











A Money-Making Ol;portuni
for Men of Character

I EXCLUSIVE FRANCHISE FOR
' AN INVENTION EXPECTED TO REPLACE

A MULTI-MILLION-DOLLAR INDUSTRY

Costly Work Formerly
«Sent Out” by Business Men
Now Done by Themselves
at a Fraction of the Expense

This is a call for men everywhere to handle
exclusive agency for one of the most
unique business inventions of the day.

Forty years ago the horse and

many millions—today practically a relic.

foresighted men saw the
fortune, and sent the buggy and

from one industry to another.

Now another change
and important

tion which does the work better—more reliably—.

 Not a “Gadget’’—
Not a “Knick-Knack’ —

but a voluable, proved device which
h:: been sold :ewceujully by bu:i;

buggy business was supreme—today
almost extinct. Twenty years afo the phono aph mdustry_ ran into
y a comparatively few

fortuncs ahead in the automobile and the
radio. Yet irresistible waves of tgublic buying swept these men to
¢ phonograph into the discard. So

are great successes made by men able to detect the shift in public favor

i f lace, An old established indus

t O thc‘:a’t‘i’:r:?sgstgu.cnm—in which millions of dollars chaage |

every year—is in thousands of cases being replaced : ]“)‘1“1 :’ér".s:_ﬁlbgmp ACS inven-
ORDINARILY PAID! It has not requ very long for men

ﬁozz;v(zl:aycg‘zz‘:: sthe rights to this valuable inveation to do 2 remarkable business,

and show carnings which n these times arc almost uaheard of for the average man.

inte,
s

is. Our door is 0

EARNINGS

One man in California carned over $1,600 per month for three
months—close to $5,000 in 90 days’ time. Another writes
from Delaware—*‘Since I have been oper
less than 2 month of actual selling) and not the full day at
that, because I have been getting organized and had to spend
at least half the day in the office; counting what I have sold
outright and on trial, I have made just 2 little in excess of one
thousand dollars profit for one month.”” A man working small
city in N. Y. Statc made $10,805 in 9 months. Texas man
nets over $300 in less than a week’s time. Space does not per-
mit mentioning here more than these few random cases. How-
ever, they are sufficient to indicate that the worthwhile future
in this business is coupled with immediate carnings for the
right kind of man. One man with us has already made over
a thousand sales on which his earnings ran from $5 to $60
ger sale and more. A great deal of this business was repeat

usiness. Yet he had never done anything like this before
coming with us. That is the kind of opportunity this business
offers.  The fact that this business has artracted to it such
business men as former bankers, executives of businesses—
men who demand only the highest t)&)e
Low income—gives a fairly good picture of

is open, however, to the young man looking for

the right ficld inwhich to make his start and develophis future.

ating (just a lictle

of opportunity and
e kindmusincz this

Profits Typical of
the Young, Growing Industry

Going into this business is not like selling something
offered in every gr , drug or department store. For

ness novices as well as
veterans.

Make no mistake—this is no novelcy—no flimsy creation
which the inventor hopes to put on the mulllcct. You
bably have scen nothing like it yet—per apslncv:ia-
reamed of the existence of s:fch a device—yetit has al rca'_i-
been used by corporations of outstanding p by
dealers of gl)fCifng:'EOmﬁons—by ch:irll;'raqchlcs—-by doc-
tors, ne S, P lishers: hools— s, _etc., etc.,
and by th ds of small b men. Youdon't have ':lo
convince a man that he should use an electric bulb to lig l:
his office instead of a gas lamp. Nor do gou have to n:cd
the same business man the idea that some day he ma
something like this inveation. The need is (; ; ere—v
the money is usuall beinf spent right ac that very
moment—and the desirabilicy of saving the greatese
part of this expense is obvious immediately.

eer

Some of the Savings
You Can Show

i office 2nd put down before your prospect
sY(lnc’rtv:rdeol;maalecs organifation showing that :l});:.‘e;.;hdgd
work in their own office for $11 which formerly could have
cost them over $200. A.building supply corporation pays'
our man $70, whereas the bill could have been for 5'11,600

An automobile dealer pays our representacive S{isc, whereas
the expense could have been over $1,000. A parrmg:ln
store has expense of $88.60, possible cost if dom\:V Outsxkcl
the business being well over $2,000. And so on. ef cou 4
oot possibly list all cases here. These are just ; csv o

the many zctual cascs which we place in your sn s to
work with. Practically every line of busigess and every
section of the country is re ated by these field reports
which hammer across dazzling, convincing motcy-saving
0] icies which hardly any business man caa fail to
aagerscand,

, when you take a $7.50 order, $5.83 can be your
share. On $1,500 worth of business, your. share can be
$1,167.00. The very least you get as your part of every
dollar’s worth of business you do is 67 cents—on ten
dollars’ worth $6.70, on a hundred dollars’ worth $67.00
—in other words two thirds of every order you get is
yours. Not only on the first order—but on repeat orders
—aad you have the opportunity of carning an cven larger
percentage.

This Business Has
Nothing to Do With
House to House Canvassing

Nor do you have to know anything about high-pressure
selling. “'Selling”’ is unnecessary in the ordinary sense of
the word. Instcad of hammering away at the customer
and tryiog to ““force” a sale, you make a dignified,
business-like call, leave the installation—whatever size
the customer says he will accepr—at our risk, let the
customer scll himself after the device is in and working.
This does away with the nced for pressure on the cus-
tomer—it climinates the handicap of trying to get the
moncy before the customer has really convinced himself
100%. You simply tcll what you offcr, showing proof of
success in chat customer's particular linc of business.
Then leave the invention without a dollar down. It
stares working at once. In a few short days, the installa-
tion should actually produce enough cash money to pay
for the deal, with profits above the investment coming in
at the same time. You then call back, collect your moaey.
Nothing is so convincing as our offer to let results speak
for themselves without risk to the customer! While others
fail to get even a hearing, our men arc making sales
running into che hundreds. They have received cthe atten-
tion oi the largest firms in the country, and sold to che
smallest busigesses by che thousands,

No Money Need Be Risked

in trying this business out. You can measure the possi
bilities and not be out a dollar. If you are locking for &
business that is not d—a business that is just
coming into its own—on the upgrade, instead of the
dowu:grzde—z busigess thac offers the buyer relief from
a burdensome, but unavoidable expense—a business that
has a prospect practicall{ in every office, store, or factory
into which you can set fooe—regardless of size—sbas is &
necessity but does not have any price cutting to contend
with as other necessities d at because you control
the sales in exclusive territory is your own business—
shat pays more on some individual sales than many men maks
in a week and somesimes in a month's time—if such a business
looks as if it is worth investigating, ges in touch with us
at once for the rights in your territory—don't delay—
bgcausc the chances are that if you do wait, someone else
will have written to us in the meantime—and if it turns
out that you were the better man—we'd boch be sorrg'
So for convenience, use the coupon below—but send it righe
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away—or wire if you wish. But do it now.

