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ACROSS THE PACIFIC

CHAPTER 1.
A CELEBRATION.

It was the tenth anniversary of Joe Lanier’s
coming to Oakwood Valley—a little mining vil-
lage in Montana—and the miners had congregat-
cd on the green, in front of his cottage, to cele-
brate the event.

“Boys,” said Mike Flannigan, a sturdy Irish-
man, who was one of Lanier’s closest friends,
“were here to jollify. It was just ten years
ago to-day that Joe Lanicr came among us, with
his mother and our little Ilsie, who was then but
cight years old. TIlere’s to his health!”

While the miners were draining their glasses,
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o ACROSS THE PACIFIC.

Mrs. Lanier came out of the cottage, accompanied
by a beautiful young girl of eighteen.

“Three cheers for Mrs. Lanier!” shouted Flan-
nigan. “Three cheers for Miss Elsie!”

The miners gave the cheers with a zest.

“I thank you, boys,” said Mrs. Lanier, with a
maternal smile. “Elsie, where are you going?”’

“Down to the village,” replied the girl. “I’ll
return before long.”

“Itlsie,” said Mrs. Lanier, gravely, “you are go-
ing to meet that fellow, Bud Stanton. No one
likes him, dear.”

“Well, I like him,” returned the girl, with
spirit. ‘“What is there against him?”

“Many things. He is a gambler.”

“Well, what of that? All the boys in the camp
gamble, don’t they?”

“Yes; but Bud Stanton does not play fair. He
has been caught cheating.”

At this the girl’s eyes flashed defiantly.

“I don’t believe it,” she cried. “Here I live
among these mountains, with no company, ex-
cept rough miners, and when a handsome city
chap does come along, you always find something
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wrong with him. I wish you and Joe had never
brought me up, but had left me to die with my
mother.”

“You had better think what you are saying,
Elsie,” said Mrs. Lanier, in tones of gentle re-
buke. “Joe loves you, dear.”

Elsie turned, and embraced her affectionately.

“Oh, I didn’t mean what I said,” she rejoined.
“Joe loves me as a great big brother should, and
I love him, too. You won’t tell him where I've
gone, will you?”

“No, I won’t tell him.”

Mrs. Lanier returned to the cottage, and Elsie
started for the village. A short time afterwards
a handsome, stalwart young man appeared upon
the scene.

“Boys,” said Mike Flannigan, “here comes Joe
Lanier.”

The miners greeted this announcement with
a cheer.

“I thank you, boys,” said Joe, going among
them, and shaking each cordially by the hand.
“What does all this mean?”

“QOh, it’s nothing in particular,” explained
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Flannigan, “only the boys thought it would be
the right thing to celebrate to-day.”

“Celebrate what?”

“Why, your anniversary, of course. Sure, it’s
just ten years ago to-day that you came among us,
with nothing in the world, save the clothes on
your back, and a weary, little child in your arms.
To-day you are one of the richest mine owners in
all Montana, and we are proud of you.”

“Boys,” said Joe, sadly, “possibly I am the
richest mine owner in these parts; but money
doesn’t always bring happiness. No, money can’t
buy the love of a pure, honest girl. But tell me,
where did Elsie go?”

“Down to the village,” answered Flanniga.

“Come, Joe, tell us the story of how you foui:
her.”

“Well, there isn’t much to tell,” said Joe. “It
was about ten years ago, while prospecting in the
mountaing, that I came upon a broken-down
wagon, containing a poor, dying woman, with «
little girl in her arms.  Tler name was Escott,
and she came from Louisville, Kentucky.

“TIt seems her husband had been falsely accused
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~f robbing a bank, and had fled out here to Mox-
{ana to escape arrest. The mother and child
vere trying to join him, but he died before they
could reach him. A man named Sam Drysdale
followed them to take them back to Louisville,
but Mrs. Escott refused to have anything to do
with him, because it was he who had brought the
false accusation against her husband, hoping to
get possession of their fortune.

“Well, before she breathed her last, Mrs. Es-
cott placed the little girl in my arms, and said:
‘Joe Lanier, be her friend, ber guardian, her
brother.” I promised her I would, and Fve kept
my word. And, boys, that girl is Elsie, the sweet-
est flower in Oakwood Valley to-day.”

“You bet she is,” said I'lannigan.

“And now, boys,” concluded Joe, “I want you
to drink to her health and to mine. You know
this is Elsie’s birthday. She is just eighteen
years old to-day. So drink, and drink hearty. I
will send my Chinese servant, Sing Lee, out with
a fresh bottle of whiskey, so that no one need go
dry.”
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With these words he turned from the miners
and entered the cottage door.

He had not been gone many seconds when a
young girl walked briskly into the company, and
cried out in a voice of remarkable sweetness:

“Hello, boys!”

It was Madge, Joe Lanier’s niece, and the
official mail carrier of Oakwood Valley.

“Say,” she continued, saucily, “do you fellows
think you are sober enough to read, in case there
are any letters for you?”

The miners replied that they were perfectly
sober, whereupon the girl drew a number of let-
ters from the mail-bag she carried, and began
distributing them around. There was one for
“Rattlesnake Pete,” another for “Fog-Horn Ed-
die,” another for Mike I'lannigan, and still an-
other for Sing Lee.

“Now, gentlemen,” said Madge, “you have the
permission of Uncle Sam’s representative to read
your mail.”

This the four favored ones proceeded to do.

Suddenly, “Fog-Horn Eddie” uttered a loud
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cry, that brought his companions flocking around
him.
“What’s the matter?” inquired Madge.
“Matter?” answered Eddie. “Listen to this!”
And he read the letter he had just received.
It ran as follows:

“FoG-HorN EDDIE:
“HONORED SIR AND BROTHER:

“It is my solemn duty to inform you, three
hours in advance, that I will call and demand
your photograph, having learned from your
many friends that you hold the distinction of
being the champion horse thief in Qakwood
Valley.

“Yours fraternally,
“WILLIE LIve.”

“Willie Live?” cried Eddie, excitedly. “Wait
until T catch him.”

At that moment the attention of the company
was attracted by an exclamation from “Rattle-
snake Pete.”

“Damme! What do you think of this?”
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“What has she got to say, Pete?” inquires
Madge.
By way of answer Pete read the following:

“RATTLESNAKE PETE:
“MOTHER’S ANGEL CHILD:

“INHUMAN Sir: Necessity compels me to call
upon you in three hours to take an impression of
your canine countenance. Puck, Judge, and
other comic papers are in great need of funny
faces. Yours will be used for the first page of
the next Christmas number. With sympathy
for the kodak, I remain,

“Your frightened little friend,
“YWiLnig Live.”

The miners were still laughing at this humor-
ous epistle, when Mike I'lannigan cried out, with
an oath:

“The rascal! The damned rascal!”

Then he proceeded to read the following to the
company:

“T'LANNRL-MOUTHED MIKE:
“DISHONORED SIR:

“T do hereby, with pain, notify you that T will
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call, in three hours’ time, and take one snapshot
at your comic valentine countenance. It is a
sad duty, I assure you; but, having learned that
you are the best judge of bad whiskey in these
parts, and that you are the ugliest man in the
valley, you will surely make a great character
for my new play.
“Yours, with heartfelt sympathy,
“WiLLIE Live.”

Madge now read the letter that Sing Lee, the
Chinaman, had received:

“SING LEB, OFFIcIAL RAT CATCHER,
“OAKWOOD VALLEY:

“My Dear Pirg: As I am going to deliver a
lecture on mixed pills, at the Town Hall, to-
night, I will interview you in about three hours.
Do not consider me entirely lacking in intelli-
gence because I have noticed you, for I consider
you the equal of any dog in the community, that
is, if you behave yourself.

“Yours disrespectfully,
“WiLLie Live.”
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“Well, boys, that’s pretty tough,” said Madge,
with a merry laugh ; “but it isn’t in it with what
I saw down in the village a while ago.”

“What did you see?” inquired the miners.

“A funny little dude in a two-wheeled dog-
cart, drawn by the swellest little pony in the
world.”

“What did you do to him, Madge?”’ asked a
miner.

“I invited him here to see you, boys.”

While she was speaking the sound of wheels
was heard crunching the gravel of the mountain
path, and a moment later a dappled pony ap-

peared in view, hauling a dog-cart after him. In

the cart sat a smiling youth, dressed in a suit of
very loud plaid, and with a camera slung over
his right shoulder.

“Well, who the divil are you?” inquired Mike
Flannigan, as he drew near.

The youth reined in his pony, stood up in the
cart, and took a snapshot of the assembled
miners.

“Gentlemen,” he said, “with your permission I
will introduce myself. My name is Willie Live!”
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CHAPTER II

WILLIE LIVE.

AT this announcement the miners who had re-
ceived the letters uttered a yell of rage, and drew
their revolvers. But Madge recalled them to
their senses.

“Hold on, boys!’ she cried. “Don’t be im-
polite to an invited guest.”

Whereupon the miners returned their revolvers
to their belts, and contented themselves with
scowling upon the youth who had insulted their
dignity.

Nothing daunted, Willie Live jumped down
from his cart, remarking coolly:

“T really think I am going to like this place.”

Then he took a snapshot picture of Madge, and,
turning to Sing Lee, cried out in tones of com-

mand :
“Here, Li Hung Chang, take my noble steed
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into the stable. Give him a good rub down, three
quarts of champagne, and cover him with a seal-
skin blanket. Be careful that he doesn’t bite
you.”

As Sing T.ee led the pony toward the stable,
Willie addressed the company with a bland smile.

“Ah, this is a delightful place, gentlemen,” he
said. “You may now have the honor of shaking
hands with me.”

“Do you know who I am?” said Pete, shaking
his letter under Willie Live’s nose. “I am Rat-
tlesnake Pete.”

“Well, Rattle, old boy, 'm happy to know
you,” said Willie. “I’ll make good my word.
Your picture, pleaseV

And bringing his camera into play, he pressed
the button.

Another scowling miner now approached him,
grumbling :

“Say !”

“Sounds like a boat whistle,” remarked Willie
Tive.

“My name is Fog-Horn Eddie, damme!” ex-
claimed the miner.
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“Any relation to King Edward? Of course
not—certainly not. Every time you speak I
think of a steamboat whistle, Eddie.”

Saying which the youth took a snapshot of
Fog-Horn Eddie, and passed him by.

The next miner he encountered was Mike
"lannigan.

“I’m an A. P. A., am I?” roared the Irishman.

“T have not the honor of your acquaintance,”
said Willie Live, loftily.

“I am Mike Flannigan.”

“Why, hello, Mike!” cried Willie. “I’m de-
lighted to see you—really.”

“T have made up my mind to kill you.”

“Then I trust, dear friend, that you lose your
mind.”

“What’s that?”’ cried Mike Flannigan, assum-
ing a threatening attitude. ‘

By way of answer Willie Live raised his cam-
era into position, and pressed the,button.

“The very pose I wanted,” he remarked, coolly.
“Michael, I thank thee.”

At this juncture, Sing Lee came running from
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behind the cottage, brandishing a huge carving
knife above his head.

“You call me rat-catch—you call me dope.
Me vera bad Chinaman—me killa you!” he
shouted.

Willie Live snatched the carving-knife from
Sing Lee’s hand, and proceeded to sharpen it
on his queue. Then he put a point to his lead
pencil with the knife, and drew forth a note-
book.

“Gentlemen,” he said, writing in the book, “I
am composing a play, and I have found among
you some great characters for it. I thank you.”

“Boys, do we have to stand for this?” inquired
Fog-Horn Eddie.

“No,” cried the miners in chorus. “Hang him!
String him up!”

Willie Live regarded the angry faces around
him with a disdainful smile.

“Qh, that will be pleasant,” he said, sarcas-
tically. “Still, it should make a sensation:!
scene for my play. All I ask is that when you
pull the rope, for goodness’ sake keep your faces
turned the other way, and let me die happy.
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You’re the ugliest bunch of human beings I ever
saw in my life.”

At this the miners uttered an angry shout. One
of them produced a rope, and they started to put
their threat into execution; but Madge stepped
briskly between them and their intended victim.

“Hold on, boys,” she cried. “I’m going to be
in on this. We’ll draw cards and see who pulls
the rope.”

This proposition being agreed to, Madge pro-
duced a pack of cards and dealt a card to each
miner, reserving one for herself.

“Boys,” she said, “the high card wins. Now
look and see what you hold.”

In the show-up that followed it was discovered
that Madge held the highest card. Accordingly
she took the rope, threw the noose over Willie
Live’s head, and pulled it off again, saying:

“There, boys, I have pulled the rope, and the
lynching is over.”

The miners protested loudly at first, but Madge
had her way in the end.

“Madge,” said Willie Live, gratefully, “if ever
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I meet you in San Francisco, I feel there will be
something doing.”

And turning to the miners, he added:

“Now, boys, if I’ve said anything I’m sorry for,
I'm glad of it—and there is one thing I am sorry
for: do you know, if you had strung me up it
would have made a great scene for my play?
I’ve got something in my pocket,” he went on,
producing a flask of whiskey, and handing it
around, “that will soothe your wounded pride.
Permit me, Michael—and you, Rattle—and you,
Foggy!”

The whiskey had the effect of restoring every-
one to good spirits.

Meanwhile Mrs. Lanier had prepared a feast
for her son’s visitors, which was now served upon
an improvised table on the green. It included a
huge turkey.

Willie Live officiated as carver; but the turkey
being too tough for dismemberment, he set the
company in good humor by making various witty
remarks concerning it, and finally flinging it at
Sing Lee’s head.

The other dishes were excellent, and were
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(uickly disposed of, and during the progress of
the banquet, Willie Live ingratiated himself so
completely into the good opinion of the miners
that, when they arose from the table to drink
Joe Lanier’s health, at a neighboring tavern, they
left the green, singing in lusty chorus:

“For he’s a jolly good fellow,” ete.

