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Anather stary of adrait cunning fn the entertain-
ing “Adventurcs of a Master IRlog
cially for these pages by Luke Thrice,

wrillen espe-
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RANSPORTATION for life,” sald Lax-
“ ton, gzloomily. *“Little chance a lad had
In the days."
The master nodded. *“Blake, as T said
was on ticket of leave when he tried to
hold up a gold dellvery single handed, He was recog
nized, but escaped Into the bush, and after months of

wandering In the desert won throngh to Port Darwin
and got away from Australla on a trading schooner

afterward In Chicago ITe
the sufferings he

« (Copyright. 1910, by the New York ferald Co

“] met him years was

ot an old man, hut had endured
He tried to turn a simple trick In a
I was standing by and watching him.
bhe bank detective. When Blake made
JAtempt the detee

wnnd

od broken him.
ank So was
his faltering
tive sprang at him, but T was before-
Raising the hue and ery [ managed to trip the
yurauer and In the excltement the old
slear.,

“He was grateful for some and when 1
found him again be told me about himself. e was
full of strange,
though none was stranger or more

fellow got
reason,

terrible stories of the conviet times,
terrible than his
own experlence in the bush. He wandered up through
the Northern Territory,
the choking heat,
mining ecamp,
Coozip and O'Marn
black boys
“He finally
stances."

through the dust storms and
rmins of a
associates of his,

seeking the forgotten

where two former

had hidden themselves with the
found Lis men-—in

peculiar elreum-

“Let’s have it,” sald Laxton,

And this was the
It first from Rlake, the tic}

Coogin and O'Mara had
before and had never been Blake had
nothing to guide him o thelr whereabouts but that
knowledge and vague rumors pleked up from black
boys, to Wooloo. He was on the
point of giving up the search for Waoloo time and
time again, when hunger,
thirst and the trackers pressed him

One thing puzzled Blake partleularly.
boys never referred to the two outcasts whom he
songht ns whitle They called the lone
dwellers, or the strangers, or the men of Wooloo Ap-
parently the natlves had necepted Coogin and O'Mara
as of themselves. But Blake's first thought was to
find shelter, ald and friends, and be had no doubt that
they would welcome him,

Blake had had two bard days of it, and finally, as
he hoped, had thrown off pursuit Iis garments
were in rags. Iood or water had not passed his lips
for twenty-four hours. Nlght overtook him on the vast,
mournful and desert wastes as he staggered on, ex-
hausted and delirions.  Then, somehow, e found him-
sclf In a shallow hollow of the surrounded by
crumbling skeletons of huts heaped with sand drifts
Floundering on, he canght a sudden, sharp glare of
Hzht, It came from the window of a rulned shanty.
and, creeping up, he looked through. Unable to move
further or ery ont for weakness, sprawled on a drifted
hummock, he heard and saw what passed within, It
was O'Mara's celebration of Coogin's wake,

O'Mara sat by Three sputtering
wicks In cups of fat lit up the one room and flashed
on the unwinking eyes of a score of natlves, men and
about the wall,

as the master pansed
story told by the master, who had
tet of leave man
gone Into the hrsh years

seen again.

who divected him
only to relurn to it anew
The black

oien were

plain,

Coogin's body

women, sitting on their heels
O'Mara beld a eocoanut shell full of sticky, dark
liqunr'nml nodded at Coogin. Beating a maudlin

hoarsely Into song:—
gone,

he broke
“1"r old Boru 1s dead an'

No shindy can he make;
We'll brew a smokin' bowl t' bim

An' drink ut at his wake.”

The line of eyes stared unmoved at the lone roy-
Wreaths of through which the
light showed red, tralled from the rude lamps. The
dead face the blood of life, but
lines and sharp, bard shadows gave the lle to the
seeming. tangible thing, hung the
heavy silence of the desert, with not a whisper to
break Its welght. The alr was =tifling hot and filled
with tbhe scent of burning fat.
A Tale of Terror.

finished his draught and stood bulking
huge In the flicker and flare. He unslung a large
gourd from a rofter and passed It to the pearest
native. Grasping the rough coffin for support, he
cleared his throat for specch,

His tongue found the words of earller days, grown
used thongh it had to the harsh native dialect—and
noue of those that heard except Blake could under-
stand. But the gourd passed from band to hand, and
in the intervals of walting each palr of eyes was fixed
upon the speaker. To Blake the whole scene was one
of those real but distorted visjons that come (o & man
in delirium,

“Friends an' neighbors,” began O'Mara, solemnly,
Y'ave been Invited this plght t' sit by the body of
Dappy Coogin, an' "tis a proper wake we'll give him
Drink hearty.”