F. E. ARMSTRONG, President
Dept. 4076-K, Mobile, Ala.

ﬂ
r}“g FOR EXCLUSIVE i
! TERRITORY PROPOSITION

| F.E. ARMSTRONG. Pres.. Dept. 4076.K, Mobile, Ale. §
‘Without obligation to me, send me full infors
I mation on your propesition. ﬂ
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of men who are teaching it. Taken
as a group, the football coaches of
the country represent the highest
type of man in the educational field
today. They possess, with but few
exceptions, the sympathetic under-
standing of the high minded pro-
fessor and the strong moral fibre of
a successful soldier. They place in-
dividual welfare before personal suc-
cess, and reason before desire.
Recently at a student dinner at
Colgate, Andy Kerr, the veteran
coach, rose to speak. The reception
that greeted him literally shook the
rafters. Every man in the room was
a better man because Andy Kerr was
there at Colgate. They knew the way
he taught football—cleanly, grimly,
smartly. They knew he tolerated
only fairness in all things. They
knew he could take defeat like a gen-
tleman and victory the same way.
They knew he stood for Colgate and
all Colgate stands for. Andy was
their hero. He was their conception
of what Colgate wanted them to be.
Andy has been known to deliver a

sermon from the pulpit in the chapel
at Colgate. From the cross-barred
field to the cross-starred church. The
transformation seems unnatural, yet
it doesn’t take much imagination to
see a host of students drinking in
Andy’s words from the pulpit in the
same way his team drinks in his
words in the locker room just before
the game.

Kerr is but one of the many gen-
tlemen of the pigskin world who are
building men today. Turn anywhere
and you find others like him. Dr.
John B. Sutherland of Pittsburgh, as
fine a character as ever drew a
breath, a moulder of men, a leader
and an inspirational force, Earl
Blaik of Dartmouth, Gar Davidson
of Army, Ray Morrison of Vander-
bilt, Fritz Crisler of Princeton,
Ducky Pond of Yale, Ossie Solem of
Syracuse—not one among them or
their confreres with whom you would
not gladly trust your own “son.

That a coach’s influence is lasting,
’ghat it lives after he is gone, is seen
in that group of stalwarts who

earned their spurs under the tutelage
of perhaps the greatest teacher of
them all, Rockne. Today Elmer Lay-
den is carrying on at Notre Dame,
where Rockne left off. Harry Stuhl-
dreher is directing the proceedings
on Wisconsin’s gridiron. Noble Kiser
is head of Purdue’s athletic depart-
ment and coach of its team. Jim
Crowley is at Fordham. Frank
Thomas is at Alabama. And others
are in far corners of the land con-
tinuing the Rockne tradition. .

Every one of these men is cast in
the same mould. They admired
Rockne so much when he was living
and so much still, that they all have
common traits that remind you of
the Old Maestro. They teach foot-
ball vigorously, yet never lose sight
of the fact that, after all, it is only
a game. A game to be won or lost
with all the cards on the table.
Strong, wholesome, fearless, confi-
dent, like the leader from whom they
learned, they continue to develop men
in the same manner as their master
did when they wore the war togs.

The Mysterious Case
of Captain Thunderbolt

them all.” The Captain, who had dis-
guised himself as a pale faced, trem-
ulous Quaker, then continued to a
bend in the highway where he sat
down as if to refresh himself from
a long walk. The riders soon ap-
peared around the corner and Light-
foot charged out to meet them.
Upon his challenge, one of the four
spurred up his horse and disap-
peared into the brush. The other
three with little argument delivered
their purses and jewelry and from
one of them Lightfoot also took a
coat and hat. This latter man, Lord
, asked if he were Captain
Thunderbolt. Martin replied, “No, I
am his brother, Captain Lightfoot.”
After the victims had hurried off
down the road, Thunderbolt arose
from his seat on the bank and con-
gratulated Lightfoot on his success,
telling him that he had “taken the
first brush like a true game chicken.”

From this moment on Thunderbolt
and Lightfoot were fast friends and
partners, although the Captain never
failed to make clear to his aide just
who was boss. Thunderbolt’s instinct
for drama led him regularly to do
certain curious things simply to im-
press Lightfoot with the solemnity of
his profession. For instance, after
the robbery recounted in the pre-
vious paragraph and when the pair
had reached the seaport town of
Dungarven, some forty miles away
in the county of Cork, the Captain
sent Lightfoot to a tavern to pro-
cure some liquor so that “the horse
I had taken should be christened in

(Continued from page 25)

due form.” This was shortly done
not far from town. The Captain, go-
ing through a regular christening
ceremony, named the horse “Down-
!‘.he-Banks,"' while pouring brandy in
its ears. Lightfoot then learned that
Dpherty usually carried four or five
different disguises with him for
after this christening the Captain
c}!anged his clothes to appear as
Lightfoot’s servant—Lightfoot be-

ing dressed just then as a gentleman-

huntsman. The Captain was in a
good humor, and smacked his lieu-
tenant heartily on the shoulder say-
ing, “Lightfoot, only put on fine
clothes, have plenty of money in
your pocket,.swagger a good deal,
but say nothing, and you may pass
through the world as a great man.”