Even Sing Lee was carried away by the enthu-
siasm evinced, and followed the miners down the
mountain path, squawking:

“For he’s a damn good fellow.”

When the company had disappeared, Madge
turned to Willie Live, and said:

“Say, Mr. Live, do you know what I think
of you?”

“I would be pleased to know,” responded
Willie. ‘

“Well, you’re just about the limit, and a couple
of stacks of blues beside.”
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CHAPTER III

IN WHICH A VILLAIN APPEARS UPON THE SCENE.

THE following conversation now took place be-
tween Willie Live and Madge.

“What is your object in visiting Oakwood Val-
ley?” inquired Madge.

“Well, I don’t mind telling you,” responded
Willie. “I have two objects. Tirst, I want to
see Captain Drysdale, the recruiting officer of
the United States Army in these parts. He is
Lere to enlist volunteers for service in the Philip-
pines, and may fix me as special correspondent
for the San Francisco Call. Second, ’'m writ-
ing a play, and want a true story for the plot.
Now, I’m going to lay the first act of my play
right here. Tell me, isn’t Joe Lanier in love with
his ward, Elsie, and isn’t she in love with some-
one else—a late arrival?”
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“How did you know that?”

“Oh, I dido’t know. I just guessed at it, that’s
all.”

“You are a pretty shrewd guesser.”

“Yes, I am trained to observation. But, as I
was saying, if you were writing this play, who
would you suggest for the villain? A young man
—quite handsome—a Southerner, say—might be
from Louisville—and how would the name of
Bud Stanton suit him—eh? Well, Madge, I
came down here to get a picture of that fellow.”

“How would you like to get a picture of me?”
inquired Madge, archly.

“Well, I think I could take a chance. Still,
this is the only kodak I have.”

“There are not many young men whom I'd
allow to take my picture,” said Madge, with a
charming pout. “Well, what about it?”

“If she pouts like that again,” thought Willie,
“I’ll be tempted to sample those Western cherry
lips.” Then he answered, aloud: “My dear, if
you will pose, I will consider it an honor. Now,
look happy, my dear, and keep your eyes on the
sun.”
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Madge assun.ed a graceful attitude, and again
pursed her lips into a bewitching pout.

Willie could resist no longer. Stealing up to
her noiselessly, he implanted a kiss upon her rosy
mouth, and sprang quickly away.

“I suppose you're angry with me now,” he
said, apologetically. ‘“Well, what are you going
to do about it?”

Madge feigned to be indignant.

“What am I going to do about it?”’ she cried;
then suddenly softening her tone—“Willie, let’s
take another picture,” she murmured.

Willie was about to kiss her again, when a
man, attired in the uniform of a United States
captain of infantry, appeared upon the green.

“T beg your pardon, sir,” said Willie, “but you
are Captain Sam Drysdale, recruiting officer for
the United States Army in these parts, are you
not?”

“T am, sir,” replied the officer.

“Well, I’ve been trying to see you for a long
time. I want to enlist.”

“Are you twenty-one?”’

“If I am not, I ought to be.”
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“Well, you’ll have to be of age.”

At this Willie looked disappointed.

“I don’t suppose you want me, then,” he said.
“Well, T have a job on a San Francisco news-
paper as a war correspondent, so I’ll go to the
Philippines without your old aid.”

There was a momentary silence.

Then the officer inquired, shrewdly:

“Young man—confidentially—can you tell me
if this fellow, Joe Lanier, is really in love with
his ward, Elsie?”

“Well—confidentially—I don’t believe that is
any of your business,” retorted Willie Live.

“Ah, I see you are more than seven,” sneered
Drysdale.

“Yes, a little too old to give information to a
man that looks like a Spaniard.”

Drysdale laughed disdainfully.

“I wouldn’t go to the war, young man, if I were
vou,” he said. “You might get killed.”

To this Willie Live answered, quickly:

“And then I could get a good snapshot of the
devil;” and, bringing his camera into play, he
added: “That will be hardly necessary, though,
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so long as you are here. Thank you! That pose
of yours was lovely.”

“Impudent puppy,” snarled Drysdale.

“Come, Madge,” said Willie, “I think you are
in bad company.”

And taking the girl’s hand in his, he led her
off toward the village.

Not long afterwards, Sam Drysdale was joined
by a dark-complexioned young man, attired in a
fashionable riding suit and carrying a whip in his
hand.

“Well, have you spoken to them?”’ he asked,
anxiously.

“Not yet,” answered Drysdale.

“Insist upon seeing the girl herself,” went on
the young man. “Make it strong about the for-
tuue she will inherit, providing she returns to
her relatives in Louisville.”

“You can trust me, Bud Stanton,” said Drys-
dale. “You have known me long enough for that,
I hope;” and he added: ¢“But, remember, I am
to have my share of the money.”

“We will speak of that later,” said Stanton.
“We must not be seen talking together now. It
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might excite suspicion. I will wait for you down
the path.”

Scarcely had he taken his departure, when Joe
Lanier came out of the cottage.

Drysdale approached, and accosted him po-
litely.

“Ts your name Joe Lanier?” he asked.

“It is,” replied Joe.

“Well, my name is Drysdale. I am the man
who wrote you, some time ago, about the young
lady who, as a child, fell under your care.”

“T am listening, sir. Go on.”

“Well, the relatives of her dead mother are
willing to make her their heiress, providing she
returns to them.”

Joe drew himself up proudly.

“She does not need their money, sir,” he said.
“] am rich. She is my heiress.”

“Well,” persisted Drysdale, “I was told to see
the young lady herself, because she may have
been kept in ignorance of her mother’s people.”

“Her dying mother placed the child in my
arms,” said Joe. “It was her wish that the girl
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should never live with those who had so wronged
her parents.”

“Well, I wish to see the young lady herself,
and explain to her.”

At this juncture, Elsie approached them, on
her way back from the village. Joe called her
to his side.

“Elsie,” he said, “this gentleman is Mr. Drys-
dale, a friend of your mother’s people, in Louis-
ville. They desire that you should live hence-
forth with them.”

“Yes,” put in Drysdale, “they are very rich,
and will make you their heiress.”

“And Joe—does he go with me?” asked Elsie.

“Certainly not,” answered Drysdale, with em-
phasis.

“Then I remain where I am.”

“But you will inherit a large fortune.”

“Tt is not large enough to induce me to leave
my benefactor.”

“But—I—1I »

Here Joe interposed.

“You have your answer, sir,” he cried. “Good
day.”
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When Drysdale had takeén his departure, Elxic
turned to Joe, and inquired, sweetly:

“Are you pleased with my answer, Joe?”

“More than pleased, my girl,” he answered.

But his happiness was short-lived, for, atethat
moment, Bud Stanton put in an appearance.

“Ah, Miss Elsie,” he said, with easy familiar-
ity, “do you remember our appointment this
morning ?”

Elsie blushed to the roots of her hair.

“QOh, yes,” she answered. “I beg your pardon,
Joe. Thisis Mr. Stanton.”

Joe took no notice of the hand Bud Stanton ex-
tended to him, but turned moodily away. Elsie
noticed this, and hurried to his side.

“Joe, you don’t mind,” she said, soothingly.
“I won’t be gone long. Do you care?”

“QOh, I suppose not,” sighed Joe.

Nevertheless, when Elsie had gone off with
Bud Stanton, he sank into a garden chair, and
gave way to the most gloomy reflections.

In this mood he was discovered by his mother.
“Joe, my boy, what’s the matter?” she inquired,
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approaching and laying her hand kindly upon
his shoulder.

“QOh, nothing, mother, nothing,” he replied.

“Nothing? Ah, you can’t deceive me with
such an answer. It’s that Bud Stanton. Elsie
has gone off with him again.”

“Yes, yes, mother, and I could kill him !”

“No, no, my boy,” implored Mrs. Lanier.
“Promise me you will do nothing rash.”

“I will but do my duty—my duty,” said Joe,
doggedly. “It never shall be said that your son
killed a man, except his cause was just.”

Mrs. Lanier was obliged to be content with this
vague answer. She returned, sorrowfully, to the
cottage, murmuring:

“Ah, I’'m sure some misfortune has come to our
happy home.”

Not long afterward, Elsie came running to-
ward her guardian, crying:

“Don’t let him kiss me, Joe! Don’t let him
kiss me! He lost the bet—I won.”

She was closely pursued by Bud Stanton.

“But the start was hardly fair,” gasped Stan-
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ton. “The next time it must be an even one.
Come, kiss me, and call it a tie.”

Joe sprang to his feet, and motioned Elsie to
retire into the cottage. When the girl had with-
drawn, he turned to Bud Stanton, and said,
sternly:

“Mr. Stanton, I forbid your attentions to that
girl.”

“You forbid?” returned Stanton, defiantly.

“That is exactly what I said, sir.”

“May I ask why?”

“Because 1 have reasons to believe you to be
a dishonorable man, and it is my duty to protect
that innocent girl from scoundrels such as you.”

“Perhaps Miss Elsie may have something to
say about that,” sneered Stanton.

“Miss Elsie will never do anything in direct
opposition to my wishes, sir.”

“Time will tell; time will tell,” returned Stan-
ton.

Just then the miners, with Mike Flannigan at
their head, came marching toward the cottage.

“Well, boys, what’s going on now?” inquired
Joe, as they drew near.
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“We're going to the recruiting office,” an-
swered Flannigan, “to enlist in the company
that’s bound for the Philippines. If there’s any
fighting to be done, you can count on us boys—
eh?”

“You bet!” shouted the miners in chorus.

“QOh, Joe,” continued Flannigan, “if we could
only get you to become our captain, we'd go
through those Filipinos like a streak of lightning
through a gooseberry bush.”

“Nothing would give me greater pleasure,
boys,” said Joe.

At this the miners broke forth into a tumul
tuous cheer.

“But, boys,” continued Joe, “I can’t go to the
war. There’s a young girl lives here that I've
sworn to protect, and I think she needs my pro-
tection now.”

While speaking he looked significantly at Bud
Stanton.

“Well, Joe,” said Mike Flannigan, “in case you
should change your mind, we’ll leave a place on
the recruiting list for you to sign.” Then, turn-
ing to the miners, “All, about face; forward,
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maarch!” he commanded, and led them off toward
{he village.

“Mr. Stanton,” said Joe, when they had gone,
“ihere is no use of your hanging round here.
“hnt eirl will never disobey my wishes.”

“And your wishes are——?”

“That she has nothing to do with you.”

Stanton broke into a scornful laugh.

“Don’t be too sure of that, Joe Lanier,” he
said. “Many a man has staked his all on a
woman’s love, and lost.”

“Which you will do in this case, and you can

camble on it,” retorted Joe.
Aud with that he retired into the cottage.
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CHAPTER 1V.
THE TEMPTER THW ARTED.

STANTON hurried down the mountain path to
keep his appointment with Sam Drysdale. He
found that worthy awaiting him at the place of
rendezvous.

“Well, have you spoken to the girl and told
her of the fortune that awaits her in Louisville?”
he inquired.

“Yes,” answered Drysdale, “but she refused
to listen to me. This fellow, Lanier, has plenty
of money, therefore money cannot influence her.”

“But her love for me will,” said Stanton, con-
fidently.

“What do you mean?”

“That she is in love with me, and believes T
love her.”

“How do you know?”
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“T asked her, and she did not deny it. Before
another sun-up she will have left Oakwood Valley
with me.”

“If that is the case,” said Drysdale, “you must
settle with me on a money basis now.”

“Are you crazy?”’

“Well, not so crazy as you imagine. I hold
a trump card.”

“Name it?”

“Nell Hazelton.”

Like all men of his stamp, Stanton had had
many affairs with women, and at the mention of
Nell Hazelton—a girl whom he had grievously
wronged—his face blanched. But his customary
assurance soon returned to him, and he retorted
with a sneer:

“Nell Hazelton? Why, she’s dead!”

“On the contrary, she’s very much alive,” said
Drysdale, confidently, “and much closer to you
than you imagine. Come now, Stanton, be
square. It was I who told you of this fair moun-
tain heiress. Will you agree to settle?”

“Certainly not,” replied Stanton.

“You scoundrel I”” exclaimed Drysdale, angrily.
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“You will regret the day you broke faith with
me. You will regret it.”

And he hurried off, cursing, toward the village.

Left to himself, Stanton retraced his steps to-
ward Joe Lanier’s cottage in the hope of obtain-
ing a stolen interview with Elsie. Nor in this
-was he disappointed. In the garden back of the
cottage he found the girl walking alone.

“Klsie,” he said, passionately, “your guardian
has forbidden me to see you, and there is but one
course for us to pursue. We must elope, and get
married elsewhere. Make ready at once. I will
secure two fleet horses, and we will ride to Cole-
ville in time to catch the evening train.”

“Ah, ’'m so fearful of leaving Joe,” protested
Elsie.

“He will forgive us after we are married—
when I bring you back to him as my wife.”

“But it doesn’t seem right to leave him se-
cretly, without a word.”

“T will write him a letter explaining every-
thing, when we reach Coleville.”

“Bud,” protested Elsie, “I’ve never disobeyed
Joe in all my life.”
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“You are cighteen years old to-day, and your
own mistress,” insisted Stanton. “He has no
longer the right to control you.”

“Yes, he has, Bud.”

“What right?”

“The right of his love for me.”

“But you love me, now?”

“I also love him. He is my benefactor.”

“But not the same as you do me?”

“No—mno!”’

“Then do as I say, dear. Get your hat and
come with me. What do you fear? If you loved
me you would not hesitate.”

“And if you loved me, Bud, you would not ask
me to do a wrong act.”

Stanton bit his lips impatiently.

