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ROBINSON CRUSOE BACK IN

]

MALDEN

Joseph English Co;ngs Home After Five Years of Adventure, Which lnc_hg:ded a Single-Handed
Fight With-Mutineers, 14 Months Marooning On a Lonely Pacific Island, and Rescue at

Warship

Last by a British
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P 2lOSEPH LAGLISH:

BACK SFOME 4FTER

777'&/“///5 LXPERIENCE
Ok CHRISTAMAS LSLAKD.

* By JAMES H.

POWERS

The Globe begins today one of the strangest stories
ever brought back to Boston —the story of Joseph
English of 267 Emerald st, Malden. It reads like Robin-
son Crusoe: but it is thrice as thrilling, because it is a

Boston boy's true story.
Marooned for 14 montns

on a bit of land poking

up out of the South Sea 3600 good sea miles from San

Francisco. .
Fighting single-handed

mutineers and half believing

ilization again.
Finaily rescusd by a Bri

a battle with desperate
he would never see civ-

tish admiral (whose name

is known the world over) from this cutlandish spot which

some ironical person named

Christmas Island.” . .

r
r

Lome in Papeete was merely a ston-l
ping place, where, sometmes, he would
temain a_meonth or so.

And so I went into the oflice of the
company, as an accountant. undey the
spell of Fr Rougier's insistence, and
a1 gratifying ofter of monev. llefore
T had been there many weeks T had
learned the husiness.

The tomaany dealt dhiefly in copra.
which is tha most valuable export form
of the cocoinut product from the is-
lands. It cwnsists of the dried and
broken kernel of the cocoanut, and it
is used to secure oil _

As the copra is sold at about $150 a
ton, and 10 trees will produce a _ton
of copra_ i season, of course the Cen-
tial Pacific Coco Company was a rich
concern.

Ordered to Christmas Island

A few weeks after T had begun work
for the company. 1 learned that a ship
wag fitting out for a trip to the great
island plantation out shove the equator
—Christmas Island. T was busy-with the
afairs of my position. when one day,
Rougier and Crane, the 'Frizco mana-

PR -+
Home Town Looked Gocd E:-h--d nx!mm: down l(}lhxs ]wnist: and
5 . . NHe o al was the drifting sl
Back nome tu the aoms of ls Lo oo ' ke
o e o ey tie Inved out on an asland in the mid-
Sly, after ine rears of wandering pdle of the Taditio, on 'apeete, winch
Jes sevaral humbicd nles below  the

with even s just tor adventure sat-

[y
moment- -this You !

istled for the
man hd fes mothes. father, oth-

er and sisters spellbound by ins wat-

it
14

ter-of-fact stotd. ;

s

duater, a beqatufut place of palms, and
" Shotbs crdinds the marmcel-
v blue sctoaoel den azoons that be-
e menically heautiful under the
wonhisht oi thy wropics -
Ly, Wiy wil south Sea treders, lus

[

Q,

ger, called me in.

“I'm moing to send yYou out to Christ-
mas Island.” said the owner. *'I think
that we can improve the plantation
thete, and I want some one who knows
wirt he is about. You'll do. Yeu are to
sat on the ‘Isabel Aayv.”

“But T don’t”—1 hegan,

“That'll be all rignt,” interrupted the
Frenchman. *“Morzan Is there, the mun-
azer, and he'H help vou all you need.
You are to go as the firn’s accountant
and look over the possibihities ™

I was to wisit an island in the

South Seas, an island which was
scarcely an island, an atell, the
largest atoll in all that part of the
Pacific,and thousands of miles away
from mainlands.

Little did I dream that myv vsit vas
to become almost permanent, or that
I would have to fisht for mv life out
there in the middle of the ’acihe, or
that. strancest of all—but we’ll come
to that later. .

Just now L[ an concerned with Crane
and old man Ilougier. who was looking
at me shrewdly, above the mountain
of s whiskers, with a sly smale. |
was to learn what that smile meant
later omn.

3600 Miles on First Leg

I putchasged a sea chest, and cigarettes
and marine glasses and*a hundred and
one things that I felt, vaguely, I might
find useful. 1 had a plentiful supply of
ammunition put aboard for mvself, both
tard shot and revelver cartridges. 1
had heard that there were hirds aplenty
out on Christmas Island.