So for the next two years Thun-
derbolt and Lightfoot were great
men. They swaggered up and down
the . British Isles, plundering and
looting almost as they chose. They
stole and cached thousands of dollars
worth of money and jewelry, some of
which is still being brought to light
today, in Ireland especially, by some
householder casually grubbing in the
soil of his backyard. The pair dur-
ing thl_s period gayly posed as nearly
every important person in the coun-
try—save the King—angd their repu-
tations and the price upon their
heads grew apace. They solemnly at-
tended weddipgs and funerals and
picked up a tidy penny. They loved
and married—in theiy manner—
whoever took their faney, and would
agree, and had the money. They even

at one time became bailiffs and were
paid well to try to track themselves
down. Now and then, however, they
were able to escape their infuriated
victims only by the narrowest mar-
gin, and on one of these occasions
the Captain himself was winged by
a musket shot. They had been flee-
ing a body of soldiery which had
been set on their trail, and had holed
up for the night in a small inn some
two miles outside of the city of Cork.
The next forenoon the company,
twenty dragoons strong, arrived,
having been secretly informed of the
culprits’ presence by the landlord.
Thunderbolt and Lightfoot found out
about this just in time and made a
run for it over the fields behind the
tavern.

“The soldiers pursued and ﬁrgd
upon us; one ball struck the Captain
in the calf of the leg and impeded
his running for some time. How-
ever, we managed to get out of reach
of our pursuers and traveled over
the country about ten miles, when he
was so exhausted that it was impos-
sible for him to go any further. We
concealed ourselves in a wood; he
fell down on the ground and, as I
thought, was a dying man. He had
sense enough, after a few minutes’
rest, to tell me that there was a
small bottle in his pocket which he
directed me to give him. He smelt of
it, swallowed a few drops from it
and rubbed his head with it. He was
soon revived and directed me to take
the ball from his leg with my pen-
knife. ‘Cut as near the lead,’ said he,
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was about this time that Thunder-
bolt did do a piece of business near
Newfane, Vermont. It happened like
this. A small farmer, living some
miles out of Newfane, the county
seat, had just finished up his work
at the barn one evening and was
walking slowly toward his cottage
when a tall, heavily-built man, his
face obscured by a muffler, appeared
out of the dusk and asked him for a
drink of milk. The farmer brought
him the drink, remarking at the
same time that that was the last
milk he or anybody else would ever
receive from there. When the stran-
ger asked why, the countryman re-
plied that the man who held the
mortgage on the farm was coming
that night for the sum due; that
since the money was not available,
foreclosure would certainly follow.
The farmer muttered about the gen-
eral orneriness of the mortgage-
holder, of his persistent refusal to
extend the obligation, and so on. The
stranger asked sharply what the
amount was and, upon being told
that it was $165, demanded to know
how much the farmer could pay. “I
got jest $60,” said the man. “Very
well,” said the stranger, “you keep
ten of it for yourself. Here is $115.
When the mortgage-holder comes,
you give him this with $50 of your
own money. Have him sign a receipt,
whatever you do. Everything will
be all right. Good night.” “Bu-bu-
but,” stuttered the startled farmer,
“who be you that you’ll trust me,
and help me—?” The stranger called
back over his shoulder as he walked
swiftly away into the gloom, “Cap-
tain Thunderbolt helps everyone
who is poor and oppressed by the
rich.”

AN hour or so later, the mortgage-
holder appeared for his money and,
to his great surprise, received it.
When he asked the farmer how he
had managed to raise it, the farmer
answered evasively, ‘“There’s some-
one around now who looks after the
poor and the oppressed.” The mort-
gage-holder shrugged his shoulders
and crawled back into his buggy.
Whipping up his horse, he was soon
rattling off down the road toward
Newfane. He did not get far, how-
ever, when at a twist in the lane he
came upon a shadowy figure on
horseback blocking his way.

“What do you want?” he demand-
ed nervously, pulling his nag up
short.

“Stand still, you rascal,” the
mounted man growled, “or I'll blow
your head off. Give me your purse.”

“But I'm a poor man,” whimpered
the mortgage-holder.

“Give me your purse and be quick
about it. I am Captain Thunder-
bolt !

Thunderbolt! The little man in the
buggy fumbled in his coat, found the
soiled leather wallet with the farm-
er's mortgage money in it and trem-
blingly passed it to the highwayman.

Thunderbolt took it, wheeled about
on his horse and waved his pistol in
the direction of Newfane.

“Begone, now, you scoundrel,” he
muttered, “and let this teach you to
be easier on honest men.”

The victim chirruped to his horse
and made off to Newfane with as
great speed as possible. There he
told his story to the sheriff who im-
mediately organized a posse to make
a search. But before the posse could
be assembled, a terrific thunder-
shower broke and the investigation
had to be postponed until the next
morning, by which time Thunder-
bolt was presumably, many miles
away. Other incidents of a like order
were reported from time to time,
but they gradually became fewer,
and the authorities grew increasing-
ly convinced that some of the sup-
posed victims were the prey of hallu-
cinations and of newspaper publicity.
Every story revealed a different de-
scription of the highwayman and in
every case the man who claimed to
have been robbed was known to be
a skinflint or money-lender whom no-
body liked. It was even felt by some
citizens that if a robbery had been
committed, it served the vietim
right.

THE years went by and the tales
of the mysterious Thunderbolt be-
gan to pass into local legend. A
small, one-story brick schoolhouse,
perfectly circular in shape was built
in Brookline, Vermont, and presently
became known as Captain Thunder-
bolt’s school because the money for it
had been furnished by an anonymous
donor who had also specified the
shape. The reason for its circularity,
gossip said, was so that if the Cap-
tain chose one day to drop in and
teach a class or so, there would be
no corners in which an enemy could
secrete himself. Children still go to
school in the Captain’s schoolhouse
in Brookline and they still enjoy re-
peating the legend of the day the
Captain, muffled up to the eyes,
strode in, waved the startled teacher
to a rear seat, and, laying his two
brass-bound pistols on the master’s
desk, sat down and for half an hour
heard the horrified pupils’ lessons.

Now the narrative suddenly shifts
to its most astounding sequel. The
reader will please note carefully the
details of the following account,
all of which is a matter of public
record.

On March 16, 1847, after a brief
illness, one of Brattleboro, Ver-
mont’s, best known citizens—Dr.
John C. Wilson—died. He had been
a resident of the town for a number
of years, had married a Brattieboro
girl and had built a house just out
of the centre of the community on
the banks of the Connecticut River.
It appears that Dr. Wilson had come
to Vermont from the West Indijes
about 1819 and had first settled in
Dummerston, where for several
years he taught in the district school.

