox
the other boats, and now, very quickly,
it seemed, we came at the edge of the
surt.

“I'm touching bottom, boys,” I call-
ed and cast the long punt pole adrift
as I took up the short paddle 1 bhad
held under my leg.

Now we had under us two feet of
water, or ten, as the waves might say,
and any moment we might roll over.
But we wallowed in, rolling, till 1
knew the supreme moment had come.
1 waited, holding ber head in well as
I could so unruly a hulk, and as a big
roller came after nus paddled as hard
as 1 could. The wave chased us,
caught us, pushed us, earried us in
There was a lift of our loggish bows,
a blinding crash of white water about
us. Our boat was overturned, but in
some way, since the beach was all
sand and very gentle, the wave flat-
tened so that the back tow did not
pull us down, In some way, ! do not
know how, | found myself standing
and dragging Jimmy by the hand.
Jean already was ahead, and I heard
his shout and saw his hand as he
stood, knee deep, but safe. So we all
made it ashore. and our boat also,
which now we hauled out of the spume,
And the long white row of breakers,
less dangerous than | had feared,
came in, white maned and bellowing.

I could still see the rocking lights of
the yacht and the shifting stroke of
the searchlight on the sea, but 1 did
not hear and see aught else at the
time, and my heart sank.

It was Jimmy whose ear first got the
sound which came in—the feverish
phut-phut of the motor skiff. Then
the ray of the great lizht swung, and
I saw the boat still outside the break-
ers, nor could 1 tell then why we had
beaten her in. It seemed Peterson
was hunting for us others.

“Stay back, boys!” I called to my
companions. *“You might get thrown
down by the waves. Keep back!”
But now I was ready to rush in to
meet the longboat, whose keel I knew
would leave her to overturn if she
caught bottom.

But Peterson knew about the keel as
well as any, and he caught what he
thought was water enough before he
yelled to Williams to drive her in. She
sped In like an arrow, and again the
white wave reared high and broke
upon its prey. By then I was in water
to my waist. T caught Helena out
with one reach of my arms, just as I
saw Willlams and Peterson stagger in
with Mrs. Daniver between them. In
some miraculous way we got bhayond
danger and met my pirates dancing
and shouting a welcome to our desert
isle. Their advent thereon gave the
two women folks a fervent wish to em-
brace, sob and weep extraordinarily.
I had said nothing to Helena and said
aothing now. :

“Where’s the dinghy. Peterson?" 1
called as he came up grinning.

“Coming In,” said he. And, forsooth,
that water rat. Willy, made a better
‘landing of it than any of us and calm-
1y helped us now to haul the heavy
motor skiff up the beach a few feet at
a time as the waves thrust it forward

“Thank God!” I heard Helena ex-
elaim. "“Oh, thank God! We're safe,
we're all safe, after all!”

I looked at my little group for a
time, all soaked to the skin, all hud-
dled now close together.

“Willy,” said 1 at last, “where’s John,
the cook.”

“Why, 1 don’'t know,” said Willy.
*“Didn’t he come with you?”

“What's that?" said Peterson sharp-
ly. “You didn’t obey orders?"

“Well, I thought he was in the oth-
er boat,” explained Willy, hanging his
head.

“You'll get your time,” said the old
man quietly, “soon as we get to the
railroad, and you’ll zo home by rail.”

“What are you trying to do, Mr. Har-
ry?" he demanded of me a moment
later. I was looking at the longboat.

“Well, he's part of the boat’s com-
pany,” said I, “and we've got to save
him. Peterson.”

“What's that?' asked Helena. now
coming up—and then, *“Why, John, our

cook, isn’t here, is he?" She, too, look-
ed at the longboat and the sea. “How
horrible!” she said. *“Horrible!”

“What does he meun to do?”’ she de-
manded now of Peterson in turn. The
old man only looked at her.

“Surely, you don’t mean to go out
there again,” she said.

I turned to them both, half cold with
anger. “Do you think I'd leave him
out there to die, perhaps? It was my
own fault not to see him in the boat.”

“It wasn't,” reiterated Peterson. “It
was Willy's fault—or mine.,”

“In either case it’s likely to be equal
1y serious for him. We can't leave the
poor devil helpless that way.”

