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CHAPTER I

Through the clouds from their ci
gars mingled in the thickening air of 
the smoking compartment, the two 
Americans might have been cast
aways on desert islands in different 
oceans, for all the congress they 
held.

Their moods seemed as unlike as 
their persons; the one smiled broad- 
cheekedly even on the flat landscape 
—the only thing in Germany that is 
not fat; the other saw nothing, but 
seemed leanly intent on an inner 
panorama of remorse, revenge, un- 

■ requited hate or love, or some such 
acid emotion.

His very behavior toward his ci
gar showed that. A musician would 
have said that the plump fellow 

, smoked in luxurious legato, the oth
er in a staccato agitato. He puffed 
ferociously for a while; yet a little 
later, his hand must be seeking an
other match, and trembling as he 
ransacked his pockets. He scratched 
the match with impatience and its 
shaken illumination threw a little 
calcium on a face of drawn inten
sity, on such a gaunt and hunted in
tensity that the fat man felt not en
tirely easy of his company in the 

; leather-padded cell.
Strange, how unlike Americans 

are at home, and how like abroad. 
(These two differed in every detail 
lof feature, costume, and behavior, 
yet the first glance either gave oth- 
ier told both that they were fellow- 
• countrymen. And their presence on 
(the Nord-Express bound for Ostend 
implied that their common destina
tion was Home.

They seemed to be taking back 
experiences as different as their 
souls and bodies.

One was plump, in the most gen
erous stretch of the epithet, and com
placent with the pleasant thoughts 
of a traveler full of agreeable re
membrances; yet glad to be return
ing to still more delightful memo
ries. The other was slim to the 
verge of lankness, and some trage
dy was apparently at ferment with
in him.

In America, at least in the less 
effete regions, they would probably 
have drifted into comment on the 
weather or some such unimpertinent 
topic. But being in Europe, where 
a general suspicion is the most con- 
'tagious of all habits of mind, they 
mewed themselves up in them
selves, and kept castle feudally, with 
moats full and portcullises down.

The rotimd citizen, who had been 
(the first to establish himself in the 
■smoking compartment of the corri- 
Idor car, observed the latter comer 
with surreptition, while seeming 
to let his unfocused gazu follow his 
own smoke. Noting the taut fea
tures, and the eyebrows locked with 
two deep bars, he suspected the 
stranger of contenlplating some 
crime or fleeing its consequence.

On impulse he picked up again 
the copy of the Hamburgische Tage- 
blatt he had been laboring over till 
he had grown tired. His few works 
of conversation-book German had 
given him an adumbration of some 
desperate murder committed In 
Braunschweig. He fied gleaned that 
the guilty wretch had escaped. This 
might be he.

As he went back over the column, 
even his scant vocabulary showed 
him that whoever else the stranger 
might be, this man was not that 
man. For the fugitive was every
thing that this man was not; the fu
gitive was described, among sev- ' 
eral details which were Sanskrit to 
(the American, as fat, burly, and 
Austrian with a duel scar that had 
clipped the lobe off a left ear and 
(made a furrow across the cheek to 
■the nostriL

With a sigh filmost of disappoint
ment, the foiled Hawkshaw put the 
paper aside and resumed the study 
of his vis-a-vis. He took his invoice 
through opportune clouds of smoke. 
In the first place his man had the 
forehead of intelligence ripened with 
study. His jaw was neatly planed 
and squared, yet his chin was weak. 
His lips were compressed till they 
were thin and pale, and his mouth 
was one in which weaknesses and 
strengths were at war, as indeed 
they were throughout the man’s cat
alogue of traits.

The stranger’s costume was al- 
,most over-emphatic in the matter of 
modesty, in thorough contrast with 
'his analyst’s costume. The fat man 
wore a richly tinted ultra-cut coat,

■ trousers baggy yet sharply creased, 
and revealing a glimpse of shame
less purple between trouser-cuffs 
and yellow shoe-tops; a white- 
rimmed waistcoat of many colors

■ was draped like a Union Jack about 
a rotundity emphasized by a pat
terned shirt and a flaming silk scarf 
with a twisted gold skewer in it.

