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even an active drinker all the passage to the
West Indies. Here, not one single bottle
remained unopened. The dregs of all would
not half fill one bottle. Tin Eye's weather-
bruised old face grew dark. Many things
came to mind.

“So’ it’s that!” he muttered.
fellow.” - - -

That was about the limit of old Tin Eye’s

“Poor

capacity for rancor. He could find in the -

liquor habit complete excuse for all the cruel
insult Chandler had ever heaped upon him.
He took the sextant up, and stood by the
chronometers to take the time while the
skipper boggled for his sight.

HEREAFTER, nomatter how far Chan-
dler ‘went in his offensiveness, Tin Eye
only felt sorry forhim. Hethoughtonce that
Chandler had to fall back upon the fictitious

_verve of alcohol to stiffen him against emer-

gency. But hehad seen him faceand bring his
steamer through that whipping tail end of a
storm without it. He realized, since making
his discovery, that Chandler’s moods, his
haggardness or his brilliance, were due to
indulgence or abstinence. When he had
faced that storm in his dressing-gown, he had
obviously lacked the stimulation of brandy.
So the only thing that remained a certainty
in the mate’s mind was that his own lot was
more bitter the more brilliant Chandler
became. And he endured that with stolid
refusal to believe the worst of any man.

Chandler had to let up on his mate when
the ship got among the islands. From port
to port the ship went, discharging small
parcels of cargo at each; then to the loading
port for sugar, rum, and molasses. And in
every port Chandler was well known. He
was a popular man. He spent no time at all
on board; here at least he was willing to
concede old Tin Eye’s efficiency. Or if _he
did not concede it, his own business of having
a good time ashore was pressing enough to
override any anxiety on the score of a chief
mate. .

Tin Eye had occasion to go into _the
skipper’s room again to look for some papers
concerning stowage, and curiosity impelled
him to see if the little wall locker were re-
plenished. He found it full. Thq bottles
were full. So Chandler did not'tlpple on
board in port. But he drank heavily ashore,
for he never appeared on board in any con-
dition other than exalted. That mattered
little to the mate. He preferred to think
the skipper drank sociably rather than
solitarily. So long as he stayed away from
the ship while loading, old Tin Eye was
happy, and contrived to get the work done
very much according to his own ideas. When
Chandler at last rejoined the ship, the day
before sailing, even he could find no fault
with the loading of her. .

So away again to sea. Along the chain of
islands, in the calm water of a long lee,
Chandler developed a degree of fiendish in-
genuity in insult that almost forced Tin
Eyc to make an issue at once. But the old
fellow saw that Chandler was starting in
again on his bottle habits, and once more
{qund excuses for the man who was hounding
him.

In the fine weather there was painting and
scouring to do fore and aft which kePt the
mate busy enough to be able to avoid th_e
skipper largely. Then one afternoon all his
fresh red-lead, his glossy white paint, his
bright yellow masts and cargo booms ap-
peared coated with fine gray dust. He came
on deck after supper to find Chandler and
the second mate going the rounds, and he
braced himself for the outburst he knew
must come. The smoke-stack was making
little smut, and what there was blew out

directly abeam. Tin Eye looked around the
sky; and just when Chandler was about to
open upon him, he detected a dull, fine haze
not yet sufficient to greatly mar the speck-
less blue. And the skipper, instead of raking
him fore and aft with verbal fire, stood stock
still and sneezed.

“It’s like volcanic dust, sir,” old Tin Eye
said.

“Volcanic dust it is,” snapped Chandler.
“Damned fine mess.” Tin Eye stood ex-
pectant. He dully wondered what new
scorching the skipper’s tongue could invent
to fit this case. But Chandler was peering
dow_n towards the source of the dust. He
motioned to the helmsman to shift his
course, and stopped him when the ship’s
head was laid straight down the dust haze.

. “Wonder if that can be old Pelée on Mar-

tinique,” he said, and stood there gazing
ahead as if fascinated by the idea of seeing
a volcano in eruption. As the steamer sped
toward it the dust got thicker. It fell
warm, and the sea had a film upon it. The
sun went down like a tawny copper shield;
and when the stars should have winked,
there were no stars. A long-running swell
hove the ship up and let her down steeply.
Where the moon should be was a broad field
of dull red. Soon the red brightened; it
was shot with stabs of glare; black smoke
writhed across it like dragons in flight. And
men began to mutter, glancing at the bridge.
The air was hot and choking. The decks
were thick with hot dust. Engine-room
ventilators were turned this way and that
for air; until the chief engineer came up at
last to see.

