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\\'IN G raised a boY te, 7ile e -of1ilner-
NIs. Carter bad iearued that 'hn-cH (ý%huug a banner on tbe outer walls it

Ia el te go te the barni and givu a
wann.A banner is l'y is very nature,

aur advertisement of concurted effort and
Mirs. Carter believed that whenevur two or
more boys gathered together wth a set
purpose, something exceudingly unpleasant
troin an aduit pint of view, wae reasouabiy

suire tefia ppeti. She hart tried, from bis oariiest yuars, te
m a ke Eddie a gond buy but " there are such bad beys in
Riverbank," as she ofton said, " and boys will play itlî

If Mrs. Carter had bleeri able te read the Iegeud on the
white banner, sbe would have goue te the barn imme-
diateiy, ;ceting dimoe novul influences at work. The
words the banner bore in stragging letters and in a hue
only six shades iighlier than bleod, were-

PIRUT CRUE 0F THE RED DAGGER
E. CARTER, HEM> Pîau'r

Excep the Red Aveugers of the Plaine, Mrs. Carter
deddthe pirates more.>thian auy other gamne ber son

;nidlged in, Sho fuît t was ail bart for Eddie; it
coarsenued bh i, She did nt wauî him coarsened; be
wasý by nature suich a dean boy.

lui the hay-oft the ton boys hadt gathered together that
iniorning likc cnspiratore avoiding the police. Eddie
ba.d ordened theom1te ho there. Ho had planuod the affair
with is losett friend, Ernst Swartz, known btter as
i)uttch Swartz.

"W llut hey are, aren't they?" ho had iusisted.
lTbe've, got G.erminantes, hayon t they? Vour namne

is Germian itqeuf, ain't it? Xour father is a German,
,cîu*'t lho?

"Ne, ho ain't, ncithier! II's American. lie's as Ameni-
carias yenare. Ife was b)oniburejtas much as yenwae.
MIy grandfather corte front Gernmany, but that den't
inake mne Germai, doe it?"

"Wlit doui't, doe it?"
"Wihow do yen know how German evenybody in

Lewn is? 1 bt there's lot, of Grmians in town a rtare as
German as anything! 1 bt there are hundro4e cf

Gerws in town. And how weuid they ike te sce o u
tnd Slitty and Doedie and Hanky and1 al the ethen
fellere with Giirtan namres hielpîng te win this war aganst
ilhem? Hew weuld they like that, hey? I guess I know
what they would Say, "

"What would they say?"
"They'd eay yeu was tr.aitera, that'e whatl"
"WeII, what if theysaid it? WVho cares what they-say?"
"You'd rare, I guese, if they got together and said

Dutchy Swartz, he'e one cf the. traitera te the Kaiser;
hae's workin aanst us. Wu got ta, icll hini oeeof
the first w. iLI, because eo's atraiter.*'

" Geel" jaculatad Dutch Swartz. "That's what wouLd

B~ut they can't scare oid Eddie Carter! 1 can
feol 'amI" '

"Yes, but-"
"Well, wait, ca't yen? Yen gt te wait If you waat

taoheur anythiag, have't you? We'l get upapirate gang,"

«'Al it,'fyo wat te interrupt me every minute!
Heu'ca 1Ilain,li yon go interruptng-"

1 il1, do you want me te tell yen, or do't yen?I
do't care if the Germa.. oeal ye a traiter aad kil yeu.
1 don't carel'"

"Aw! Go aiead, Eddie! I we't butt i"
"Well, w'il iet up a pirate gang," said Eddie. "We'Il

Ket p a Red Dagger pirate gang, aad have it up ia my
amadall the kldsof our gang ca be inlit. Them

ermaa epies wo't suspect anything about a pirate

gangý, xiii hey! ig1 nfot!"
Dt h (onidcrced this thoughtfuliy.

Buit what about hieiping to win the war? " bc asked.
"Wh~ ge! ',idEdde."Thatswhit we'ii be doing,

ain't it? That's what t will bc for-to do those things.
We'il go abead and do them, but those old German
spîes won't know it. They'li just think we are pirates,
pirating around and sinking ships and everything. And
ail the time we'I bu Red Cros-, oniy w'll be Red Dagger.
Then you and l)oodiu and SmîttX' and Ha nky and ail the
German-name kids can be in it.

:Alright," saidErn.st. "When'llwe begin?"
"To-niorrow nmorning," said Eddie.
The call and the warning were passed in whispers and

Saturday morning the pirates gathered. They came
stealthily, pausing at the corner of the barn to glancu
hure and there before they moved around it, pausing
again at the (loor to se that no German spy was on their
trail, dartîng itiside the barn hastily. At the top of the
stairs Ernst stoppud each daring youth and put him
through a cross-examiuation.

"You wit, Smtty! You can't corneup until Ifind out
who you are," Ernst said. "What's your namne? Wherv
were you boni? How old are you? Where do you liv?"

O N CE on the duck of the ship-thu floor of the hay-
loft-the recruit was in the bauds of the pirate chief,

and was given the oath of " al-leige-le-ance. "
"Eddie!1 How did you get your hands ail paint? " his

mother demanded when he came in for noon dinner.
"You'Il neyer get it out from arouud your finger nails.
What have you beun doing? "

" Weil, I can wash it off, can't 1 ?" Eddie demanded.
"I can scrub it off wth sand, can't I? "

"lFraflot scolding you. What were you atid ail those
boys doing, this morning? "

'Weil, if we can't play a lttie in cicr ewn old hay-Ioft,
I'd liku te know where we can play," Eddie complained
sullcniy. "ia you say 'Don't run ail over the neigh-
bourheod,' and then you say-"#

"That will do!" said Mrs. Carter. "Wash your hands
adgeat your dinnier."