The stranger was dressed as neg
ligently as an almost finicky neat
ness would permit. Hat, coat, neck-

scarf, trousers, waistcoat, stockings, 
shoes, all were black, yet with no 
hint of mourning. He had the look 
of a professional person.

The most striking, the only really 
striking, trait of the man was the 
hand that held—or rather clutched— 
the cigar. It was a notable hand, a 
hand of skill, of cunning, the hand 
of a craftsman perhaps—too muscu
lar for a painter’s; it might be a 
sculptor’s, or a pianist’s. Yet the 
fingernails were trimmed to the 
quick, not gnawed, but carefully 
trimmed.

And so after much puffing, much 
secret scrutiny, and much unworthy 
curiosity, the fat man had decided 
only that the lean man was an 
American, of education, and of mid
dling prosperity.

And that was as far as he could 
go. The train had gone much far
ther, before a nervous shift of posi
tion disclosed on the waistcoat of 
his subject a littie gleaming jewel.
The next glance revealed it a fra
ternity pin. Was it?—could it be? 
it was! The stranger wore the em
blem of his own fraternity, the 
dread brotherhood whose little stone 
meeting house at New Haven was 
known as the Catacombs.

The fatter man made a long bat
tle with hesitance, the double hesi- 
tance of infringing on the lean 
man’s trouble and of incurring per
haps a heavy responsibility by con
fessing kinship with a casual stran
ger laboring under some excite
ment, perhaps some scandal that 
might defile with pitch whosoever 
touched him. But at last he yielded 
to the fraternal impulse. When 
Greek meets Greek then comes the 
tug of heart.

He cleared his throat with resolu
tion, leaned forward and said:

“I beg your pardon. I see that 
you are a Catacomb.”

“Ye-es,” came the answer with a 
resentful tang, for at Yale it is as 
crass an insult to mention a man s 
fraternity as to breathe upon the 
mirror of a woman’s reputation. ’The 
fat man felt easier. He leaned for
warder, and said reassuringly:

‘‘Don’t shoot. So am I.”
“No!”
“Yes.”
“What year?”
“ ’92.”
“My year.”
“Well, I’ll be—”
“So will I.”
“I ought to know you, then. Wait! 

don’t tell me!—you’re—no!—yes! — 
you must be Jebb—old Dave Jebb. 
My name is—”

“Hold on! Give me a chance. Let 
me see.”

Jebb looked the plump one up and 
down, also around, stared at the 
flamboyant and commodious cos
tume. A broad grin cheered his 
lonely face. He chuckled. “Those 
spirituelle outlines, them shy little 
wasp-waist, those modest waistcoat 
—can belong only and always to Big 
Bill Gaines—Goliath, we used to call 
you.”

“That’s right. David and Goliath, 
here we are again!”

“Well, I’ll be—” even more so. 
“Where you bould. Bill, home?” 
“Yep. I cross Ostend—Dover, and 

down to Southampton to catch the 
American liner.”

“Me, too.”
“Well, well. This Is great. Got 

to have a drink on this.”
“No, thanks,” with a curious des

iccation of tone.
“Ah, come along, Dave. Got a 

flask of it in my suitcase. None of 
your foreign smoke-choke,—real old 
Bourbon.”

“Please don’t. Bill!”
There was an emphasis here that 

miffed Gaines. He sputterqd like a 
glowing stove under a spill of cold 
water:

“As I remember, Jebbsy, you 
used to indulge a bit in the old days 
—hit it up pretty lively now and 
then.”

‘"That’s the trouble. Bill.”
“Not turned Prohibish? You 

haven’t gone and got religion and 
turned into a Demosthenes or Poly
phemus—or whoever it was that 
used to drink water?” Gaines’ voice 
was full of tears and pleading. “You 
haven’t done that, have you, Dave?”

“Nope. Not at all, not a single 
damtall.”

“That’s better. Just taking a little 
jaunt on the water-wagon, eh?” 

“Strapped to the seat.”
“Too bad. It’s powerful dry to 

meet up like this after—Lord, how 
many years ago was it?”