“Nonsense!” he exclaimed. “We have a right
to happiness.”

“Not when that happiness would break the
heart of my best friend,” returned Elsie, sorrow-
fully.

“Elsie, trust me.”

“But, Joe—what of him?”

“Oh, you do not love me?”




o8 ACROSS THE PACIFIC.

WO

“Don’t say that, Bud; but it doesn’t seem right
to go away like this.”

“Let me be the judge of that. Get your hat,
and we will leave this place at once.”

There is no knowing how this interview might
have ended, for, at that moment, Joe Lanier came
tearing down the garden path, his eyes ablaze
with rage and jealousy, and, seizing Stanton by
the throat, cried hoarsely:

“You scoundrel! I’ve a mind to kill you.”

Then, casting Stanton from him, he turned to
Elsie, and inquired in gentler tones:

“Elsie, what does this mean?”’

Elsie buried her face in her hands.

“Forgive me, Joe,” she sobbed. “I was going
away.”

Joe now addressed Stanton.

“Why didn’t you ask for this girl’s hand like
an honest man?”

“Because she is eighteen years old to-day,” re-
plied Stanton, “and is no longer under your con-
trol.”

“Elsie, has my control been anything but
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kind?” asked Joe. “Have I not always been con-
siderate—granted your slightest wish?”

“Yes, Joe, yes.”

“Then why did you not confide in me?”

“She did not think it necessary,” put in Stan-
ton.

“Silence, you coward!” thundered Joe. “You
with your fine clothes and city manners, have
poisoned this young girl’s innocent mind and
stolen her affections. You are a wolf in sheep’s
clothing! Elsie, do you love this man?” he
added.

No reply.

“He is unworthy of you,’ dear,” continued Joe.
“] promised your dying mother that I would
guard and protect you, and I’ll keep that prom-
ise, even if I have to walk over this man’s dead
body.”

“My intentions were most honorable, sir,” pro-
tested Stanton.

“You lie!”

“Where I come from that means fight,” hissed
Stanton, drawing a revolver.

“And where I come from it means death,” re-
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torted Joe, thrusting his six-shooter into Stan-
ton’s face.

At this Stanton returned his weapon to his hip
pocket.

“This is not the end, by any means,” he mut-
tered. “I am a bad enemy.”

“Out of my sight, Stanton, before I strangle
you!” shouted Joe.

When Stanton had departed, Joe turned to
Elsie, and said, sadly:

“T’m sorry, Elsie, you did not trust me. T’ve
been the best friend you ever had, or ever will
have. But you have broken my heart. Loving you
ag I do, I think it best for both that I should go
away. IDverything will remain the same for you,
only I won’t be here. 'This cottage has been your
home since childhood. As long as you choose to
remain here it will be still your home.”

“Yes, it i9 still my home,” sobbed Elsie.
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CHAPTER V.

CAPTAIN JOE LANIER.

STaNTON had gone but a short distance from
the garden when he was met by a handsome,
dark-eyed woman, whose well-developed figure
was set off by a closely-fitting riding-habit. She
carried the long skirt of her gown in her left
hand, and in her right a whip.

“Hello, Bud!” she exclaimed, as he drew near
her.

He looked at her, and, to his amazement and
chagrin, recognized Nell Hazelton.

“The devil! What brought you here?” he
growled.

“My health required a change of air,” she an-
swered, ironically, “and this mountain atmos-
phere agrees with me wonderfully.”

“Nonsense! You came here to see me,” said
Stanton.
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“That’s right, I did,” she rejoined.

“What for?”

“My wrongs. Do you want me to enumerate
them, Bud Stanton?”

“Noj; let us end this,” he answered. “If money
will make us strangers, name the sum.”

She broke into a scornful laugh.

“Now do I look like a fool ?” she said, bitterly.
“No, I don’t want your money. I've enough of
my own. Ah, that interests you! Well, don’t
worry, Bud, you can’t get it away from me as
you did once before. No, I'll keep what I have
and get what I can.”

“If you don’t want money, what do you want?”’
inquired Stanton.

“You!”

“Me?”

“Yes; you always were so handsome, Bud.”

“Oh, be sensible. Why have you followed me
here?”

“For you to put a wedding ring upon my fin-
ger.”

“And if I refuse?”’
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“Oh, but you won’t do that,” said Nell, with a
confident smile.

Stanton frowned with annoyance.

“Don’t be too sure of that,” he said, sullenly.

“Now don’t get excited, my dear boy,” said
Nell, twirling her riding-whip carelessly be-
tween the tips of her fingers. “Sit down beside
me on this bank, and take things cool and quiet,
like myself. There, that is better. Say, Bud,
how natural you’d look if you only had a faro
layout in front of youn. Now, tell me, what’s all
this gossip I hear about you and this country
girl?”

Stanton started, and turned pale.

“Al,” continued Nell, “that strikes home. So
it's true—eh? See here, Bud Stanton, I’ve never
civen you a wrong tip in all my life, either on a
liorse race, er on a game of cards. Now take my
advice, and let this little country girl alone.”

“Be sensible, Nell,” said Stanton. “She is
rich, and I must have money. She is an heiress.”

“So am I, now.”

“Yes, I know, but——"

“But you don’t love me.”
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“Yes, I do, Nell; but ”

“You lie, Bud Stanton!” exclaimed the young
woman; and she added, determinedly: “But
you’ll marry me, just the same.”

“Why is a ceremony necessary between us
two?” he asked, anxiously.

“Because the world believes all married women
to be respectable, and I do so long to be respect-
able, Bud.”

“Very well, then; come down to the village
inn, where we can talk the matter over without
fear of interruption.”

And Stanton cast a nervous glance in the di-
rection of Joe Lanier’s cottage.

Nell noticed this, and answered, coolly:

“No, thank you. I’ve just climbed over two
mountaing to reach this place, and here 1 shaii
remain until this matter is settled. I say, Bud,”
she continued, in tantalizing toneg, “I’'m going
to spoil this little love affair between you and
this country girl.”

“Have you lost your reason?” he inquired, an-
grily.

“No, just found it,” was her calm reply.
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“Be sensible, then, and come away from here.
Vill you?”

“No; 'm very comfortable where I am.”

Stanton’s eyes glittered dangerously.

“Don’t aggravate me too far,” he said.

“Why, what would you do, strike me?”

“If you meddle in this affair, I'll kill you.”

At this threat Nell snapped Ler fingers in his
face.

“See here, Bud Stanton, I'm not afraid of
you,” she said. “You took me from those who
loved and trusted me, wrecked my life, then de-
serted me, and left me to die alone in the world.
And now do you think I’ll stand idly by and per-
mit you to do the same to this innocent country
girl? Well, you shan’t do it if I can prevent it,
and I rather think I can.”

While she was delivering this speech, Elsie
stole out of the garden, where she had been left
alone by Joe, and approached the place where
they were sitting. She saw Stanton raise his
viding-whip and strike the woman at his side, and
hier whole nature revolted at the cowardly act.

“Mr. Stanton,” she said, coming forward, and
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confronting him suddenly, “I did not think you
could strike a woman.”

He endeavored to explain.

“There are mitigating circumstances, Miss El-
sie,” he stammered, confusedly.

“There are no circumstances that will excuse
such an act,” she replied sternly.

At this juncture a mob came running toward
them, headed by Mike Ilannigan, carrying a
noosed rope in his hand.

“Mob the card sharp! Lynch him! String
him up !’ they shouted.

Bud Stanton turned white with terror.

“What does this mean?” he asked, hoarsely.

“I’li tell you what it means,” answered I'lan-
nigan, drawing a number of cards from his
pocket, and displaying them to Stanton’s view.
“Last night, after you had won all the money in
the camp, we found these cards under the table.
They were brought into the game by you, and
they are all marked. Come on, boys!”

The miners laid hold of Stanton, and were
about to string him up, when Joe Lanier up-
peared suddenly among them.
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“Why, boys, what are you going to do?” he
asked.

“This man was caught playing with marked
cards,” exclaimed Flannigan, “and we are going
to lynch him.”

“Stop, boys!” gsaid Joe. “Somewhere in the
world there may be a young woman who loves
this man. For her sake let him go.”

“No, lynch him! Lynch him!” shouted the
miners. .

“Hold on, boys!” cried Flannigan. “Joe asks
us to spare him, so we will let him go; but he
must leave the camp at once.”

“Do you hear, Stanton?” said Joe. “That’s
the verdict. Many a man has staked his all on a
woman’s love, and lost. Go!”

As Stanton passed down the mountain path,
he encountered Willie Live, who took a snapshot
of him with his camera.

“I beg your pardon,” said Willie. “Your pic-
ture for the Rogue’s Gallery, if you please.
Thank you.”

Then Willie approached Joe Lanier.
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“Joe,” he said, “the boys have all enlisted, and
want you for their captain.”

“No, no,” cried Elsie, “don’t go. Don’t leave
me here.”

“Mother will care for you,” said Joe, tenderly.
“Besides, you don’t need me any more. No one
needs me now, except my country. Thank God,
I can fight and die for that!”

“Forgive me, Joe!” sobbed Elsie. “I didn’t
mean to deceive you.”

“T don’t blame you, dear,” said Joe. “Only
after what has happened things can’t be the
same as they were.”

Captain Drysdale now stepped forward.

“Joe Lanier,” he asked, “will you be captain
of the Montana Volunteers?”

“T will,” answered Joe, resolutely.

While he was signing the enlistment paper,
his mother came running from the cottage.

“Joe, my boy, what are you doing?” she in-
quired anxiously.

“Mother, dear,” he answered, “there are thoy-
sands of sons like me responding to their coun-
try’s call. And there are thousands of mothers
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whose hearts are breaking; but those sons have

done their duty, and those mothers ”

“Have bade them go,” said Mrs. Lanier, “as
I do now.” .‘

“God bless you!” said Joe, kissing her.

“Captain Joe Lanier!” exclaimed Mike Flan-
nigan, saluting him.

And the enlisted men burst out into a loud
“Hurrah!”?

Joe pointed to Elsie.

“Mother,” he said, “guard that girl as you
would your life. I’'m going away to fight for
Uncle Sam.”
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CHAPTER VL
LURED INTO A TRAP.

WHEN the Montana Volunteers reached San
Francisco they were obliged to wait several weeks
for a transport to convey them to Manila. They
passed the time in drilling and sight-seeing.

Willie Live took up his residence in their camp,
and contributed not a little to their entertain-
ment with his merry pranks and shrewd sayings.

In the course of his wanderings about the town
he made three important discoveries. The first
was that Sam Drysdale had received the appoint-
ment of assistant paymaster in the army, to ac-
company the troops to the Philippines; the sec-
ond, that Bud Stanton and Nell Hazelton were
in San Francisco; the third, that Stanton and
Drysdale were constantly in each other’s com-
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pany, and that Stanton had succeeded in making
an opium fiend of Drysdale.

One evening, while he was exploring the Chi-
nese quarter, Willie Live saw Stanton and Nell
Hazelton conversing in front of an opium joint
kept by a Highbinder named Quong Hong. He
stole into the doorway and listened. And this is
what he heard :

“Don’t lie to me, Bud Stanton,” said Nell.
“You have some motive for bringing me here.
Now, what is it?”

“Step inside, and I’ll explain,” replied Stan-
ton.

“Oh, no, I'm not fool enough to walk into a
trap. Tell me here, or not at all.”

“Then, listen,” said Stanton. ‘“This man,
Drysdale, has been appointed assistant paymas-
ter in the army, and foolishly carries around
with him a large sum of money. He is a con-
stant visitor to this opium joint. He’ll be here
to-night, and is very likely to have several thou-
sand dollars with him. Now, I intend to get
that money.”

“You propose to steal it, eh?”
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“Exactly; and you must help me.”

“Bud Stanton,” said Nell, scornfully, “I may
have fallen; but I’'ve not fallen low enough to
become a thief.”

“Then you won’t help me?”

“NO.”

“Now, see here, Nell,” urged Stanton. ‘“Help
me in this affair, and I'll give you half the
money.”

“Not if you gave me all.”

“It seems to me you’ve grown mighty good all
of a sudden,” snecred Stanton. “Well, I know
a girl who does love me, and will help me. It is
the little mountain heiress, of whom you were so
jealous.”

“Bud Stanton, I don’t believe you.”

“As you please,” said Stanton, confidently.
“You know she was willing enough to elope with
me that time in Montana. Well, I have sent her
a telegram, with Joe Lanier’s name signed to it,
asking her to meet me here in ’Frisco. She will
believe it is from Joe, follow the directions, and
come to this place, where she will be completely
in my power.”
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“When de you expect to meet her?”

“To-night, at this very hour.”

“You coward!” exclaimed Nell, scornfully.
“She shall be warned of your perfidy.”

“And who will do that?”

“I will.,”

“You can’t find her.”

“Noj; but I can try.”

And Nell turned from Stanton, abruptly, and
departed on her errand of mercy.

Willie Live’s first impulse was to leave his hid-
ing place and strangle Stanton; but on second
thought he resolved to stay where he was and
await the course of events. Ior, by remaining in
ambush, if Elsie came to keep the appointed meet-
ing, he might have a chance to rescue her; where-
as, by revealing himself to Stanton now, he would
merely warn him to be on his guard.

About a quarter of an hour had elapsed when
he beheld the girl approaching the opium joint.

Stanton sprang forward to greet her.

“My dear Elsie,” he began.

But she cut him short.
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“Stop, Mr. Stanton! We are strangers, now,”
she said.

“But allow me to explain,” he persisted.

“You caunot,” said Elsie, sternly. “When you
can show me that vice is virtue, wrong is right,
then you make me believe in your sincerity; but
not before.”

At this Stanton laughed triumphantly.