In this profession he was singularly
successtul for all the fact that he
apparently preferred medicine to
teaching and spent a great deal of
time studying medical books and
visiting libraries in the nearby
towns. He removed to Newfane, Ver-
mont, about 1822, and in 1836, hav-
ing built up a large and influential
practice in medicine, he took up resi-
dence in Brattleboro. Dr. Wilson
seems to have possessed considerable
skill not only in medicine but in
surgery and he was not infrequently
called to other communities to con-
sult with the doctors there. One of
the Doctor’s biographers says of
him: “In his practice he came by
many to be very much esteemed for
his professional skill and unremit-
ting devotion to his patients. And
this devotion is said to have grown
more intense in proportion—not so
much to the prospect of a liberal re-
ward—as to the amount of the fee
previously advanced (or promised).”
A rather peculiar incident occurred
one day while the Doctor was visit-
ing the bedside of a patient in
Athens, Vermont. The patient had
just been reading the recently pub-
lished confession of Michael Martin,
alias Lightfoot. When the Doctor’s
eye fell upon this, he seized it with
a growl and flung it angrily into the
fire. Just what reason he had for
doing this no one ever learned. Cer-
tainly the Doctor never explained his
action.

The Doctor was a commanding and
incalculable person in Brattleboro.
A man of florid complexion, he had
dark eyes and hair, a strong face,
barrel chest and stood just one inch
above six feet. His deportment wags
that of an educated gentleman whose
manners could only have achieved
their polish by contact abroad with
men of breeding. Whatever the cir-
cumstances of his background were,
however, he never saw fit to discuss.
He had certain eccentricities which
everyone marked and they included
his never appearing in public with-
out a heavy gnuﬁ‘lel' swathegl care-
fully around his neck.up to his chin.
He never tried on his boots at the
shoestore, but always took them
home to fit them before making a
purchase. Large as his practice was,
it did not account for the amount of
money he appeared to have, and
medicine did not explain some of hig
strange interests. He put $6,000 into
the erection of a mill for sawing
timber, with steam to be used as the
motive power. The unsatisfactori-
ness of the machinery and the tre-
mendous cost of its repair and op-
eration finally caused him to give up
the project and all his investment
which (his biographer says) wags
“supposed to have been acquired by
his professional industry” was lost.
Romance entered the Doctor’s life at
about this period and he was pres-
ently wedded to the daughter of one
of the finest citizens of Brattleboro.
The marriage did not do well and in
a short time the wife petitioned for
divorce on the grounds of the Doc-



tor’s tyrannical treatment of her.
Among the details of the divorce
there is a mention by her of her de-
termination not to live with a man
who “had been a robber or some such
infamous character”. The biographer
goes on in a manner typical of the
period to say: ‘“Can we believe that
his treatment of her was cruel be-
cause of the intimacy and confidence
of connubial life had revealed to her
knowledge facts and suspicions
which it was one great object with
him to conceal? . .. We say this di-
vorce and its circumstances are mys-
terious. But once let it be settled
that the husband of this amiable
woman was the dreaded Thunderbolt
of Lightfoot’s confession, and his
conduct to her in the eye of reason
is no longer a mystery.”

If this concealment of the real
facts of Dr. Wilson’s past was signifi-
cant, it became doubly so in his last
illness. “The indifference to tempo-
ral things and confidential surrender
of the person in care of friends and
nurses which commonly attend the
last hours of the suffering, especially
where there is a consciousness of
immediate dissolution, were not wit-
nessed in the case of Dr. Wilson. But
on the other hand, his anxiety to
prevent exposure of his body to the
eye of his attendants seemed to grow
more intense. He refused to be un-
dressed throughout his sickness, and,
even in the last struggles of his life,
continued to wear the same apparel
in which he was dressed at the com-
mencement of his illness. Unnatural
as it appears in the light of civiliza-
tion, nevertheless, of his own will,
he died with his clothes on. After
his death there were taken off,
among other things, his pantaloons,
three pairs of drawers, and a large
muffler from his neck. . . . The ap-
pearance of his body after his de-
cease seemed to reveal to many the
reasons for much of his conduct, be-
fore inexplicable, in the scars and

defects found on various parts of it.
The scar upon the back of his neck
. . . was some inches in length. An-
other, discovered upon the calf of his
leg, was about the size of a cent,
branching off in one direction nearly
an inch. This had all the appearance
of having been caused by a musket
ball as described by Lightfoot in the
case of Thunderbolt, which, he says,
he extracted with his knife. This leg
was a little shorter than the other
and somewhat withered. And to
avoid limping he had worn a cork
heel which enabled him to hide the
defect. . . . Bandages and wadded
cotton were wound around the leg to
give it the size of the other. . ..
“Among other things were found
in his possession three old English
double-barreled guns—three pairs of
old English pistols, besides several
odd ones—a number of swords, one
of them a straight, sharp-pointed
blade, quite rusty, the edge much
hacked. . . . It had the appearance of
having driven a brisk business some-
time. . . . There were found some
eight or ten old watches of antique
pattern—some of gold, others of sil-
ver; also a very large clasp knife that
might have answered a good purpose
as a cleaver. We understand that
some of these guns were not only
charged at the time of his death, but
that his custom was to keep them so,
as a defense against the attacks of—
what ?—conscience? . . . A diamond
necklace, which the Doctor exhibited
to a friend of his some years since
has not been discovered. . . . The cir-
cumstances attending this singular
exhibition were as follows: The gen-
tleman to whom it was made was one
of the Doctor’s most intimate friends
whom he had invited to a convivial
entertainment subsequent to the sep-
aration from his wife. After some
conversation with reference to her
he presented the necklace saying,
‘Thank God! Here is a nest-egg she
never discovered, worth seven thou-
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sand dollars, which she would be
proud to wear.” The question was
how he came into possession of such
a treasure. The Doctor replied that
it was his mother’s. His mother was
the wife of an honest blacksmith!”