“Seems like 1492 when I entered 
college. We’ll soon be doing the old
est living alumnus stunt.”

Gaines was rolypoly with good 
feeling. Again he pleaded:

“Couldn’t you drop off the sprin- 
kler for just a little nip? You can 
keep one foot on the step.”

There was an unimagniable sad
ness in Jebb’s eyes and voice, an 
unbelievable longing in his tone:

“I’d like to, Billy, but if I did, 
God only knows what would happen. 
You see I’m a—oh, but I’m glad to 
meet you, Billy, specially just at 
this moment. I'm in trouble, Billy, 
good and plenty.”

“I thought you looked a little pale 
around the gills when you first blew 
in here. I sized you up for a mur
derer doing a get-away.”

Jebb smiled an unamused smile.
“I’ve never killed anybody—ex

cept legitimately in the line of my 
profession; but I’m up against it 
harder than hard.”

Gaines’ fat hand was instant to 
his fat wallet:

“I’m on my way home, Dave, 
after Europing about; but here’s 
what they left me. Save me enough 
to tip the stewards and—go as far 
as you like.”

“It’s not money, Billy. I’m full of 
it.” He looked about cautiously, and, 
bending close, murmured: “I’ve got 
ten thou, in my belt.”

“Ten thou., and worried? Lord, if 
I ever saw that much at once, I

1

What’s the matter, old boy?

wouldn’t care whether school kept 
or not. What you afraid of? Bur
glars? Pickpockets?”

“Not a bit. I’m afraid of me—lit
tle old David J. Me.”

“Afraid you’ll give it away or 
throw it at a cat?”

“I’m as likely to as not, when 
I’m—Lord, but I’m glad to see you, 
Billy. For the sake of old sake’s 
sake, I’m going to put my little hand 
in yours and let you lead me home.

“What’s the matter, old boy?”
“Excuse me a minute, till I go 

see if the child is all right.”
“The child?”
But he was gone. He returned in 

a moment along the corridor, and 
began to talk as he took his place 
again:

“You see, it’s like this.”
Gaines broke in:
“One minute, Dave. Did you say 

something about a chee-ild?”
“Yes, I left her for a moment to 

have a smoke. She’s scraped ac

“I’ve got a skeleton too—some
where, I suppose,” said Gaines, 
“but I can’t find it. My skeleton is 
a tendency to turn into a balloon 
more or less dirigible. I’ve tried 
everything. I’ve banted in seven 
languages. Diet? I haven’t eaten a 
thing for ten years, but I—you don t 
know any sure cure for fat. do

T UK“Nobody does, Billy,” said Jebb 
with the cynical frankness doctors 
employ to their friends; then with a 
look at his own lank legs, “I ve got 
the anti-fat serum in my system, 1 
suppose, but I don’t know what it 
is.”

Gaines shook his fat head and all 
his chins in elephantine despau. 
“Thanks for your little ray of dis
couragement. Go on with your sto
ry. I’ll tell you mine later. So 
you’ve developed one of those clock- , 
work thirsts, eh? Too bad, old boy. ]
I had a pal who was like you—he’s ■ 
dead now—but he found a cure. 
Have you tried—” !

“Your friend found the one sure ; 
cure. Don’t start anything begin- ; 
ning ‘Have you tried?’ I’ve tried all ; 
the Have-you-trleds and then some. 
I’ve tested all there are in the books 
and a thousand of my own invention.
I had a landlady who used to buy
those ‘put-some-in-your-husband’s
coffee-and-he-won’t-notice-it-till-he’s-

i cured’ things. Her coffee was so 
I bad anyway I never noticed it. But 
i no more did she notice any cure, 
i You see, Billy, most of the habit- 

cures depend on the will eventually, 
but when the will itself is diseased, 
what can you do? It’s like making 
rabbit-pie when you can’t catch the 
rabbit. The one important fact is 
that everybody has his personal dev
il, and that’s mine.