“Mr. Harry,” began Peterson again,
“he’s only a Chinaman.”

“Take shame to yourself for that.
Peterson,” said L “He's part of the

. __boat'’s company—a- good cook—yes, but
. _Jnore than a good cook"—

T ettty

I only turned to look at her in the half
darkness and shook off her hand

“You can't launch the big boat,” sald
Peterson. “You'd only swamp her If
you tried.”

“That may be,” sald 1, “but the real
thing is to try.” ;

“We might wait till the wind lulls,”
be argued. :

“Yes, and if the wind should change
she might drag her anchor and go out
to sea. Which boat is best to take,
Peterson?" He was sllent

“Which is the best boat., Peterson?
I repeated. “Hardly the duck boat,
I think, and you say not the big boat.”

“The dinghy is the safest,” repHed
Peterson, *That little tub would ride
better, but no man could handle her
out there.”

“Very well,” sald L. *“She'll get her
second wetting anyhow. Lend =&
band.”

“She'll carry aos both,” commented
the old man, stepping to the side of
the stubby little craft

“But she'll be lighter and ride easler
with but one,” was my reply. *"A chip
is dry on top only as long as it’s a
chip.

“Let go!" 1 cried to Peterson as the
water swirled about our waist. “Go
back!™ « And so | sprang in alone and
left him. %

For the time | could make small
headway, indeed., had not time to get
at the oars. but, pushing as 1 might
with the first thing that came to hand.
I felt the bottom under me, felt again
the lift of the sea carry me out of
touch, Then an incoming wave carried
me back almost to the point whence 1
bad started. In such way as 1 could
not explain. none the less at length
the little boat won through, no more
than half filled by the breaking
comber. 1 worked first as best |
might, paddling and so keeping ber
off the best 1 could. Then when I got
the oars the stubby, yawing Ilittle
tub at first seemed scarce more than
to hold ber own. 1 pulled hard—hard
as I could. Siowly the line of white
breakers passed astern. After that,
saving my strength a trifle, 1 edged
out, now angling iato the wind, now
pulling full into the teeth of the gale.

My China Boy Made a Leap.

I kept on until at length 1 saw the
nodding lights of the Belle Hetene
lighting the gloom more definitely
about-me. Presently | made under her
lee, so that the dinghy was more man-
ageable, and at last | edged up almest
to her rail, planning now, perhaps, 1
might cast a line and sv make fast
But first 1 tried calling. :

“Ahoy, there below, John!' 1 called
through the dark. At first there came
no answer, and again | shouted. At
this [ saw the door of the dining sa-
loon pushed open, and John himself
thrust out his hand.

“All litee.” said he., merely greeting
me casually. *Youn come?”

“Yes,” said I, with equal sang frold
“You makee quick jump now, John.
g'pose I come in.”

.“All litee,” said he once more. 1 saw
now that he stood there, a book and a
bundle in his arm. Perhaps he had
been reading to pass the time.

Be that as it may, 1 cautiously pulled
the dinghy under the lee of the Ralle
Helene. Timing his leap with a sagac-
ity and agility combined whieh I had
not suspected of him, my China boy
made a leap, stumbled, righted him-
self, got his balance and so placed his
bundle on the bottom of the boat and
his book upon the seat, where he cov-
ered it carefully against the spray.

“All litee,” said bhe once more. *1
makee pull now. You come this

place.”
“l catchee plenty wind this

I tme.”

“Yes, plenty wind,” said be.
“You suppose we leave China boy?”
demanded,

CHAPTER XIX.
In Which We Are Castaways.

"ENDEAVORED to emulate his
oriental calm. *“John,” sald 1,

[

*“Oh, no, nol” he exclaimed with sm-
phasis. “I know you come hack allee

veteran. :

“All litee,” remarked John amiably
and started for the fire, such being his
instinct, not with the purpose of get-
ting warm, but of cooking something.
And In half an hour he bad a cup of
hot bouilion all around.