The iru Crue of the Red Dagger hadl a buey after-
noon. The deck plan cf the godsi Red Dagger had
te, be miarked out on the hay-loft loor with redpaInt,
leaving the four corners of the loft outside the red uines
te represent water-the brinKy deep) through which the'
sinister, low craf twae cuttng er wy-and adeadly five-
nounder had te be mounted forward. There were rut-

fasste b. shaped out of lathq, barreis of grog te be
hoisted abeard, tomato boxes and chunkee f wood to bc
carried aboard for scats for the swaggering, hardened
pirates.

"Eddie, what you got under your coat?"' Martha
asiced late ia the afternoon, when she caugbt Eddie
returning from a raid on the attic.

b ail Ig, aavesmd rage out cf the rg
bacntI caden. "I1 gueseyou ain't got te

say of ail the old rag-bage in this house.'
You let me aee what you're tôtîig out te that barn,

or l'il tell your mother on you when s e gets homne."
Reiuctaatiy Eddie showed hisloot. Martha examineçi

the rage, but found ne just cause for cernplaint. They
were serapq of red calice, part ef an old red ctton skirt,
and a mth-eaten red fiannel underehirt. A few minutes
iter they were bound around the beads of the ten
bieod-thirsty pirates.

" Shiver my timbers, mates 1" cried Eddie. "Weought
te have carrnge, lke Oid Biood-and-Bones of the Sweet

Era. eil 'e o ecope~pr 'ire, haven't yu?"
"Wt el, ou'e hi.ve camaioe soe aearrigs,

ca't we? GolsZgley eye, yeel"
Se they made arns
"*Weii, 1 gues that's ail we can do te-day," said Eddie,

as the. sun lowered and oupper time approached. ,"We

gui to put ail these things in the corner ani pile the boxes
on them, so the 01(1 German spies won't find them when
they corne snooping around. Ani Monday we got te
start doing the deed no oye must sou. Hey, mnaties ail?"

"Aye, aye, Captain! " said the murderous fine.
"Ani you'll ail bring your weapons-you know!

fwo daggers."
" Aye, aye, Captain!"
"And your-your ammunition."
" Aye, aye, Captain! "
Mrs. Carter, seeing them corne out of the barn, saw

oniy ten boys corning from tleir play. She did flot like
to annoy Eddie by speaking to him again, but she did
ask advice of ber husband that évening.

"George," she said. 'Eddie had at least a dozen
boys in the barn to-day."

" Wel, tbe barniîs stili there, isn't it?" herhusbandasked.
"Yus, but I thiuk they are playiug pirate. Eddie is se

touchy when I speak to him that I hate to do it. 1 think
ho knows ho is getting too oid for such games, and le
asbamed to be asked about it. But tbey do use such
lariguage wbun they gut together and play pirate. Not
the words, but the way tbey say them. And they think
Suc h cruel thing-murdur and shoot iug aud kiliing, and
things like that. I know it is not good for boys of their
ugo."

"I dontknow," said Mr. Carter. "I kiiid millions-
iike that-aud you married me. I rau therr through
arudthIrough! But when Iwasan Indian! Ah! I cut
the quiîvering flesh of my captives and tastod it and said,
'This le iwet!"

"George!"
" I got that out of dear oid Fenimore Cooper," ho

laughod.

N ONE the less, Mns. Carter fretted ovur the pirate
crew in the hay-ioft. After school in the afternoons

the pirate cruw gatberod there aud'tho rollicking; ibaid
songe of the toueh old sua-doge came to ber cars. Worst
of ail were thesiences, whon the songs ceased, and Mrs.
Carter imagined the pirate crcw performing unhoiy
pirate rites. Theyrmight evenbeochewing tobacco!

On Wednesday afternoon she could bear it no longer.
From the hay-Ioft wbere the good ship Red Dagger
scudded before a stiff breezo, the good old deep-eea
rbanty, " Over Thore, " was ringing witb ail the vîgour
of ton lusty chests. Mrs. Carter put down ber knitting,
and stole eut te the barn.

"Once more, mon!" seoheard Eddie order. "Got some
g o înto it this time or, shivur my blastod timbers, there'Ilbe neonioregrog for a wooki1 Now, ail together, hearties-"

Under the cover of the inging, Mrs. Carter tole up
the stairs. She put ber head just above the floor and
observed the horrid scene takiug place en the deck of
the death-sbip, Red Daggor.

Rantged in a circle on the afterdeck of the slip, the
aine blo-thirsty members of the pirate crew esat on
boxes and <hunke of wood, with their captain in their
centre. 'They were a murdereus-appearîng lot, their
heade boxind round with yod rage, their cepper earrings
ici thuir cars, their pine pistole and cutiasses stuck in their
belts, and flowing er stubbly moustaches traced on their
cruel faces wlth charcoal.

diOh, pshaw!1" exciaimed Ernst' pettishly as the sang
ended.

"What's the matter, Ben Bioedshaw?" domanded the
pirate chef. " Shiver iny timbers, don't yen know hew
te de it yet? Weil, fetch me your daggers and 1'il show
you agan."

Ben Bleedshaw arose, epat liico a pirate, and ewgered
acrosu the dock te the captaln's side, and Mre. Carer
stele noiselessly dewn the stairs,

The daggers were knitting needies and the pirate
crew of the sea-sceurge, R~ Daggo, were ioarming te
knit "wristlets" for the soldions, under the deep, dark,
daring eye of their dauntlese captaini