“Otherwise I’m all to the good. 
I’ve got two arms, a pair of legs, 
a couple of eyes, both ears, both 
lungs, one whole stomach, no float
ing kidneyS, a liver you couldn’t 
derange with an ax, and ability to 
work forty hours at a stretch, and a 
gift for operative surgery that is 
a marvel, if 1 do say it. But I ve 
got an intermittent thirst that 
amounts to mania, and it does its 
little best to nullify all my other 
gifts. If it weren’t for that I’d be 
famous and rich.”

“Don’t you call ten thousand real 
iron dollars rich?”

“Oh, I’m rich enough for the mo
ment. I feel like old King Midas, 
but the trouble is I’ve got his long 
ears, too. When I’m in my—cups, 
is the polite expression. But it’s a 
case of bathtub with me. When I’m 
that way, I think 
and i spend what 
owned the Standard Oil and 
struck a gusher of gold.

“I don’t tipple between sprees. I 
hate the sniff of liquor in my dry 
seasons. But when my time rolls 
round. I’ve the thirst of a man lost 
in the Mojave desert. I see mirages, 
but not of waterfalls, Billy—fire- 
waterfalls!

‘‘My life runs on schedule. So 
many months of humanity, then 
three weeks of humidity. I’m like 
the tropics—all rain or all sun.

the pockets are empty—my watch is 
gone, stolen, given away to a polite 
street-car conductor or thrown at 
a cat. Then I have to recuperate, 
send a telegram, collect, or draw 
on my bank—that’s no fun among 
strangers—and get home the best 
way I can.

“I’m a periodical prodigal, Billy; 
only I have no father to fall on my 
neck and offer me veal. I sneak 
back to my own shack and try to 
regain my disgusted and mystified 
patients by scattering lies by the 
bushel.”

It was Gaines’ amiable nature to 
try to wring a drop of honey from 

j every gall-bag.
i “You must be a great little sur

geon, Davey. to keep any practice 
at all.”

I “I am, but I had to give up New 
! York and go out West to a smallish 
! city where they have to have me, 
i handicap and all. When I feel the
■ madness coming on, I arrange my 
I affairs, transfer my patients to oth- 
; er hands, say that I’ve been called 
: East about my property—and then I 
I hit the trail on the long hike. If I 
' weren’t one of the cleverest sur- 
j geons that ever ligated an artery, 
i I’d be in the poorhouse today. If I
■ weren’t cursed with the bitterest 
I blight that ever ruined a soul.^^I’d

be at the top of my profession.”
“Poor old Jebb,” sighed Gaines, 

“but don’t you care, we’ve all got 
our troubles. Now to look at me, 
you wouldn’t think—but that can 
wait. You were going to tell me 
what I could do for you.”

“Well, now that you know all. I’ll 
tell you the rest. ’The last time I 
fell, I woke up in New Orleans. 
When I got home I found a letter 
saying that a distant relative had 
died leaving me a leasehold in Lon
don. That’s one of the things that 
happens in storybooks. But truth 
sometimes tries to imitate fiction.
I vowed I’d jpmp across the At- 

I lantic, clean up what cash I could,
I and invest it where I couldn’t touch 
I the principal.1 “Well, just when I was getting I my affairs straightened up so that 1 
1 could start, a beautiful operation 
I came my way. No money in it, but 
I some reputation and a rare oppor- 
^ tunity I couldn’t let slide—an ex

quisite fibroid tumor intricately and 
vitally involved. The woman, Mrs. 
Milburn, was a widow, and her only 
child was a married daughter who 
had gone to Berlin with her hus
band, John Thatcher. ' -itSSss- 

“When Mrs. Milburn heard that 
, she must undergo a capital opera- 

I’m Mr. Croesus, j cabled her daughter to
t I have as If I 1 hand while she

went under the ether. John Thatch
er couldn’t afford to come and his 
wife took the first steamer, leaving

“And there’s another thing, Billy. 
In Berlin I found proofs that this 
poor Thatcher didn't commit sui
cide. He tried to save the woman s 
life—she was drowning; she dragged 
him to his death—they both died. 
He didn’t even know who she was.
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Fric

A shower was given Fridajj 
night at the home of Mr. and Mrs] 
Jim Farrow in honor of Mr. an<i 
Mrs. Hoyt W. Whidbee.

