“With a Strangled Cry the Sailor
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Clast the Shirt From Him,”

that an arm was doing the
waving 1o me with a
vven g Jocular friendliness,
I #ow what it really was. It
Hundy Solomon and his  steel
| Bl was riding qualte  high.
now dnd ugilp he would bow
oWy, Hie grounded gently on
anid beeh 1 planted him
RATRL [T ist, however, [ re-

o] e,

‘philosophlse In a book that will never

This T buried with him, and staked
the grave 'with a headbosrd, An of-
ficer and a gentleman, a youth of
friendly ways and kindly living, if
one may judge by the face' of the
dead; and he comes by the same enid
to the same goal as Handy Solordon.
Why not? And why should one

be ‘read? Hold on! Perhaps—just
perhaps—it may be read. The offl-
cer was not long dead. Ensigns of
tie U. 8. pavy do not wander about
untraversed waters alone. There
must be a warship somewpere in the
vicinity. But why, then, an unburlied
officer floating on the ocean? I will
smoke upon this, luxuriously and
plentifully. (Later). Nbo  use. L
can't solve It. But one thing 1 do.
I put up a signal pole on the head-
land and eache thls record under it
thig afternoon, From day to day,
with tne kindly permission of the
volcano, I will add to {t. . . DBad,
dolngs by OIld 8pitfire. The cloud!
Is coming dowp on me. Also seems
to be moving along the cliff. T will
retire hastily to my private estate In
the cave. .

“That's all, except the scrawl on
the last page,” sald Trendan. “Some
actlon of the voleano secared him
off, He just had time to scrawl that
last message and drop tne book into
the cache. 'The quostion is, did he
get back alive?”

“I doubt it,” sald the captaln.
“We will search the headland for his
body."” .

“But the cave,” insisted the sur-
gaon.  “We ought to nave found
gome sign of him there.

“Slade js the solution,” sald the
captain, “We must ask him."

They put back to the ship. Bar-
nett was anxiously awalting them.

“Your patient has been in a bad
way, Dr. Trendon,” he s=ald.

“What's wrong?" asked

Trendon,
frowning.

\\

; “He; Drew His Revolver and Fired?? v

"Your enterprise, Mr. Barnett,”
sald the commander, with a gesture
which turnéd over the conduct of
the affair to the torpedo expert.

Barnett examined the rocks with
enthysiasm.

“Looks llke moderately easy stuff,”
he observed., "“Sea how the velns
run. You could almost blow a de-
slgn to order in that.”

“Yes; but how about bringing down
the whaole cave!?” =

“Oh, of course there's always an
element of uncertainty when you're
dealing with high explosives,' ad-
mitted the expert. “But unless I'm
mistaken, we can chop this out as
neat ag with an axe.”

Dropping his load of cartridges
carelessly upon & flat rock which
projected from the water, he busied
himself in a search along the face
of the cliff. Presently, with an “Ah,”
of satisfaotion, he climbed toward a
hand's breadth of platform where
grew a patch of purple flowers,

“Throw me up a knife, somebody,"
he called,

“Take notice,” said Trendon, good
naturedly, “that I'm the botanist of
thiz expedition.”

“Oh, you cin have the flowers, All
I want Is what they" grow in" .

Loosening a handful of the dry
soll, he brought it dow¥and laig it
with the explosives. Next he called
oneé of the sailors to ‘“boost”™ him,
and was soon perched on the flat
flant of a nuge rock which formed,
as [t were, the Kkeystone 1o the
blockade, - 3

“Let's see," 'he ruminated.
witnt a slow charge for this. One
that will exert a widespread pres-
sure without much shattering force.
The No. 8, 1 think.”

“"How {s that, Mr. Barnett?" asked
the ecaptain, with lively interest,

“You ses, sir,” returned the dem-
onstrator, perched high, like a

‘cwe

bad, and a lot of peo

ning to belleve tt, I

match awith Herald, but the cops

ped it, and Herald's crowd

train for Pittsburg intending

out some glory by taking the stage
and claiming 1 was afrald to meet
him. I got wind of them taking the
train wnd I was on another train, an
hour later, for Pittsburg. By jamming

come down and we'll pull out fifty
yvards. Leave the rest of the Jovelte
where it {s. All ready? Here goes."

He touched a match to the fuse,
It caught. For a moment he watch-
ed it

“Going all right,” 'he reported, as
he struck the water. “Plenty of
time."

Some .seventy yards out they rested
on thelr oars. . They walted. And
walted.