“Did you ever see an eruption, chief?”
Chandler accosted him.

“I’m nearer to one now than I want to
be!” the chief growled. ‘‘Must you go this
close?” .

“I want to see it. Turn on the water in
the deck pipes as you go below, will you?
And, Mr. Murray, have the bosun rig the
hose and wet the decks down.”

Young Pitt believed the skipper a little
mad. Old Tin Eye feared the rum had at

Shadow River
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last fuddled his brain. But orders were to

ed. The hoses were run along,
ESouot]iJgg out water’fsuckgd from underncath

ing scum of pumice.
th?\ftloﬁﬁdfight the sky was ablaze. A fish-
ing boat came sailing out from under the
glare, her sails and gear scorched, full to
overloading with frantic negroes who shouted
at the steamer that a town was buried.
Chandler had wrapped a wet cloth around
his face; but he looked less eager now that
the cataclysm was in sight. He made fre-
quent visits to his room. Each time he
came back a bit more unsteady. Old Tin
Eye, staring at the spouting horror ahead,
caught the whiff of brandy even above the
choking fumes of volcanic dust. Young
Pitt coughed inside the chart room, not at
all flippant. And just when Tin Eye looked
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to Chandler for some definite order concern-
ing their course, the skipper went for an-

other bracer of grog and did not return.

“Go tell Captain Chandler we're getting
too near,” Tin Eye told young Pitt. Pitt

came back looking frightened.

“He says resume proper course and don’t
bother him. His cabin’s like an oven,”
he said. ‘“What shall we do? He’s drunk

as a pig.”” Tin Eye held his course.
More boats came out of the swirling reek.

Some were full to overlading. Some were

empty of any save the scared wretches who
took them first. There had been a moment,
an hour ago, when a change of course was
advisable. Now a change was absolutely
essential to the safety of the ship. But
ahead were people in the grip of horror.
The red and black loom of the land was near.
Through the glasses Inferno grinned.
sailing ship staggered out of a fiery cloud,
her canvas alight. A steamer foamed past,
her siren booming, hoses spurting. Some-
body on her bridge shouted that the town
was wiped out, and all its people.

‘‘She didn’t wait for anybody,” the sec-
ond mate gasped, hoping perhaps that Tin
Eye might follow her example. The grim
old mate was muttering to himself, snorting
to clear the hot dust from the breathing
passages.

“Go tell the steward to look after Captain
Chandler, that he doesn’t stifle in his sleep,
then come up as quick as you can,” said Tin
Eye at last.

NOW the crew came aft, led by bosun
and carpenter. The engine-room crew

clambered up from stoke-hold and engine-

room. All came to the bridge ladder.

“We can’t stand it, sir,” they cried,
thmklr_lg that Chandler still held the bridge.
Old Tin Eye answered them, as he would
have if in actual command. .

“Go to your duty, men. There are peo-
ple yonder needing help. You must keep
steam up, Chief. Bosun, the ship’ll be on
fire unless the hoses are kept going.”

The men went grumbling away. Not
that they lacked the will to carry on, but
simply because human lungs could’ not
breathe in the reek. Yet that grim, sturdy
old figure on the bridge breathed. More
boats sped out, full of screaming people
The Chief Engineer, who well knew thé
relations existing between skipper and mate
lingered after his crew had gone below. ’

“Why don’t you alter course and get clear
of here, Murray?” he demanded. “Ng.
body’ll be able to stay in the stoke-hold i,
fifteen minutes.” Out of the seawarq
darkness, racing toward the doomed town
a swift warship came, her siren roaring
€ ncouragement . &

“Jt’s toolate now, Chief,” Tin Eye gaspeq
«“Can’t leave human beings to roast in Plain

ight.”

sg“Let that warship do it! She’s got mep,
to spare,” the Chief rasped back. ~“Sher;
get all the glory anyhow. We'll get nope,
You won't, anyhow. C hz}ndler 1l see to that
Better get out. Where is the Old Man?» ~

Getting no reply, the Chief went to fing
Chandler. When he returned, Tin Eye hyq
the bosun playing water on the lifeboatg
Two hoats were swung out ready for lower.
ing. Hoses lashed in place kept water
drenching the tackle and gear of those tyg |
the plugs taken out to let the water run cleay -
Tin Eye knew that the Chief’s blunt 5.
surance regarding honor and glory was trye,
Chandler would never let any credit accrue
to his mate, whatever he did. But that

made no difference. The steamer was so
far, she must carry on.
(Continued on page 75
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while there is enough for everything you
want. Later, he will be successful: there will
be plenty of money. It is yours for the ask-
ing. Why steal from him?”