We were headed into the south-
‘west and the first leg of our cruise
was to take us to Papeete, where
Rougier was to settle some busi-
ness and leave me. It is a long sex
voyage, that course to Papeete—
3020 good sea miles -
The Paaie wag never bluer. It was
sul} earlvy Summer and the skies seldom
shadowed even by a cloud. And it was
lLict. The railg became go hot that you

v He wandeired around Malden, to!
écc the old parct bl s hvelhouse he
had attended rounaster, the
i:ack corner lots where he had plaved
pt Indian with tie Kuds Of the neich-
Dorhood; and the Maldén  Hizh:
;School where he nad, but a lew
aears back. delved mto te mystenies
of algebra  Aud the old home tow n!
iooked zood to him.

¢ He js the son of Mr and JMrs John
AW. English of 267 Lmerald st and

as

ol

100, being only 34 Mcars of Jage ior
all his crammed years of adventure.
3lis older brothicr is Jack, his twin
brother is Charley, and he has tour '}
«Sislcrs. Marguer.te, and Hosalie. and :
Anna aud Mary—ali of wWhose names
Bie has written down upon tie charts:
of the Yacific. Yor he nemed the lit-.
e lakes and basins of Christmas
jsland after them. .
And, 50, after he had \\undered‘
about the home haunts of Malden, 15
tracked him down and drageed this.
story out of mm. He showed me ail
his strange records and maps. v i-
dence that spoke yulunies of hair-
rawsing details which he wanted 1o
pkip over. But here is the narrative
trom his own lips-
JOSEPH ENGLISIPS STORY !
Tt was n the late Spung of 1916 that
1 met “Santa Claw souzer in CFiisco

and the sum ot 1t il was dissatsfiae- |
fion. A desite o 8 avnay from the
jand for a wihtle il beon Prowang UDA
me.

Terhaps it was the Spring fever, but‘
whatever 1t was, the feelinng had grown
stronger and stronxer, o teelmg  that
something would wrn up
hnown what that csomtinne’ was 1o -
e, 1t 1§ possible that I woudld not have !
een so cagér when Pene” Houier
came along and 1 becatne acguaimnted
personally with ths afiair~ of the Cen-
1ra) Paciic Coco Company.

But that's neither hiere not there now.
1t 1= all over. Fr Tougier and his com-
pany struck my fancy. and I Jowmed ithe
C. P C. C. after an intemiew which
jasted only a few minutes.

¥r Xougier was xnown the Pacific
A most unustal man, he looks

=

oy
£t

over.
pretty muck the part cf his mick.
name, “Sauta Clzus.” which ke Te-
cejved after nha purchased Christ-

€O

the second aldest son In the family, I‘{

I

yraise of llerbert Hoover.
1f 1 had ghe

e,
ous work thit he per

Pl
Alwava Ined stmpiy. I never atiended a
I o to bed every

banguet oy Lfe . ] Y ! ]
I eat!Invitationg to dinners, banquets .md'snowed ne interest i the mateer.

1asht ot 2 reasolial

of not atlel Jing
h

&l

Rack in His Own

‘Bailiwick—Tenas—He

Departs From
is Policy of Absolute
Silence—Hints at

Hoover—Tells Why He

Dodges Banquets as

Well as the Limelight

By W. D. HORNADAY

f¥pecial Correspondent of the Globe)

AUSTIN. Texas. Jan 26—Col E.

atter speading two weeks in Texas visiting friends.
-departure that his visit to his old home in Austin was merely preliminary
1o his return and making this city his permanent place of residence.

In keeping with his usual custom. he declined many invitations to be
the gdest of honor at banquets and receptions.
1 to breaking this rule was that of attending a reception given for him by
1 Gov WaeF. Hobby.
While in Austin Col House was called upon informally by scores of old
"friends from ‘urious parts of the State.
of more or less prominenice in State Democratic politics.
7 had been huoching atoul, Working uew pa jearned. however, the subject of State or National politics was not dis-
gor Uus trading im and row for Mo oo g e ayy of them with Col House.

The nearest that he came to expressing himself on any phase of politics
was when he was guestioned by your correspondent as to his views on the
available candidates for the Democratic nomination for President.

Without committing himself on

' Banquets Barred

Cot leuse alked freely n a geuera

war of s work at the Peace Confer-
He was ashed how he manasged
;1o heed ub padstealld under the strenu-

cimed in Paris

< Tt was due entitely,
‘10 my manner of livine.

¥ eariyv hour.