“It's outy” grunted Trendon.

From the face of the cliff puffed a
cloud of dust. A thudding report
boomed over the water. Just a
‘wisp eof whitish-grey smoke arose,
and beneath it the great rock, with
a gappling seam across Its top, rolled
majectically oubward, sending a
shower of spray on all sides, and
opening to their eager view a black
chasm into the heart of the head-
land. The experiment had worked
out with the accuracy of a geometric
prublem.

“That's all, sir,”” Barnett reported
officially.

“Magle! Moddrn magle!” saild the
captain. He stared at the open
door, For the moment the object of
the undertaking was forgotten In
the wonder of its exact accomplish-
ment,

“Darrow'll think an
come after him,”
don.

“Glive way,” ordered the captaln,

The boat grated on the
Captain Parkinson would have en-
tered, but Barnett restrained him.

“I't's hest o wait a minute or two,”
he advised. “Occasgionally  slides
follow an explosion tardily, and the
gases don't always dissipate quick-
ly."
Where they stood they could see
but a short way into the cave.
Trendon gquatted and funnelled his

earthquake's
remarked Tren-
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Mins,  Jack himselt will' shine best
Gon"? the money ;t thhio dobr, for he
“'.;b play _.nnhu’ @ hitches npﬂm
or & wind-up to the play all the
fakers and  get-rich-quick fighters
wwn be dumped into a tank and it

ould sure be pepular if the drink s
made plenty wet and deep. But I'd
advise the victim of the double oross

sporting public a chance to  forget
some things. He's mafie a long meal
ticket out of 4] » easy marks that have
been falling for loaded dice and he
eught to let It go at that for the pres-
ent. O'Brien must be suffgring from
the heat of he thinks he ¥an get any
more big wads without earning them.,
His best play 15 to nail what he has,
an;l not go wasting it trying to stage
o fake,

The sports are hep to the shady side
of the boxing game and he can't get
them t{o stand and deliver any more
unless he chloroforms them, and that
isn’t so easy as he is doping it out to
himseif.

“POOR FITZ TRIED FOR A THIRD
TERM," SAID ROOSEVELT.

I made a jump from Louisiana to
Utah a few weeks ago and part of the
trip was made brisk by three million-
fires who damned Roosevelt by the
hour. They threw the iron Into Teddy
gay and hearty, all right, because he'd
been putting the heavy foot on some
of their graft. 1 got Jugged into
the conversation because the Presi-
dent 1s a friend of mine und 1 didn't
think these millionaire guys had him
sized right.

"“You sports ought to get out and
live with the real people awhile ana
find out what they are thintlug
about,” says I to the hot ecoal and iron
barons. *“*The man with the dinner-
pail
throwing it into him from every polnc
of the compass, and he don't care a
hurrah if every resident f Wall Street
has to sell his devil wagon and bathe
in water Instead of champagne for
awhile. In fact he likes to sve you
people squirm, and when you say Ted-
dy is gullty, he says Tedd)y is the man
for Tim."

“You've got to get nearer the com-
mon reople than you do o dung at

2o e
vy vils

to keep qulet for awhile and give the

knows you people have been

thie them out of parlor car windows, to
know what's happening in this eoun-
try,” sayvs I, “and until you gel next
to them you're gure goir~ to be In the
w:ong, and bad. .There's got to Le &
new deal and Roosevelt Is  wise to
what's got to be, and he's got & fet
laps ahead of you folks,”

“You don't think Roosevelt will run
again do  you?' one of the barons
asked me.

“Thy answer to that iz what Teddy
gaid to the editor of a paper In Indlan-
apolls when he got the returns from
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<tuff, und walter soak-
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Congdon hig | water Senmee stk el were Thio surgean paused in his reading.
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“Hide and seck." growled Treen- | with s yiew et el Lt
don. “If he's here why don't :Jl. Ve poe Vil i
ghow himeelf”"” Vaeven elpwgett

The other shook hig head

“Place i all triunpled up
his footprints,’ seld Trendon,
plodded back and forth like »
oner In a cell."

dead must walt.”

fig of

seulptor at work on  some herole
miasterpiece, “what we want is to
split off this rock.” He patted the
flank of the huge slab., *“There's a
lovely voin running at an angle In-
werd from where T sit.  Split  that
through, and the rock should roil,
of lts own weight, away from the
entrance.  It's held only by the up-
per projection that rung under the
irch here.”

“Neat  programme,”
Trendon, with a tinge
seepticlsm, |

hunds to one eye.