Bob shuffled his feet awkwardly. Some-
how, there was no sense of triumph here.
Instead of feeling heroic, his sensations were
those of the small boy caught in the act of
meanness.

“I want your father to appreciate what I
went through.” :

“Don’t you think he does?”

“No! He couldn’t. All his-life he has
been sheltered and protected. Little busi-
ness cares, perhaps—but nothing real and
stark.” :

“What good does that do you?”

“Satisfaction!” Bob was trying futilely
to lash himself into a fury. He only succeed-
ed in feeling contemptible.

“Tt will satisfy you to ruin him?”

111 Yes',)

“Very well.” She rose and started from
the room. “If that is the way you feel
about it, I won’t argue with you.”

She paused briefly in the doorway. Terry
rose and started across the room.

“Lois! You don’t understand . . .’

“JIs my understanding essential? Haven’t
you done this yourself? Isn’t this the ex-
planation of why you accepted a home in
my father’s house? Isn’t it?”

(13 Yes' bR R

“You've waited for this, haven’t you?
You have worked toward: this goal. Very
well—now you have attained it. But it
doesn’t feel pleasant, does it? Oh! don’t
answer. I can see the truth in your face,
and it isn’t at all what your lips would say.”

i

She walked a few steps toward him: slim.

and regal and inexpressibly beautiful. “But
you'll be disappointed in one thing, Bob—
Dad will take his medicine like a man.
Whatever the future holds in store for him
because of this—he won’t whine. That’s
one thing you have never known about him,
Bob Terry: he’s a man.”

«x70U expect me to be sorry for him, Lois?
Was he sorry for me?”

[ Yes.,’

“ A lot of help that was. So damned sorry
for me that he sent me to the penitentiary.
Let me rot there. Get this straight: what-
ever I’ve done now is justified ”

“Of course. I haven’t said it wasn’t.
I have only argued that it is unnecessary.
Brutal, even.”

“No more brutal, than what he did to me,
He is innocent. Well, so was I. He’ll go
through precisely what I did. I don’texpect
you to understand. Be as sane as you like—
you still can’t understand. Even your
father don’t. But he will. And he’ll under-
stand because he’s innocent!”

“And everybody will know that he is.
Do you suppose his directors will think he
stole that money?”’

“I den’t care whether. they do or not.
He'll be ruined. I'll get a heap of pleasure
from that. Perhaps he won’t be so smug and
so—so—conscientjous.”

She shook her head slowly. ‘Poor Bob!
They’ve fanned that flame of bitterness and
kept it alive in spite of all your better nature
could do, haven’t they? They’ve almost
made you believe that you really wanted to
do this. I'm sorry for Dad—but I'm more
sorry for you. You’ve made a mistake. I
can seeit—but you won’t until it is too
late.”

“I suppose s0.”

“But you’ll no longer be an innocent man.
Every one will know who stole those bonds.”

f:They can’t prove anything.”

“I suppose not. Your legal adviser has

probably attended efficiently to those de-
tails.” She fell silent for 2 moment. Then:
«What does Kathleen say about this?”’
“Kathleen?” He was startled. “She
doesn’t know.” .
«You should tell her. As your fiancée
it isn’t fair not to.”
He looked his amazement. ‘“You knew

that we are engaged?” .
“Ves. She told me.” She questioned

- gently. “Wil she approve?”

‘K‘Yesli’

“Vou don’t really think so.”

“T guess I know her pretty well. She
knows what I went through down yonder.
She hasn’t any love for your father: ’

«_But she has for you. And I believe
that she has tied to one thing: That you are
not a criminal. You have been unfortunate
—fate has buffeted you cruelly, but until
last night you never actually committed a
crime. I don’t think she will be very happy,
Bob.”

“T'll take my chances.” He was some-
what surly—because he was ashamed of
himself. “I’ll tell her.”

“Do—please. She’s a fine girl, Bob—
if T were you I'd pretty well follow her
advice.”

“You think you know what it will ke,
don’t you? You believe she’ll tell me to
bring those bonds back?”

“Certainly. So do you.”

“She won’t.”

“Tt’s bad enough to lie to me, Bob. It is
silly to lie to yourself.”

He flushed. “I’ll tell her. But no matter
what she says—I’ve done this thing and
I’m going to see it through. Neither Kath-
Jeen nor any one else can change me.”

“I’m afraid not, Bob. A powerful brain—

not your own—has flayed you into this..