Redginal Burrus of ManteD
Besides, he did leave something for igpgjjj; end .home with his
his family. In my handbag, I have 
his finished drawings for a great in
vention that looks to me good for a

(mother, Mrs. Kate Burrus.
I Mrs. H. C. McKinney and hef
daughter, Colleen toured to KingS'

fortune if it can be got to America -week with Mrs. R'|
and patented and placed |L. Gibbs of Pantego. They had 

'most enjoyable trip. i
1 J. S. Mann of Raleigh is spend-l 
ling a few days here.I Mrs. Dora McKinney of Norfolk 
spent Sunday here with .her sister, 
Mrs. Mac Sawyer.

f/

FERRY SCHEDULE
ROANOKE FERRY COMPANY

Fort Landing; East Lake, Roanoke, 
Island, Manns Harbor Ferries j

Leaving 
I Manteo 
I *7:00 a.m.
I 8 :.30 a.m.
I ’"10:00 a.m.
1’"11:30 a.m. 
i 1:00 p.m. 
I '"2:30 p.m. 
I *4:00 p.m. 

5:30 p.m

Leaving j 
Manns Har'bor: 

7:.30 a.m. ! 
9 ;00 a.m. j 

10:30 a.m. ' 
12:00 noon ■ 
1:30 p.m.
3:00 p.m. ; 
4 ;30 p.m. \ 
6:00 p.m.

*Connects with East Lake-Fort;
Landing Ferry Going W'est.

Leaving 
East Lake 
8:30 a.m. 
2:00 p.m. 
5:15 p.m.

Leaving, 
Fort Landing 

7:30 a.m. 
12:00 noon 
4:00 p.m.

H3 paused to lean on me and 
beg my pardon profusely.

had

i her little four-year-old girl with her 
father. I brought Mrs. Milburn 

j through — and good work, too-^ 
i there’ll be an article about it in 

the Medical Record. Her daughter, 
Mrs. 'Thatcher, cried all over me 

( and said she would pay my bill when 
: her husband made his fortune by a
great invention he was working on. 
We doctors get a lot of that money! 

And I can pretty nearly tell you to j gut j gaid, ‘Don’t let that worry 
the hour and the minute, just when | . vve always say that.

“So you see, Billy, what a load 
I’ve got on my chest. The little 
child, her father’s honor, her moth
er’s salvation from poverty—all 
these, with an ocean and a half a 
continent between me and safety. 
It’s no question of will-power. I 
have none. Your offer of a nip of 
you know, went through me like a 
knife. If you want to spare me ago
ny don’t use even the name of—of 
any of those things in my hearing. 
If I get a sniff of liquor—ugh! I’ll 
fight for it. And after the first drop 
Is on my tongue, it’s all over but the 
hike.”

Goliath looked at David with eyes 
of complete compassion. He said:

“Don’t you care, Dave. I’ll stick 
to you to the finish. If you should 
be—er, incapacitated. I’ll get the 
child to her mother, and the docu
ments, too. So just qualify for the 
Don’t Worry Club, and leave the 
rest to me. And I rather think you’d 
better hand over those plans. They’d 
be a little less likely to be lost in 
any excitement. And all that money 
of yours, Dave—it doesn’t sound ex
actly Samaritan to say to a man you 
haven’t seen for years, ‘Give me 
your ten thou, and I’ll carry it for 
you,” but if you want to gamble on 
my honesty I’ll play

SCHEI>ULE 
THE VIRGINIA DARE 

TRAn srORTAVION CO.’S
BUS j

In Connection With i
Coastal Coach Lines Buses front > 

Union Bus Terminal, Norfolfc) 
Va., and Virginia Dare Hotel, j 
Elizabeth City, N. C. |

Morning Schedule i
L». MantM ar. B. City At. Norfbit

7;00 ---------  9:30 ---------  10:05 !