“There's fire Inside,” he sald.

In a2 moment they all saw it, a sin-
gle, pin-point glow, far back in the
blackness, a Cyclopean eye, that
swaved as it approached. Alter-
nately it waned and brightened.
Suddenly {t illuminated the dim
linenments of a face. The face
neared them. It joined itself to
reality by a very solid pair of shoul-
ders, and a man sauntered intoe the
twilit mmouth of the cavern, removed
a cigarette from his lips, and gave

“"He came up on deck,
and sdtageering. There was a shget
of paper In his hand which seemdd
to have some beariiyg on his trouble
When he (ound you had gone to the
Island witnowmt nim he began o
rage like a maniac. I had to hasv:
him carried down by force. In the
rumpus the paper disappeared. |
sumed the regponsibllity of giving |
him an opiate.”

“Quite right,"” approved Trendon
“I'll go down. Wil you eome with
me, sir? he sald to the captain,
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Door,”

They found Slade in  profound
slumber,

“Won't
growled
here ?"

Lying in the hollow of
man's right hand, where
crushed to a bull,
mass  of  tracing  paper. Trendon
smoothe® it out, peered at It and
passed it to the captain.

“It's- & sketch of an Idlan a:row-
head,” he exclulmed in surprise, at
the first glance. *What are all these
marks?"

“Map of the Island,” barked Tren-
don, “Took "

The drawing was a fairly careful
one, showing such geogruphleal
points as had heen of concern to the
two-year Inhabitants. There was
the large cavern, indicatéd ag they
found It, nnd il a polnt betweey ity
anid the headland the legend, ozl
Caye

“But it's wrong,” erled Captain
Parklngon, setting finger to the suot.
“Weo passed there twice, There's nn
opening.*

“No guaranteo that there may not
have  been,”  returned  the  uother.
“This island has been conslderably
shaken wup lately Entrance may
have been cloged by a landslide down
the cllif. Noticed signs myself, but |
didn't think of it in connection with |
the cave."

“That's work for Barnetf, then,”
sald the captaln, brightening. “We'll
blow up the whale face of the cllff,
If necessary, but we'll ger at  that
cave!

He hurried
order, and soon the glg,
captain, Trendof, and the torpedo
expert, was driving for the point
miarked “'Senl Cave' on the map over
which they were bent,

do tp wake
Trendor.

now,"
what's

nim
“Hello,

the  rick
it ‘had been
wag a  crumpled

oul. Order 1ollowed

with  the
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MR. DARROW RECEIVES,

“You suy thal the last entry |s
June Tth?" usked Barnett, as  the
boat entered the light surf,

Trendon nodded.

“That was §hi- night we sadw the
last glow, and the big burst from the
voleano, wasn't L2y

“Right."”

“The Islund would have peen bad-
ly shaken up gl\

“Not wo violently but that the flag-

pole stood,” sald the captaln.
, "That's true, sir. But thera's been
a good deal of voleanic gas going,
The man's beep penned up for four
days."”

“(Hve the fellow & chanee,” growl-
ed Trendon. “Alr may he all rigat
in the cave. Good water there, too,
Bays so himself. By Slade's -account
he's a pretty capabla cltlsen when it
comes  to looking after himself.
Wouldn't wonder if we'd find him
fit as a Addle”

“There was no clue to Ivea and
MeGuire 7 asked Barnett presontly.

“None.” It was the captaln who
answered,

The gig grated, and the tide being
high, they waded to the base of the
cliff, Barnett carrying hils préeclous
explogives nloft In his arma, ’

“Here'y the spot,” sald the captain.
“Hee where the water goes in through
those croevices' R

“Opening at the fop/ too,” »sald
Trendon,

He lot out - his  bellow, roaring
Darrow’s name. g

“Tidoubt It yoa

st CRph B
' hie rovolyer and.Ored.,

| He drow
The men lstened at'the creviges o

g
TRt o

|| der_the mud-cap. —Barhett stood up.

“"Wait and see¢,"” retorted Barnett
blithely, for he was in his element
now.  “I'll appoint you my assistant.
Just toss me up that cartridge: the
third one on the left.”

The surgeon recolled.

“Hupposing you don't cateh 1t?”

“Well, supposigg I don’t.”

“It's dynamite, isn't J?"

“Something of the sime
Joveite, it's called.”