The biographer then plays his
trump card: “We are now prepared
to submit to the candid reader on
the showing already made, not so
much whether the public is entitled
solemnly to pronounce Dr. John Wil-
son, late of Brattleboro, Vt., to be
the John Doherty of the Confession,
the Thunderbolt of Irish memory, as
to whether there is not enough to
justify the suspicion and the wide-
spread excitement which has so
clearly and loudly called for the
grounds on which these suspicions
rest. . . . The dead, we know, are
alike insensible to the voice of praise
or blame—to the injustice of false,
or the more withering rebukes of
veritable history. But as we have
already hinted, every act done in
public by any of its members, be-
comes an integral part of the prop-
erty of the public; and society has
the right, if it pleases, to a record—
a stereotyped edition of it. . .. The
feverish excitement, so widely per-
vading the public mind as to the
identity of the late Dr. John Wilson

. with the notorious Thunderbolt
. . . is to us no matter of surprise.
It is natural that the feeling of in-
security should cease with the re-
moval of the causes which awak-
ened it.”

Thus, with typical caution, an
anonymous Vermont writer, through
the publishing house of J. B. Miner
of Brattleboro, Vermont, in 1847,
announces the point of view of most
persons acquainted with the tale of
Captain Thunderbolt who, born of
obscure parents in Scotland, became
the rogue of two continents, and died
in a little cottage on the banks of the
Connecticut, one of the great mys-
tery men of America.

Mermaid in the Mountains

a bowie knife, and not later than
yesterday morning at that.

He straightened up from his bow
and Sudna became aware of his
height. He could, as the saying went
in the mountains, have eaten his
dinner offen the head of anyone in
the room. She was used to tall men—
broad, bulky, knotty fellows who
could stoop under a horse and lift it
off the ground. But Mr. Peyton was
all legs and torso—long and narrow
like a sapling. His shoulders sloped,
and his waistline entirely disappeared
at the hips. He looked like a man
who could ride and dance, if nothing
else. She was fascinated at the swift
silence of his stride as he crossed the
room in two steps. He laid a hand
on the back of a chair, turning again

(Continued from page 13)

with a smile that made the black
eyes sparkle.

“Do you sit here, Miss McCorken ?”

Sudna felt a hot confusion in her
throat. She saw her brothers star-
ing suspiciously at the stranger.
What kind of airs was he puttin’ on?
Anyone knew that wimmen folk don’t
have vittals with the men. Sudna
started to speak without knowing
what to say. She looked at her father.
John McCorken’s red face twitched
painfully at the mouth. He had al-
most forgotten that this big daughter
of his was Susan D’Arcy’s child and
a lady. Sudna saw that he was
pleased and proud of Peyton’s ges-
ture. John McCorken half raised his
hand as if to motion her tqward t_:he
proffered chair. Then, as if coming

back to reality, he changed his mind.
His hand fell, not without affection,
on Peyton’s shoulder.

“That’s your chair,” he
“Sit down.”

Sudna fed the men and, when they
had left, she ate a little herself. She
seraped the dishes into a bucket and
set it outside where Randy could
carry it to the hog pen. Though the
day was only begun, she felt the drag
of nervous fatigue. If she had seen
Mr. Peyton’s countenance at the ford,
she knew she could never have faced
him at breakfast. Even as it was,
the penetrating shaft of his black
eves did queer things inside her. She
pulled the props from under the table
and carried them outside. The visitor
and her father were strolling back

said.
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much as remember this trifling inci-
dent, but it made no difference. If
she lived to be older than these eter-
nal hills, it was something she would
never forget.

The men did not stop work for a
midday meal. They labored steadily
to finish before sundown. At four
o’clock the table in the yard sagged
with its load of hot bread and meats,
vegetables, jams, pickles and layers
of maple sugar candy. Old Sam, the
colored fiddler, arrived and took his
place beneath the big elm. Sheep had
been grazed on the yard for a week to
clean and smooth it for dancing. inf
came down from the barn to give
notice that the huskers were nearly
finished. Hehelped John McCorkenroll
two squat barrels, bound round with
hickory hoops, from the spring house.

The men came over the hill walk-
ing fast and made for the kegs of
“mountain dew”. Sudna saw that
Peyton lagged behind, his arm
around Randy’s shoulders, talkipg
earnestly. Perhaps he would enlist
her brother for the Confederate
Army, and through Randy she could
hear news of her Captain after.he
had gone out of her life. The girls
clustered at the table while the men
drank. OIld Sam began to move his
horse-tail bow over the fiddle for an
overture. He sang with a flapping
of his long feet while the girls joined
in the refrain.

“Did you eber see de Debil
Wid his ole wooden shubble
A-scratching up de grabble
Wid his night cap on?

“No, I neber seed de Debil

Wid his old wooden shubble
A-scratching up de grabble

Wid his night cap on.

“Did you eber, eber, eber
Did you eber, eber, eber
Did you eber, eber, eber
Cotch a whale by de tail?

‘“No, I neber, neber, neber—"

‘“Hush up!” It was Devil Bill. One
pint dipper of whiskey was already
down his gullet and another was
poised at his lips.

‘“Somebuddy ain’t played fa’r an’
squar’!” he bawled. “Kain’t tell me
thar warn’t no red y-ar in all thet
cawn.”

Sudna sighed resignedly. Might ag
well expect Bill to make trouble. He
always did.

“’Fess up,” he roared. “Gimme it
now and mebbe I forgit about the
lickin’.”

“Have you ever traveled on a river
steamboat, Miss McCorken ?” said an
amused voice at her elbow. “Wild
William there could make a fortune
by hiring himself out as a fog horn.”

(Continued from pﬁge 42)

Sudna held her breath. Captain
Peyton had spoken loud enough for
several bystanders to hear. No one
to her knowledge had ever made fun
of Devil Bill,

“No doubt,” chuckled Peyton in a
higher tone, “Wild William would
have been preferable to the ladies,
but luck, as it happens, was with me.”

His hand went through the rawhide
laces of his shirt and came out with a
bright red ear of corn. Devil Bill
stared and came forward. His big
body rolled with a swagger.

“Gimme, stranger.”

“It’s mine, friend. I found it and
I’ll keep it.”

What was visible of Devil Bill’s
face beneath the whiskers turned red
enough to smoke and sizzle. He
hunched his shoulders, lowered his
head as if to charge, but something
detained him. In Captain Peyton’s
free hand suddenly appeared a large
Navy revolver.