■Sc

my freshet begins. Tm a sort of 
Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hydrophobia. 
When the rabies bites me, the sight

quaintance’with another Uttle girl in : of water makes
the same compartment, and I left 1 mouth. For two or J
her in charge of the parents. As I ; go about like an idiot trying to put

I.V. Norfolk 
8:00

l.v. E. City
8:35

At. MantM 
11:00

Z(
c

Afternoon Schedule 
Lf. Manteo At. E. City Ar. Hoftolt

3.00 ---------  5:40 --------- 6:10

n
0

i.T Norfolk
4:10

Ar, Manteo
— 7:00 1 

TRUCK SCHEDULE j

Lv. E City
4:40

DAILY EXCEPT SUNDAY ,
L«. Manteo 5:00 a. m. Ar. Norfolk 9:00 A. A >

banker for

HATTERAS-OCRACOKE i
BUS SCHEDULE NOW 
IN EFFECT , "qi
Lv. Ocracoke 6:30 p.m. ' ,

Ar. Hatteras 8:30 p.nt* ( 
Lv. Hatteras 5:00'a.m. ■

Ar. Ocracoke 7:00 a.m. ] 
Making connections with Engel- j 

hard boat and also Manteo bus.
Ocrac.oke-Manteo Trans. Co, 

Ocracoke. N. C.
Van Henry O’Neal, Gen. Mgr.

!

MANTEO-HATTERAS
SCHEDULE

BUS

you.’

started to say—”
“But the child. You’re married, 

then? Isn’t your wife with you?”
“I have no wife.”
“Do I condole or congratulate? 

Are you sod or grass?”
“Sod or grass what?”
“Widower.”
“Neither. I’ve never married.” 
“Oh, excuse me!”
“And don’t go to thinking that ei

ther. The child isn’t mine at aU. 
I’m just taking her to America.”

“Sort of wet nurse, eh? Go on, 
stranger, your story interests me. 
You’ve got a strange child and a 
ransom of ten thou. I spotted you

out a raging fire by pouring on kero
sene.”

“Poor old boy,” said Gaines, “it 
must be hell. What do you do? 
Lock yourself in a room and order 
drinks through the keyhole?

“If 1 only did! If 1 only did! But 
I’m no stationary dipsomaniac. I’m 
the only original Wandering Jew— 
no connection with a cheap imitator 
of similar name. I hardly show what 
I’m carrying—they tell me. I look 
a bit feverish, and I’m slightly thick 
of tongue, but I have a subintelli- 
gence that keeps me from being run 
over by the cars. My trouble Is 
like certain forms of aphasia with

for a professional the minute 1 saw double personality. I lose my sense
you, Dave. Are you one of those 
lovely kidnapers?”

“No, I’m a grave-robber—when 
I’m lucky. If you’ll close your trap, 
I’ll tell you. I’ll begin at the begin
ning. When I left Yale I took up
surgery."

“You always were a great cut
up

In due course I took my diploma 
at the College of Physicians and 
Surgeons, went to Johns Hopkins, 
then to Vienna University, and came 
back to New York, perspiring 
knowledge at every pore. Didn’t

of orientation, but 1 am determined 
to hike. And hike I hike, till I drop 
or come round sober. Then I m 
like the man Bill Nye tells about 
who was found after the train-wreck, 
plucking violets in the deU and gen
tly murmuring ’’Where am I?,’ ”

Gaines looked at him more in 
amazement than in sorrow.

“You must have had some rare 
old experiences.” Gaines loved to 
travel.

“No doubt, Billy, no doubt. But 
I don’t know what my experiences 

I are. Once in a while I meet some
have much practice, of course, at ■ me by some strange
first, but got a lot to do in the hos
pitals, and made quite a hit with 
some experiments of my own.”

“You’re a pretty good little carv
er, I suppose?”

“I’m great, Billy.”
“You ought to know.”
“I do. I am. That is, I’m great 

with extenuating circumstances.

name and says I borrowed money 
from him In Pueblo, or lent him 
money in Skaneateles. I never ask 
any questions. I take his word for 
it and say, ‘Oh, yes, of course.

”I tell you it’s an uncanny sort of 
thing to wake up in a mysterious 
room in some unheard of place and 
wonder how under the sun you got

I’m a genius, but a damfool. I have , vvhere under the sun you
a curse that ruins everything.” '

escaped
Not cocaine?”