“Well, my little mountain rose,” he said, “I’ve
staked my game too high to lose you now. You
come in here with me.”

He seized her arm, and was about to drag her
into the opium joint, when Willie Live sprang
out of the doorway of the restaurant, and broke
his hold.

“What the devil do you want?” cried Stanton,
angrily.

“Your picture,” answered Willie Live, bring-
ing his ever-ready camera into play. “You see,
I'm writing a drama, and you’ll make a great
character for the villain.”

“You’ll get yourself into trouble,” growled
Stanton.
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“It’s no trouble, I assure you,” responded Wil-
lie Live, with a bland smile. “It’s quite a
pleasure.”

Then, seeing Stanton assume a threatening at-
titude, he covered him with his revolver, and re-
marked, carelessly:

“Now, if you move, this will go off.”

“Damn you!” exclaimed Stanton, fiercely; and
with that he turned and entered the opium joint.

When they were alone together, Elsie said to
her preserver:

“I thank you, Willie, for your kindness.”

“Not at all,” answered Willie Live, coolly.
“Borry I didn’t have a chance to shoot him. It
wotld have made a great scene for my play.”

lie now conducted Elsie to a car, and directed
her to Joe Lanier’s quarters, after which he re-
turued to the opium joint to keep an eye on Bud
Stanton.

Mcanwhile, Sam Drysdale approached Quong
Hong’s, shivering in every limb. At the door he
encountered Bud Stanton.

“Hello, Sam !’ exclaimed Stanton. “QOut for
another night’s fun, I see.”
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“Fun? You call it fun?” moaned Drysdale.
“It was a sorry day for me when you induced me
to indulge in the opium habit. Look at me! I'm
a wreck.”

Stanton clapped him on the shoulder.

“Nomnsense, man!” he cried. “Opium is the
cure for all human ills. One pull at the pipe and
you're in heaven; two puffs, and the world and
all its annoyances are forgotten. Life is short.
Let’s get all out of it we can.”

“Mine will be short enough if we don’t get
out of ’I'risco soon,” said Drysdale. “I say, old
chap, can I trust myself in there to-night? I am
almost afraid. I have a very large sum of Uncle
Sam’s money in my wallet. If it were my own,
I would not care.”

“You can trust Quong Hong with your life,”
said Bud. “Come, we’ll have a roucing time to-
night. You may be outside the Golden Gate to-
morrow. Here to-day, and away to-morrow.
Such is life.”

“Well, let it go at that,” said Drysdale. “But
vou’ll keep an eye on me, won’t you, old chap?”’
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“Oh, I'll keep two eyes on you,” said Stanton.

And the two men entered the opium joint.
* » * * »

Elsie had ridden on the car but a little way,
when it occurred to her that, since Joe had ap-
pointed to meet her elsewhere, he would hardly
be at his quarters. She did not know that the
telegram she had received was from Bud Stan-
ton. 1t read:

“Meet me at 490 Sacramento Street. Must see
you once more before I sail.
“JoE LANIER.”

Fearing that she might miss secing Joe, if she
followed Willie Live’s instructions, she got off
the car, and retraced her steps to the Chinese
quarter.

She found Sacramento Street, and followed it
along to No. 490. Tt was the samne house into
which Stanton had endeavored to drag her, but

she did not recognize it.
‘ Quong Hong stood before the door.

On secing her approach, he stepped forth and
saluted her, saying:
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“How de do, lady? You look for somebody?
Big soldier boy? I think call him Joe?”

“Yes, Joe Lanier,” answered Elsie, eagerly.

“Ah, your name, Elsie?”

“Yes,” said Elsie. “Then this must be the
place he mentions in his telegram.”

“He say you come soon,” said Quong, who had
been primed for this meeting by Bud Stanton.
“You go in house and wait for him, if you like.
He come soon.”

“Yes, I’ll wait for him,” said Elsie. “I lost
my way down the street, and couldn’t find the
number.”

And she entered the opium den with Quong
Hong.

Nell Hazelton, arriving upon the scene at that
moment, saw her going to her destruction, and
hurried to the door.

It was locked.

“T know what I'll do,” she reflected. “I will
inform Captain Lanier. Yes, and I'll return
here to-night and warn Drysdale of his danger.
Bud Stanton, I'll get even with you if I die
for it.”
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CHAPTER VIIL

IN WHICH WILLIE LIVE FINDS COMEDY FOR HIS
PLAY.

It happened that night that the Montana Vol-
unteers got it into their heads to visit the Chi-
nese quarter, and Willie Live, who was well ac-
quainted with the district, undertook to show
them through it.

Madge who had accompanied the boys to San
i'rancisco to see them set sail for Manila, begged
permission to go along with the party, and Wil-
lie reluctantly granted it. After visiting various
places, it was suggested that it would be amusing
to wind up the evening by dropping in at an
opium joint. Accordingly, Willie Live conduct-
ed the party to Quong IHong’s.

On entering the place, Madge said that she
was hungry, whercupon Willie Live called Quong
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Hong to the table, at which they were sitting, and
inquired :

“What have you got that’'s good to eat,
(Quong?”

“Chowman, yaciman, cowman, lop-suey, slop-
suey and chop-suey,” replied the Chinaman.

“How is your slop-suey to-day, Quong?” asked
Willie.

“Velly sloppy,” was the reply.

“Well, you may bring the lady some rye bread,
a glass of beer, some ice cream and some Limbur-
ger cheese.”

At the mention of the cheese, the soldiers drew
their revolvers, and cried out:

“If she eats that cheese here, we’ll shoot.”

“We surrender! We surrender!” exclaimed
Willie Live, throwing up his bhands. ‘“Quong,
you may change that order to a plate of beans
and some hard-tack.”

Quong turned to Mike IFlannigan.

“Say, Ilish, who this flesh Loy ?” hLe asked.

“Sure, hie’s a detective in disguise,” answered

Flannigan, determined to have some fun with
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Willie. “Take him down into the cellar and kill
him.”

“IIe ’tective?” cried Quong, in alarm. “He
tell policeman. Policeman make heap trouble
for Quong. Me fix him.”

The Chinaman now called three toughs into the
joint, and pointed out Willie Live to them.

“You see that fellow over there?” he said. “He
‘tective. Well, you go inside door—wait for hiin.
He go in to see pretty China gal—you smash him
face, tear him clothes, and beat him good. I give
you one dollar—you fifty cents—you fiftecn
cents.”

The toughs hid behind the door of the inwid-
room, and Quong addressed himself to Wiit::
Live.

“I say, come this way, please. You allee sam -
heap smart boy.”

“Oh, yes. I'm a lovely piece of work,” -
sponded Willie Live.

“You allee same heap nicee boy.”

“Yes, mother was always proud of her ange!
child.”
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“Little China gal in next room heap likee you.
Allee time ask for you. You makee mashee.”

“Get out, you don’t mean it!” exclaimed Wil-
lie. “Tell the boys about it, Quong.”

“Be sure you come now. You have a heap
nicee time,” persisted the Chinaman.

“Oh, you can’t lose me, Quong,” said Willie,
lighting a cigar. “I’ll be with you in just a mo-
ment. Mike, did you hear what he said?”

“I did,” answered the Irishman, adding:
“Willie, you like trouble and excitement, don’t
you?”

“I could die getting into trouble, Mike,” an-
swered Willie Live. “It always furnishes great
material for my play.”

At that moment a pretty Chinese girl appeared
in the doorway of the inside room, and beckoned
Willie Live to join her. The soldiers started to-
ward her, but Willie pushed them back.

“Stop, boys, stop!”’ he cried. “It belongs to
sae. I saw it first.”

And the next moment he passed into the inside
room with the almond-eyed beauty.

Presently there was heard the tumult of a




ACROSS THE PACIFIC. 63

scuffle, wild shricks, and the crack, crack, crack,
of a revolver, issuing from the apartment he had
just entered.

Then the three toughs came flying through the
door, and ran out into the street, howling. They
were followed by several Chinamen, and Quong
IHong himself, all of them in a state of abject
terror.

Lastly came Willie Live, smoking a long Chi-
nese pipe, and carrying a revolver in his right
hand.

“Mike, that was really exciting,” he remarked,
coolly.

Madge now ran up to him with a face pale
with alarm.

“What did they do to you, Willie?” she asked,
anxiously.

“Not a thing, deary,” he replied. “They
grabbed—then I grabbed—then we all grabbed.
At the finish someone had a switch off. Therc,
my dear, is a nice little souvenir from China-
town.”

And he handed her a long, rat-tailed queue.

“Willie,” said Flannigan, “you’re a wonder.”



64 ACROSS THE PACIFIC.

“You are wrong, Mike,”” said Willie Live, “I’'m
an author. The second act of my play was get-
ting a bit dull, and needed some comedy—that
is all.”

Quong now announced that supper was served,
and they all marched off to the apartment where
the tables were set. When his guests were all
seated, he returned to the parlor, and going to a
bunk that stood in an alcove, called out to its
occupant:

“What’s the matter you? Want more opium?”’

“No, leave me! Leave me!” groaned the mis-
erable man.

“No, Mr. Drysdale, T no leave you,” said
Quong. “Come out here and lay on the sofa.”

He assisted Drysdale to a divan that stood
nearby, and then retired and watched him
closely.

“Oh, God, how sick I feel”” moaned poor Drys-
dale, shivering and shaking like an aspen. “So
sick and so cold. Inch by inch I have eaten up
my own vitality, and for what?—in God’s name,
for what? For opium—the little green tears
from the gashed poppy’s heart, gathered and
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spread broadcast through the world. Why can
I not throw off this drcadful habit? Other men
have stopped it. Why not I? I will—I will!
Oh, God, that I might once more be master of my
+wn soul! I can be—I will.”

A period of utter prostration succeeded this
nutburst of remorse, and Drysdale fell back upon
the divan with closed eyes.

DBud Stanton stole noiselessly into the room.

“Is he asleep?” he inquired of Quong.

“Yes.”

“Are you sure?”

“lfes.”

“Well, I can’t take the money here. It’s too
risky,” said Bud. “Entice him into another
room.”

Quong retired for a moment, and then re-
turned with a pipe containing a glowing pellet
of opium in its bowl. This he placed under Drys-
dale’s nose, and, presently, the fumes brought
him back to life.

He sat up and clutched frantically at the pipe.

Then Quong retreated slowly before him, draw-



66 ACROSS THE PACIFIC.

ing him on—on—on, until finally he led him,
gasping, into an adjoining chamber.

Bud Stanton followed, and helped place him in
a bunk.

“I’ll watch him, Quong, until he falls fast
asleep,” said Stanton, “and then turn the trick.
Give him the pipe, and let him smoke himself
into oblivion.”
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CHAPTER VIIL

A ROBBERY AND A RESCUE.

Quong returned to the supper-room, and a
short time afterwards, Nell Hazelton entered the
opium den.

“This is the place, I am sure,” she muttered,
looking round her doubtfully. “My revenge
must be complete to-night. Captain Lanier’s
sweetheart stole away my lover; my sweetheart
stole away his. I’ll double my revenge. TI’ll
save LElsic from the hands of Bud Stanton, but,
at the same time, make her suffer. Quong,” she
cried, seeing the Chinaman across the room,
“some wine, please.”

As Quong was serving her, Joe Lanier strode
into the den.

“Your health, my dear captain!” cried Nell,
filling two glasses from the decanter, and beckon-
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ing him to join her in the toast. “May you win
fame and glory across the Pacific, and may you be
as happy there as you have been unhappy here!”

“What do you know about my unhappiness?”’
inquired Joe, as he drained his glass.

“Oh, I’'ve heard of it often. I am acquainted
with a number of your company.”

“GGio on, my girl.”

“Your girl?” said Nell, with a bright smile.
“You don’t mean that, Captain? I wish I could
believe that you do.”

“Come, tell me what you know about my
trouble?” asked Joe.

“I know Elsie Escott, I know Bud Stanton,
and, as I told you, they are here together.”

Joe turned upon her fiercely:

“Silence!” he exclaimed. “God! to think that
her pure name should be coupled with his.”

“QOh, you know, then—you believe me?”

“Know? Yes, I know; but believe you—
never!”

“Very well, then,” said Nell, in injured tones,

“T shan’t say anything more about it.”
Now this was not at all what Lanier wanted.
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He had come there to learn Elsie’s whereabouts,
and was determined not to be disappointed.

“By heaven, you shall speak !” he cried, wildly.
“Tell me what you know.”

“My dear Captain, you are excited,” returned
Nell, soothingly. Won’t you join me in another
drink ?”

“Drink?” he answered, desperately. ‘Yes,
let’s drink and drown our sorrows.”

They tipped glasses and drank.

“Captain,” said Nell, observing Elsie peering
through a doorway, “do you know that your girl
is growing sentimental? I am dying for affec-

tion, and from such a handsome officer as
7

you

“You’ll excuse me; I'm going home,” said Joe.

“Stay,” said the wily woman, “and I may tell
you something about your Elsie.”

“That name upon your lips is a profanation,”
returned Joe. “Good night!”

Again he started to go, and again Nell held
him back.

“My dear Captain—I—I——"
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“Well, speak then, and tell me what you know
about her,” cried Lanier.

“Very well, then,” said Nell, coaxingly; “come
and sit beside me on the sofa, and I’ll tell you
everything.”

When he had sat himself down beside her, she
laid her hand gently upon his shoulder, and
looked up sweetly into his face.

“Come, sweetheart,” she murmured, gently,
“forget the old love. You may discover a new
one if you try.”

“A new one? What do you mean?”

“This: don’t you think that, in time, you might
learn to love me as well as you do someone else?”’

“T might—I might,” said Joe, eager to learn
about Elsie. “If you’ll only tell me what you
know about her.”

“You’re anxious?”

“Yes.”