Still the surgeon stared
Barneit laughed,

“Oh, you've got .the high expla-
sives superstition,” he said lightly.
“Dynamite don't go off as easy as
people think. You eould drop that
stuff from the eclifhead without dan-
goer.  Have [ got to come down for
1 B

With a
up thao
caught.

“Now wet that dirt well. Put it
In the canvass bag yonder, and sénd
one of the men up with it. I'm go-
ing to make n mud pile.”

PBreaking the package open, he
apread the yellow powder in a slight-
ly curying line ulong the rock. With
the mud he capped this over, form-
ing a Iittle arched roeof, \

“To keep it from blowing away,”
surmlsed Trendon,

“No: to make it blow
stead of blowing up.”

“Oh, rot!" returned the downright
surgeon, “That pound of dirt won't
make the shadow ¢of a feather's
difference,”

“Won't it!"

nature,

at  him.

wry face
package,

Trendon tossed
It was deftly

down in-

retorted 1the
“Curious thing @bout high expio=
slves, A ‘mud-eap will hold down
the force as well as a ton of rock.
Wait and see what happens to the
rock beneath.”

He slld off his perch into the an-
kle-deep water and waded out to the
bhont. Here he burrowed for a mo-
ment, presently emerging with a
box. This he carried gingerly to a
convenlent rock and opened. Flrst
he lifted out some soft padding. A
small tin box honey-combed inside
campe to light. Withy infinite precau-
tion Barnett plcked out an  object
that looked llke a .22-callbhre short
cartridge, wadded some cotton bat-
tenp in hig hand, set the thing In the
wadding, lald It on the rock, careful-
ly returned the small box to the
hoat, took up the cartridge agaln
and waded back to the eliff. They
watched him in silence,

“This la the little devil,” he sald,
indleating his dellcate burdens
“Fulminate of mercur?. This is the
stuff that'll romove your hand ¥ith
nentness and  despateh. It's  tha
quickest tempered. lttle article in
the business, Just glve It one hard
loonk and it's oft.”

“Here,” sild Trendon, “I resign.
From now on I'm a spectator.'

Barnett gpwung the fulminate in
his handkerchief and gave it to n
anllor to hold, The man dandled it
llke a new-born Infant, Back to his
rocl went Barnett. Producing some
cord, he let down an end.

“Tle the handkerchief on, ® and
get out of the way,” he directed.

With palnful slowness the man

other.

carricd out the fAirst part of the ore

der; the lattor half he obeyed with
sprightly alacrity.

Very slowly, very,
elleately, the eepert ?ﬁﬂr in  his,

dangerous burden. | & current
of alr puffed 1t against the face of
the rock, and the operators's head
was  hastily  withdri) Nothing
;::Rpem\ﬂ.t ; _Anurlaq' W
,. ‘,’l’« - e -
Y4

wie fixed In it

voady, Captain Parkinson?" he cs

the' rock., No  sound . ¢ame ' from
thin. -

| ¥h

them greeting.

“Sorry not to have met you at the
door,"” he said, courteously. *'It was
vou tMat knocked, was it not? Yes!
It roused me from my slesta”

They stared at him in sllence,
blinked In the light, with
tomed eyes.

“You will pardon me fpr not ask-
ing you in at once., Past circums-
stances have trendered me—well—
perhaps sugpicious is not too strong
i word"

They noticed that he held a
volver In his ‘hand.

Captain Parkinson came
a step. The host half
weapon., Then he
ruptly.

“Navy men!" he sald, [n "an al-
tered veolce. "1 beg wyour pardon. I
could not see at first. My name_|s
Perecy Darrow."

“T am Captain Parkineon of the
United States cruiser Wolverine”
sald the commander. “This s Mn
Barnett, Mr. Darrow. Dr. Trendon,
Mr. Darrow.” {

They shonk hands all around.

“Like some damned silly afternoon
tea," Trendon sald later, in retall-
ing:1t to the mess. A pause followed,

‘“Won't you step in, gentlemen?”
sald Darrow, “'May 1 offer you the
makings of a cigarette?”

“Wouldn't you he robblng your«
self?” Inquired the captain, with a
twinkle,

“Oh, you fgund the diary, then"
sald Darrow easily, “Rather sllly
of me to complain so. But really, In
conditions llke these, tobacco be-
comes a serious problem.”

‘S0 one might imagine,” sald
Trendon, drily. He looked closely
at Darrow. The man's eyes were
light and dancing. From the nos-
trils two
Buch lneg one might make with a
hard blue pencil pressed strongly into
the flesh. [The surgeon moved a little
nearer. ]

“Can you give me any news of my
friend Thrackles?”’ asked Darrow
lightly., "Or the esteemed Pulz? Or
the seholarly and urbane Robinson of
Ethioplan extraction?”