“No. I’ve somehow 
drugs.”

“Our mutual friend. Barleycorn?”
“Old John Barleycorn.”
“I see, it makes your hand un

steady, eh?”
“No. I never play with the fire, 

except at regular intervals. Then I 
commit arson. I’m what is popular
ly known as a periodical—with a 
capital P. It’s a terrible thing to 
confess, even to old Goliath Gaines, 
but it’s all in the Catacombs, and 
I’m not the only person on earth 
with a flaw in his make-up. No
body knows how badly assembled 
human machines are, Billy, except 
doctors. If it weren’t for our Hippo
cratic ideals, what closet doors we 
could open in the best simulated ! 
families!”

1 are.
Gaines was reminded:
“I used to walk in my sleep as a 

boy. Once I found myself in my 
nightie in the middle of a ballroom 
floor. I had just meandered in. 
The floor committee meandered me 

! out in double time. The other night,
1 I got turned round in bed in a hotel 

in Leipzig, and when I woke up with 
my head to the footboard I was so 

( bewildered I came near hollering 
; for the night clerk. I thought some- 
I body had put a voodoo on me.”

“That’s the feeling exacUy,” said 
Jebb, “only when I wake up I’m 
as weak as a sick cat, and my head 
—oh, my head! And my tongue— 
oh, oh, my tongue! I haven’t the 
faintest idea of what I have done, 
or where I have been, or where I 
am. I reach for my trousers and

Just as Mrs. Thatcher was about 
to sail back to Europe, she got a ca 
blegram saying that her husband 
had committed suicide—scandalous
ly, with a woman of bad name. The 
Dutchman who sent it had to pay 
a mark a word, and he didn’t waste 
any breaking it gently.

“Thatcher left only funds enough 
to bury him. Strangers took the 
child in charge. The death and the 
circumstances and the shock pros
trated Mrs. Thatcher completely. 
She was in no condition to go over 
and bring back the little girl. The 
money was a big consideration, too, 
and I—well, since I was going over 
anyway, I offered to get the child 
and bring her back with me—fool 
that I was.”

“Fool nothing,” Gaines blurted;
“it was mighty white of you, old 
boy.”

Jebb shook his head. “I meant 
well, but you know where we well- 
intentioned people lay the asphalt.”

“I don’t follow you, Davey.”
“I hoped you would, Billy. It’s so 

nauseating to explain. But here 
goes; I was so delayed in starting 
from America and met so much 
postponement in settling my affairs 
in poky old London, and had so 
many details to close up for poor 
Thatcher before I left Berlin with 
the child, that 1 have exhausted my 
vacation from Hades.”

“You don’t mean—’’
“That’s just exactly what I mean. 

I’ve been so busy in new scenes that 
I lost count of the days. This morn
ing as I boarded the train at Ber
lin, a drunken man—needless to say, 
he was an American—lurched into 
me. He paused to lean on me and I 
beg my pardon profusely. I couldn’t j 
dodge his breath. I shook him off. 
but I had felt that first clutch of 
the thirst. It comes with a rush, 
Billy, when it comes. And I might 
as well fight it as try to wrestle with 
a London fog. It’s got me. And 
I’m afraid, Billy, horribly afraid. I 
feel like a man who has sold his 
soul to the devil when the clock 
strikes and he smells brimstone. It 
doesn’t matter about my rotten soul 
or the body it torments. And I 
have no children—I’ve never dared 
to marry and drag any woman along 
my path. My parents, heaven be 
praised, died when I was in college.
I got my curse by entail from poor 
old dad. His father acquired it in 
the grand old days when the high 
society was found under the table 
after dinner.

“I’m alone now. There’d be no
body to mourn for me. But here I 
am with a poor widow’s only child 
in my care, and I’m racing with 
fate.

He was about to break down, but 
he gathered himself together with a 
brusque effort. He slapped his hand 
hard on the leather and rose to his 
feet:

“I’ll get those documents for you, 
Billy, this instant, and I’ll hand you 
my money-belt as soon as I can 
unbuckle it.”