“A Kkiss, then, to prove your love for me, and I
will tell you everything.”

And she opened her arms to him voluptuously.

And now events came thick and fast.

Elsie, seeing Joe Lanier about to embrace a
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strange woman, broke the lamps near her, and
plunged the den into semi-darkness.

A second later, Bud Stanton came out of an
apartment, and attempted to reach the door to
the street.

“You thief!” cried Nell Hazelton, throwing
her arms around him.

“Nell, out of my way!” roared Bud.

“You can only escape over my dead body,”
she retorted.

“Then so be it!”’ exclaimed Bud.

And drawing a revolver he shot her down, and
escaped, hatless, into the street.

The next moment Sam Drysdale came out of
the room Stanton had just left, crying:

“I’ve been robbed! I’'ve been robbed! And
there stands the robber!”

And he pointed a trembling forefinger at Joe
Lanier.

“You lie!” retorted Joe. “This woman has
been shot.”

“Shot?” echoed the Montana Volunteers,
crowding into the apartment from the supper-
room.
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“Yes, and will die soon,” groaned poor Nell.
“But not until I've sworn the oath of a dying
woman. May God forgive my past! I was shot
by the man who robbed Captain Drysdale. Cap-
tain Lanier is—is—innocent.”

Meanwhile a policeman had entered.

He bent over Nell Hazelton, and inquired:

“Who shot you, lady?”

“Bud Stanton,” was the faint reply.

“Officer,” said Drysdale, “this is but a story of
revenge against the sweetheart who deserted her.
The thief stands there!”

And again he pointed at Joe.

Elsie now came forward.

“No. He isinnocent!” she cried, passionately.

“Elsie!”

And the next moment Joe and Elsie were in
each other’s arms.
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CHAPTER IX.

IN WHICH WILLIE LIVE PLAYS THE DETECTIVE.

THE day at last arrived when the Montana Vol-
unteers were to set sail for Manila. The City of
Pekin, the transport that was to convey them
across the Pacific, lay at her dock, getting up
steam, and sailors ran hither and thither upon
her decks, and swarmed in her rigging, making
final preparations for the voyage.

Willie Live was standing on the dock watch-
ing them, when Madge approached him, and
said:

“Willie, I have something to tell you.”

“Is it about Elsie?” inquired Willie.

“Yes. I went with her to a place where a lot
of soldiers are. ILlsic was looking for Joe, but
he was not there.”

“Yes, yes. Go on!”’
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“So we went to another place, and, while there,
Bud Stanton came in. Some big man measured
him, put his name in a book, gave him some pap-
ers, and said, ‘Walter Warren, you sail for
Manila to-day.” ”

“Humph!” muttered Willie Live. “So Bud
Htanton sails for Manila under the name of Wal-
ter Warren to escape arrest for robbery and at-
tempted murder, eh? I thank you for the infor-
mation, Madge.”

At that moment Elsie came upon the dock.

“Oh, I'm so glad I’ve found you,” she said to
Willie Live. “I just left the hospital where poor
Well Hazelton was taken.”

“Is she likely to recover?” inquired Willie.

“There are hopes of it,”” answered Elsie. “Joe
hiad just been there and told them to spare no ex-
pense. I missed meeting him by a bare minute.
I have been looking for him all day. I must sail
with him for Manila. If I don’t succeed in this,
there is but one thing left for me—the water.”

“Miss Elsie,” said Willie Live, “to sail with
Joe would be impossible. No woman, nor even a
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man, would be allowed to board the transport
unless duly enlisted.”

“But as a nurse—the Red Cross?”’

“The Red Cross hospital boat sailed three days
ago,” said Willie Live. “There is but one thing
to be done, and, by George! I’ll help you if I can.”

“If it requires bravery and determination it
will be done,” said Elsie.

“I have a plan,” continued Willie. “It isn’t
just the right thing to do, but I guess Uncle Sam
can spare one of his boys until the next transport
sails. Listen: a number of soldiers are asleep in
the hotel, opposite the dock. They are waiting to
sail to-day. Now, they don’t wear their clothes
when they are sleeping. Say no more. I'll try
it.”

With these words he hurried off in the direc-
tion of the hotel. ,

He had not been gone long, when Bud Stanton
put in an appearance. He was disguised. At
sight of him, Iilsie turned pale and shuddered.

“What is the matter, Miss Elsie?” inquired
Madge. “Why do you tremble so? Are you
in?”
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“No,” replied Elsie. “I am quite well. Do
you see that man over there? 1 fear he suspects
what we are about to do. Stand close. Don’t
let him see me.”

“Don’t be afraid,” said Madge. “I will pro-
tect you.”

Stanton now stepped forward, and addressed
Elsie.

“I beg your pardon. But are you waiting for
someone?”’

“Yes, a gentleman,” answered Elsie, timidly.
“He will be here shortly.

“Perhaps I can be of service to you.”

At this Madge interposed.

“Can’t you understand the United States lan-

guage?” she said, aggressively. “The lady says
she is waiting for a gentleman, and I don’t see
any around just now.”

Stanton bowed, and withdrew.

“Elsie waiting for her lover, eh?” he muttered.
“Well, T should like to stay here and take care of
her; but that charge of robbery and attempted

murder prevents me. The I’hilippines will be
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much safer. My papers of enlistment under the
name of Walter Warren will save me.”

At this juncture, Willie Live returned. He
was disguised as a bootblack, and carried a large
narcel under his arm.

“Miss Elgie, your uniform,” he said, handing
nier the parcel. “Go quickly and put it on. You
gail in an hour.”

Elsie hurried away to put on the uniform, and
iladge accompanied her. Stanton started to fol-
iow them; but Willie Live stopped him.

“Shine, sir?”

“No, I don’t want a shine,” grumbled Stanton.

“Oh, yes, you do,” said Willie. “You know you
want a shine.”

And dropping on his knees, he began to polish
mtanton’s shoes with great vigor. Then he began
brushing his clothes with a whisk broom, and,
while so occupied, slipped his hand in the inside
uncket of Stanton’s coat, and secured his enlist-
sient papers.

At that moment Joe Lanier came upon the
avrk accompanied by General Lawton.

“Captain Lanier,” said the general, “it was
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fortunate for you that the boys could testify in
your behalf. It looked like a strong case against
you.”

“I know, General,” returned Joe. “I had to
drown my sorrow somehow. The woman I love
~—ah, well, General, it’s the old story. I’ll not
trouble you with it.”

~ “Forget her, Captain!” said Lawton. “Those
yellow devils over there will give you excitement
enough.”

“I hope so, for I can’t stand the strain much
longer.”

Bud Stanton now stepped forward and saluted
General Lawton respectfully.

“General,” he said, “I wish to report that a
woman has been making inquiries regarding the
departure of the transport. She has offered sev-
eral of our boys bribes to desert, and allow her
to take their uniform.”

“Who are you?” asked Lawton.

“Walter Warren, sir.”

“Of what regiment?”

“San Francisco volunteers.”
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“Would you know the woman should you see
her in uniform?”

“Yes, General.”

“Then you shall watch for her. The troops
will pass here in a few moments to board the
transport. If you cannot substantiate your re-
port in this matter, it will go hard with you.”

“My God! If it should be Elsie,” thought
Joe.

“Captain Lanier,” said Lawton, “I appoint
you to arrest this woman in case she tries to
board the transport.”

“But, General, I beg to be excused,” said Joe.

“You will obey my orders.”

“General, I cannot.”

“Sir?”

“I beg your pardon, General. I will obey or-
ders.”

Joe and the general now boarded the transport,
to sce that everything was in readiness for the
troops.

A short time afterwards, Sam Drysdale came
staggering along.
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“I say, my friend,” he said, addressing Stan-
ton, whom he did not recognize, “buy a fellow a
drink, will you? DI'm broke. I was robbed last
night by a scoundrel and a murderer.”

“Sorry, old man, but I’'m only a private,” an-
swered Stanton. “The paymaster hasn’t reached
me as yet,”

“Paymaster?” said Drysdale. “Well, I’'m as-
sistant paymaster—that is, I was. But I’ve been
relieved of my duty. Curse drink! Curse
opium! Curse the day I ever met Bud Stanton !”

“Cheer up, old man! Why do you curse Bud
Stanton? Now, I heard that thesman who robbed
you was a certain captain of the Montana Vol-
unteers.”

“Well, then, you heard wrong,” said Drysdale.
“Claptain Joe Lanier proved his innocence at the
court-martial this morning.”

“If T could prove to you that Captain Lanier
did rob you, would you accuse him Dbefore he
sails?”?

“It would have to be pretty strong proof. You
know he is considered an honest man.”

“Why, it’s simple enough,” said Stanton. “If
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he has a large red wallet on his person with your
naie stamped upon it, he’s the thief, is he not?”

“ITow do you kuow it was a large red wallet
that was stolen?” inquired Drysdale, suspici-
ously.

“Why, I read it in the newspapers.”

“Oh, so you read it in the newspapers, did
you? Well, buy me that drink.”

While this conversation was in progress, Wil-
lic Live sat on a box nearby, pretending to be
asleep.

When the two men departed for a saloon, he
sprang to his feet, crying, exultingly:

“Willie, the plot of your play is going to have
a large red wallet in it. Rewmember that!”

Just then Mike IFlannigan came upon the
scene. He was very drunk, and as he reeled to-
ward Willie Live, dropped a large red wallet
upon the dock.

“Shine, Irish?” cried Willie Live.

“Shine Irish? That isn’t my name,” an-
swered IMlannigan.,

“You'd better get your boots shined for in-
spection.”
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“BShure, it’s more than me shoes that need shin-
ing,” said Flannigan. “It’s me head. That
clarinet punch and that chop-suey make a bad
mixture.”

“Well, you take my tip and get a bracer before
the captain sees you.”

“Something to straighten me up, eh? Do you
know where I can get a carbolic acid cocktail ?”

“I think McGuire keeps them.”

“Will that straighten me up?”

“Or lay you out,” replied, Willie.

“You seem to be a nice sort of boy,” said Flan-
nigan. “What’s your name?”

“Jimmy Dolan.”

“Well, Jimmy, you’re an Irish boy,” said [Flan-
nigan, “and all Irish boys are—are Irish. Iere
is a dime for you. Now don’t spend it foolishly.
Go and play policy with it—3, 5, 8 and 12.

“And what will I do with the money if I win?”

“Send it to the secretary of the navy, and tell
him to build an airship with it to catch Agnin-
aldo and his army.”

With these words, Flannigan reeled away to
McGuire’s saloon, to buy a drink.
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He had not been gone long, when Willie Live
spied the wallet he had dropped. e picked it
up, opened it, and read the following, printed

upon the inside of the cover:

“MIKE FLANNIGAN—I'ROM JOE LANIER.”

“Willie,” he said, “the plot of your play is go-
ing to have two large red wallets in it.”
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CHAPTER X.
WILLIE LIVE RESORTS TO STRATEGY.

A suort time afterward Bud Stanton returned
to the dock, and accosted him.

‘Here, boy. Do you know Captain Lanier, of
the Montana Volunteers?”

“You wmean the handsome captain?” inquired
Willie Live.

“You may call him bandsome if you like,” said
Stanton. “Now, here is a wallet. It is to be
delivered to Captain Russell, on General Wheel-
er’s staff, at Manila. It contains some impoi-
tant papers. Tell Captain Lanier that if he will
deliver it, Captain Russell will be under many
vitigations.”

“All right, sir.”

At that moment Joe Lanier came out of the

transport.
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“There's Captain Lanier now,” said Stauton.
“Dreliver the wallet at once.”

Willie Live approached Joe, and handing him
Mike Flannigan’s wallet, said :

“(aptain, I’ve been instructed to hand you this
wallet to deliver to Captain Russell, on General
Wheeler's staff, at Manila. The captain will
consider it a favor.”

Joe thrust the wallet in his pocket.

»1 shall be pleased to do the captain a good
twrn,” he said.

General Lawton now appeared, and said:

“Captain Lanier, go aboard the transport un-
til your regiment arrives, and watch for the
woman.”

At that moment Sam Drysdale returned fro:u:
the saloon.

‘One moment, General!” he cried. “I have «
request to make, before Captain Lanier goes
aboard.”

“Who are you?” inquired Lawton.

“Hamuel Drysdale, formerly assistant paymas-

ter of the army. I was robbed of a large sum of
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money recently, and I wish to have Captain

Lanier searched before he boards the transport.”
“Do you mean what you say?” inquired Joe,

angrily.

“Yes,” replied Drysdale. ‘“You know—the red
wallet. It is now on your person.”

“Captain Lanier,” said Lawton, sternly, “you
are under arrest.”

Meanwhile, Mike Flannigan had returned to
the dock.

“(General,” he cried, pointing to Drysdale,
“that man was discharged from the service for
drunkenness. He has no right to the uniform he
wears.”

“Nevertheless, he has the right to accuse one
iwim has robbed him,” put in Bud Stanton.

* General Lawton turned to Mike Flannigan.
“Arrest Captain Lanier,” he commanded.
Flannigan took Joe’s sword with great reluc-

tance.

Lawton now addressed Drysdale.

“Describe your property,” he said, “and, with
Captain Lanier’s permission, he will be

searched.”



ACROSS THE PACIFIC. 87

“It is a large red wallet,” explained Drysdale.
“It contains papers, my commission, and has the
name, Samuel Drysdale, printed on the cover.
When I was robbed it contained three thousand
dollars in gold certificates.”

“General,” said Joe, “I have no objection to
being searched; but I wish to state that a large
red wallet was——"

“Do not commit yourself, Captain,” put in the
general. “Are you willing to be searched?”

“T am.”

“Search him!” said Lawton, to Mike Flanni-
gan.

The Irishman obeyed, and drew from Joe’s
pocket a large red wallet, which he handed to
the general.

