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that launcli off. 1 can recoiiect how 1 Put It out of
my mlnx ,>n the way Up the pior.

1 liadn't had a chance tili thon ta see who my Pas-
sengers were or what thoy looked like. But mast
then, ln the clark, 'with only the swing of the lantern
moving a-round!, I came up close to thle girl. 1 just
saw one thing about ber. It waa lier syes.

IT was ber eyes, mate. Dead men's fingons!I
nover saw 8ucli syes bei are on any' living thing-

animal or woman. Tbey were nearly black, with long
lashes, and the eyoi>rows was like a picturo, and
ths fiosb botween those brows and the lashes was
full and curre! and rounded and! soft and smoolli.
And! thon tbere 'wero thoso eyes. Tbey were a mile
deep, mate, lîke the dlean water off Nassau Reef.
There was Just that fillk af light
that showed lem ta me, and they
ýwere big and trusting and perfect
lilce no eyes you ever saw. Tbey
belonged with a chuld's he-ant. 1
seen it iii that second. And when
I gai op ta my camp, 1 macle Up my
bei! fi-ssi for bier and tooli my
lanten. outside and put the lattb
on the door as if she'd been my___
own daughter. ý

1 saw when 1 got out8ido that
the storm bad, pounced down on
us like a hawk. 1 heard the palins ¶
whistle and rattle ln thie wind. it à -

was coid. The tido in the channel
lad begun ta tuinîle and the
nortber bail shut off the stars like
you'd wipe out aparks witli a swcep
af a wet mop.

1 calied ta the feller who'd corne
wltb the girl. He hadn't sad mucli
and! ho came ta the door of t-hat
ather shack what 1 use for a kit-
doen and %tood wnit4ng whi'le I was,
trying to Ilight lhe lamp.

"Stnger," I sali!, "you've lest
yaur boat."

'Il reckon sa," he sali!, calm and
cool as a fresb kingflsh ln the Ice
barrel. "But you needn't cail me
straniger."

.When he spoke like Iliat, 1 iooked
at his figjure-n and graceful.

"If tbis Is Spongecalte Key, then
you're Pîndar Rowe," ho said»
"'Yau ol! reprobate. Holid up the
lamp. Now loak at me!"

"Young Joe Kitceel!" 1 roarod.
Tt was hlm. just as I'm telling

you. It was Jas Kîtceel, witli bis
palaver and cigarottes and bis in-
inut ways and bis slouchy,
easy clotes and bis diamond scarf
pin. Hle looked just as lie used ta
look In Havana when be was in
the sugar trade and later, to. 1
knew about hlm.f

I knew how they'd put hlm. out
of tle North American Club, and
how an ariny officen's wife baad out
hlm Up one, Sunday on those graasy
banks af Moro, and liow hled been
caughil clieating in a gaine af poker
in the Machado Flotel, and haw ho
lad luit a girl la New York and
wbal winnlng ways lie had willi "The somet
all wornen-oven t.he best.

So I leaie-d across the table and I said, sharp,
"Who's Ibis girl?"

He smootbed h&a brown hair and! sniled. «'W&.,,
Pindar, 1 reekon you know enougli about me and my
adv.niturss. l'Il tell yen. She's a prise, A Cuban."

M AYBE lie saw me look at hlma, beeause ho Baid
riglil aliterwari!e: "She's an orphan. Sbe's

just over twenty-one and you'll tbixik it pretty camde,
but she's been se carefully i-aIsed sbs won't even let
me hld ber hand. And inoney? Mr. Rowe, belleve
me,, I'vo suffered grief abiout maney sa long that 1
can't belleve *t' true. Wby, just Ibefore we loi t
Key West, she sold an Aéýmerican broelvr wlio met
ber there a thi-c lnterest i the Vist« Hermosa plan-
tation and machlaeny and cane m»il. I'nm goingŽ ta be
mnaried, Mr. Rowe."

"Uniaph," 1 salid. "You've bsen golng ta get mar-
Pfie! fity dlffsren.t times, I reckon."

"Women tacse. a ancy 'ta me," le whlsered. "Thiey
sitil do. 8h. loves me. I don't ics ber ta sit and
look at me all day. There'. snch a thing as too
rauch. But tb4s lime I'm guîng ta e mari all
rigUi. I'iTe guI table marrl.d. There's nu> gettmg

Somehow as ho spoke, I Ilieuglit of my wife. The]
was a bread knife on the table and I cou-Id li
killed hlm. The norther had corne Up. Lt wau bom
ing outside like a pack of dags. The llgbt ftlekore
lt sbawed me bis gnin. I wa.nted te kili hlm.
wa'nted ta see hlm f ail forward over the kitcben taibi

-What's thLa nunaway business?" 1 asked. hi
"Why did you bave to etari up arnong tIsse ke,
aimne with. ber?"

"My dear oid Pindar," said be, "Ithal, ia too plai
Wlen a girl like that goea off alone on a trip 1i1
this, ah., must go baclc maried or nlot at ail
juat cinches 41e matter. Do you see T"

"Yep," I sad, "I do. But have you told this gi
you've had a wife?"

