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‘Stowaway

of the “Pillar of Light," “The
Wings of the Morning’ and “The
Captain of the Kansas.”

ccd@lu 1909, by Edward J. Cleds

FEER

[conTINUED.] ek

"shorf snrmt was given [0 toose wno

defled authority. 'J'be republic of Bra-
zil does not permit its criminals to be
executed, but it shows no mercy to
rebels. Manoela, of course, believed
that the Englishmen were helping the
imprisoned Dom Corria to regain pow-
er. She remembered how a mutiny
was once crushed on the island, and
her eyes streamed.

Meanwhile Luisa Gomez was touched
by the good looking soldier’s plight.

“We must try to help you, Senhor
Capitano,” she said®. *If the others are
dead or taken jou may not be
tmissed.”

He threw ‘out his hands in an elo-
quent gesture. Life or death was a
matter of complete indifference to him,
it implied.

“We shall know in the morning,” he
said. *“Have you any cigarettes?”

“But listen, senhor. Why not take
off your uniform and dress in my
clothes? You can cut off your mus-
taches and wear a mantilha over your
face, and we will zeep you here until
there is a chance of reaching a ship.
Certainly that is better than being
shot.” :

glanced at Iris. Vanity being his

i' first ‘\consideration, it is probable that
{ o~ _he uld have refused to be made
e p"

dignlous in her eyes had not a knock
he door galvanized him into a
fever of fright. He sprang up and
glared wildly around for some means
of eluding the threatened scrutiny of
a search party. Luisa Gomez flung
him a rough skirt and a shawl. He
huddled into a corner near the bed
and draped the two garments over his
head and limbs.

Then the woman unbarred the door.
A man staggered in. He was alone,
and a swirl of wind and rain caused
the lamp to flicker so madly that no
one could distinguish his features un-
til the door was closed again.

But Iris knew him. Though her
eyes were dim with tears, though the
newcomer carried a broken gun in his
bands and his face was blood stained,
she knew.

With a shriek that dismayed the oth-
er women, who could not guess that
joy is more boisterous than sorrow,
she leaped up and threw her arms
around him.

“Oh, Philip, Philip!” she sobbed.
“He told me you were dead, and I be-
lieved him!"

The manner of her greeting was de-
lightful to one who had faced death
for her sake many times during the
past hour, yet Hozler was so surprised
by its warmth that he could find never
a word at the moment. But he had
the good sense to throw aside the shat-
tered rifle and return her embrace with
interest.

When they parted in that same
squalid hut at midnight he took with
him the intoxication of her kiss. Yet
he scarpe brought himself to believe
that the night’s bappenings were real
or that they two would ever meet
again on earth. And now here was
Iris quivering against his breast. He
could feel the beating of her heart
The perfume of her hair was as in-
cense in his nostrils. She was cling-
ing to him as if they had loved
through all eternity.

San Benavides supplied a timely
fonie.

Throwing aside the rags which cov-
ered’ him, he tried to rise. Philip
caught a glimpse of the uniform, the
sheen of the naked sword. He was
about to tear himself from Iris’ clasp
and spring at this new enemy when
the Brazilian spoke.

“Mil diabos!” he cried in a rage.
#This cursed Inglez still lives, and here
am 1 posing before him like an old
hag!”

His voice alone saved him from be-
ing pinned to the floor by a man who
had adopted no light measures with
others of his countrymen during the
past half hour, as the dented gun bar-
rel minus its stock well showed. But
the captain’s mortified fury belped to
restore Philip's sanity. Lifting Iris’
glowing face to his own, he whispered:

#Tell me, sweetheart, how comes it
that our Brazilian friend is here?”

e ran away when some shots

fired,” which was rather unfair

of Iris. “He said the launch bad been
sunk by a man-of-war’—

“But he is wrong. I saw no man-
of-war. We captured the launch. By

fight my way here, and it will soon be
known that there are some of us left
on the island. I thought that perhaps

t take you back to the Grand-
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vides aitd tid bhim woar dozier had
suggested. He brightened at that and
began a voluble speech to Luisa Go-
mez. Interrupting himself, he in-
quired in French how Hozier proposed
to reach the rock.