The latter took the wallet and examined it
carefully. Then he addressed Drysdale.

“Is this your wallet?” he asked.

“It is,” replied Drysdale.

“Is your name Mike Flannigan?”

“Certainly not.”

“The name here is Mike Flannigan,” said Law-
ton. “How do you acconnt for that?”
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“It is a trick,” replied Drysdale. “Damn you,
Stanton !”

“Hush! or you will betray yourself,” whis-
pered Stanton. Then, turning to Lawton: “Gen-
eral,” he said, “Captain Lanier must have that
property. There is some mistake.”

“And how do you know so much?” inquired
Lawton. “You, I believe, are the same person
who said that a woman in uniform would try to
board the transport?”

“Yes, General,” said Stanton, boldly. “And
1 further charge that this woman is Captain
Lanier’s sweetheart. She was with him the night
Paymaster Dryvsdale was robbed.”

“If your information proves correct,” said
Lawton, “you shall be rewarded. You will make
an excellent spy for Uncle Sam.”

“And a better one for the Filipinos,” added
Willie Live.

“Silence, sir!” roared the general.

At this juncture the sound of martial music
was heard, and the Montana Volunteers marched
out upon the dock, headed by 2 Lrass band.

“General,” said Staulon, “the woman ig num-
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ber four, front rank, last squad. 1 would sug-
gest they go through the manual.  You will soon
be satisfied then.”

“A good idea,” said Lawton. ‘Sergeant, give
the commands for the manual of arms!”

Mike Flannigan saluted, and stepped to the
side of the last squad.

“Attention!” he cried. “Right dress frout!
Shoulder arms! Report arms! Charge bayo-
nets! Present arms! Shoulder arms! Port
arms! Order arms! Parade rest!”

Elsie—who had attended many drills—went
through these maneuvers without a break.

“You still say the woman is there?” asked
Lawton.

“I do,” replied Stanton. “Number four, frout
rank.”

“Number four, front rank, one pace frout,
march!” commanded the general.

Elsie obeyed.

At the same moment Willie Live stepped up to
her and slipped Stanton’s enlistment papers in
her hand.
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“Courage, Elsie,” he whispered. “Your name
is Walter Warren.”

“Who are you, sir?” cried Lawton, angrily.

“Special correspondent for the San Francisco
Call” answered Willie. “I was just saying
good-by to my friend.”

“Stand aside, sir!” commanded Lawton. Then,
addressing Elsie: “Your name?” he inquired.

“Walter Warren, sir,”’ replied Elsie.

“Why, General, that’s my name,” protested
Stanton.

“Silence, we’ll hear you later!” cried the gen-
ral. Then he inquired of Elsie: “In what regi-
ment did you enlist?”

“The Montana Volunteers,” was the reply.

“Do you know Captain Lanier?”

“I do not, sir.”

“Captain Lanier, forward! Do you know
private Walter Warren of the Montana Volun-
teers?”

“I do not know Walter Warren,” answered
Joe.

Lawton now asked Elsie for her enlistment
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papers, and when she had shown them, he turned
to Bud Stanton, and said:

“These papers are correct. You have not
proven your case. If this man is Walter War-
ren, then who are you?”

“I will tell you, General,” said Willie Live.
“He is Bud Stanton, the thief.”

Lawton turned to a policeman who stood near,
and cried:

“Arrest that man !”

Then, after commanding Mike Flannigan to
return Joe Lanier his sword, he ordered the sol-
diers to embark on the transport.

Within an hour the other regiments arrived,
and with flags flying and bands playing, the City
of Pekin steamed out into the harbor and started
oun her voyage across the Pacific.
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“You will find Captain Russell in his tent,”
said Lawton.

The sentry retarned to his post, where the Red
Cross ofticer was awaiting him, and told him
where Captain Russel’s tent was situated.  The
latter immediately set out to find it.

On reaching the tent he enfered it and saluted.
Captain Russell looked up, and the twe men
recognized each othier at a glance.

“Bud Stanton!”

“Sam Drysdale!”

“How did you know I was here?” asked Stan-
ton.

“Nell Mazelton told wme,” replied Drysdale.
“She iy now a Red (ross nurse under my diver-
tions.  She recognized you on the field yester-
day. DBut tell me, Bud, how comes it that you
are a captain in the army?”

“Well, after my arrest in ’Frisco,” explained
Stanton, “T passed several weeks in jail, await-
i triall Then T bribed a keeper to let me eg-
cape, assumed a new name and direnise, went to

Colorade, and organized a company of volun-
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teers. They elected me their captain, and here
I am. But what does Nell Hazelton want of
me?”’

“She doesn’t want anything of you, Bud.”

“Well, what do you want, then?”

“I can give you information which, if you re-
port to General Lawton, will win for you instant
promotion.”

“What information?”

“Within an hour a Filipino spy will pass
through these lines bearing important messages
from Aguinaldo.”

“Oh, no, I cannot report that,” said Stanton.

“Why not?”

“Because one of those messages is for me.”

“Good! And the other is for me,” said Drys-
dale.

“Explain.”

“During one of my visits to Aguinaldo’s camp,
as an officer of the Red Cross, I was informed
that I might work in conjunction with a certain
Captain Russell, and make a pot of money. Now
we are to assist this spy to pass through our lines
to-day.”
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“And for which we are to receive——?"

“Five thousand piestas,” answered Drysdale.

At this point their conversation was inter-
rupted by the appearance of General Lawton.

“I have learned from one of the prisoners,”
snid the general, “that it is the intention of the
ciiemy to cut off our water supply. A detach-
nient must be sent to Block House No. 7, at San
Juan del Monta, to act in unison with General
King's brigade, who occupy the opposite bank of
the Pasig. They must be picked men, as the
position will be one of g'reat danger. Let me
think—who can I send?”

“General,” said Stanton, “if it is a desperate
man with followers of the same kind you need,
I think I know of one.”

*“Who is he?”

“Captain Joe Lanier of the Montana Volun-
teers.”

“Lanier, Lanier,” said Lawton. “Isn’t that
the man who was court-martialed in the Presidio
at San I'rancisco, in May?”

“The same.”
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“I hardly remewmber the nature of the charges
against him.  What were they?”

“They tried to show that he had a hand in the
robbery of Paywmaster Drysdale in the Chinese
quarter.”

*“Al, yes, and he was proven innocent,” said
Lawton, adding: “Was there not a woman mixed
up in the aftair?”

“Yes, an orphan girl, who regarded Lanier as
her brother.”

“Where can this Lanier be found at present?”

“p think he is in command of the troops that
arc holding Block House No. 8.

“See if you can commuunicate with him.”

Stanton went to a telegrapl instrument in the
corner of his tent, and struck off a message upon
the ticker. An answer came back abmost imme-
diately.

“I have him,” said Stanton. “Your orders,
(ieneral.”

Lawton dictated the following command:

C“CAPTAIN JOB LANIBR
“Select twenty of your best men and start at
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once for Block House No. 7, San Juan del Monta.
Hold same at all hazards until relieved.
“LAWTON.”

“There, damn you, Lanicr!” reflected Stanton,
exultingly, “I’ve sent you to hell at last.”

At that moment a soldier approached with
the information that a Red Cross nurse was
bringing a wounded man to hecadquarters.

“What do they mean by such actions?” cried
Lawton. “The hospital is the proper place for
him.”

While he was speaking two men drew near
bearing a litter between them. On the litter lay
a diminutive figure covered with an army blan-
ket. The cavalcade was attended by a Red Cross
nurse.

“Nell Hazelton!” exclaimed Stanton to him-
self.

“General,” said Nell, addressing Lawton, “this
man is wounded. I await your orders.”

Before Lawton could reply, the blanket was
thrown off, and Willie Live slid from the litter to
the ground.
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“What does this mean?” asked Lawton, an-
grily.

“I beg your pardon, General,” said Willie, “but
I am special correspondent for the San Francisco
Call.”

“Your name?” inquired Lawton.

“Willie Live.”

“Willie Live?”

“Yes, GGeneral; and it has been a very serious
question whether I would or would not live.”

“I have heard of you before,” said Lawton.
“Tt has been reported to me that you have been of
great service to our spies.”

“Have you been on the firing line?” inquired
Stanton.

“I have a slight memory of the same,” an-
swered Willie Live. “I have three bullets to re-
mind me should I forget it.”

Then he turned to General Lawton.

“General,” he continued, “I simply came here
to inform you that I have been through the
enemy’s lines and have some choice photographs
of their positions.”

“That is important,” said Lawton. “I’ll look
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them over. You may remain here for a while,
young man.”

“General, I thank you for your kindness,” said
Willie. “By remaining here I can get the latest
news for my paper, and some scenes for my
play.”

Just then Stanton saw a soldier approaching
with a prisoner, and he whispered to Drysdale:

“By Jove! here comes young Walter Warren
with a prisoner.”

Drysdale looked in the direction indicated, and
turned pale.

“It is our spy, Michael Agramonte. We are
lost!” he exclaimed.

Elsie advanced, and presented her prisoner to

veneral Lawton.

“Gieneral,” she cried, “I have kept my word.
Your prisoner, Michael Agramonte, Aguinaldo’s

spy !

cese
.
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CHAPTER XII.
W’LLIE LIVE TO THE RESCUE.

“I’LL see that you are rewarded,” said the
general.

“The only reward I ask,” returned Elsie, “is
the privilege of serving my country.”

“You shall be repaid,” said Lawton, adding:
“So this is the famous spy and trusted friend of
the insurgent chief.”

“No, no,” whined Agramonte, “me poor man
—1I lose all—I never see Aguinaldo—never speak
to him—never—never.”

“He is lying, General,” said Elsie, taking sev-
cral papers from her pocket, and handing them
to Lawton. “Here is the proof. These papers
were found upon him,”
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“The papers—we are lost!” moaned Drysdale.

“Hush!” whispered Stanton.

“When I arrested him, General,” continued
Elsie, “he attempted to assassinate me. I would
have been killed but for this young war corre-
spondent, Willie Live.”

Meanwhile Lawton had been examining the
papers. Suddenly he exclaimed :

“By Jove, youngster, you may have accom-
plished a great piece of work here.”

“Anything wrong, General?”’ asked Stanton,
anxiously.

“Read these!”

And Lawton handed the papers to Stanton, for
his perusal.

“l don’t read Spanish,” said Stanton.

“Nor do 1,” said Lawton.

“I do,” put in Drysdale.

So the papers were handed to him to interpret.

“What do they contain?” inquired Lawton,
after a pause.

“Ql, nothing—nothing,” replied Drysdale,
with assumed careclessness. “They are from
Aguinaldol He merely requests the aid of the
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Red Cross to the dying and wounded at Colequa.
I see, General, that this is more in my way than
yours, so, with your permission, I’ll take charge
of the affair.”

“As you please,” said Lawton.

“Shall we allow the prisoner to go?” asked
Stanton.

“No,” answered the general. “We will await a
further investigation. Take him to the guard-
house.”

“But, General, the man is wounded,” put in
Drysdale. “He needs the attention of the Red
Cross.”

“Very well, then, conduct him to the hospital
and place a guard about him. I shall hold you
responsible for his safe keeping.”

“Me gooda Filipino,” cried Agramonte. And
stealing up behind the general’s back, he drew
a long knife from his belt, and raised it to stab
him.

But Willie Live was too quick for him. Draw-
ing his revolver, he took aim, fired, and shot the
knife from his hand.

“You gooda Iilipino, eh?” he cried. “Well, my
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dark-complexioned friend, the next time you arc
a bad boy it will be your finish.”

When Agramonte had been conducted to the
hospital, Lawton turned to Willie Live, and said :
“How can I reward you for saving my life?”

“Your acknowledgment is sufficient reward,
General,” answered Willie. “All I ask is a few
minutes’ rest here, and any news you can give
me.”

“Anything you need, let me know,” said Law-
ton, “and I’ll not refuse you.”

Just then a telegraph operator approached
hastily, and handed the general a message.

It ran as follows:

“Please give orders that Block House No. 7
be abandoned at once, or its defenders will sure-
ly be wnassacred.

¢ ANDERSON.”

Lawton turned to the operator, and said: “See
if Captain Lanier has taken possession of Block
House No. 7.”

“Impossible, General,” said the operator.
“That wire is cut.”



104 ACROSS THE PACIFIC.

“Ilow unfortunate!” exclaimed Lawton. “A
speedy message must be sent at once to Captain
Lanier.”

“To abandon the Block House?” inquired
Elsie.

“Noj; to hold it at all hazards.”

“Greneral,” said Elsie, “you said that any favor
I might ask of you would be granted.”

“I did.”

“Then I ask that if a message be needed to
acquaint Captain Lanier of his danger, let me
be the one to bear it.”

“You, a mere boy?’ said Lawton. “No, no,
that would be madness.”

“But I will carry your message, General,” put
in Willie Live; “that is, if you’ll permit me.”

“Silence,” whispered Elsie; “it is my only
chance to see Joe.”

Then she again addressed Lawton.

“General,” she said, “get me a horse, and T’l1
take your message to Captain Lanier, or die.”

Lawton commanded his orderly to bring his
best horse.  Then he gave Elsie the following in-
structions:
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“Go to General Anderson’s camp, and give him
my compliments,” he said. “Tell him to send
reinforcements at once to relieve Captain Lanier,
now at Block House No. 7. Then ride to Block
House No. 7 and tell Captain Lanier to hold it at
all hazards, until relief arrives.”

The horse was now brought, and Elsie mount-
ed it.

“Boy, you have a good Kentucky animal un-
der you,” said Lawton.

“And he’ll have a good Kentuckian on his
back,” said Elsie.

“Should you fall,” said the general, “to whom
shall T communicate?”

“I have but one friend on earth—Captain Joe
Lanier,” answered Elsie.

