N ENTERPRISE

THE FARMINGTO

N THIS “TALE
JACK, LON-
DON'§ SEA EX-
PERIENCE IS
SED WITH ALL

b }fumphrez Van Weyden, erftic and g;zt-
row

+ing the end of a cigar, was the maD |,

:Bquarely and with surety; every move-
ment of a muscle, from the heave of
the shoulders to the tightening of the

" back. He wrenched and writhed about

3

l
-~

8YNOPSIS.
—2:

tante, ia thrown Info the water by the
#inking of & ferryboat In a fog fn Son
an and becomes unconsclous

CHAPTER |1—Continued.

Pacing back and forth the lensgth
©of the hatchway, and savagely chew- |,

whose casual glance bed rescued I

drom the Sex.. His helght was prob-

ably five fect ten Inches, or ten and

half; but my first impresslon. or feel
of the man, was uot of this, but of bis

_strength.
his legs;

He was firmly planted o
his feet struck the dec

1ips about the clgar, was decisive, ant

geemed to come out of a strength that
In
fact, though this strength pervaded [
it seemed but the

‘sFas excessive and overwhelming.

every action of his,
vertisement. of & greater strengtl

7ind no wore than stirred from time to
‘time, but which might arouse, at any
.moment, terrible and compelling. like

4pe rage of & llon or thp wrath of
orm.

i The cook stuck his bead out of the
gailey door and grinned encouragingly

‘8t me. at the same time ferking hl

umb in the direction of the man
bo paeed upand down by Lhe hatch-

Fay. Thus 1 was
that ke was, the captain,

the

. mé ashore.

fortunate person who was lying on hi

convulsively.

© The captain, or Wolf Larsen, 88 meny

called him, ceased paclng and gazed
i down at the dying man. So fierce had
hs final stiuggle become that the

sailor paused in the act of flinging
.: more wuter over him and stared curi-
¥. the canvas bucket pastly tllted
{ and dripping its contents to thp deck.
{ The dying man beat a tattoo on the
! hatch with his heels, straightened out
! bis legs. and stiffened in ome greal.
! tense effort. Then the muscles relaxed,

and a sigh, as of profound relief, float;

th

ousl,

<d upward from his lips.

Then 'a must surprising thing oc-
curred. The captain broke loose upon

the dead man like a thundercla
Qzaths rolled from his lips in a col
tinuous stream.

sions of indecency.
blaspheny,

Each word was

‘electric sparks.
anything like it In my life, nor coul

1 have conceived [t possible. The cause
of it all, 23 near as I could make out,
‘wes that the man, ¥ho was mate, had
‘gone on a débauch before leaving San.

Franclisco, and then had the poor tast

ito die at the beginning of the voyage

and leave Wolf Laraen short-handed.

junconcerned. He was master of the
Fituation, |
CHAPTER (Il

’

Wolf Larsen ceased swearing as su

Renly as ho had begun. He relighted |
his cigar and glanced arouad.’ His

eyes chanced upon the cook.
i “Well, Cooky?” he begam, with

uaveness that- was cold and of thel

temper of steel.

*Yes, sir,” the cook eagerly igter-

polated, with appeasing and apol
getic servility.

7 “pon’t you think you've stretched
that neck of yours just about enough?

It’s_unhealthy, you know. The mate
gone, 50 I can’t afford to lose you to

{You must be very, very careful of

your health, Cooky. Understand 7

utterance, snapped like the fash-of
\whip. The cook qualled before it.

i “Yes, sir,” wes tho meek reply, as
the offending head dlsappeared into

the. galley.

| At this sweeping rebuke, which the
ook had only pointed, the rest of the
‘erew became uninterested and fell

40 work:at one task or another.

umber of men, however, who were

ounging about & companionway b

4ween the galley.and tbe hatch, and
who did not seem to be saiiors, contin-
med talklng in low. tones with one an-
A These, 1 afterward learnmed,
wero the hunters, the men who shot
}tha seals, wnd & very superior breed
8

er.

common sallor folk.

. *“Jobsnsen!” Wolf Larsen cailed out.
JA sallor, stepped forward .obedlently.
#Get your palm and needle and sew
You'll find some old

4be beggar up.
sanvas in the safl locker. Make it do.

i “Any of you fellows got a Bible or
yrayerbook?" was the capialn’s ngxt
Semand, this time of the bunters lonng-

iac abomt the companionway.