“Dead,"” said the captain, -

“Ah, a pity,” sald the other. He
put his hand to his forehead. "I
had thought It probable.” His face
twitched. “Dead? Very good. In
fact-—really—er—amusing."

He began to laugh, quite
self, 1t was not a pleasant
hear. Trendon caught
him by the shoulder.

“Dron it,” 'he sald.

Darrow seemed not to hear him.
*Dead, alll dead!” he repeated.
“And I've outlasted "em!  God damn
‘am, I've outlastea 'em!" And his
mirth broke forth in a strangely
#hocking spasm. -

Trendon lifted a hand and struck
him so powertully between the ghoul-
der blades that he all but plunged
forward on hig face, :

“Quit it!" he ordered again. ,“Get
hold of yourself!”

, rrow turned and gripped him.
The surgéon winced with the paln of
hig grasp. - "1 can't,” | gasped the ma-
roomn,  between roxylisms. “I've
been lving in hell. A blick, shaking,

ri hell, G n how,;
e L B

i n :
“"'29“_ the agony of laughter

then,” muttered the 'aimm{.

He
unaceus-
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livid lines ran diagonally, |
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fiwr a third term.”
JOHN L.’S IDEA OF WHAT'S
MATTER WITH US.

The trouble With the whole coun-
try is that about evervbody that has
a look-ln to corner some money
want's to pinch all there 13 outslde the
mill. Al kinds'of business have
gone crooked. There's crooked fight-
ing, crooked booze and all Kinds of
crooked stuff put up for the public to
et ond get the stomacnachs The
felloows that run the atock market
have put their own game so far on
the blink that since Lawson peached
they may have to get down to plain
porch-climbing to pull off a liviag

Take the hooxe business as a san-
ple of how the little man gets shopk
down, Twenty-five years ago you
never heard of anyvbody getting sent
to the ¢raZy house from drinking.
Nowwdays its a commmon thing to hear
of somebody going/off hia nut for fair
because he can't stand the stuff. It's
because they take a few cents worth
of carbolle acld and red pepper, shake
it up in 50 gallons of rain water uné
call it a barrel of whiskey. Can you
beat that game?

The boxers have got into the swiFS
with the rest of fhe business men, anw
the ‘jalls are mot getting @il that
ought 1o be coming to them. -I'm
not doing any preaching, but I will
glve this tip, that unless we take the
aswift flop to the old way of doing
things you might as well try to pre-
gerve snow-balls in the "warm piace,
as to expect the small man to smile
and look pretty while he's taking the
packages that are being handed to
4 him.

SOME

the Fitz-Jeff fight, ‘Poor Fitz, !:eirled
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STRONG PRAISE FOR AM-
FRICAN FIREMEN .
1 was walking down Broadway,
New York, one night with
Colonel Blake, the West Point-
er’ who was ‘at the head
of a part of the Iri#h Brigade In the
Boer war, when a lot of fire trucks
came dlong on the jump. Blake grab-
bed me over to the edge of the slde-
walk to see the procession dash by,

“These firemen in New York, Bos-
ton and some other large cities,” says
Blake, "catch my eye every time, I've
seen artill go into actlon over In
South .\mﬁ’. where there are somse
of the best horse handlers in  the
world, but the American firemen do
go to w fire in a way that just stirs
my blood."”

1 consider that one of the best com-

our American firemen, and they ought
to know 1t; Colonel Blake was a Texan
he was at West Point and in the regu-
far. cavalry, und he's seen some In-
dlans and Boers nide for thelr ever-
lasting Hves. Yet he put our firemen
up Withs the best of them. ;
1 ‘was glad to hear this complimen
from such a noted fighter as Blake,
and the o I'm writing it s for
the firemen to read it and throw out
thelr chests & little. Colonel Blake wius
no hot alr merchant, and what he sald
struek mie ag a very remarkable con-
olusion for him to arrive at, knowing
wil the rough riding he bad done In
¢ Indian and ‘Boer wars. While
a'c American firemen -get such testl-
nials ik

?Mc thom up where they can see
them once in awhile.

Sy Youra truly,

' JOHN L. SULLIVAN.

Malnria Causes Loss of Appetite,
L The Old \Standard
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pliments that has ever been pald to

the above, I adviee theém @
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