Through the night there came con-
tinually the clamoring of the wild fowl
in the lagoon back of us, and this
seemed to make the bOys restless. It
was Jean Lafitte, next, who poked his
bead out from under the tarpaulin.

“I've got the gun, all ¥ight,” said he,
“and a lot of shells. In the morning
we'll go out and get some of those
ducks that are squawking.” i

*“Yes, Jean.,” said 1, “we're in one of
the best ducking countries on this
whole coast.” :

“That's fine. We can live chiefly by
hunting and fishing, like it says in the
g'opraphies.” - * - A

“If the wind should shift” sald L,
“we may have to do that for guite a
time. I don’t know whether the light-
house keeper has a boat or not, and the
channel lies between us and the light.
It makes out here straight to the gulf.
But now be quiet, my sons, and see
if we can't all get some sleep. I'll
take care of the fire.”

I passed a little apart to hunt for
some driftwood, my shadow, John, fol-
lowing close at hand. When I return-
ed 1 found a mufiled figure standing
at the feeble blaze. Helena raised her
eyes, grave and serious.

“It was splendid,” said she In a low
tone of volce, addressing not so much
myself as all the world, it seemed
to me.

“Get back in there and go to sleep.”
sald L And quietly she obeyed. so
far as I might tell.

In the morning I could see the Belle
Helene still rolling at her anchor, un-
easy, but still afloat, and in the day-
light and with a lessening sea there
would be no great difficulty in board-
ing her as we liked. Presently the
others of the party were all afoot.

“Gee, ain't this fine!” said L'Olop-
nois. “I never did think we'd be really
shipwrecked and cast away on a desert
island. This is just like it Is in the
books.”

“Can we go hunting now ?” demanded
Jean Lafitte, his mouth still full of ba-.
con. “And will you come along? There
must be millions of them ducks and
geese, [ didn't know there was so
many in all the world.”

“You may go, both of you, Jean La-
fitte.,”” said I. “if you’ll be careful not
to shoot yourselves. As for me, 1 must
g0 back once more to the boat, |
fancy.”

We found it not difficult now to go
aboard the Belle Helene, for, in the
lessening seaway, she rolled not so
evilly. Peterson sprang to the deck

as the bow of our boat rose alongside

on a wave and made fast our line.
When Williams and ! had followed we
took a general inventory of the Belle
Helene. All the deck gear was gone,
spare oars and spars, a canvas or so
and some colls of rope. Beyond that
there seemed no serious damage, un-
less the hull had been injured by its
pounding during the night.

“It's a mud bank here, I think, Mr.
Harry,” said Peterson. “She may have
ripped some of her copper on the oys-
ter reefs, but she seems to bed full
lengtn, and maybe she’'s not strained,
after all.”

“There’s the line of channel guides,”
said I, pointing to a row of sticks driv-
en into the mud a couple of miles in
length.

*“Yes,” said the old man, “the chan-
nel's not more than a biscuit toss from
here. We came right across it. If it
hadn’t been in the dark we'd have
gone through into the lee of the island
and been all right. Now, as it is,
we're all wrong.”

“How do you mean?’ I asked.

“How'll we get that anchor up?’
grumbled he. *Tf we start the engines
and try to crawl up by the capstan we
couldn’t pull her out of the mud. If
we put on a donkey engine we'd snatch
the bow out of here before we could
lift the hook. And, until we do, how
are we going to move her?
the channel, but it's as far as ever.
We can’t sweep her off, of course, and
we can’t pole her off.”

“Well, Peterson,” said I, “let us, by
all means, hope for the worst.” 1
smiled, seeing that he now was pos-
sessed of his normal gloom.

“Well,” said he, “we went on at full
tide and hard aground at that This
wind is blowing all the water out of
Cote Blanche: Of course if the wind
ghould turm and drive in again we
might move her if we caught her at
high tide once more, Until that hap-
pens I guess we're anchored here for
sure.” ' | :

“The glass is rising now, Peterson,”
sald I pleasantly. s ! ;
“Oh, yes, it may rise & Nttle” said

There’s |

For my own part, I turned toward my
All at once as I did so it

ing, And then I heard an unmistaka-
ble scraping at the door. Hastening,

| I flung It open. ¥ was tmhedwﬂ.lﬂi :

great whine of joy and trust. '

“Partial!” I crigd, and caught bim
by t?#'?gbws. as he pﬁt'tﬂ;?‘;' wy
shonlders‘and rubbed his miuzzle along
my cheek, whimpering. “Partial! Oh.
my dear chap! I'm glad to see you!”