1 ha
han

smple lond.

ar

HOUSE TA

He =aid that he considered Mr Hoover one of
uuly great figures that had come out of the World War.

&
-

S--REALLY!

1@ lPRESS LSRR
TED SERVICE.

ot

COL E. M, HOUSL,

M. House has returned o New York
He said Defore his

The nearest that e came

Naturally many of these men are
As far as could

the subject. he spoke in the highest

KN
T

members of the American nussion were

to Paris. He said that this organiza-
tion wius made up of 60 men whom he
selectedt without temard to thewr politi-
cat aftiliations  They were drawn from
all parts of the enuntry and each was
a specialist n his particular line. Col
Huouge said:

Not long afier L peached Paris some
one &ald to me: ‘Do you know that
i one of your s1oups of 20 experts there
are 17 Republicans?

L rephed: ‘I don’t give a — 1if they
are all Repubhicans oy if they are all
Pemocrats. Their politics had nothing
to do with their selection or their quaii-
fications for the woitk that they are
dving "

Col Youse expressed the belief that
it was due 1o the work of these experts
thot the United States delezation ns-
suried the leadership in the Peace Con-
ference

These experts’ had heen working for
two yeuars sathering and compiling data
and formulating 1eports on the various
subjects that would probably be in-
volved i the Peace Conference work.
They wete able to lay before that budy
full and complete intormauon on prac-
tically every phase of the subject that
came up for consideration.

No other country represented at the
Peace Conferenve was anything like as
well equipped n the matter of expert
information as the United States,

Among other things Col House's or-
gamzation in Pans took over with it
the most complete and wonderful col-
lection of maps probably ever assembled.
In the meparation of these maps Col
liouse had the services of the staff of
the Naucnal Geographic Society,

Texas Democrats Split

It may or may not be significant that
AMr Toover's name has suddenly come
into general mention by Democrats of
Texas as their choice for President since
the arrival of Col tlouse in this State.
Planz are =xlready an oot to send 1
Hoover delegation from Texas to the
National convention.

Tn his talks with Tevis friends, Col
House made httle mention of President
Wilzon, except to say that the President
was o very sick man, He gave no inti-
mation that there had been any ruprure
ot their personal friendship.

present. These were not in the nature
of official dinners.

Two Things Do Not Mix
“It 1= an cAsy matter to decline invia-

1

|
f

j bons of this kind. In fact, it 1s usually |
T thiuk,” he re-} @ relief io those who extend the invita-; Gnite the conte

1 have; Lons. for they themselves do not care;

{ for such things and only do it &5 u mar-

|

ter of oflivial form or recogminon
1i1d 1 made a practice of accepting

other sogial aftawrs I would not hate

3 - - 1§, N Y y
te a praclice: peen ghle'to do anything like 1he amount
social func-i ot work that I did and come out of it SuSMi

fine physical condition. The two

*“You often find thatg wl(en men

uuns of any ko for sa feng wiat my'ir
smas Island from the British. Pecat.ir 1, it it may be ro called, in this' things do not mix.
1 heavily built mman AISURCLY  pamnrd 1s weil recosmzed every \’\'he;’c;. ‘ i
- N the esf-

French in face and manier. & vo‘lubl‘.-
man, and reputed to be on:i of the
richest traders in the South Seas. He
was shrend, and had a mulaitude of
business connections, and 121.‘3 oflice nas
s hive of industry under his enerzetie

superviston.

Out in the Middle of the Pacific

Aost striking of all was his beard
1 pave never Seell wny vie i the world
;\"Hh a beard iike Rol:{:it'?'s.
mass of black hair,

1 1iilowy Jt resembled a ma

with graye.

requaested

~\When 1 w
dent 0 2o to
as the urst He
it advance tihat
xand a be given me while alroad.