‘x\lut lurked within, that lay dormant

siven to understand
“0d
Man”, In the cook’s vernacular, the
Individual whom 1 must interview and

ut to the trouble of sumehow getting
I had balt_started for-
ward, to get over what I was certain
Jw.‘ould be a stormy five minutes, when
! a suffocating paroxysm seized the un-

And they were not
namby-pamby oaths, OF mere expres:

and there were many
words. They crisped and crackled fike
1 had never heard

! While I appreciated the power of the
terrific denunciation tbat swept out of
{Wolf Larsen’s mouth, 1 was inexpred-
sibly shocked. But the dead man was

His last word, in striking contritst
{ith the’ smootkness of his previons

. They shook thelr heads, and some-
one made a jocular remark which I
d1d nat catch, but which ralsed a gen-
eral laugh.
The captaln shrugged bia shoulders.
“Then we'll drop him over without any
palavering, unless our clericallooking
castaway hag the burial service ot sea
by heart.”
By this time he had swung around
hnd was facing me.
“You're a preacler, aren't you?" he
asgked.
o | The hunters—thero were alx of
them—to a man, turned and regarded
mie. " ] was painfully aware of my like-
ness to & scarecrow, A laugh went up
4t my appearance—a laugh that was
not lessened or softened by the dend
man stretched and grioning oo the
:fck before us; o laugh that was

3 rough and harsh and frank as the
sén itself; that arose out of coarse
teblings and blunted sensibllitfes, from
natures that knew neither courtesy
nor gentleness.

‘Wolt Larsen did not laugh, though
hfs gray eyes ghted with a light glint
of amusement; and in that moment,
having stepped forward quite close to
him, I received my first impressfon of
the man himself. The face, the jaw,
the <hin, the brow, rising to a goodly
height and swelling heavily above the
eyes—these, while strong in them-
selves, unusually strong, -seemed to
dpeak an immense vigor or virility of
gplrit that lay behind and beyond and
out of sight. o
! The eyes, wide apart as the true
artist's ere wide, sheltering under a
Heavy brow and arched over by thick,
black eyebrows, wero of baflling, pro-
fean gray which was mever twice the
same; they were eyes that masked
the soul with & thousand guises.

g But to return. 1 told bim that, un-
happits for the buril service, 1 was
not a preacher, when he sharply de-
manded:

“Vhat do you do for a liviog?"

1 confess I had never had such o
question asked me before, nor had !
ever canvassed it. 1 was quite taken
aback, and before I could find myself
haa stlily stemmered, “1—I am a gen-
tleman.”

His tip curled in a swift sneer.

“] have worked, I do work,” I erled
impetuously, as though he wero my
‘judge and I requived vindlcation, and
&t tho same time very much aware of
my arrant {diocy in discussing the sub-
ject at all.

“For your ltving?"

There was something so imperative
and masterful about him that [ was
quite beside myself—"rattled,”,as Fu-
ruseth would have termed it, llke a
quaking child before a stern school-
master,

' “Who feeds you?” was his mext
Questlon.

. “I have an income” 1 anSWered
stoutly, and could bave bitten my
itongus the next instant. “All of which,
fyou will pardon my observing, bas
“nothing whatsoever to do with what |
wish to see you about."

But he disregarded my protest.

“Who earned it? Eb? I thought so.

Your father. You stand on deadmen's
legs. You've never had any of your
own. You couldnt walk alone be-
tween two sunrised and bustle the
imeat for your bally for three meals.
Let me see your hand.”
His tremendous, dormant strength
must have stirred, swiftly and acew-
rately, or i must have slept & moment,
for before I knew it he had stepped
two paces forward, gripped my right
band in his, and held it up-for inspec-
tion. I tried to withdraw it, but his
fingers tightened, without visible et-
fort, till I thought mine would be
crushed, when be dropped it with a
fiirt of disdaln.

“Dead men's hands have kept it soft.
Good for little else than dish-washing
and scullion work.”

“] wish to be put ashore,” 1 sald
firmly, for I now hhd myself in control.
“1 shall pay you whatever you judgo
your delay and trouble to be worth.”
He looked at me curiously. Mock-
ery shone In his eyes.