“On a catamaran. There are two on
the beach, and I can handle one of
them all right,” said Philip.. *But
what is this yarn of a warship? When
last 1 sighted the launch she was
standing out of the barbor, and the
first clouds of the storm helped to
screen her from the citadel.”

Iris interpreted. San Benavides re-
peated his story of the rockets. In her
present tumult the girl forgot the
touch of realism with regard to the
firing that he bad heard. Certainly
there was a good deal of promiscuous
rifle shooting after the departure of
the launch, but warships use cannon
to enforce their demands, and the
boom of a big gun had mot woke the
echoes of Fernando Noronha that
night. Philip deemed the present no
time for arg t. He despised San
Benavides and gave no credence to
him. Just npow the Brazilian was an
evil that must be endured.

Luisa Gomez promised to help in
every possible way. Her eyes sparkled
at the sight of gold, but the poor wo-
man would have assisted them out of
sheer pity. Nevertheless the gift of
a couple of sovereigns, backed by the
promise of mapy more if her husband
devoted himself to their service, spur-
red her to a frenzy of activity.

There was not a moment to be lost.
The squall bad spent itself, and a peep
through the chinks of the door showed
that the moon would quickly be in evi-
dence again. It was essential that
they should cross the channel while
the scattering clouds still dimmed her
brightness, so Mauoela and ber mother
collected such store of food and milk
and water as they could lay hands on.
Well laden, all tive hastened to the
creek, and Hozler, Iris and San Bena-
vides boarded the larger of the two
catamarans.

When the catamaran rounded the
last outlying crag and they were all
straining their eyes to find the sentinel
pillars they became aware that a
small boat was being pulled cautiously
toward them from the opposite side
of the rock.

Iris gasped. She heard Hozier mut-
ter under his breath, while San Bena-
vides revealed his dismay by an oath
and a convulsive tightening of the
hands that rested on the girl's shoul-
ders.

Hozier strove with a few desperate
strokes of the paddle to reach the shad-
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‘| Coke.

“Then there really was a warshipi®
murmured Irjs. |

“Hal” said San Benavides, and his
tone was almost gratified, for he had
gathered that Hozier was skeptical
when told of the rockets. But in that
respect at least he was not mistaken.
A man-of-war had entered the road-
stead, and her powerful lamp was now
scouring sea and coast for the miss-

g wunch. And in that moment of
fresh peril it was forgotten by all but
one of the men who bhad survived so
many dangers since the sun last gilded
the peak of Fernando Noronha that
were it not for Iris having been left
behind and Philip’s mad plunge over-
board to go to her and the point blank
refusal of the Andromeda’s captain
and crew to put to sea without an
effort to save the pair of them the
launch would not now be hidden be-
hind the black mass of the Grand-pere
rock,
J 1

s CHAPTER XL
ON THE HIGH SEAS

GAIN did thatawe inspiring wand

of light describe a great arc in

the sky. But it was plain to

be seen that it sprang from an

altered base. The warship was in mo-
tion. She was about to steam around
the group of islands. {

Boat and catamaran raced at once
for the launch. A babel of strange
oaths jarred the brooding silence.
Alarm, almost panic, stirred men’s
hearts and bubbled forth in wild
speech. TUnder pressure of this new
peril the instinct of self preservation
burst the bonds of discipline.

“Me for the tall timbers, maties. It's
each \one for hisself now.” |

“Aye, aye!” came the chorus, “Shove
her ashore! Give us a chanst there.
We've none at sea.”

Dom Corria, being something of &
fatalist, did not interfere, He drew
San Benavides aside. I

“All is ended!” he said quietly. “We
shall never see Brazil again, Salvador
meu! Carmela must find ancther lover,
it seems.” !

