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Edith Stevens, lovely girl rum runner, in her new article tells how

the rum running life gets a hold on her—how a flaming desire |

comes over her to fling her whole soul into the tempestuous

|

game of rum running—Exhilaration comes to her as she hears,
|

the stealthy noise of the ship’s cargo . being

loaded—She |

watches the captains of the small boats “tally” with Cassese |
the mysterious packages that are whisked softly from one boat

to another.

and Edith feel

Cassese calls her to take tally—one of the events
that established her as Queen of the Rum Runners—Antonio |

they are now bound together by a common

tie that puts them at bay against the rest of the world.

Agaisnt, The World

nowhere. Again the monotonous count
of packages began. -~

The captain of the second schooner
seemed rather surprised when he heard
a woman checking, but he asked no
| questions, and 1 made no explanations.
I was always giving people surprises.
Cassese came on deck to see that all
was weil. He coached me to speak a
trifie louder, as he wished to go below
again and still be able to bear the
tally.

Still a third schooner drew along-
side and: three o'clock in the morning
arrived before the last package was
handed to our boat. Then all three
schooners left the harbor. 1 felt as
though I had accomplished something
extremely remarkable.
tally without a mistake.

The Gfecn'-Eyed Monster.
I had expected Cassese to pat me on
the shoulder and compliment me. In-

I had made

intoxicated state, had become enraged.
He forgot himself as he answered
hotly:

“] had Sam cook the fish. He was
the one who did it.” Then the steward

he did not relish
socially,

true Italian fashion,
my even speaking to any man,
other than himself.

| Our chef, a southern cool, had
i taken on too much liquor during the

gtomach Trouble/
“ndigestion”

Relieved By

Burdock Blood Bitters

The sufferer from dys ia, indiges-
{on or other stomach troubles who‘l::s!
o pick and choose his food is the most
‘miserable of all mankind.

said a word that wasn’t nice.

Up jumped Cassese with
flush on his face.
steward and fairly growled at him.

“What do you meah by using such a
word in Miss Stevens’ presence? How
dare you! Il show you how to con-
duct yourself.” With these words he
picked up the fish and 1 thought he
was going to throw the fish in the
steward’s face.

“Don’t, don’t! Be careful!” T said
quickly rising from the table and going
over to where he stood.

Antonio refrained from throwing the
fish in the steward’s face, but he did

| day. He was not up to his standard
that night, or morning. Cassese, still
persisting in abstaining from food, did
not know, that the fish was as raw
‘and the potatoes half done. I did not
'wish to call attention to the kind of
|food that was being served me, but
|T simply could not eat it. I have a
'very delicate appetite at best. Cas-
sese, noting my inability to eat, asked
me:
“Aren’t you going to eat?
the matter?”
| “Nothing is the matter,” I said, “I
. just sdem to have lost my appetite.”
| “Isn’t the fish all right?” he queried.

a deep

What is

He glared at the|

Even the little that is eaten causes
{ fmuch torture, and is digested so im-
iperfectly it does but little good. ~
+ Before you can eat heartily and en-
Joy your food, you must put you
‘stomach right so that it will manufac-|
fure its own digestive ferments.
Mr. Wm. Kruschel, Morden, Mgn,,
writes:—“ Some time ago I had qui
a serlous case of stomach trouble, ?ndl-
igestion. I codld scarcely eat -nything,[
joutside of some light food, and even
jthen I generally had pains after each.
jmeal. I tried many different mea
nes, but without any improvemen?®
d had almost given up hope of ever
gein well, A neighbor recommended
urdock Blood Bitters, and after using
4t a short time I felt much better, s
I continued to use it until I was com-

stead he seemed to take it for granted |
and gave me heither a smile nor a
word of praise. Later I learned that
he had become a bit jealous of me,
owing’ to 'the spell 1 was said to have |
woven about the minds of certain of |

My ExperﬁienceS as Queen of The
Rum Runners

etely relleved. I can honestly say|
that B. B, B. has done wonders {
me after all other medicines failed.”
; B. B. B. is put up only by The T.
Milburn Co,, Limited, Toronto, Ont.

BY EDITH STEVENS

1V,

Once 1 knew the true character of
Antonio Cassese’s business, the source
of his wealth, instead of getting fright-
ened and wanting to go home to
mother, 1 became possessed with the
desire to fling my whole soul into this
dangerous game — rum-running.  Al-
most from the beginning I had an am-
bition to become queen of the rum-
runners.

I never shall forget my first exhil-
aration at hearing a rum cargo being
taken aboard mysteriously, almost
noiselessly. Like any first offender, I
was being constantly annoyed by.surg-
ing doubts, misgivings and qudlms of
conscience.