He arrested the progress of the gourd long enough
to fill his cocoanut shell.

“Why.” he shouted, suddenly, reeling upright ju a
swift gust of sodden anger, “why do we call ut
Coogin’s wake? 'Tis us hns all the wake while
Coogin lies with no word r the lads that pass the

measure

sterer acrid smoke,
was flushed as by

Outside, as a

O'Mara

bowl, '"Tis us that wakes, an’ he sleeps.”
He crumpled into lavghter and was shortly In
tears.

“Friends an' nelghbors,” he begnn agaln, weaving
wosteadily on hils feet, “I have known deceased (r
many years, We were in the army tozether, an' in
Van Dieman’s Land t'gether, an’ in this burnin’, for-
saken hole t'gether. A fine lad was Danay, though
sometliing quarrelsome a0’ over handy with his fsts—
an' a sosker £'r rum.

“Y* ask why did we come t' Wooloo; why did we
come t' llve In a gand plt, eat y'r dog meat an' drink
¥'r devil's cocoannut shandygal 7 S-h-h-h!" he peered
dowu at Coogin. “Do y' want I should tell, Danny,
me buck? Small talkin’ ¥* 'll ever be doln’. "Tis me or
none can say tbe word, Eh, Dan, do y' mind the days?
The cat an' the gag an’ the frons? So do 1, Dan, "tis
well I mind.” .

Hls band shook as he raised his cup. But the need
for words, more words, lashed him on. In a more
sober flash It reached him that here was none to mark,
none to remember, He swept the clrele of vacant eyes
with cynie gneer. Why #bould be not tell?

“Danny ‘has passed me the wink, nelghbors,” he
sald, after n pause, “Anp’ 'tis like y* should be wantin,
*" hear & bit bearln’ on the late leadin' clitizen of

IR e

“Touch him,
Wooloo,  Iley, hand us
that gourd a minute

“We was drafted in forty-five,
to a troop comin’ out fr'm Liverpool with a gang of
transprts £'r the conviet prison at Risdon. Never mind
the Colonel's name. 1€ so be Danny falls in with him
where he's gone, as is like, 'twill be a rattlin® corner
f'ra time an' somethin’ hotter than ordinary. Danny
was never the man U forget an” always grumnblin’® he
was that hls was still outstandin® with the
Colonel. X' might think different when 1 tell §' ef
the payment we made on 1" He laughed.

“Well, not t' put a tail onto ut, the Colonel got ns
be the short halr, damn him! second day out All f'r
a fancy we took U his own private bottle, like any
young lads might have done. 'Twas In a rack for
ninst his bunk, an' we fished it out
please, anglin® over the side be way of his port hole,
He was watehin® us all the time, T might explain, an’
he walited Lill we had It fast t' the siring.”

“*Ah, me lads. what's the catech? he asks. An’
"twas the first time we got 2 look of the yellow grin
of him. Fine we come t' know ut after,”

In Double Irmns.

“We showed him the bottle an' he kept his smile,
like the cold blooded baboon Ten hours
under guard was maybe what we looked t° ger. Ut
was the brig we got, with double frons f'r the whole
four months’ trip. weather we strck, too,
an' us locked fast, Never a thought wounld we have
got If the ship had gone. When they lifted us on deck
at the end she was comin’' Into the Derwent, Vao
Dieman’s Land, an’ near gone we were with sleckness,
Us free men, y' mind, neighbors.  No conviets, but
listed regular with the Queen's shillin'.”

“We laid 'r the Colonel. “I'was bitter we were,
an’ he knew uf, I like ' think. An’ in the wrinkled
beart of him was the fear of us we put there. But
we were sharp, an’

Bamba, ¥' wall eyved thafe,

was Daony an' me,

score

as neat as y'

ho was.

Heavy

he could put no finger to ns,'"
“Weary work we had, standin’® guard an' actin® con-
viet keepers at Rtisdon, an' we come t' hate the Colonel
like we loved life. An' we trouble £'r bim.
There was a mad conyict with the strength of ten that
nigh got bim one time. He was makin' the rounds
when the big lad jumped f'r bim an' he left part of
his clothes behind when they pulled him loose. He
ralsed Ned and all trying' t' find how the convict's
Irons come t' be filed. He never could ‘earn, but he
used t* stand an® watch us, Danny an’ we, an’ we got
the rough of the work after thut. An' triple measure
of the cat when he wanted amusement or we broke a
regulation. Y' can stake ut he was on the spot every
time, too. with his yellow grin.