It was left to Hozler to solve a prob-
lem that threatened to develop into &
disastrous brawl. Danger sharpens a
brave man's wits, but love makes him
fey. To succor Iris was now his sole
concern. He swung a couple of the
excited sallors out of his way and
managed to stem the torrent of Coke's
futile curses. |

“Give in to them!" he cried eagerly.
“Tell them they are going ashore im
the creek. That will stop the racket.
If they listen to me I can still ind &
means of escape.” i

“Avast yelpin’, you swabs!” bellowed

“D'ye want to let every bally
sojer on the island know where you
are? We're makin' for the creek. Will

' [!] that please you? Now, Mr. Norrie, let

ows of the passage before the catse
maran was seen by the boat's oceu-
pants. He might bave succeeded. But
there was even a greater probabllity
that the unwieldy catamaran might be
caught by the swell and dashed side-
long against one of the half submerged
rocks that thrust their black fangs
above the water.

Happlly they were spared either al-
ternative. At the very instant that
their lot must be put to the test of
chance Coke’s hoarse accents came to
their incredulous ears. .

“Let her go, Olsen,” he was growlk
ing. “We've a clear course now, an’
that infernal moon will spile every-
thing if we're spotted.”

In this instance hearing was bellev-
ing, and Philip was the first to gueas
what had actually occurred.

“Boat ahoy, skipper!” he sang out in
a joyous hail

Coke stood up. He glared bard at
the reef.

“Did ye ‘ear it?” he cried to De
Sylva. “Sink me, 1 "ope I ain’t a-copy-
in' pore ole Watts, but if that wasn't
Hozler's voice I'm goln’ fotty,” |

“It's all right, skipper,” said Phifip,
sending the catamaran ahead with a
mighty sweep. “Miss Yorke is here—
Captain San Benavides too.
sure you would look for us if you
cleared the harbor safely.” i

Then Coke prociaimed his-sentiments
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4{&keep & for a

her rip!”

The head of the launch swung to-
ward the protecting shadows. Hozler
seized the precious respite. He spoke
loudly enough that all should hear,
and he began with a rebuke.

“I am sorry that those of us who are
left should have disgraced the fine rec-
ord set up by the Andromeda's crew
since the ship struck,” he said. “Your
messmates who fell fighting would
hardly believe St. Peter himself if he
told them that we, were on the verge
of open mutiny. I am ashamed of
you. Let us have no more of that sort
of thing. Sink or swim, we must pull
together.”

“Bully for you!"” said the man who
had suggested tree climbing as an ex-
pedient.

“Shut up!” was the wrathful an-
swer. “You've made plenty of row al-
ready. I only hope you have not at-
tracted attention
on the island.
You may not
bhave been heard
owing to the dis-
turbance on the
other side, but no
thanks to any of
you for that, Our
skipper’'s first no-
tion was to put
to sea. Wasn't
it natural? Do
you want to be
hunted over Fer-
nando Noronha
at daybreak? But
he would have
seen the useless-
ness of trying to
slip the cruilser
before the launch
had gone a ca-
ble's length. Now, here is a scheme that
strikes me as workable. At any rate,
it offers a forlorn hope. There is a
sharp bend in the creek just where the
tidal water ends. I fancy the launch
will float a little higher up, but we
must risk it. We will take her in, qn-
ship the mast, tie a few boughs and
vines on the funnel, and not twenty
searchlights will find us.”

A rumble of approving murmurs
showed that he had scotched the drag-
on. He gontinued rapidly:

“No vessel of deep draft can come
close in shore from ‘the east. The
cruiser will have the Grand-pere rock
abeam within -an hour, but to make
sure two of you will climb the ridge
and watch her movements. The rest
will load up every available inch of
space with wood and water and food.

Ny

“snuT UP!” WAS THE
ANSWER.
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N order to give some recognition to
men who have done so much to
build up its fine record of effi-

clency, the Canadian Pacific has de-
cided on & new pelicy which should
attract wide interest. Hitherto on
this continent rallway locomotives
have been identified by numbers only
~—a practise which has prevailed efse-
where except on certain English rail-
ways. On the Great Eastern, for in-
stance, one famous engine was called
after the chairman of the company
“Claud Hamfilton.” On the Great
fWestern Railway, the shield over the
great driving wheel carries a distinc-
tive name—thus the glant of the
“Btar” class Is called “The Great
Bear,” there is a “Knight” class, in
which the “Knight of the Garter” is
conspicuous, while one well known
engine is named “King Edward.” On
the London and North Western Rail-

Heroes Of

The Road.

mway one of the most powerful locomo- B

tives is named after the Greek hero
#Achilles.”