“'Now lookee, stranger,” com-
plained Bill, “thet ain’t handsome,
We ain’t hankerin’ for no shootin’.
I'm a man as likes a squar’ up and

down fight. Will you put up yer
dukes?”
“Don’t!” whispered Sudna, shud-

dering. She realized that, with her
hand on his arm, she had touched
Captain Peyton for the first time in
her life. “Please, don’t. The man’s
a beast. He can kill you.”

Peyton ignored her. “Boys,” he ad-
dressed the throng, “if I'm man
enough to beat Devil Bill, I guess
you’ll say I'm worth listening to. If
I lick him, will you hear what rn
have to say?”

“Ef you lick him!” guffawed one.
“I reckon thet’s right funny.”

Peyton handed the gun to John Me-
Corken and the ear of corn to Sudna.

“Make a ring, boys!”

It was over sooner than anyone ex-
pected. Bill had stripped himself to
the waist revealing biceps the size of
a horse’s haunch. He came in behind
a right fist poised like a butcher’s axe
and swung from the hips. Peyton’s
left hand moved scarcely eight inchesg,
but Bill stopped as if he had run into
a wagon pole. He bent double when
the same weapon went up to the hilt
in his midriff, and his head snapped
back as the fist jerked upward into
his beard. Captain Peyton did not
seem the happy craftsman at his
work. A frown of pity and distaste
wrinkled his high forehead. His eyes
narrowed as if they were aiming
down a gun barrel. He seemed intent
on a single shot that would drop the
game with no more delay. It would
have been easier to see a copperhead
strike than to follow the quick squirt
of his right fist. Devil Bill hinged
at the knees. He sat down hard and
rolled over on his face.

“Give him water, not whiskey,”
said the Captain coolly. “He may
have a slight concussion.” .

Sudna saw him blowing on his
knuckles as he came. He took the ear
of corn and tossed it high. One of
his arms went round her waist and he
pulled her forward away from the
table. .

“Who’ll say she isn’t the prettiest
girl in sight 2’ he challenged gaily.

His breath was on her forehead.
He was looking down into her eyes,
saying something with his glance
that she had no wits to understand.
His lips felt along her cheek till they
found her mouth. Flame ran through
her veins. She clutched at his body,
sobbing in her throat with a deep,
sharp pain of ecstasy. Oh! It was
too much! God was too good that He
had given her everything all on one
day.:- Peyton stepped back still hold-
ing her hands. His smile was gone.

The black eyes said something
Serious and searching.
. “YOW~ee-ee 17 '

The mountaineer whoop broke the
spell which held her. The girls
shrieked and the men shouted.

“Mister, a man who kin kiss and
fight lak thet, is good nuff for we’uns.
Eh, boys?”

They answered ‘with another yell,
and Peyton raised his hands high.

“Friends, we’ll eat and drink and
dance a little, and then I’ll have some-
thing to tell you. Fiddler, can you
glve us ‘Dixie’ ?”

Sudna was sufficiently recovered to
marvel at the man’s technique. L-Fln
these highlanders with admiration,
music and mountain dew and Peyton
could lead a whole regiment out of
the hills. The huskers were at the
table, shouting between mouthfuls.

“I'll take my stand
Ter live and die for Dixie.

“Do you know who I am?” he
ask%l her.

“How should I?”

“Luke Peyton, Captain, C. S. A.
Attached to the staff of General Jubal
Early. Twenty-five, white—single.
At sundown I must go.”

She nodded and a snatch of verse
came to her tongue.

“A lightsome eye, a soldier’s mein,
A feather of the blue,

A doublet of the Lincoln green—
No more of me ye knew, My Love,
No more of me ye knew.”

She was surprised at her own bold-
ness, but Luke Peyton gave arother
of his quick smiles. .

“I heard a wise man say that Sir
Walter Scott would be the ruination
of the South. Would a Yankee soldier
be risking his life to make love with
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The mate crossed the deck. “Fish-
erman, sir?”’

Red Tom looked at him quickly. “I
think, Mr. Hawkin,” he murmured,
“I think we have Ylang Tao to wind’-
ard there.”

“Lord love us, sir, we can run
him hull down before he’s time to
square in his mats. No use to worry
the way this gal sails.”

“That, Mr. Hawkin, is what I'm
afraid of.”

“You_"

“Reeve lines to half a dozen empty
water casks. Lash ’em to the taff-
rail and fling the tubs overside.”

“Water casks over the stern? Why,
bless us, sir, that’ll cut her speed in
half!”

“Precisely! And without shorten-
ing sail. The junk will think us a
slow old walla. Get that fellow down
from aloft. Keep the men out of
sight, except those you can’t do with-
out. Pass out muskets and cutlasses.
Here’s the gunroom key. Draw the
tompions and charge those quarter
guns with solid shot. The swivels
with grape. Then get tarpaulins
over them. By heaven, I won’t scare
him off! Pass the word. If we lay
Ylang Tao aboard, I give a hundred
rupees extra pay to every Dallia
man!”

The mate said nothing. He knew
there was nothing to say by the tone
of Red Tom’s voice. Presently the
Dallia slowed, feeling the effect of
her stern drag. She started wallow-
ing, straining against the weight.
She seemed a slow, tough sailor now,
battering wetly through running seas
despite topgallants set. She looked
an easy prey. That’s what they must
have thought on board the junk, for
she came on steadily, a dark blob
growing larger and more ugly
against blue water and monsoon
cloud. Before long you could make
out plainly the dragon’s eyes above
the white nose of water at her bluff
bows.

WITH wide braced feet, Red Tom
watched her. A feverish excitement
was on the little Baltimore brig. She
was like a wasp against that looming
hulk. Blaine alone seemed still and
calm. The junk bore down, towering.
He could see yellow faces, pig-tailed
heads with glittering eyes and gap-
ing mouths beneath cone-shaped rat-
tan hats; and the brass cannon yawn-
ing on high poop and forward house.
He raised his glass and lowered it.
And suddenly to the peak of the
junk’s after mast a tattered bit of
mat bunting broke loose. A blue St.
George’s cross on a pennant field of
white! The Dallia’s master let the
breath out of his lungs in a long, con-
tented sigh. At that moment one of
the brass guns belched flame and
smoke. The war gongs clashed
stridently, and the wild beat of battle
drums. It was told the pilongs swal-
lowed gunpowder mixed with their
drink when those tom-toms roared.
... Red Tom turned on his heel.
“All hands on deck!” he cried.