AB a matter of fact, I had forgotten
Partial these three’ days, other things

- being on my mind.

“We may be here for a mocth,” said
Peterson gloomily, looking at the Belle
Helene, now rolling just a little, her
keel fast full length in the mud bar.
“I don’t think there’s ever going to be
any change of wind—it'll blow steadi-
ly this way for a week anyhow.”

“] presume, Peterson.” said I coolly,
“that you don't see the sun breaking
through the clouds over there at all.
And I fancy that you will not believe.
either, that the sea is lulling now.”

I heard Williams chuckling as he
stooped over his engine. Thus, chug-
ging on merrily with the long, oily roll
of the sea under us, we presently once
more ran our surf and this time had
small difficulty in winning through.
for, once we felt the ground under us,
we simply sprang overboard and wad-
ed in, dragging the boat with us, waist
deep sometimes in the flood, but on the
whole quite safe.

My two pirate mates came down to
the beach joyously and helped us un-
load. It seemed that they had made
something of a hunt already. for with
much pride Jean now displayed to me
certain birds, proof of his own prow-
ess with his shotgun.

A certain gayety now came to oth-
ers of the party as we sat about our
midday meal, warm now and well fed,
and, although the boys excitedly made
plans about putting up the tent and
furnishing it and going into camp for
the winter, 1 could mnot share their
eagerness. There was one other ret-
icent figure at our fireside. Helena
sat silent, the head of Partial in her
lap. I felt resentment that she should
steal from me even my dog. At last,
having nothing better to do, 1 picked
up my gun and, slipping on my coat.
started down the beach, telling the
boys that I was going alone, perhaps
too far for them to follow, with the
purpose of making some sort of explo-
ration of the island.

“Harry. what’s wrong with you?"
turned quickly. *‘Harry. wait!”

She came hurrying up toward me. 1
felt my color rise. Awkwardly. I stdod

| waiting, and did not greet her. N

“Harry, what’s wrong with you?”’
said she after a time, since I still re-
mained moodily staring ahead. 1 did
not answer, would not look at her for
a time, but at length she turned. She
stood, 1 say. with her hand on my arm.,
her chin raised fully. her serious eyes
fixed on me. The dark hair was blown
all about her face. She had omn over
her long white sweater a loose silk
waterproof of some sort. which blew
every way, but did not disturb the
lines of her tall fizure nor lessen the
pale red and white which the sen
breeze had stung into her cheeks. She
did not smile, and her eyes. I say,
looked steadily and seriously into mine.

“What's wrong with you?” she ask-
ed, frowning slizhtly, as it seemed
to me. :

“Everything in the world Is wrong
with me, as you know very well,” said
I. “Am I not a poor man? Am I not
an unsuccessful lover? Am I not a

failure under every test which youn can

apply? Am I not a coward? Did yon
not tell me so yourself?’
Her eyes grew damp slowly.
didn't mean it,” said she.
“Then why did you say it?”
“It was long before—that was be-
fore last night, Harry. You forget.”
“What if it was?" I demanded. *“I

was the same man then that I was last:
nimhs

“I
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LEGAL NOTICES -

Order te Show Cause en Filing Petitien te
G, T Sell Land.. " -,
| Beate of Minnesota, ) 4 .
b | : ¥ s ¢ ", ;

" County of Brown.

In the Matter of the Estate of C. C. Peterson
Deceassd.

On Reading and Filing the Petition of Frank
Hopkins setting forth the amount of personal
eatate that has come into his hands, the disposition

D™ & A rRITSCEE
| PHYSICIAN & SURCEON
' ©Offies over Brown Co. Baok,

Eye Ear, Nose and Throat.
OFFICE HOURS;
108012 A. M. snd 1 t0 5 P. M.
Office in the Olsen Block.
Residence, 622 Center. New Ulm, Minn.