“We was doln’ sentry go on the wall another time
when we lheard a yell fr'm his quarters an’ out he
come sKippin® In bis shirt, havio® pear got t' bed with
a three foot tiger snake. 'T'was u healthy one an’
would bave snuffed him out in thre¢ micutes be the
watch, No more did he find bow the snake come
there in bis bed. We could have told. Danny an' we.

made
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STORY of # TICKET OF LEAVE MAN

will ye, ye swine?Touch a white man, y' black impof Satan.”

How we Jlaughed at the face of him, an® swore atop
of ut
Ut conldn't last. We were livin® on a wearin'

streteh. We
knew

went crazy mad in the
‘T'was after thirty strokes api
f'v Insubordination, we
he heard us,
wall t* eatch us at plottin',

“He stood fn the eourt an’

The
suit,

end the way we
was coinin’.

cursed the weevil

beliind the barracks

bavin'
bread wher lurkin'
walehed us geo it stroke
Ind with the cat couldn’t lay on hard
an' 'twas the
him on an’
in every

be stroke,

enough t Colonel himself we could
hear pushin’
With a yell
hearts we crawled fi'm the court t*

an' never

nagein® him 'r a weaklo'

vein of us an' wurder In our
the locker

Rayonets we grabbed

room.,
a word bechune us,
0 soon as fingers could crook about the steel, an’
there yet with the
we rushed him t'gether. But
the sap bad been whipped fr'm us. T marked him
before I went down under a musket butt an® he bore
a red stripe on his face t' the grave., Small satisfac-
tion, that, at the time.

“"Convicts we were fr'in that hour, not
The Colopel ;ut ut cold t
"Twas f'r life without even a hearin'.”

The volee trafled off foto mutterings. There wns
o harsh hum of guttural whispering about the wall
where the blackboys, enllvencd by he drink,
among themselves, An occasional glint

back we come. e was standin’

pasty smile of Lim an'

conviet

keepers the Governor.

spoke
of eveballs

DIVIDING OUT THE SOULS.

HE master had impressed ft upon Lis slaves
T”'“ there were no EBhosis and that there was
uothing to fear in passiog the graveyard at night
One day his body slave, John, came ruunning o
breathless, with eyes and mouth very wide open,

“What's the matter, John?"

“O marse! De devil and de Lord out in de grave-
yard ‘vidin' out de sonls!"”

The master laughed.

“It's true as | live," sald the much frightened bluck,

“Come on, John; I'll go With yon and we will see,”

Arrived at the gate of the burial place they paused
to llsten.

There came In a low voice at regular intervals:—
“You take one, I take obe; you take one, 1 take one;
you take one, I take one.”

The master llstened. boardly belleving his ears.
John whispered, “I told ¥ou 80" but the volee con-
tinued:—*“You take one, I take one, you take one, I
take one. And now we'll o glt dem two at the gate.”

Desplte his disbelfef 1D spirits the master beat
John home.

Johu learned afterward that two of his fellow
slaves had beeu steallng Potaloes, putting them In a

common bag. but each Keeping his prize potato in his
band, leaving it at the gate When they went Into the
gravevard as u safe viace Lor dividing out thelr spolls,

turned toward .he haggard figure that clutehed the
coflin edge with weak hands.  O'Mara had forgotten
Wooloo  Ile lived for a moment in Risdon prison,
through the days of a monstrous past  Blake, out-
slde, had fallen into a stupor, but still watched and
listened miechaufeally,

The Cat Then.

“Six vears In hell,
fortiticd by another dram from the gourd.
a round shot ont’

“Six years
each
ithe erossed lrons—

pound chaln an
wearin’
' his body bent like o

with a thirty
ankle Months, off an’ on
a man’s Bands fast (' hiz feet an
fish hook.

“hen we got the cat regular. A leather cat, with
pills strung on elght ply Iash lke beads on strings.
The one we'd had was a feather t' this. If Danny,
iere, naked ¥'d see him ringed an' scored
like a palm tree An’ when a lad sereamed with his
haek like a slde of hacked beef he got the gang—a steel

2 like a bit with a burr that stuek In hls tongue at
every breath.