"No," lie anawered, lîcking bis cigarette. "Th-

hing h. ahook, mate, was these Ratties. Ho'd kiIted nv,

would scarce4y do. This y0ung lady ls religlous and
ln her religion they don't marry men wlio'vo been
d-lvorced, especially wben the man, wasn't the ue
w4iu brouu.t the suit. Oh, no. On the oontrary, it
le much better ta deny ever loving anybody bef are.
ly. dune that. It'a comlcal, lsn't It T"

"'Will you stick ta ýthis one?" I aslced, looking at
the breai! kaffe. "WiIl you stick ta lier?"

"Oh, as long as I have ta. Just see how plain I
arn wt-th you, Mr. Rowe!" sa-id lie. "Personal4y, I
don't fancy underslzed Cubans. Â pre'tty little thlng?
Oh, yes. Buit delloate. Almast nothl.ng. Possi>ly I
amn iiolled."

I leaned over the -table again torward the rat and
1 sald, "~Suppose, Kýitchel}l, 1 liae you like a scorpioan.
Buppose I héâte your ways and suppose Pmn galng ta,
sýto(p you waa. I teil lier 'what I know

of Yau."
lHe just sat back ln bis chair and! Iaughed. Ro

laughed and Iaughed and kept on trylng ta laugh sa
az ta show me liew cocksure he was.

'Go abhead," lie sa.ld, graniiing et me. ¶G ahead.
Ot.bers trled It. They tried itluLi Ha-vaiia. TPhat's one
reso h a agtaa ihhrs at Yeu
eau try K. Do 7011 tiiik she9 belleve 7011? Oh,

i-e I'm nlot fool enough to rieli anything by t&lkf
re you. She wouldn't believe yeu. Tell bier! S
ri- Take oaths. Cut up ail t:he fuss you want, Gdd f
d. She'll bate you for it. W-hy? Because she bel

I m?
e. I tell yon, mate, the man liai! me readY
n. murder. I've seen necessity ln my day and
ïs brouglit men down witli lead. It seeind ta me1

1 neyer had se muchinecessity before.
n. "Kitcholl," I salAd, quiet, between the roars cJ
te wini!, "1you hiave 1ldved some tbirty-eight yea-5. Y
It dune a lot of damnage. Somewhere there 15

wemen than 1 can count an my fingers that
ri yau a heap of evîl. 1 don't suppose tbeyHi eve

IL It ain't like lem. Kitclioll, I wlsli I was
at ta pay It. Kitcheli, I gi-ve you warning, mani ta

There's a sadlbost 'belongiflg 1
clown at my plor thore. W1118
weathor clears, you'ro gi']

-~ take tt and go to Key Wesl
~ ,4, ave tbis girl -heor."

LiE brusbd back sore etilsilky lair of 115, itheil
iooked at me good-natured

S shooli bis hea!.
"'Nothlng like tînit," ho

"You're miat-aken."
"lIf yeu d!on't," said I, "10£

f or yourself."
But lie aliaok bis head

"You weuldn'l kili me, Pinda
sait!, w'Vh, blissmùotb, sure
He atupped ta Zhuink il over
certain, ani! thon he la'
"lYau wouldn't kil me. I knl<
dards you bold, my aid fiefl
Lt lsn't a winning bani!."

Ho sat there for a whiie,
ing ta the cracking of the 1
when the wind drove agalin
walls ai ths ebhack. I saw t
10w igît on ls <ace and il 'ý

1 v'ii face, ioo, for ail 1«s
features.

"No," le said, by and b'
knaw.when *Pm going te 'w
can feel fate just Ilke a mas
warm. or coild. 1 can tell l1
feeling liaw the hall on a rc
wheel is going ta drap.I
wliotler a card is goot! or bac
out turnLng it over. Saile
L8 certain. They'ro manket!
forehand. I feel lem. I feei
fidence, and that conftdence
piahes anytbing. NotbIng ca
me. And thîs la, one oi thùs e
Na man can interi ors.
written down beforehancl. 'I
a wili! nigltt a niglit for 5
thinge. Ses tlie liglit dance
wail thens. Look. Do YO
lettons writton tliOi--ý1Si9,

>1 I iooked, mate, and 1 bc
drap dead I'f I didn'l sec
on the boards. Lt was dliii
and dance!, u.nd thon it
clown ani! got ellearer and '

lke a shlp's name thraugb a
wlion Lhe fog la 'blowlng a'

yanake!", couldn't read Lt yul, bl~it
that Sumetblng bai! coeXU

room and waa wrltIng tbere witli its finger!
I cauld se the w'ori! growlng clearer aiid

my bloot! poundling la rny *ears. The wrl'tln
doue. And -there It was on the wail. Ilt was b5is

"Wlat'à 1-t men?" I whiapers ta hlmn.
"What?" ho aid-
«That w-rîting."
M~ dun't ses any wrltlng," he sald. 'I 7

jokring. I men tbat thlngs was Uiaxked Out~
band. Wbat ais you?"1

HE looket! a 11111e scare! thon.

I loolket agaîn and! the wrltîng was gale
"Speak up," sali! le. "What did y'au sePr
"*Notblig," 1 sald.
"Yon 1eoket! as if yen saw somethlng," lle

M' mne. "Wbat was Lt?"
It came te me liks a flash what il aillMe
"You said that somet.mes things -that liaPPo

mnarke-d out leforehani!," 1 sald te h a. Y

rigbt. S-omething steered you enta Rib -e

KLtchelI. Sametbing brauglit you enta Wcn
Key. Somethlug lia beau watohing 701, l
,Sonethlng lias a bill aganst Vau 'tlat's been e