1 remember refusing to admit even
to myseif the illicit character of our
undertgkings. Constantly I would say
to myself that we were not actually
outside the law. Indeed, I never have
admitted and never will admit that I
did not do the right thing. 3

We had been in Nassau” five daysd
We were staying with the Ambrasters,
very wealthy wholesale liquor dealers.
I cannot say that I relished my sur-
rounding. Not that the Ambtasters
were not kind to me, but the compan-
ionship of the members of the house-
hold bored me. I craved action. I
wanted to get into the thick of it.

The fifth day of our sojourn was
particularly gloomy. “The skies were
turned inside out with rain and fog,
thunder, lightning, rain and more rain.
Cassese had advised me to stay at home
with an elderly woman. Rain and an
old woman were two companions that
never were meant for me.

Cassese, Mr. Ambraster and the
members of our crew went to the water

front at nine o'clock. It was quite dark

by ndw, except for occaslonal fitful
flashes from the sky. I rebelled at

staying home. Puttlng on a sou'-
wester, a slicker that was built for a
two hundred pound man, also a pair
of hip boots, cast aside by one of Mr.
Ambraster’s helpers, I followed Mr.
Cassese and our party. Antonio per-
mitted me to go on board on the prom-
ise that I would seclude myself in the
salon and pead a book.

I did y little reading. Possibly
the book was not an interesting one.
Very soon I heard a npise on deck.
Eighteen-year-old girls sometimes for-
get their promises. I. went on deck.
Sometimes my rivals have referred to
me as being a “cat,” but curiosity
hasn’t killed me yet. Not a light was
on the boat except in the salon, where
I had dropped my most uninteresting
book. The moon had come out by now
and the storm was subsiding. As my
eyes became accustomed to the semi-
gloom, I could make out a schooner to
which our vessel was lashed alongside.,
Nor were there any lights 'on the
schooner. It was a weird situation. I
asked no questions, but merely ob-
served everything I could.

Ten men were lined on the starboard
of the schooner facing our port. Op-
posite them was a line of ten of our
men, ten dim figures facing dim figures.
There was a rumble of packages being
transferred from the men on the
schooner to) those on our boat. The
only distinet sound 'was a deep whis-
pered counting by Cassese:—

“One, two, three, fuur, five, six, seven,
eight, nine, ten, tally !”

Again and again this was said. Over
and over almost monotonously with
one man counting and then another
man on the schooner counting, and the

TWO PICTURES OF EDITH

STEVENS.

mysterious sibilant word at the end of
each ten counts:— .
,“ley.” /

My First Post,

- Presently I went back to the salon,
fearful that I might Interfere unwit-
tingly” in this procedure. But to my
surprise 1 soon was summoned to the
deck by Antonio to keep tally while he
watched the storing away. This shows
how sharp his eyes were. Notwith-|
standing his duties during the tally-|
ing, he had caught a glimpse of me on
deck while I had thought myself un-
observed by anyome. He seemed to
take it for granted that I had learned
how to tally during my short period of
spying. Later I learned that the®dys-
tem of tallying it an extremely deli-
cate one. Rum dealers, selling or buy-
ing, are ever on the alert to steal or
cheat even so little as one package of
the precious goods. Indeed, I have
seen desperate fights start when one
party or the other would be accused
of a wrong count. I have seen knives
and other display of temper all arising
from fancied or real insults regarding
the tally. .
Cassese went below. For hours into
the dead of night I stood—a woman
between two crews. This was the be-
ginning of a career that led me to my
accession “to a spectacular position,
queen of the rum-runners. N
Swiftly the packages were passed
Not once was my tally questioned. 1

grew desperately tired, but I was, in-

trigued by the subtle mystery that

felt subconsciously, rather than recog-
| I knew instinc-
tively what was in the packages, yet 1
did not want to ask or to know what
was in them. Thus again I was en-
deavoring to hoodwink my then sus-

nized by what I saw.

ceptable conscience.

The schooner emptied her store and
silently moved on. To my amazement
a second schooner tied alongside, mov-
ing out of the shadows, seeniingly from
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1lishment. He even refused to eat with
me. When I sought an explanation of
this hc gave me to understand that he
had quit eating altogether.

Meanwhile T could hear music, a
chorus of native voices. This added
to the’ bizarre events of the strange
night. Never had I heard anything
like it. The voices were those of the
deep throated West Indians who had
passed the cargoes of rum to our ship.
Their labors done, the seal of silence
had been lifted from their lips. It
sounded like a welling hymn of tri-
umph. I listened intently, almost for-
getting Cassese and his petulant be-
havior to me. To my astonishment I
could make out the words of an old
English song::

«Jt's the rich as tykes the pleasure.