“I have a counter-proposition to
make, and for the good of your soul.
My, mate’s gooe, and therell be a lot
of promotion. A sailor comes aft to
take mate's place, cabin-boy goes for-
‘ard-to teke sailor's place, and you
take the cabin-boy’s place, sign the ar-
tieles for the crulse, tweoty dollars
per month and found. Now what do
you say? And, mind you, it'a for your
own soul's sake. It wiil be the mak-
Ing of you. You might learn in time
to stand on your own legs and perhaps
to toddle along a bit.” .

‘But I took no notice. The salls of
tho vessel I had seen off to the south-
west had grown larger end plainer.
‘They were of the same schooner rig
as the Ghost, though the huil itself.
I could see, was smaller. -

“That vessel will soon be pasaing
us,” 1 sald, after a moment's pause.
“As gbe [s golng in the opposite di-
tection, she is very probably hound for
San Franciaco.” : .

“Very peobably,} was Wolt Larsen's
answer, 88 he turned partly away from
me and cried out, “Cooky! Oh,
Cooky!"

; The Cockney popped out of the gal-
. N
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“Where's that boy?
want him.”

“Yes, sir,” and Thomas Mugridge
fled swiftly att and disappeared down
another companlonway near the wheol.
A moment later he emerged, & heavy-
set young fellow of eigbteen or nine-
teen, with a glowering, villainous coun-
tenance, trailing at his heels,

“What's your name, boy?"

“George Leach, sfr,” came the sul-
len answer, and the boy's bearing
showed clearly that he divined the
reason for which he had been sum-
m

Tell bim !

oned.
“Not an Irish name,” the captain
snapped sharply. “O'Toole or McCar-
thy would suit your mug a damn slght
better.”

T saw the young- fellow's handa
clench and tbe blood crawl scarlet up
his peck.

“But let that go,” Wolf Larsen con-
ttnyed. “You may have very good
rea¥ons for forgetting your name, and
Il like you none the worst for it
gs long as you toe the mark. Tele-
graph Hili, of course, s your port of
entry. It sticks out all over your mug.
Tough as they make them and twice
as nasty. 1 koow the kind. Well, you
can make up your mind to have it
taken out of you on this craft. Under-
stand? Who shipped you, anyway?”

“MeCready and Swanson, sir.”

“Who got the advance money’

“They did, sir.”

“] thought as much. And damned
glad you were to let them bhave It.
Couldn't make yourself scarce (oo
quick, with several gentlemen you
may bave heard of lookifg far you.”

The boy metamorphosed into a sav-
age on the instant. His body bunched
together ag though for a spring. and
his face became a8 an infurfated
beast’s s he snarled. “It's a—"

“A what?" Wolt Larsen asked. a pe-
culiar soitness in his volce, as though
he were overwhelmingly curlous to
hear the unspoken word.
© The boy hesltated, then mastered
his temper. “Nothin’, sir. 1 take it
back.”

“And you have shown me [ was
right.” Thls with a gratified smile.
“How old are you?"

“Just turned sixteen, sir.”

"4 lie. You'll never sée eighteen
zgain. BIg for your age, at that, with
muscles like a horse. Pack up your
kit and go for'ard Into the fo'c'sle.
Youre a boat-puller now. You're pro-
moted; see?”

Without waiting for the boy's ac-
ceptance, the captain turned to the
sailor who had just finished the grue-

| Saw the Young Fellow's Hands
Clench.

some tagsk of sewing up the corpse.
“Johansen, do you know o#ything
about navigation?”

“No, sir.” .

“Well, never mind; you're mate just
the same. Get your traps aft lnto the
mate’s berth.”

“Ay, ay, sir,” was the cheery re-
sponse as Johansen started forward.

In the meantime the erstwhiie cabin-
boy had ot moved.

“YWhat are you waiting for?” Wolt
Larsen demanded. |

“I didn't sign for boat-puller, sir,”
was the reply. “I signed for cabio-
boy. An’T don't want no boat pullin®
in mine.”

“Pack up and go for'ard.”

This time Wolf Larsen’s command
was, thrillingly ‘imperative. The boy
glowered sulleniy, but retused to move.

Then came another stirring of Wolt
Larsen's tremendous strength. It was
utterly unexpected, and it was over
and dome with between the ticks af
two seconds. He had sprung fully six
feet mcross the deck and driven bls
fist into the other's stomach. At the
samg moment, as though I had been
struck myselt, I felt a sickening shock
in the pit of my stomach. [ instance
this to snow the sensitiveness of my.
nervous organization at the time, and
how unused 1 was to spectacles ol bru-

taiity. The cabtu-boy—and he welkhed

deck atongside the corpse on his head
and ‘ shoulders, where he lay and
writhed about {n agony.