Sousnw,‘ DEMPSEY, & MUELLER
e Lot iy

ATTORNEYS & COUN-
SELORS.
Practices in all State and U. B. courte
NswULw, - - . MNbDow

for the payment of such debts, legacies or expenses,
to sell all of said real estate;

10 o'clock A. M., at the Court House in the City
of New Ulm, in said County, then and there to
show cause (if any there be) why license should
not be granted to said Frank Hopkins to sell so
much of the real estate of said deceased as shall
be necessary to pay such debts, legacies or ex-
penses.

And it is Further Ordered, That this order shall
be published once in each week for three successive
weeks prior to said day of hearing, in the New
Ulm Review, a weekly newspaper printed and
published at New Ulm in said County.

Dated at New Ulm, Minn., this 29th day of
Nov. A. D. 1915.

By the Court,
(Court Seal) GEO. ROSS,
48-50 Judge of Probate,

Order for Hearing on Claims.

State of Minnesota,
88,

County of Brown.

In Probate Court,

Special Term, Nov. 26th, 1915. ¥

In the Matter of the Estate of C. C. Peterson
Deceased.

Letters of Administration on the estate of C. C.
Peterson, deceased, late of the County of Brown
and State of Minnesota, being granted to Frank
Hopkins. ' -

It is Ordered, That six months be and the same
is hereby allowed from and after the date of this
order in which all persons having claims or de-
mands against the said deceased are required to
file the same in the Probate Court of said County,
for jon and al , or be forever
barred. :

It is Further Ordered, That the first Monday
in June A. D. 1916 at 10 o’clock A. M., at a General
Term of said Probate Court, to be held at the
Probate Office in the Court House in the City of
New Ulm in said County, be and the same hereby
is appointed as the time and place when and
where the said Probate Court will examine and
adjust said claims and demands. -

And it ig Further Ordered, That notice of such
bhearing be given to all creditors and persons in-
terested in said estate by forthwith publishing this
order once in each week for three successive weeks
in the New Ulm Review, a weekly newspaper
printed and published at New Ulm in said County.

Dated at New Ulm, Minn., the 26th day of Nov.
A. D. 1915.

By the Court,
(Court Seal) GEO. ROSS,
48-50 Judge of Probate.

Order for Hearing Proofs of Will.
State of Minnesota,

}.,,_
County of Brown.

In Probate Court,

Special Term, Nov. 29th, 1915.

In the Matter of the Estate of Anna Kunze
Deceased.

‘Whereas, an instrument in writing, purporting
to be the last will and testament of Anna Kunze
late of said county, has been delivered to this
Court;

And Whereas, Albert Steinhauser has filed
therewith his petition, representing among other
things that said Anna Kunze died in said county
on the 29th day of Oct., A. D. 1915, testate and
that said petitioner is the sole executor named
in said last will and testament, and praying that
said instrument may be admitted to probate
and that letters testamentary be to him issued
thereon;

It is Ordered, that the proofs of maid instrument
and the said petition, be heard before this Court
at the Probate office, in the Court House, in the
City of New Ulm, in said County, on the 23rd
day of Dec. A. D. 1915, at 10 o'clock in the fore-
noon, when all coneerned may appear and con-
test the probate of said instr

And it is Further Ordered, That public notice
of the time and place of said hearing be given to
all persons interested, by publication of a copy
of this order for three successive weeks previous
to said day of hearing in the New Ulm Review
& weekly newspaper printed and published at the
dtyolN"lﬂmhuidummy.

Dated at New Ulm, Minn., Nov. 28th, A. D.
19156. ;

By the Court,
(Court Seal) GEO. ROSS,
48-50) Judge of Probate

CASSIE T. ERICKSON
< TEACHER OF

Instrumental Music

Six Years Experience
GRADUATE OF G. A. COLLEGE.

Post Graduate Work at St. Paul and
Rock Island. Tel. 103 or address Ne
9.No. German Street.