“Good luck, Walter,” said Willie Live. “Tell
Captain Lanier I’ll be with him to-morrow. I
want a picture of that Block House for my play.”

When Elsie had taken her departure Willie
Live strolled in the direction of the hospital tent.
On approaching it he heheld Drysdale and Bud
Stanton in close conversation with the IMilipino
SPYy.-
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He crept behind the tent and listened.

“I no understand you,” complained Agra-
monte. “First you bringa me here—then bringa
me there—Aguinaldo say you treata me right.”

“Stop your whining, and listen,” said Stanton.
“Go at once to the Filipino camp that surrounds
Block House No. 7, and tell the officer in com-
mand that Captain Lanier and the Block House
are completely at his mercy. Tell him, further,
not to begin the attack until I arrive, as I have
a personal debt to settle with Captain Lanier.
You will find the donkey that brought you here
tied to a tree just outside the lines. Now go.”

Agramonte hurried away to perform his mis-
sion.

“Stanton,” protested Drysdale, “this is butch-
ery.”

“Call it what you will,” said Stanton, grimly,
“I am resolved that Lanier shall never live to
welcome his sweetheart.”

“But Anderson will reinforce Lanier before
you reach the Filipino camp.”

“You must reach Anderson before Elsie, and
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countermand Lawton’s order. There is an order
to that effect over Lawton’s own signature.”

With these words Stanton slipped a forged
paper into Drysdale’s hand.

“I say, Stanton,” said Drysdale, “do you mean
that Elsie shall never reach Lanier?”

“Never, even if I am compelled to kill her,”
was the fierce reply.

Willie took a snapshot of the two men, and left
his hiding place, humming:

“Willie on the spot
Takes a little snapshot
Of two damned rascals
To help out his plot.”

Then he hurried after Agramonte, caught up
with him just as he was about to mount his don-
key, knocked him down, vaulted upon the ani-
mal’s back himself, and rode off at full speed in
the direction of Block House No. 7.
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CHAPTER XIII.
WILLIE LIVE DISCOVERS A TRAITOR.

T scene of the narrative now shifts to Block
House No. 7.

It was early morning, and realizing that with
the rising of the sun the Filipinos would advance
to the attack, Joe Lanier determined to ascer-
tain the condition of his little force.

So he called Mike I'lannigan to him, and said:

“Sergeant, how many men are able to report
for duty?”

“They’ll all report,” answered Flannigan; “but
few are fit for duty.”

“Call the roll!” commanded Joe.

The roll was called, and it was discovered that
but nine men, including the captain and sergeant,
were {it to take part in the defense of the fort.

“Captain,” said IPlannigan, “don’t you think

yow’d better have a bit of sleep?”
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“Sleep?” answered Joe. “No. Don’t you see
that daylight is breaking? Well, that means
fight.”

At that moment a wounded soldier called out
from the shed where he lay :

“Water, water! 1 am dying of thirst.”

Joe hastened to his side, and found him in a
raging fever.

“Sergeant, this man is burning up,” he cried.
“Have we any water?”

“A half pint laid aside for you,” answered
Flannigan.

“Give it to me.”

Flannigan brought the water, and Joe gave it
to the sufferer who drank it greedily.

“Gone—all gone!” he moaned.

“Gone, yes,” said Joe; “but there’s plenty more
where that came from.”

Then he turned to the soldiers, and said :

“Omne of our comrades lies here dying from a
bullet he got while going for water for us. Now,
who is the man who will risk his life to get water
for him?”

“I will!” eried the men in chorus.
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“God bless you, my brave boys!” said Joe.
“But the dangerous duty belongs to the man who
has neither wife nor children. All he has be-
longs to Uncle Sam, and that man is myself.”

With these words Joe snatched up a water-
bucket and started for the gate of the stockade.

“Stop, Captain!” shouted Mike Flannigan.
“To go out there means almost certain death,
and what would we do here without a leader? 1
never disobeyed you on the battlefield, but I’'m
damned if I’ll see you rush to destruction, when
a spalpeen like myself can prevent it.”

While speaking he grabbed the bucket from
Joe’s hand and passed out through the gate on a
run.

Joe seized a repeating rifle and hurried to the
platform where the gatling gun was in position.

“He’s reached the spring, boys,” he shouted,
excitedly. “Ile’s down—he’s up—he’s got the
water! Hurry, Mike, hurry! My God! they see
him!”

A volley of shots followed this announcement.

Joe raised his rifle to his shoulder and blazed

away.
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Then he shouted triumphantly :

“Open the gate! He’s here! Hooray!”

The gate was opened, and Flannigan came
rushing through it, crying:

“Never touched me, begorra! dJoe, that’s the
best shootin’ you ever did. Had I the nine lives
of a cat, you’d have saved every one of them. I
thank you for it.”

“Sergeant Ilannigan,” said Joe, “you dis-
obeyed my orders. You are under arrest. De-
liver your rifle.”

TFlannigan handed him his rifle, with a crest-
fallen air.

“Now pass the water.”

Flannigan did so.

Joe took a drink himself, and then returned
the rifle to his gallant sergeant.

“Take it,” he said. “You may need it soon.”

“Captain, may I have a drink?” asked Flanni-
gan.

“Yes, from this,” answered Joe. And he hand-
ed him his whiskey flask.

“Whiskey—man’s enemy,” said TFlannigan.

“No, man’s best friend, if he knows how to use it.
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Well, Captain, here’s to you, as good as you are;
and here’s to me, as bad as I am; as good as you
are, and as bad as I am, ’'m just as good as you
are as bad as I am.”

And with that he raised the flask to his lips and
took a long pull at it.

“Sergeant, you're wounded,” said Joe, noticing
a tiny stream of blood trickling down Klanni-
gan’s forehead.

“Is that so?” said Flannigan. “Shure, T
thought it was the bite of a kissing bug. Well,
it may get me a pension, or, perhaps, it will
quicken my hearing.  Begorra, I think it has al-
ready. T can hear the tramp of a horse out there
now. Can’t you?”

“No,” answered Joe, laughing.

“Well, maybe you think 'm ecrazy; but Il
soon convince you that I'm not.”

Ile mounted the platform, looked over the
stockade, and added :

“Boys, shure you're right. It’s not a horse
at all, at all.”

“Then what is it?” inquired Joe.

“A jackass, with a wee bit of a man astride of
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Lim. He’s coming this way like the very devil.
The insurgents are after him. The plucky little
rascal, he fires back. It’s Willie Live, begorra!”

“Open the gate, boys!” commanded Joe.

The gate was thrown open, and Willie Live
came galloping into the enclosure on his donkey.

“Captain, those Filipinos are bad shots,” he
said, dismounting and shaking hands all around.
“They didn’t know which one of us was the
jackass.”

While Willie and Joe were comparing notes,
Flannigan approached with the intelligence that
an agent of the Red Cross was outside with a
wounded soldier.

“Open the gate and admit him!” commanded
Joe.

This was accordingly done, and Sam Drysdale,
Nell Hazelton, and two Red Cross assistants en-
tered, bearing a wounded soldier on a stretcher.

“Is this Block House No. 7?” asked Drysdale.

“It is,” replied Joe.

“Are you Captain Lanier?”

“I am.”

“That is very providential,” said Drysdale.
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“I have here a paper addressed to you, which I
found upon the person of this dying courier.”
“Did you learn the courier’s name?”
“I did. It is Walter Warren.”
Joe staggered back, as if pierced by a bullet.
“My God! if it should be Elsie,” he moaned.
“The message, Captain!” said Drysdale, hand-
ing him the paper.
Joe opened the paper mechanically, and read
the following:

“Abandon Block House No. 7, and report to me
at once.
“LAWTON.”

Joe handed the paper to Willie Live

“What do you think of that?”’ he asked.

Willie read the message, and then approached
the stretcher, and examined the features of the
dying soldier.

“Captain,” he cried, “this man is not Walter

Warren, and that message is a forgery!”
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CHAPTER XIV.
REUNITED.

“You lie exclaimed Drysdale, fiercely.

At this, Nell Hazelton stepped forward.

“No, it is the truth,” she said.

“Would you betray me?” hissed Drysdale in
her ear.

“Yes,” she answered, bravely. "Fhen she ad-
dressed herself to Joe. “Captain Lanier,” she
said, “your kindness to me at the hospital in
San Francisco saved my life. It is now my turn

to befriend you. This man is a traitor and a spy.
He did not receive that message from Walter
Yarren, I swear it.”
“No,” added Willie Live; “but he did receive
it from Bud Stanton, and I’ll swear to that.”
“Bud Stanton here, in the Philippines?” cried
Joe, in amazement.
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“Yes, Captain,” answered Willie Live. “He
escaped from jail, went to Colorado, organized
a company of volunteers, and came out here un-
der the name of Captain Russell.”

“Russell—on General Lawton’s staff?” said
Joe. “Impossible!”

“Bud Stanton is a spy in the employ of Aguin-
aldo,” explained Nell Hazelton; “and this man
is his accomplice.”

“And I can swear to that, my dear Drysdale,”
added Willie Live.

“Drysdale?”

“Yes, Sam Drysdale.”

“I am an officer of the Red Cross,” protested
Drysdale, boldly.

“You are a contemptible spy,” cried Joe,
wrathfully, “anworthy of the noble order of the
Red Cross.”

And tearing the stripes from Drysdale’s arms,
he gave orders to have him taken to the block

house and placed under a strong guard.

At this juncture, Mike Flannigan called down
from the platform, to which he had mounted to
reconnoiter:
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“Captain, a flag of truce from the enemy!”

“Find out what they want,” said Joe.

Accordingly Flannigan called over the stock-
ade:

“Well, what is it?”

“Open the gate, and I will tell you.”

“The divil an open,” returned Flannigan. “If
you have anything to say, out with it. If not,
just give your heels a warming.”

“I come with a message from Aguinaldo,”
shouted the envoy.

“Then let me hear it.”

“He says that if you lay down your arms and
surrender, he will spare your lives.”

“That’s very kind of Mr. Aguinaldo,” retorted
Flannigan. ‘“Has his mother any more like him?
And if we don’t lay down our arms, what then?”’

“Death to you all!”

“Well, I can see a few of you fellows falling in
the soup first.”

“Your answer, quick!”

“Oh, drop around to-morrow, and we’ll talk it
over a game of pinochle.”

“Tell him we are soldiers, accustomed to obey,”
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said Joe. “Our orders are to hold this block
house at all hazards, and we’ll do it at the cost
of our lives.”

Flannigan interpreted this answer to the en-
voy as follows:

“The captain says you’re a damned cowardly
set of blackguards, and if it’s fightin’ you want,
we’ll give you your bellyful of it. Now run away
home, and tell the holy terror with the golden
whistle what ’m tellin’ you.”

“I don’t care to parley with a flannel-mouthed
Mick,” shouted the envoy. “Tell Captain Lanier
that I have three thousand well-armed insurgents
at my command, and unless he surrenders at
once, I shall begin the attack.”

“Captain,” said Willie Live, “it’s Bud Stan-
ton.”

Joe’s eyes glittered dangerously.

“Then open the gate!” he commanded.

The gate was thrown open in a twinkling, and
Bud Stanton entered, carrying a white flag of
truce in his hand.

“Close the gate!” commanded Joe.
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Then he turned to Stanton, and exclaimed,
triumphantly:

“Bud Stanton, you are in a trap!”

“What, you know me?” inquired Stanton.

“Yes. I know you for a thief, a traitor and a
spy.”

“Very well ; since you know me,” said Stanton,
coolly, “you can probably guess the stake I’'m
playing for. It is the love of 2

“Silence!” thundered Joe. “If you dare to
breathe her pure name, I'll kill you.”

“If I do not return within five minutes, you’ll
never live to see your ILlsie,” sneered Stanton.
“Three thousand insurgents are ready to sween
down upon you like an avalanche.”

Joe turned to IMlannigan.

“Sergeant, arrest this traitor!” he cried.

When this command had been put into execu-
tion, Willie Live said to Joe:

“Captain, why didn’t you fight him?”

“Because my first duty is to my country,” an-
swered Joe.

“I know you are right, Captain,” said Willie;
“but I lost a great scene for my play.”
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At this juncture a soldier ran up with the in-
formation that the enemy were advancing to the
attack.

“That means business,” said Joe; and then he
shouted the command :

“To your places, men!”

“Captain, where do I fight?”” asked Willie Live.

“You are not enlisted,” answered Joe.

“No,” said Willie; “but I’'m an American, and
can fight like a son-of-a-gun.”

“Very well,” said Joe; “you shall have a place
on the platform by my side.”

As the ingsurgents advanced against the stock-
ade, they opened a tremendous fire. The defend-
ers responded with spirit, and the report of fire-
arms became incessant and deafening.

In the midst of the tumult, Stanton and Drys-
dale came rushing forth from their prison, pale
with alarm.

“Captain Lanier,” said Stanton, “you are com-
pletely surrounded. There is no hope; you must
surrender.”

“Surrender? Never!” answered Joe.
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$stanton produced the white flag he had
brought with him, and continued:

“Your death is inevitable, and we will be mas-
sacred with you. Run up this white flag!”

He was about to raise the flag above the stock-
ade, when Joe covered him with his revolver.

“Stop!” he shouted. “Every bullet in this
weapon belongs to Uncle Sam ; but I'll spare one
to reach the heart of the wretch who tries to wave
that signal.”

“It means death at any rate,” cried Drysdale,
desperately. “I’ll chance it.”

Snatching the flag from Stanton’s hand, he ran
up the steps of the platform to wave it.

Joe sent a bullet crashing through his brain.

Then he turned to Bud Stanton.

“Stanton,” he said, ‘“we both wear the sword
of a captain. I have a long account to settle
with you. Draw, and defend yourself like a
man !”