He looked at Gaines’ girth, and 
Gaines looked at his. The same 
thought struck both of them, and a 
whiff of laughter shook away the 
gloom.

“Your money bag will have to 
be pieced out about a yard to get
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CONNECTING with OCRACOKE 
FERRY

Manteo, Whalebone Junction, Ore
gon Inlet, Rodanthe, Avon, 

Buxton, Hatteras
Northbound 
Read Down 

leave 
8:30 a.m. 
9:00 a.m. 
9:20 a.m. 

10:00 a.m. 
10:40 a.m. 
11:00 a.m.

round my equator,” said Gaines. 
“It will be great sport for me, 
though. I’ll know how it feels to be 
entirely surrounded by money.”

Seeing that Jebb’s dour face had 
softened a trifle—the fat are emi
nent consolers—Gaines made an ef
fort to keep him diverted, and he 
began to laugh reminiscently:

“Say, Dave, do you remember, 
when we were cubs together at 
Yale, and one evening we were at— 
at_”

He was about to say “Morlarity’s” 
but that had liquid connotations. He 
stopped short and gulped. “No, that 
wasn’t the time.” His memory 
switched to another incident—but 
that was Heublein’s or Traeger’s.

It seemed to him, as he tumbled 
out the pigeonholes of memory in 
his roll-top forehead, that he could 
find nothing recorded but carousals. 
He knew that they had played only 
a minute part in the total of col
lege life, but because he wanted to 
avoid them, he found them every
where.

He tried to think of some athletic 
excitement, some classroom joke, 
some incident in the Catacombs, but 
the memory is not a voluntary 
muscle.

Upon the leaden silence came the 
fluty ripple of' a childish voice: 

“Hello!”
And an exquisite face peering 

through a cascade of curls was 
thrust into the fog of smoke: 

“Nunkie Dave, are you dere?” 
Jebb leaped to his feet and caught 

the child to him in alarm.
“How did you get here, sweet

heart?”
“I just come long de hall, Nunkie 

Dave.”
“She calls me Nunkie Dave,” he 

explained. “It’s shorter than Mr. 
Jebb. Cynthia, this is an old friend 
of your Nunkie Dave’s. Miss Cyn
thia Thatcher, may I present to you 
Mr. William Gaines? There’s a good 
deal of him, but it’s all wool and a 
yard wide.”

"And it washes,” said Gaines. He 
knew better than to patronize the 
young. He said, without condescen-

Hatteras 
Frisco 
Buxton 
Avon 
Salvo 

Rodanthe
11:50 a.m. Oregon Inlet 
12:35 p.m. Whalebone 
12:45 p.m. Manteo

Effective April 15, 1939 
HAROLD MIDGETT, Mgr.

Rodanthe, N. C-

Southbound , 
Read Up 
Leave

Ar. 5:00 p.m. 
4:30 p.m. 
4:13:p.m. 
3:45 p.m. 
3:15 p.m. 
3:00 p.m. 
2:00 p.m- 
1:25 p.m. 
1:15 p.m.

OREGON INLET FERRY
Winter Schedule 

Effective Sept. 5, 1939

Leave
Northside

Leave
Southside

7:30 a.m. 
9:30 a.m. 

11:30 a.m. 
2:30 p.m. 
4:30 p.m.

7:50 a.m. 
9:50 a.m. 

11:50 a.m. 
2:50 p.'m. 
4:50 p.m.

20 minutes across inlet

Quickest way to travel to Ro 
danthe, Salvo, Avon, Buxton, 
Frisco, Hatteras.

J. B. TILLETT, Manager

When in Norfolk 
Stop at the

HOTEL FAIRFAX
NORFOLK, VIRGINIA

1 ---------

Headquarters for all cit
izens south of the Mason 
Dixon line when visiting 
Norfolk and the beaches. 
Attractive rooms with 
bath and shower, $2.50, 
$3 and $3.50, others with 
bath privileges, $2. Cof
fee Shop, Dining Room, 
Beverage Ro'om. Garage 
Service.

HUGH F. GALVIN 
Pres, and Gen’l Mgr.
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