The Cottonwood Roller Mill Is Little But
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family with the following:

BEVTZIN'S BEST An A Ne. 1 Wheat Flowr

Bentzin's German Rye Flour, Beatzin's Break-
fast Food, Bentsin’s Corn Meal, Bent-
sin’s Graham, Bentzin’s Rye
Meal, Bentzin's Farina.

S0 Don’t be Afraid That We Cannot
Make Enocugh For You.

It has

JOHN BENTZIN

Fishing}in the Park.

, ““He had a soft, daft look, the old man
I'm speaking of, and he sat on a park
bench in the sun, with rod and line, as
if he were fishing; but the line, with a
worm on the hook, dangled over a bed
of bright primroses.

“Daft!’ said a passer-by to himself.
‘Daft! Bughouse! Nice-looking old
fellow, too. It’s a pity.’

“Then, with a gentle smile, the passer-
by‘npproached the old man and said:

< :Wh’tt are you doing, uncle?’

““ ‘Fishing, sir,’ answered the old man,
solemnly.

“ ‘Fishing, eh? Well, uncle, come and
have a drink.’

“The old man shouldered his rod and
followed the kindly strai to the corner
saloon. There he regaled himself with a
large glass of dark beer and a good five-
cent cigar. His host, contemplating him
in a friendly, protecting way, as he sipped
and sg)oked, said: “

“ ‘So you were fishing, uncle? ‘And
how many have you caught this morning?

“The old man blew a smoke cloud to-
::rd jgm ceiling. Then, after a pause,

8aid:
““ “You are the seventh, sir.’

Woman’s Dress and
What the i

by

STEINHAUSER & BRICKSON

‘ATTORNEYS AT LAW
Office over Review,

Special attention given to ba
Estates. Pra.ctig:- in lllmConrhm
of the State and U' S. Cours.

NewUlm, - - . . Minn

William Pfaender Agencr

General Insurance
[nsurance against fire, hail, tornado,
automobile, accident and death in
the best of companies.
Real estate bought and sold.

Legal documents executed, loans
negotiated, steamship tickets sold.

CHAS., EMMFERICH
PLUMBER

STEAM AND HOT WATER HEATING
GAS FITTING.
We are ared to do all lnnds of

plumbing in a first-class manner De
20t fail t0 call upon us when plamb-
wrs’ services are required,

Mion. aud Center Sts.

Bingham Bros

DEALERS IN

u0al & Cram,

NEW ULM - MINN.

Paul Weigahd

Painting & Paper Hanging

Telephone 175 or 747
M. & ST. L. Time Tahle
SOUTH BOUND.

No. 86—Ex. Sunday......... 7:46 a. m.
To New Ulm only. Time freight.

No. 110—Ex. Sunday. . ...... 8:45p. m.
St. Paul, Mpls. to New Ulm. Passgr.

No. 28—Ex. Sunday........ 12:25 p. m.

No. 123—Ex. Sunday........ 5:16 a. m.

Leave New Ulm to St. Paul and Mpls.

No. 29—Ex. Sunday.........1:00 p. m.

To St. Paul, Mpls. Watertown, connect
at Winthrop.

No. 181—Ex. Sunday........ 5:15 p. m..
No. 87—Ex. Sunday. ........2:30 p. m..
New Ulm to Winthrop.

No. 61—Ex. Sunday......... 3:45p. m.
Estherville to Winthrop.

All passengers thru trains with no
change of cars between New Ulm and

THE CHICAGO anD

NORTH-WESTERN

RAILWAY, \

GOING EAST.
No 504 —Daily, new line......4,
nmto'lzrlncitlu ndthelhnu .-
No 22—Ex Sunday, old line...6.25 a m.
Mankato-

Connects at Easota for Twin Cities or
8:10a m

No 514—Daily, n n8,... .0,
No 24—Daily, old line........3.41 pm

No 14—Ex Sunday, :
d - Y5 fdc:' ll_ne. .6.55 p :

- GOING WEST
No 517—Dail line......1:

Thro from munmm the 3 g
No 13—Ex Snndlg old line..8:12 a m:

Mo
0 503—Daily, new lin:..i.ti;.lza_p..
No ﬂ-D_nlli, old line........1:35 pm
No :1— ay, old line..83:50 p m.
Connects at