“Tongh ot was, but tough was we in them days,
Dauny an' me. We never laid down on ut like most
the cattle.  We was lockin' £r a chance, au’ the first
sign we got that a chance was comin® was when
Danny found a file smuggled fn Cr another prisoner
one day. But twas a queer use he put ut to

*“They struck off our chains of a
alter that ('r prison inspection be some big
or other, fresh fr'm home with a report t'
on conviet treatment, 'The Governor wns comin’
all must be fair an' geutle seemin’. | passed
we broke away durin' march ont.
the gate, no more, an® the
gnte wide opeu f'r the Governor, with the gunards
drawin’ away t' make room, We was through before
a hand was ralsed. There was a snipe of a leutenaut
got fo the road. He bad his sword out, but Danny
broke ut like a pipe an' threw the file into the keeper
that tried to buck up the lientenant.

“We wis away t' the wooeds on a gnllop, with a
“lect of bullets whimperin' around us.  Danny caught
ut In the calf before we reached shelter, but once In
the forest we was safe.  All that night Danny limped
on me shoulder. We struck ('r the back country an'
they mlssed us,

“We got t' Sydney In fifty-one, landin’ fr'm a Duotch
sealer that picked us up off the vorth coast, sinkin’ In
a proa (hat was shot full of holes be the blacks we'd
#tole ut fr'm. The first month of the gold rush, ut
wus, an’ all the convicts an' ticket of leave men an'
rangers that was loose lookin' f'r the metal. Too
many of them £r police or troops t' handle that year.
Weo went with the current an' had a neat plle stowed
awosy when Danny zot word of the Colonel.

“The yellow sneak got out of Risdon a year after
we joined the chain gang. We learned he was doln’
commixsary In Syduey an’ we headed back quick.

“We come upon bim leavin' the stores of 4 twilight.

wns lyin’

mornin' not long
clergyman
miake oot
with
him an’
Danny the signal an®

“Tweniy feet ut was 1

His yellow face, with the red llne acrozs nt, went

white as his shirt when he got a flush of ns. 'Tiwas
work. Ton
we come at

chase e

bad planned ut was, an’ no place £ our
hot f'r blood t° think

the zame like childer

where we stood,

on n gzrasshopper

squeiled before we reached hlm an' a patrol cone
around the corner on n run. He gob awn 1y, an’ oso did
we,

“Hard hidin® we had after that £'5 rony o wonth

The drag was out an' they hanted ns t* the bhush, an
through that with dozs an® runpers on the teail
"Twas black bLoys tley used, an’ ‘twas black boys

Twlee we doubied haek
his head, Next
we near did £ him on the steps of the chureh
with army pistols. But he had the devil's own lock
cursed him an' hit back t' the nush,  We did
up on the road 17 Keep us goln’, hnt 'twas
likin® we had ('t travellers'
"T'was like the first months at Risdon
we ale the Colonel with our meals an’
hate of him. We was there t' get him an’
nothin’ f'r anght else
Danny’s Plan.
“Danny, much on talkin', but he
was a lad conld nse his bead. He thouzht nt ont in
the end. What with the duckin® an' dedgin® life we
hiad, the blacks, was our
an’ only friends,
the plan
ITe got an® old bowlegged black boy t' show him
how t' throw the boomerang Not only (he motions,
neighhors, but the real trick of the thing. He prac-
tised hour be hour. I've heard none but a black Loy
could learn the twist of y'r little curved sticks, bot

tanght us ' throw them off
Onece ‘twas his housze we burned over

time

an’ we
stickin’
purses an' sucl.
again
slept on the

small
when

woe cared

here, was nevey

verselves nelzhbors, hest

"Twas that way Danny come by

Danny done ut. "Twas black mad, was Danny, a
sllent man, an' he norsed n grandge like a sucklin®
habe. XNothin' that could help him was too hard t'
get,

“\WWe found after three year of footlooze stampin’
about the bush that the Colonel rode out to La Pelouse
once 4 week t' visit the convict station at Botany Bay.
eseaped transpert fold us, an' we made
next day. The Colonel, havin' us
no manner of doubt, went he daylight in
elvil clothes. Danny told me his scheme, an’ bitter 1

I was f'r ghootln' quick an' stralght fr'm a
But Danny spoke of patrols an' sald he had vo
miss an’ lose his neck be the same stroke,

“*Pwas of an carly morn we did ut fr'm a clump
of young red gum. The yellow face come clump-
clumpin® round the torn when we stepped out. 1 had
ut covered, an' If Danny had missed the Colonel would
vet have «wnt no more lads {* convict pens. e saw
;|~ f'r a wink, I like t' mind, before Daony whitled
the thing around his head an' ent It straight at hlm
It snieked him behind the ear an' down he come ke
« sack of meal.