! The Canadian Pacific believes that
it is not necessary to go back to
anclent Greece to find the names of
its heroes. They are among us to-
day, driving through the flerce bliz-
zards of our Canadian winter the
feeight trains laden with supplies for
the Allles, or the lighter but speedier
passenger trains on the Imperial

Highway which links Atlantic with §

Pacific. Take for
Wilson, one of the most popular en-
gineers on the Wastern Division, who
won his reputation on the old Prince
Albert Branch, famousifor having no
water but lots of snow. Bronco is
the cowpuncher of the “irom horse"”

and would consicer it the biggest dis-
grace out of jail to let an engine die|
on the road, and If his engine was|
badly stalled would draw off the fires

put slabs ou the top of the hot Zrates!
and in spite of the blinding /steam |
caulk the tubcs and light the (engine |
up again. Achiiles. the greatest of
the heroes of anclent Greere, sat sulk- |
ing in his tent because As',am.emnmp
took one of his slaves. The lack of a
maid would certainly not preveat al
C. P. R. engineer from driving his
locomotive to White River at 60° be-

low zero, with the wind against bim |
blowing fifty miles an hour.. “Ro-|
mance is dead.” says the pessimists. |
“No," says the C. P. R, with Rudyard
Kipling

“All unseen,
the 9:15.”

It has, therefore, been decided to|
name certain of the Canadian Pacific
locomotives after the englneers, who
by meritorious conduct or by acts-of
special bravery have, in the opinion
o’ the management, earned the right|
to special distinction. Some of these
names may even be taken from the
92 engineers who are on the pension
list—men like Ash. Kennedy, who
grew up with the west and ran en-
gines when the C. P. R. was still lay-
ing tracks across the prairies—a big
man physically, mentally and moral-
ly, commarnding the respect both of
the men and of the big offictals—the
father of the western engineers, apd,
now Assistant Grand Chief of the
Brotherhood. Other names may be
taken from those who have plsse,d
away into the land where there is no
longer need of railways—such, for in-
stance, as Dave Bowker, Identified
particularly with No. 920. who for
thirty-four years drove his engine
without a black mark against his
record. ~Then again there are heroes

Romance brings up

instance Bronco J§

The late Dave Bowker. ; »

late to stop his train, Nerman Wight
ran along the pilot and by leaning for-
ward lifted it out of harm's way just
ir time. This earned the medal of
the Royal Humane Society, and sure-
!y earns the right to name an engine

There are other C. P. R. engineers
still on duty who~have done good
werk and whose names may soon be
commemorated on some giant high
type passenger engine. They are to
be found on every division from St.
Jehn, N.B., to Vancouver, B.C,, men
flercely loyal to their Company and
to their President, Lord Shaughnessy,
whom they know as the man who al-
ways gave the Brotherhood a square
deal. The names of these men may
not be known to the general public
for often the engineer's best record is
to be never heard of, and they them
selves are the last. men to seek the
limelight. Take, for instance, Jack
Hartney, so skillful in starting that
the passenger does not know the train
is moving til! he looks out of the win-
dow. Jack Smith. on the run betwean
Ottawa and Montreal. {s another
notable chartcter. I[n the days when
the C. P. R. and the Grand Trunk
used to race between these two cities
Jack always claimed that he never
raced, but at the same time that he
was never left behind.

On the other side of the Continent
are Alf, Solloway, a veteran who join-
ed the C. P. R. thirty years ago and
knows Cascade Canyon like a book;
Lew Patrick, the safe man of the
Selkirks., who in the old days before
Rogers Pass was tunnelled, when the
C. P. R. in winter did sometimes have

siides, was sahd to be able to smell a [\\'llh any pooling =
Willis Arm-ite have one engine at

slide ten miles away;

Bronco Wilson, there is Con Leary,
nicknamed the President—openhand-
ed, big hearted and always on time;
and John Pascoe, 1009 efficlent as an
engineer, never known to have an en-
gine failure, the man who made the
success. of the Cross Plough. Billy
Woods i further east, a sky pilot in
overalls with strong moral influence
on his fellows. Alph. Bilble and
Georga Leach are rallway leaders in
Outario, evach of them steady as a
clock. In Quebec there is Arthur
Charlebois—known as the Snow Man,
who caun buck a snowdrift when no
one else can. Mate te him is Harry
Leclerc, known as Bronze Buck, &
French-Canadian worthy of his race
and always on time,