“Well?” Larsen asked of me, “bave
you made up your mind?”

1 had glanced occaslonally at the ap-
proaching schoouer, ond it was now
almost abreast of us and not mors
than a couple of hundred yards away.
It was o very trim and neat little craft.
1 could see a'lerge, black number on
ono of its sails, and 1 hed seen plc-
tures of pllot boats. N

“What vessel is that?" I asked.

“The pllotboat Lady Mine” Wolt
Larsen answered grimly. “Got rid of
her pllots and running into San Fran-
clsco. She'll: be thers in five or six
hours with this wind.”

“Will you plense sigual
that I may be put ashore.”

“Sorry, but I've lost the signal book
overboard,” he remarkéd, and the
group of hunters grinned.

1 debated for a moment, looking hiny
squarely in the eyes. 1 bad seen the
trightful treatment of the cablo-hoy,
and knew that | should very probably
receive the same, It not worse. As 1
say, | debated with myself, and then
1 dld what I consider the bravest act
of my life. Iran to the side, waviog
my arms and shouting:

“Lady Mine ahoy! Take me ashore!

it, then, 80

‘| A thousand dollars if you take me

ashore!”
I walted,  watching two wmen who

stood by the wheel, one of them steer-

tng. The other was lifting a mega;

phone to his lips. 1 did not turn my
bead, though 1 expected every mo-
ment a killing blow from the human
brute behind me. At last, after what
gecmed centurles, unable longer to
stand the strain, 1 looked around. Ho
had not moved. He was standing in
the same position, swaylng easily to
the roll of the ship and lighting a

fresh cigar.

“Vhat is the matter? Anything
wrong?*

This was the cry from the Lady
Mine.

“Yes!™ 1 shouted, at the top of my
tungs. “Lifo or death! One thousand
dollars if you take me ashore!”

“oo much 'Frisco tanglefoot for the
health of my crew!” Wolt Larsen
shouted after. “This one"—indicating
mo with his thumb—"fancles sea ser-
pents and monkeys just now!"

The man on the Lady Mino taughed
back through the megaphune. The
pllot-boat plunged past.

“Give him hell for me!* came a final
cry, and tbe two men waved thelr
arms in farewell,

(TO BE CON

WHERE LITTLE MEN WIN OUT

As a Rule They Have Much More As-
surance Than Their Fellows
Who Are Blg.

NUED.)

As a rule, big men are shy and lack-
ing In nssuguce, A daughter of the
gods, divinefy rall, Olis them with
something like terror. The woman
who appedls to them is usually some
sparkling, vivacious, fairylike creature
with kittenish ways and roguish
glances. The little man, on the con-
trary, 1s seldom burdened with bumil-
ity. He is o being of great aspira-
tions and stupendous ambitions; he
believes In bimself, which is the rea-
son why he genmerally can get the
woman of his choice to smile upon
him. Thae dainty, wee, Titlanlike wom-
an posseds no charm for him.

“A nice little thing,” he says of such
a one. “Fall in love with her? Ob,
no! Sbhe isn't grown up enough Lo
inspire the tender passion.”

He likes a woman to be one or two
inches his superior and thoroughiy ma-
ture. Ho dreads any trace of the
bread-and-butter schoolgirl. His ideal
resembies the strong, heroic women
Shakespeare has pictured, full-blooded
and vital, full of character aund splrit,
with & fair spice of temper.

The big man dads a woman's
tongue. He: is alarmad at the light-
ning of her cyes when they fiash in
anger; but the little man is amused,
dnd ratber likes it. That's one of the
subtle cecrets of the Jittle man’s mas-
tery. Tall and willowy, with the prom-
ise of richer, rounder cugves as the
years go’ by, is the ideal of the little
man. He admires a regal carrigge, 8
tonch of hauteur and, above all, style.