“Very well,” said Stanton. “Since you will
have it so, come on.”

The combat that followed was of short dura-
tion,
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Before they had been fencing many minutes,
Joe found an opening, made a fierce forward
thrust, and ran his sword through Stanton’s
heart.

As Stanton sank to the ground with a groan,
Joe sprang to the platform, and took an active
part in the defense of the stockade.

In the battle that followed, Willie Live fought
like a demon. He seemed to bear a charmed life.
The bullets whizzed about him, yet he remained
unscratched.

Hatless and coatless he fought, and every time
his ritle cracked a Filipino fell.

In a few minutes his face, arms and hands be-
came 80 black with powder from his own weap-
ons that he might easily have been mistaken for
a negro.

Presently Mike Flannigan mounted to the plat-
form, and whispered in Joe Lanier’s ear:

“Captain, our ammunition is almost exhaust-
ed. What shall we do?”

“IMight the yellow devils with your bayonets,”
answered Joe.



ACROSS THE PACIFIC. 123

-l

“And with your fists and teeth, if it comes to
that,” added Willie Live.

The situation was becoming desperate, when
suddenly the ranks of the enemy parted, and they
fled in all directions, like an immense flock of
frightened birds.

What had caused this sudden panic to fall
upon them, in the very moment of victory?

It was the approach of General Anderson with
reinforcements.

The gate of the stockade was thrown open to
them, and the first one to enter it was Elsie,
mounted upon the horse General Lawton had pro-
vided.

“Is Captain Lanier here?”’ she inquired anx-
iously.

“Yes,” answered Mike Flannigan.

“Is he alive?”

“] am,” answered Joe, in person.

“Thank God!”

Joe descended quickly from the platform, and
helped her dismount.

The next moment the two happy lovers were
in each other’s arms.
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“If I only had my kodak here,” said Willie,
with an approving smile, “I’d take a picture of
this charming pair, and call it ‘Reunited’.”

THE END.
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CORSE PAYTON'S JOKE BOQK. By Corse Payton.
DRIVEN FROM HOME, By Grace Miller White.
A DESPERATE CHANCE. By Olive Harper.
FRANCESCA DA RIMINI. By George Morehead.
THE FACTORY GIRL. By Charles . Blaney.
THE FATAL WEDDING. By Louis G. Menke.
FOR HER CHILDREN’S SAXH., By Theodore Kremer.
JOE WELCH THE PEDDLER. By Grace Miller White,
“NELL GWYN.” By George Morehead. [M. Russell,
THE LITTLE CHURCH AROUND THE CORNER. By
A MIDNIGHT MARRIAGE. By Grace Miller White.
NATHAN HALE: THE MARTYR SPY. By Chas. W. Brown.
NO WEDDING BELLS FOR HER. By Grace Miller White.
ONLY A SHOP GIRL. By M. W. Stirling and C. E. Blaney,
%UEEN OF THE WHITE SLAVES. By Grace Miller White.

ACHEL GOLDSTEIN. By Grace Miller White.
ROBERT EMMET. By George Morehead.
SKY FARM. By Grace Miller White.
THE SHOW GIRL. By Olive Harper.
THE STORY OF FRANCOIS VILLON. ByGeo. Morehead
THE TWO ORPHANS. By R. D’Enne%.
THE VOLUNTEER ORGANIST. By William B. Gray.
UNCLE TOM’S CABIN. By Mrs. H. B. Stowe.
A WORKING GIRL’S WRONGS. By Hal Reid.
WEDDED AND PARTED. By Theodore Kremer.
WEDDED, BUT NO WIFE. By Grace Miller White.
WHEN WOMEN LOVE. P; Grace Miller White.
WHEN WE WERE TWENTY-ONE. By H. V. Esmond,
"WAY DOWN EAST. By Joseph R. Grismer.
A RAGGED HERO. By Grace Miller White.
WHY WOMEN SIN. By Grace Miller White.
A WORKING GIRL’S WRONGS. By Hal Reid.
A CHILD OF THE SLUMS. By Grace Miller White.
HUMAN HEARTS. By Grace Miller White.
THE CURSE OF DRINK. ]l%y Charles I£. Blaney.
FOR HIS BROTHER’'S CRIME. By Charles E. Blaney.
THE WAIFS’ PARADISE. By Howard Hall.
THE SHADOWS O1' A GREAT CITY. By Grace M. White.
THE SORCERESS. By George Morehead.

The above books are for sale by Newsdealersaand Booksellers everys

where, or they will be sent by mail, postpald, to any address for 25 cents
each, or any five books for $1.00. Address all orders Lo

J. S. OGILVIE PUBLISHING CO., 567 Rose St., New York.



A $2.99 Book for 25 Cents!

Old Secrets and New Discoveries.

Oorfaining Information of Rare Value for all Olasses, in all Conditions of Society.

It Tells all about Elecirical Psy-
chology,showing howyou
can biologize any person,
and,while under the influ-
ence, he will do anything
youmay wish him no mat-
ter how ridiculous it may

be, and he cannot help
doing it.

It Tells how to Mesmerize. Know-
ing this,you can place any
person in a mesmeric
sleep, and then be able to
do with him as you will.
This secret has been sold
over and over again for
$10.

It Tells how to make persons at
a distance think of you—
Something all lovers

el should know.

It Tells ho;alv 'you can charm those you meet and make them love you, whether they

or not.

It Tells how Spiritualists and others can make writing appear on the arm in blood
characters, as performed by Foster and all noted magicians.

It Tells how to make a cheap Galvanic Battery ; how to plate and gild without s
battery ; how to make a candle burn all night ; how to make a clock for 256
cents ; how to detect counterfeit money ; how to banish and prevent mos-
quitoes from biting ; how to make yellow butter in winter ; Circassian
curling fluid ; Sympathetic or Secret Writing Ink ; Cologne Water ; Artifl-
clal Honey ; Stammering ; how to make large noses small ; to cure drunk-
enness ; to copy letters without a press ; to obtain fresh-blown flowers in
winter ; to make good burning candles from lard.

It Tells how to make a horse appear as though he was badly foundered ; to make
a horge temporarlly lame ; how to make him stand by his food and not eat
it ; how to cure a horse from the crib orsucking wind ; how to put a young
countenance on the horse ; how to cover up the heaves ; how to make him
appear as it he had the glanders ; how to make a true-pulling horse balk ;
how to nerve a horse that s lame, etc., etc. These horse secrets are belng
continually sold at one dollar each.

It Tells how to make the Eggs of Pharo’s Serpents, from which, when lighted,
though but the size of a pea, there issues from\it a colling, hissing serpent,
wonderful in length and similarity to a genuine serpent.

lit Tells how to make gold and silver from block tin. Also how to make impros-
sions from coing. Also how to imitate gold and silver.

1t Teils of a simple and ingenfong method for copying any kind of drawing or plc-
ture. Also more wonderrul still, how to print pictures from the print itself.

It Tells how to perform the Davenport Brothers’ “ Spirlt Mysterics,” so that any
porson can astounfsh an audience, as they have done. Also scores of other
wonderful things of which we have no room to mention.

OLD SECRETS AND NEW DISCOVERIES is worth $2.00 to any person;
puat it will be malled to anv address on receipt of only 26 cents. Postage stamps
jaken in payment for it the sane as cash. Address

J. 8. OGILVIE PUBLISHING COMPANY,
Jiock Box 767, 57 ROSE STREET, NEW YORK.
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MRS. WINSLOW’S

FOR CHILDREN
TEETHING. L
Greatly facilitates the process of teething by soften-

ing the %ums and reducing all inflammation. Will
allay alff ppaadm and spasmodic action, and is

Sure to Regulate the Bowels.

CREA ay

Depend upon it, mothers, it will give rest to yourselves and

Relief and Health to your Infants,

‘We have put up and sold this article for over sixty years, and can say in confi-
dence and truth of it what we have never been able to say of any other medi-
cine: never has it failed in a single instance to effect a cure when timely used.
Never did we know an instance of dissatisfaction by any cne who used it. On
the contrary, all are delighted with its operations, and speak in terms of high-
est commendation of its magical effects and medical virtues. e
speak in this matter ** what we do know '’ after years of experience, and pledge
our reputation for the fulfillment of what we here declare. In almost every in-
stance, where the infant is suffering from pain and exhaustion, relief will be
found in fifteen or twenty minutes after the syrup is administered.
This valuable preparation has been used with never -falling
In th nds of cases. It not only relieves the child
from pain, but

Invigorates the Stomach and Bowels.

MRS. WINSLOW’S SOOTHING SYRUP corrects acidity and gives
tone and energy to the whole system. It will almost instantly relieve griping
in the bowels and wind colic. We believe it fthe best and surest
remedy in the world in all cases of

Diarrhoea in Children,

whether arising from teething or any other cause.

We would say to every mother who has a child suffering from any of the
foregoing complaints, do not let your prejudices, nor the prejudices of others.
stand between your suffering cbild and the relief that will be sure—yes, abso-
lutely sure—to follow the use of this medicine if timely used. Full directions
for using will accompany each bottle. TWENTY-FIVE CENTS A BOTTLL.

None genuine unless the fac-simlle of CURTIS &
PERKINS, New York, is on the outside wrapper. Sold
by Drugglists throughout the world.

MOTHERS |\ six1v o sest Remedy to use

for their children during the Teething period.
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OUR____
ENDEAVOR

in selling books to you, is to
have you feel that you are get
ting your monev’s worth.
We therefore desire to call your
special attention to the following

tiaty| Four Books in
You are Courting,
whick Hf You want to Court, or

You want to be Courted,
you should obtain at the earliest possible moment.

HOW TO WO0O; WHEN AND WHOM, which gives
full and interesting rules for the etiquette of courtship,
the time and place for conducting the same, and some
gcod advice as to the selection of your partner for life.

COURTSHIP AND MARRIAGE, which tells how to
win the favor of the ladies, how to begin and end a court-
ship, and how to “ Pop the Question;” and also gives full
information in regard to the invitations, gifis, ushers,
bridesmaids, conduct of the wedding cersmony, etc., etc,

THE LOVERS’ COMPANION, which gives the flirta-
tions of the handkerchief, parasol, glove, fan and napkin :
also, the language of flowers; how to kiss deliciously ; and
a cure for bashfulness. :

THE POPULAR LETTER WRITER, which tells how
to write business, social, and love letters, giving numer-
ous examples of all. ;

This valuable work, containing the four books above
mentioned, is issued in one volume under the title HOW

TO WOQ, and it will be sent to any address, postpaid, upony

receipt of 25 cents in posiage stzmps or money. Addross

J. 8. OGILVIE PUBLISHING COMPANY,
57 ROSE STREET, NEW YORK,
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‘We desire to call your attention to the rollowlng 1ist of novels written

from the Popular Plays, which are being ptresented in various parts of the

country. They contain about 200 pages each, with illustrations from the
Play, and are bound in handsome paper cover printed in five colors.

PRICE, 25 CENTS EACH.

AFTER MIDNIGHT. By Finle Fauleﬁ'

THE OHILD SLAVES OF NEW YORK. By Blaney & Hall.

CORSE PAYTON’S JOKE BOOK. By Corse Payton.

DRIVEN FROM HOME. By Grace Miller Whlte

A DESPERATE CHANCE. Olive Har

FRANCESCA DA RIMINI. By George orehead.

THE FACTORY GIRL. By Oharles Bla.nei

THE FATAL WEDDING. By Louis G. Menke.

FOR HER CHILDREN’S SAKE. By Theodore Kremer.

JOE WELCH THE PEDDLER By Grace Miller White.

“NELL GWYN.” George Morehead. [M. Russell.

THE LITTLE OHU OH AROUND THE CORNER. By

A MIDNIGHT MARRIAGE. By Grace Mlller White.

NATHAN HALE: THE MARTYR SPY. By Chas. W. Brown.

NO WEDDING BELIS I‘OR HER. By Grace Miller White.

ONLY A SHOP GIRL. By M. W. Stlrlm and C. E. Blaney.
UEEN OF THE WHITE SLAVES. race Miller White.
ACHEL GOLDSTEIN. By Grace Mll er White,

ROBERT EMMET. By George Morehead.

SKY FARM. B Gra,ce Miller White.

THE SHOW GI Olive Hari

THE STORY OF FRA COIS VIL ON. By Geo. Morehead.

THE TWO ORPHANS. By R. D’Enner vg

THE VOLUNTEER ORGANIST By illiam B. Gray.

UNCLE TOM’S CABIN. g Mrs. H Stowe.

A WORKING GIRL’S WRONGS. By Hal Reid.

WEDDED AND PARTED. By Theodore Kremer.

WEDDED, BUT NO WIFE. By Grace Miller White.

WHEN WOMEN LOVE. By Grace Miller White.

WHEN WE WERE TWENTY-ONE. By H. V. Esmond.

'WAY DOWN EAST. By Joseph R. Grismer.

A RAGGED HEROQO. By Grace Miller White.

WHY WOMEN SIN Grace Miller White.

A WORKING GIRL’S WRONGS. By Hal Reid.

A CHILD OF THE SLUMS. B Grace Miller White.

HUMAN HEARTS. B Grace iller White.

THE CURSE OF DRI My Charles E. Blane%

FOR HIS BROTHER'S ORI By Charles E. Blaney.

THE WAIFS’ PARADISE. B% ‘Howard Hall.

THE SHADOWS OF A GREAT CITY. By Grace M. White.

THE SOROCERESS. By George Morehead.

} The above books are for sale by Newsdealers and Booksellers every-
where, or they will be sent by mail, postpaid, to any address for 256 cents
each, or any five books for $1.00. Address all orders to

J. S. OGILVIE PUBLISHING CO., 57 Rose St., New York.
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