It's the-poor as gets the blame.
-It's the same the whole world over;

Ain't it all ‘a bloomin’ shame.”

These natives, I was told, had learn-
éd the song from their British em-
ployers. The more they can sing, the
more work these natives can do.
Fainter and fainter as their boats
tacked ‘out to sea came their light-
hearted melody. I stood beside Cas-
sese and I' could see as morning was
breaking that he was enraptured by
the fantastic mood of the singers.
Both of us were inspired by the
beauty of the waning night.

Now ' we were contraband. Cas-
sese had plunged a fortune into his
boat and its carge. Now the world

1 nst us. There was indeed a

was agai
partners in our foneliness. Cassese
seemed to forget his boyish disapproval
of the many courtesies showered upon
me by men of the island.

He looked at'me and smiled with all
his old time magnetism.

“Are you as game as ever?” he ask-

d.

“Yes,” 1 smiled back. And I was.
But how much this gameness was to
be tested in the next few days!

I was desperately tired after the
taking of the tally. I had not eaten
for ten hours. hile we had been
| standing listening to the singing, and
straining our tired eyes.into the night,
Cassese had ordered the steward to
cook some red snappers that he had
caught that day.

Although Cassese had told me he
didn’t intend to eat, he sat down to
the table with me. Cassese mentioned
the fact that he was hastening our de-
parture to get away from one of the
men with whom I had been talking on
the island .about subjects agreeable to
girls reared in luxurious surgoundings.
I didn’t really recall much about the
man, nor did I remember that he had
| been overly courteous and attentive to
me. Indeed, Cassese had been present
at all the conversations. But, in his

the men folk fn the Ambraster estab- '

d between us. We were

|

/

at I will |barely graze him as he hurled it out
into the ocean—plate and all.

More food was brought. I had just
finished eating and had gone out on
deck when frightful screams were
heard issuing up from the scullery.
The next minute we heard Sam call
wildly :

“Mr. Cassese! Mr. Cassese! He's
going to kilt me, he’s going to kill
me!l” .

Admidst his terrifying screams, up
came Sam, almost falling on to the
deck, the whites of his eyeballs roll-
ing about in deadly fear. :

Sem was only a boy and mpch
smaller than the steward. Cassese was
infuriated by ‘the idea of the steward
striki; him. I couldn’t stop Cas-
sese. own the stairs he rushed. I
followed pell-mell, hoping to quiet the
disturbance. 1 didn’t know what
might happen if Cassese struck the
steward. I was afraid it would end
in a terrible brawl all over the boat. -

But nothing could stay Antonig.
Just as I got down after him, I saw
him wallop the steward. The steward
fell from the scillery into the pantry.

Cassese came back with me onto the
deck where I tried to quiet his nerves.
It was a relief to see that the crew
thought Mr. Cassese to @ in the right.
But whatever they thought — they
would do a lot of thinking before they
objected t¢ anything that Antonio
Cassese @d: - And let it be said to his
credit that he was as quick to praise
as he was to blame. For this the men
admired him.

By this time we were well out to
sea. Above us the clouds were con-

“Yes. but I don’t believe th
eat it”

“Y don’t believe you,” he said reach-
ing over and tasting the fish. Antonio
was forever trying to encourage me to
eat because I weighed so little. After
tasting the fish he made a wry face
and muttered::

“No wonder you don’t eat it. It's
hardly cooked at all. I will tell the
steward to put it back on the stove
again, but in the meantime you can
eat some of the potatoes.”

Of course, I couldn’t \eat those, as
they, too, were far from being dome.

“What's the matter with the pota-
toes?” again he queried.

“Nothing, nothing,” I answered fear-
mi lest he become angry. Already
I had noticed him ring ferociously
for the steward. :

So then Antonio tasted the pota-
toes! e

Sam, the little colored mess boy, ‘E_
peared in the door-way. Antonio, who
made more noise than anything else
(you know the kind of a man who
does that, who has everybody try-
ing to please him down to the slight-
est detail), sald gruffly to Sam:

“What do you mean by serving such
food?” : ‘

Sam stuttered and mumbled:

“Jt was the steward, who cooked
the fish and potatoes. ' It ain’t my
fault. And if I tell ' about it—
he—will get mad at me#-

The steward, a white yoan from the
south, and the coloréd boy were al-
ways at daggers’ points.  Cassese
commended sternly:

“Tell the steward to come here.”

Sam disappeared and the steward
entered the salon. He was intoxicated:
Cassese for many reasons was “on
edge.”. He repeated his questions to
the steward.

“What do you mean by serving such
food? he continued, “Take. this back
to the kitchen and cook it again. And
never again let ‘fne se€ you .prepare
such. food for th§s table. Now, mind
you keep yourself in such condition
that you are able to cook.!