“We jumped £¢ the bush again, travellin® night an®
come Up the
desert, through Queens-
now 5 know ut. 'Twas like
" the black man we come In

neighbors, an' here's y'v

"'was an
back
in mind,

tracks the

swore,
tree.
mind t*

pever stopped till we here.
enst coast, bechune sea an’
land to Woolon,  An'
binck men we'd done an’ t
the end, Y're all right,
health.

“So here we ave,
t" Danny,

fay, an’

or T am, an’ Danny’s gone. Drink

onee more neighbors.

“1r old Boru is dead an’ gone,
No shindy can be make;

We'll brew a smokin' bowl t'
An’ drink ut at his wake.”

him

I1e shittered over the last words of the jingle as
the liguor fn bis blood found him and claimed him
for Its own agalo, Wrought upon by liquid fire and
the wild speech and gestures of the big man by the
coffin the blackboys gibbered and laughed among
themselves, The gourd passed quickly down the line
and avid cries demanded It filled again. The blacks
moved abont restlessly. Quoarrels began among them
O'Mara collapsed into the only chalr and sat, blinking
and leering.

The Last White Man.

Thnen a tall native, somewhat more Imaginative than
the vest, and his fellows' readiness for a
gume, bethought him of a diverslon. e replenished
Lis cup and stepoed to the side of the eoftin.

Raising Coogins head with one hand, with tus

s other he offered the drink to the dead Ips, A squeal
of appreciation from Xis brethren encouraged

sensing

* With qnick fingers he pried open Coogin's mouth aud
neighbors. he resnmed suddenly,”

began to pour In the Hquor.

An jostant later he was plucked from hehind,
whirled through the air and dashed senseless ta the
floor.  O'Mara towered him, the chalr alort
in both hands, terrible In Lls wrath.

“Touch him, will ye, ye swine?
wan, ¥ black limb of Satan!™

He raged trinmphant, threatening the cowering na-
tives in suecession and veturning fo showers blows
on the inanimate violator of the dead. The ten Llack
years fell O’AMara was once mmore a whlie
.

Paralyzed by the suddenness and violence of the
attack the blackboys huddled against the wall for o
moment.  But the blood Just and the drink
them.  O'Mara haa crossed the color line,
they drew together near the door and then fung
upon him. With windIng arms they sought bl
with eager, grasping hands they tore at him. lile
shook them off with full sweeps of his great arms,

ahove

Touch a white

away.

wore in
Yelplng

bellowing In stark anger. the white, red blood pound-
lnz through museles and bralo, lending unknown

strength from Its latent reserve.

dack they rushed.  He beat them from slde to
side, driving two to the ground with the splintered
chajr, The black wave swepl on again.

He fought hard, with teeth tizht set, striking short,

cruelling blows or clreling, batterhig sirokes ns he
found roomw for thewm; twisting from the clawing

hands: forcing bis way lnstinetively toward the will,
might meer the vadlve wolves In froot.
of colar hate was In Lim  His fingers
bare black throat for a sccond and the
Leneath them

where he
The frevazy
<lased on oo
flesh tore away

The strozgling group woved slowly frowm
end of the but like sowe nameless, deous polyp 1
the red wmuork.  The dead man lay  unmolested.
Blake, outside, was helpless In the impersonal de-
tachment of delirfum. The thing passed before Lim
as a dream, Oun the threshold, with straloned, vocoin-
prebending faces, the native women crouched fn ter-
ror. Again and sagaln the binck mass closed In upon
the berserk conviet, and cach thme his Aalilng Hsts
and arms beat them back,

A blackboy that had been stupned by a blow frowm
the chair rolled to his knees and watched the strugs
gle a moment. He caught the glint of a knife on the
table where the cofin lay. Crawling snakewlse In
the shadows he rose stealthily aud selzed the weapon.
With bent koees and quivering body e crept about
the scuflling crowd. An opening came; be leapt and
struck, The last white wan of Wooloo was dead. |
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