Over two thousand locomotives run
ir the Canudian Pacific service, with
over two thousand engineers. It is
not the intention to name every loco-
motive at once, but only those in
passenger service, and to keep each
name as a privilege and a .reward.
The idea is one which should appeal
to every man who knows the value of
personality in sgood rallroading. It
appeals to the C. P. R. because it will
make for efficiency and encourage
that csprit de corps which iz the key-
note of the whole Canadian Pacifie
System. The engineer does not thitk

{te him.

of his locomotive merely as a ma.
chine. [t {s something almost human
“She's a good engine” you
hear one call to a passing conductor.
“but full of hard luck.” @[t takes an
engineer months to master the peculi-

|arities of a new locomotive, and for

that reason he is not much in love:
tem, preferring
any rate “‘as-

strong. another mountain man wnhfsigned" to him—an engine that he

eyes that hardly needed

the head- |can almost call his own,

Were he to

like Norman Wight, compelled by ill-|light to see through the dark can- know that his favorite ragine would
health tgp forsake his engine but pros-|vons, and Dan Murphy, of the Crow's |eventually bear his own name, surely

perous now In another business. See-|

Nest, a biz man in a big locality. On

he would take greater pride than ever

ing one day & child on the track tooitne prairies, besides such men as|in work well dones

HAVE YOU BEEN.TODOC/NATURE, WAR STRAIN SPECIALIST? _

How can we win clear of Fer &
Noronha without fuel? It is a hun-
dred to one that the launch would not
steam twenty miles on her present
coal supply. PBuch as it is, we must
emergency, even if we
are compelled to tear-up the deck and
dismantie the cabin.”

“Tuiks like a book!” snorted Coke.

Hoxler was coolly reminding them of
those Vital things which frenzy had
falled wholly to take into account
Confidence was reporn ip, thew . =

(Contiued fhext week)

“ busy to take a holiday.

Poa! at Banff

‘S\mmming

On Le¥e Loose ¢ & ®
recreation behind the firinz lines;
and every train should bri
tors to Evangeline's apple-sweet An-
napolis Valley, trout streams’ New
Drungwick with its golf links 2t St.
Andrews-by-the-Sea, to the silvery
lakes and streams of Quebec «\ll;‘
Ontario, to the Canadian Pacific
Rockies, and their thcusands of
square miles of Alpine 5, where
tralls lead up to the
‘where thousands
'hotels at Banff, I
qand Glacier. The stream

) t of tourist
‘traffic flows out to Vunce

r Island

“These are war times, and I'm too ]othorwlae a month at a holiday re- |82d on to Alaska, the Laad of the

day and night, and [ have not the
energy for a holiddy,” said a business
mean who in addition to his own of-
ficce work attended each week a
dozen or more patriotic and war
commities meotings.

No wonder that in time the doctor
was sent for, and ordered him to a
sanitorium, ¢ s

He did not reptember the headling
that he wrote in his sehool ecopy-

book: “A stiteh in time saves nine,”

I work all |sort would have saved him a year of

Il health. Nature is the one great
healing physiclan for the tlradgmd
overworked, and pature Is always
best when using prevemtatives. She
cures, too, but she prevents {n all
c:un where a breakdown Is threaten-
ed. , g
Hollday resorts
at their brightest fuﬂncluly, Angust
and Sentember. - The hard working
home - fighter needs leave as much

a3 the soldjer ngeds his perfod of |

¢ this country are

Midalght Sun.
In spite of wer cc
still retaing 70od sc
1

| sengers on her

bécome simpler, a

content sometimes w &n upper
berth, while the regulations of tha
Food Bpard are rigidly obse 2
the dining cars, but' the Lesl'y ve.
sort Is rocogunized not as 4 Iv e
but as a necessity, and Ca "2
summer travel promises to be ac .

tve ww ever. . - 3
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