First United States Treasurer.
Alexander Hamilton was the frst
gecretary of the treasury (1783-95).
Michael Hillegas was tbe first United
States treasurer. Hillegas was ap-

pointed to the office July 29, 1776,

when be and George: Clymer were cho-
sen together in the forsaation of what
was the germ of the treasury depart-
ment. Hillegas served alone through
practically his entive terri. bowaver,
a8 Clymer soon resigoed to take & seat
a8 delegate to congress. Hilleges
term expired September 11, 1789, a0d
he was succeeded by Samiuel Meredith.
Bothy men were trom Pennssivanla.
The treasury depastment was forafally
organized by act of September 2, 1789,
but, strictly spes¥ing, this was merol¥
a reorganizatiom. for the department
ander various names hod been to exis-

167 at the very least—crumpled op.;
Wo {ifte! into the gir and struck ihe | lauce atnce 1776

Fairy Lightness inParty Frocks

Party frocks for the young maid
could not symbolize . more clearly
youth and gayety and frresponsibllity
than they have this season. The thin-
nest and most vapory of materials
have divided honors with laces in
polnt of favor for meking them. And
everywhere silver and gold-thread
1aces lend sparkle to the general radi-
ance of white and:light colors in the
sheerest materials.

One of the prettiest is mode of
white net and venice lace. A fine
quality of volle might be used instead
of the net, with good effect. Two-inch
tucks, with spaces of equal width be-
tween, are hewmstitched in the mate-
rlal, covering all the surface. Theo
skirt {s short and round and the bod-
ice Is cut in the surplice fashion, with
the tucks in both running around the
figure. There i3 a crushed girdle of
soft wide satin -ribbon about the
waist. Very short sleeves, that hardly
amount to more than a cap over the
arms, are finished with a frill of lace
which extends only half way round
- them.

Over this dress a long straight

made of venetian lace. Bows of sat.n
ribbon with floating ends are caught
to the coat at the shoulders. They
are of marrow ribbon, matching the
girdle in calor. Black velvet ribbon
may be used for them and for tbe
girdla if & touch of dignity is needed
to adapt this gown to an older wearer.

In the party gown pictured above,
silver-thread lace edges the underskirt
of thin crepe or satin. A wide over-
dress of chillon is edged with & satin-
covered cord at the bottom. Chiffon
roses decorate the bodice and are o
peated in o wreath in the hair, Tols
{s ons of thoss very dainty frocks
whose usefulness begins and ends
with evening dress. The gown previ-
ously described may be worn both
for afternoon and evening. .

In January the mnew “lingeria"”
gowns will appear for the use of thosd|
who journey South. They are in tho
making and awaited with the keenest!
interest, for they are the most adapt-
able and refined of dainty things. But}
they will not displace the party frocky
ot tulle and lece, given over to alrt:
ness and sparkle whi{‘h(makc a gract

hanging and slceveless coat is worn, ) of being gay-

Some Pretty Ribbon Things

)=
There {g actuaily na part of the ap-
parel of women, from head to feet, in
which ribbons are not ptaying & promi-
nent role this season. The patron
galnt of weaving, or the goddess of the
looms, appears to have turned espe-
clal attention-to the fostering of this
particular article of adornment. The
Tesult is that the beauty of ribbons
has compelled attention and inspired
thelr universal use. They crown the
head and clathe the feet and touck up
all the belongings of womankind,
Just a fow of tho pretty things that
have kept the -ribbon business brisk
are shown in the picture given above.
These include & pair of ‘boudolr skp-
pera with beels, and a pair without
them, & pair of gaiters with small
pendant sachet bag, and a ribbon bag
The last 18 suited to many purposes,
but is found chiefly useful for carry-
ing the necessary accessorfes to ave-
ning parties. There {s an {mmense
variety in ribbon bags, including those
mads for shopping and those for hold-
ing gloves, ‘handkerchiefs, slippers,
tollet -articles, -ete. Besides these
there afe workbags with fittings re-
quired for mending or sewing. But
they are ftrivolous-looking affairs, so

gay and pretty that it is hard to
lieve their intention to be useful
serious. N

Ready-made soles are bought
making tho ribbon slippers, and tH
aro covered on the inside with pl
satin ribbon. Flowered and broca
patterns lined with the plain Bat
ribbon are used for the upper p:
This is cut in the proper shape g
sewed by hand to the soles. A vi
nerrow ribbon quiliing usually finis
the edges of -these gayly attracti
slippers. H

The gaiters are made by sbir)
parrow eatin ribbon (usially in
colors) over flat clastic. Bows
rosettes finigh them, 204 the addi
of tiny eachets 18 & new touch.

Iy

Colored applique trimming, suc
was used a number of years ago,
been scen upon one recently cre:

gown. It {8 doubtful, however,
will succeed in’ establishing itsel]
this season of comparative sever!

y.
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