The men, held in leash till now,
sprang into sight. An opium hand
who didn’t leap at the sound of a
roaring China gun wasn’t worth his
salt. Blaine flung his arm toward
the quarter deck where the tarpaulins

came tearing off those four long-

toms.

“You!” he shot out at the gun
layer with the lumpy cud in his cheek.
“Let me see you train guns now!. ..
Topmen! That big yellow devil on
her poop with the ereese in his hand
—Yyou let him alone. "Alone! There’s
plenty of other game for your musket
balls. Stand by, you sea cunnies,
while I lay you aboard for a fight!”

His roaring voice was cut short by
the shatter of gunfire from the first
men to gain the tops. A wild, out-
landish screaming exploded in the
China junk. This wasn’t what they’d
bargained for. They wanted easy
prey—mnot a red headed devil with a
voice like that, and hawk-eyed men

- spraying them with leaden hail. Red

Tom, cutlass in hand, hacked at the

taffrail lines. The water-filled casks,

released, let the Dallig shoot ahead.
“Down helm!” the master cried.

THE little brig, diving forward
swung sharpl.y into and through the
wind’s eye with everything shudder-
Ing alow and aloft. Down came the
topgallants, thrashing in their gear.
The Dallia, steadying, gained the
weather gauge. On the main deck
the gunner, calmly waiting his time,
put match to his powder train and
blinked his eyes. The long gun
roared, slapping back against the re-
coil ropes.

“Hulled him!” he bellowed exul-
!;‘antly before the smoke had cleared.

Hulled the beggar first pot, m’son!”’

The Dallia drifted down, The two
hulls ground together. A spattering
of yellow' men leaped for her narrow
deck, shrieking against the boarding
net. Red Tom let them come. They
were well met with musket, dirk, and
boarding pike, and went back howl-
ing. He himself had only one man in
his eye; and he went for him, single-
purposed, grim.

By a coir rope he hauled himself
up to the junk’s high poop. Half a
dozen followed him. That yellow fel-
low, hqge in the shadow of the mat
sail, with the crooked blade in his
hand and an ugly look in his oblique
eyes: Ylang Tao was the man he
wanted. He hadn’t changed. He was
much the same. Red Tom Blaine
went straight for him. The pilong
[eader lunged, roaring out of a gap-
iIng mouth. Red Tom grinned as he
caught the thrust with his cutlass and
turned it aside. This, he thought,
was good. This was what he’d been
waiting for for so very long. They
struggled chest to chest. In that mo-
ment Blaine reached swiftly with his
free hand and tore the battle charm
from the pirate’s bull-thick throat.
The Chinese bellowed and sprang
back, crouching. Red Tom felt the
sting of steel in his side, but had no
time to turn. The yellow man plunged

ahead again. Blaine parried and cut.
All he knew was that his cutlass steel
drove home and that quite suddenly
that ugly face wasn’t there any

longer. It went down, toppling clum- .

sily from the high poop to the deck
below.

In all the savage din, he sprang
at once for the bamboo rail. His head
shot back, gauging the halyard that
held Ylang Tao’s homemade pennant
cross aloft. Slashing at it, it came
down on the run. He heard the wild
cheering of his own men as he waved

-them back aboard the brig and then

leaped himself. The pilong junk,
grapplings loosed, drifted slowly off,
a battered wreck, her crew babbling
in terror. Red Tom Blaine, panting,
remained motionless for a moment,
his eyes aflame, the pirate flag
clutched securely in his fist while the
long-toms spoke again.

“Hold fire!” he ordered then. “Let
the beggars limp their way to land.
Ready about!”

And the Dallia, with her littered
decks and nursing her wounded men,
pirouetted like a racing yacht and
stood again on the starboard tack
while the strong monsoon ripped the
hanging clouds of powder smoke to
shreds. Until, toward evening some
days later, she came rushing in on a
long tight stretch to lift the coast out
of the endless sweep of sea and sky.
He had done the thing other men

- thought impossible. He had beaten

a way at last through the northeast
wind’s wall of stone. Tom Blaine had
the land fever in his blood as he lay
the Dallia down for Macao Roads. In
his hold he had six hundred-odd hide-
bound chests of the first black smoke
ever to reach the river hongs in the
season of that monsoon. It would
mean a fortune to Raddaboy Towam-
jee; and he could name whatever
freightage he chose. But it was plain
by the sight of him that it wasn’t
that triumph he thought so much of.
He told his mate as much between
short choppy pacings of the quarter
deck.

“Mr. Hawkin,” he bit off, “these
are my orders. You will turn the
cargo over to Towamjee Family the
moment the agent steps on board.
The papers are ready. You will find
them in good order. There is nothing
due me and the ship for freight. Not
a rupee. I have assigned it to him
clear of charge.” .

Mr. Hawkin gasped in dismay.
“You . .. what?”

“Aye. They may smuggle the smoke
upriver in the usual way. I made a
promise to Raddaboy, and it’s done.
But so far as I am concerned it's
filthy trade and I want no profit of
lt"‘Where’s the sense in that?” Mr.
Hawkin was outraged. “You build a
ship to beat the northeast winds and
clear the China Sea of that swine
Ylang Tao; and you lay down a lad-
ing of opium seven months ahead of
the first country ship. Why, good
Lord, sir! You can name your own
price. So help me, you can! And
you. . . . What do you get out of it?”
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my neighbors. Mountain farmers
and grazers, as you can see.”

“All? The gentleman in riding
boots, for instance.”

“Allow me to present Mr. Dennis,
a merchant of Pittsburgh. Doubtless
you noticed my sons’ salt well. Mr.
Dennis came to buy.”

“’Tain’t so!”

Devil Bill lifted his bulk from the
table and shoved John MeCorken
aside. He pointed, trembling.

“Thet pusson—he came ter git us
fer Jeff Davis’s army. He was feelin’
us out over ter the barn. He tole
the nigger to play ‘Dixie.” Ef he ain’t
a Sesh, I'm a rattlesnake.”

“Well spoken, my friend,” resumed
‘the officer. “Now, Mr. Dennis of
Pittsburgh, you can settle this inter-
esting question. I am fortunate
enough to have spent several months
drilling troops in your fair city. Tell
me. What building stands next to the
Union Hotel ?”