Otherwise, I might have been able to point
the right road——"

“Why should you be interested?”’

She stiffened. But she did not evade.
“Because, Bob—I have grown very fond of
you. I cared for the man I thought you
were. 1 was sorry for you. I stood shoulder
to shoulder with you in your battle. I
knew how hard it was—and I was suffering
with you.”

“ And now you hate me?”

“No. - I could never do that.” She stood
before him, gloriously and unashamedly
self-revealing. “But I'm afraid there’s no
use fighting any more for a lost cause.”

He gazed at her. His eyes were smarting.
In this magnificent’ moment she seemed
more desirable than ever before. Nor
was he swayed by her superior culture or her
social poise. It was the sheer feminine
strength'of her. He persisted in his bravado
because he was lost—and did not know what
else to do.

“I'm no good, Lois. I never will be any
good.”

‘“Poor, foolish Bob.”

. “Iwon’t!” Herasped his own condemna-
tion. “We're not tke same kind. I'd
better get out.” ‘

“Yes. I think so.” v

“Good-by.”

““Good-by, Bob.”

HEWSEE-}}:?EED gait her. His vision
ed—and he hoped that she
would touch him. But.
back and let him Paés:-‘t shgﬁmerely stood
He felt mean and degraded. Instead of
being a hero in his own eyes, he saw that he
was merely contemptible. .
Acild 'llza.ck at her home, Lois stood dry-
eyed. The hurt was too deep for her to bear

alone, and so she went
and called 2 number., fo the telephone

The Elks Magazine

“Bruce—is that you?— Please come over.
—VYes, now.—I want to talk to you, Bruce.
. . . Ineed you!” . -

CHAPTER XXXIII

TORN with doubt of himself, wracked by
uncertainty—Bob Terry went straight

- to Kathleen Shannon.

. “I've got something to tell you,” he
announced grimly. “I want you to hear
me through.”

“Very well, dear.”

She listened. She did not interrupt as he
started his story back in the days when he
had been a youngster in the employ of
Peter Borden. He spoke brutally, without
shading of words. He told of his growing
affection for the man, of his filial feeling. ©

And then the shock of his arrest. The
knowledge that Borden believed him guilty
and intended to assist in the prosecution.
“He talked mealy-mouthed then, Kathlcen.
That is when I first began to hate him.” -

He sketched bricfly his prison experience:
the galling bitterness of knowing that he was
innocent; the corrosion of hatred: against
Borden—the monomania which kept hig
brain functioning against the day when he
should be free to balance the books with the
man who had wrecked him. He was grimly
effective in what he did not say. -

Then the releasc; the dazzlipg splendor of
freedom—and the opportunity to make
his home with Borden. He told of how the
luxury of Borden’s home and Borden’s
obtrusive kindness had irritated him beyond
measure and kept his hatred alive. He diq
not mention Lois.. . But he did speak of
watching and }vmtlng—and then of thig
great opportunity. i

«You’ll probably not understand, Kath-
leen. Butit seemed to me as _though my life
would never be complete until I knew that
Borden understood what I had been through
—and the only way he could understand
was by going through it himself.

“At any rate, I stole those bonds. I have
them. Idon’tcare for the money. He would
have given me anything he had. I want you
to know that there isn’t anything petty
about this. It is something a heap bigger
than the two hundred thousand dollars,
Borden is going to suffer. I stole the bonds
—and I have them hidden. He threw his
arms wide. “I’ve told you the whole truth
Kathleen. What do you say?” ?

HE loved Bob Terry. He was the first
man she had ever loved . . . and she re-
joiced in the fact that he had not attempted
to conceal anything from her. The glory of
that transcended any ideas she may have
had about the robbery. And so, at first,

imply said:
Sh?‘ ISlan?gy]ad you told me, Bob.”

«“What do you think?”’

Again she hesitated. Then her eyes met
his squarely.

«Tf it makes you happy—I am glad.”

He looked ‘at her in amazement.

«Glad? That I stole the bonds?”

U'Y'es’ dcar_” .

Bob seemed to go limp. Here was the
greatest surprise hg had ever experienced.
He had expected bitterness from Kathleen
—an expression of disappointment. Just
as he had anticipated a scene with Lois.
Neither woman had done what he expected.
Lois had understood—and merely been
sorry. Kathleen was glad

«1—7T don’t understand,”  he said.

«I do. You have felt that there was a
blank in your hfe—that there was some-
thing to be done before you could know real
contentment. Now it is done—and you




















































































































