At this speech, the steward in his

gregating, s
(Copyright 1928 By The Bell Syn-
dicate, Inc.)

Next week Miss Stevens tells how
Antonio’s failure to keep an appoint-
ment for breakfast upon her return to
New York gave her a dreadful pre-
monition. A newspaper headline—
“Millionaire  Rum Runner Captured,
Ship Seized.”—told the story. Fran-
tically she called all the jails in Long
Island, and finally located Casscse.

Made in Canada
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Haley Bros., & Go., Ltd.
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Street
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anada Pn |
Your Home

It means a better looking and a
‘longer lasting job

Durability and good appearance characterize CANADA
PAINT. .

“Elephant Brand” Pure White Lead is the pigment basis
of this “Paint of Merit.” The other ingredients are pure
linseed oil, a small quantity of pure zinc, the necessary
coloring material and drier—all ground together by
powerful machinery, ucing a paint of wonderfn
durability and beautiful coloring— CANADA PAINT,
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COVERING CAPACITY

One gallon of Canada paint will furnish two coats on
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Sun Varnish

For all interior or ex-
terior work.

The two CP. Varnishes
that cover every

requirement of
home varnishing
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BACK ACHED
TERRIBLY

Mrs. McMahon Tells How She
Found Relief by Taking Lydia E.
Pinkham's Vegetable Compound

Chatham, Ont.—*I took Lydia E.
Pinkham’s Veégetable Com for a
run-down condition after the birth of
my baby boy. ' I had terrible pains and
backache, and was tired and weak, not
fit to do my work and care for my three
little children. One day I received your
little book and read it, and gave up tak-
ing the medicine I had and began taking
the Vegetable Compound. I feel mutﬁx
better now and am not ashamed to tefll
what it has done for me. I recommeld
it to any woman I think feels as I do.””
—Mrs. J. R. McMaHOR, 168 Harvey
St., Chatham, Ont.

Lydia B. Pinkham’s Vegetable Com-

go\md, made from roots and herbs, has
ornearly fifty yearsbeenrestoringsick,
ailing women to health and strength. It
relieves the troubles which ecause such
symptoms &8 backache, pain riods,
{rregularities, tired, worn-out feelings
mdnervoumou.'l‘hfsmuhownu ainand
again by such letters as Mrs. McMahon
writes, as well as by one worhan telling
another. These women know, and are
willing to tell others, what it did for
them; therefore, it is surely worth
your trial.

‘Women who suffer should write to the
Lydia E.Pinkham Medicine Co.,Cobour
Ontarlo, for a free copy of Lydia E.
Pinkham’s Private Text-Book upol
i Ajlments Peculiar to Women.”” ©
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DIES READING OBITUARY

Binghampton Woman Ex
Hearing of Brother’s

es After
eath,

Binghampton, N. Y. April 28—
Reading a newspaper account of the
sudden death from heart failure of her
brother, Charles E, Mahon, Mrs. Mary
Bissel, aged 89, of this city, dropped
dead.

Minard’s Liniment for Coughs and
Colds, : S

BY STEAMSHIP AND RAIL

CANADIAN' 7
‘PACIFIC

SUBURBAN SERVICE—LOCAL
TIME

Effective May Ist.
! Daily Except Sunday Ualess Otherwise
! - Stated

ST. JOHN—WELSFORD

Departures From St. John:

119 9.15 a.m.—Sunday only, frst
trip May 13. Trips
thereafter leave
10.156 a.m.

.128 9.18 am.—-

.125 1.15 p.m.—Sat. only in May:
Wed. and Sat. in
June. Daily except
Sun. after July I.

.105 5.15 p-m.—

. 127 6.15 p.m.—

. 129 10.20 p.m.—

WELSFORD—ST. JOHN
Arrivals at St, John:
.124 7.45a.m.—
.106 8.45a.m.—
. 126 11.50 a.m.—
0.128 4.25 p.m.—Sat. in May; Wed.
and Sat. in June.
Daily except Sun.
after July 1.
.120 7.05 p.m.—Sun. only, first trij}’
May 18. Trips |
thereafter arr. 8.05
p.m. s
No. 180 9.05 p-m.—

G, BRUCE BURPEE, Dist. Pass. Agt-

No.

The new Doric, famous
Regina, superb Megantic
and popular Canada pro-
vide unsurpassed service
for travellers whodemand
the best at moderate cost.
Comfort and satisfaction for
every passenger have made
White Star - Dominion service
famous. Saturday sailings.
White Star, Red Star and
* American Line regular sailings
from New York to Europe.
NAGLE & WIGMORE,
347 Prince William Street,
St. John, or Local Ageats.

WHI1 STAR
DOMINION LINE