Sudna heard Luke’s dry chuckle by
her side, saw him holding his other
pistol butt-forward.

“Major, it’s a singular pleasure to
surrender, since surrender I must, to
a gentleman of such wit and travel.
My compliments, sir, and will you
accept my side arms?”

“Not from a spy. Naturally, you
are aware that the Articles of War
insist on a uniform even when blow-
ing up bridges. We hang spies to
save powder. Take him, men. .

He was gone before she knew it.
She heard the horses snort and saw
them shy as he dove between their
legs. The troopers whirled their
mounts bumping each other’s knees.
The air smelt sweet with burnt pow-
der as the carbines crashed. Luke
ran low to the ground. At the
second volley he sprawled full length
on the edge of the river bank.
He stood up again and lunged over
out of sight. When she caught up,
troopers were spraying the water,
their shots making greenish wounds
in the oily surface.

“Hold fire, you ninnies,” yelled the
Major. “Down into the ford with you.
He can’t swim over the dam.”

Sudna ran down hill on feelingless
limbs. She splashed into the shallows
among the horses. The grease stank
and weighted her skirt. The Falls
caught the level setting sun and
looked red as flame or blood. The
carbines went off all at once again.

“That’s him,” yelled a trooper. “He
just went by full o’ lead. I got him.”

The man had dipped his gun into
the current and fished out the slouch
headpiece. Sudna saw something that
made her scream. She felt arms and
Randy was dragging her to shore.

She howled—a high, piercing
screech that was laughter and hys-
teria. Randy made helpless noises of
comfort, but she scarcely heard. The

(Continued from page 45)

Major came out of the ford, cursing
his men.

“Ha! Ha!” shrieked Sudna. “He
fooled you. You wanted to save pow-
der and hang him, but he fooled you.
Just like he did last night when he
blew up Roaring Gap bridge right
under your nose.”

“Well, he’s dead now. You saw him
go through the ford full of lead.”

“Your lead, Yankee. Ha! Ha!”

“She’s off her noodle,” grunted the
Major. “Were they sweethearts?”

“Naw,” said Randy. “She never
seed him afore. Cum on, Sis.”

He led her up hill behind the
troopers. The sun was going down.
The soldiers made camp in the yard
and ate the barbecue. The huskers
drove off with the girls, hungry and
sullen. John MecCorken’s red face was
gaunt above his white whiskers.

“Come lie down on your bed,
daughter. You’re not yourself.”

“I’ll take a walk, pa.”

She wandered up to the salt well
a quarter mile above the Falls. Three
sentries were squatting.

“He fooled you,” she jeered. “You
wanted to hang him.”

The soldiers looked sorrowfully at
her. One tapped his head with a
finger and the others nodded.

“My brothers mine salt,” she ram-
bled on. “They drill a hole with a
long pole and dip out water. It has
salt in it—red salt, but it’s not blood
that makes it red. It’s iron ore.
Sometimes they strike oil. Then they
bleed the mine down this ditch into
the creek. Did you know that?”

“We didn’t. It’s very interesting.”

“Have you read Sir Walter Scott’s
Lady of the Lake? No? Well, when
Scotch highlanders have a war, they
take a stick of burning wood like this
only in the shape of a cross. A run-
ner carries it through the hills. He
waves it—like this.”

“Careful, miss. I wouldn’t swing
that brand about.”

It left her hand, sailing lazily.
Flame splashed when it struck the
oil in the drainage ditch. Fire began
to float and then to leap in little
spurts like red locusts.

“Say, miss, that’s dangerous.
Should we call the sergeant, boys?”

She raced downstream along the
bank, clutching the heavy skirt above
the knees. There was another picket
at the ford.

“Halt! Who’s there ?”

_“Shucks, Jake, it’s only that looney
girl. No wonder she’s skeert. Look
a-comin’ down the river.”

They let her slide over the bank
unnoticed. She saw black thunder-
heads of burning oil not two hun-
dred yards above the Ledge. The
flames, shooting through, gave the
smoke clouds a weird rose-tinted lin-
Ing. As her feet touched water, her
hands ripped her clothing down the

front. Even the wild beasts of the
forest would avenge a mate. It was
dangerous to kill a bruin without
being prepared to meet the she-bear.
Something in nature fired the female
instincts to heroism just as the trum-
pets of war fired men.

She swam with threshing limbs
and tasted the oil that splashed her
mouth. Oh, she knew now what his
eyes were saying when he had kissed
her there this afternoon. At sunrise
he had seen her sitting behind the
Falls just as she had seen him at
sundown. His looking upon her naked
body was the same as if he had pos-
sessed it. That was what he had
tried to tell her. That was why he
had hidden himself under the Ledge
where only she, knowing where to
look, had seen him.

Sudna marked the spot to dive.
What if she never came up again?
What if he had died of wounds or fled
already without her? Or if, while
she searched in the darkness, suppose
the Falls went red with tumbling
fire, and black suffocation filled the
magic grot? Diving, she thought of
Juliet drinking the potion which
would wake her in the tomb. The
weight of the Falls upon Sudna’s
back seemed to scorch the skin. She
emerged from black waters into
black space. Her voice was soundless,
but she shouted for the pure joy of
using his Christian name for the
first time.

“Luke! Luke!”

Her groping hands touched him.
Not seeing or hearing, he seemed
to understand that no one but she
could have found him there. She led
him, stumbling and fumbling, along
the blind roaring canyon till they
reached dead end against the opposite
bank. Still holding hands, they dove
down under the surf. They were
within five yards of shore,. but the
first flaming locusts were just hop-
ping over the lip of the Falls. A
moment later there was a black cur-
tain between them and John Mec-
Corken’s side of Wild Turkey Creek.

“No other ford for ten miles,” she
gasped. “They can’t get horses across
till dawn. By that time we’ll—”

She remembered and cowered,
covering herself absurdly with hands
and arms. Luke laughed between
chattering teeth and turned away.

“In my saddle bags—there’s a uni-
form. This way.”

He found the horse where he had
tied it in the morning. She dressed
with the steed between them. Hisg
clothes—thank Heaven—were gro-
tesquely large for her, but he was
chuckling at something else.

“Dear, I just remembel'(_ed—the
General sent me out to bring in some
recruits.”

“And all you have,” she laughed,
“ig a captive.”