-Knowing, us i did, the attenuons tha
tiad been ~howersd upon the Rritish

n

frencih and other forgisn commission- |
< 10 this countiry. 1t was to be expected,
hat the otficials of the courires that T
about o vist would want to show!

war n:(tnllof‘s o me,
wishes in the matter were re

ey

. spected and tle onlv ginners that I at-
a VASL { ganded were the on2 given me by the
atreaked : King 0t Ingland, at which very few per-
+s of sea- ! sons were present, and that at which the " tion of experts which ace

irope on what is known
.se nussion 1 stipulated
v enlerta'nment of any .

i Treach a cestain degree of public
prominence they plunge into the so-
cial world, fregunently abusing their
health by late hours and heavy din-
ners with the consequence that their
capacity for work is greatly re-
duced. Menwho follow this practice
any great leagth of time usually go
to pieces.
“It Is impossible o induize in lan-
quets and late hours and keen up the
1 work thal one should he tavable of

t
¥

, muddled than they nave been for many

i -
1 ¥ears. led some of the Democratic lead-
ers 10 believe that Mr 1Touse came herei

with o view of using s intfluence 1o
: nding factions of the
Democratie party. It 1s known, how-

i that berond acquainting himself with
the bolntical situation in the State he

-\n ofishooi of the Swnte Demaosratic
s parl, hewded by Ex-Gov James E. Per-
LAnteriean party t plans 0 put its own
reandidate tor Governor and other State
, uiticers in the field. o
{ Another facuon, led_ by
y States Senator Joseph W.T
i posed to Zo Into the primaries wi

Ex-United

th a

s View of controlling the nominations in |
pposition to the adherents of the pres-|

E)
! ent adnunistrations. both Siate and XNa-

: tional.

!

. Republicans Have Hopes
Mr Dalley has made two speethmaking
tours of Texas within the last several

f

-! doing.” | raechs In these addresses he was gpe.
i Proud of His Paris Experts ;cx.-my“ izorous in his criticism of Presi-
N . L tdent Wilson s i ie

Hae takes soecial pride in the organiza- :i\‘dmin‘;t:‘aléigl?.d !Igee ;;'.r:;e?otl(‘lot;m?g;?::?t

ompanisd him

his close political friends in the State

could searccly touch them. The deck
was I'ke a red-hot stove Hd.

Like a Huge Lobster Claw

cruising by the time that we raised the
low hills of Papeate. ;We took aboard
more stores and sent dome ashore, n_nd.
after dropping “Santz Claus” Rougier.
we turned toward Tahiti, where 1 added
40 Chinamen to the crew of laborers we
were taking to the island. to help work
the plantations. .

Our decks were piled high with lum-
ber for buildings. There was scarceiv
room to move about on the “Isbel
May,”.as. at last, she *“took the bone
in her teeth” to northwestward. on the
final lag. 1230 miles. =

Christmas Island is listed on few
maps, and has escaped the attention
even of the experts of the Enclycope-
dias

The 1sland is in the shape of an enor-
mous ‘lobster eclaw, with the Jaws
cpened toward the Northwest.

We came directly toward the natrow
entrance to the claw. where the points
closed in toward one another. and to-
ward a small island fair in the mid
channel. The reach from headland to
headiand was about seven iniles. )

Close to the point on the northern side
stood the home of what the captain old
me was the manager, and a very pov-
crtyv-strichen, weather-beaten bit of dil-
s1Mdation it looked, even aut that dis-
There was a house in a clump ot

under the reflected sky of Summer, with
the gleam of white sands-and coral wav-
ering toward the surface like a strange
iuminadion beneath the sea. And be-
mmd it all rose the slow acclivity
toward the near e¢dge of the forest. with
a line of lofty vocoanut palms miurung
toward the sea like a repunent of gi-
antic green plumed soldiers,

The onlv landimg was close to the
northern point of the entrance. We
dropped anchor with o hoarse rattle of
hawsers, and the Lines were tlune
ashore. where two agile natives grasped
titem and made fast to the leamng pile
heads.

“Iretty desolate old dump,” saad Maor-
gan. the manager, as we were walking
up the <hore toward the house, after
the captain had introduced me. *'T can’t
see the use of lugzing all that jumber
otit heie, though,” and he pom§§:d
toward the decks of the ° Isbel May.

Worst Joh of All

* It's to buld new plantatior houses,”
1 told him. He turued and stared at
me. with a curious quick apprajsal. [
fancied that 1 detected hosulity in his
gaze. but 1t was gone in o moment and
he lauzhed agan.

©“0ld Rougier’s scheming again . . .
1 ean recosmze his brand by this time,
though ” .And he laughed bitterly, and
accepted a cigarette.

“It’s the devil's own job to gei blacks
over here, and the devil’'s own job to
keep 'em when you get them, and the
worst job of all 15 to make ‘v work
when you have got them,” remarked
Morgan, in answer to my query uas to
how many natites from the other South
Sea Islands wete on the plantation.

The manager’s house wasg a1 weather-
Leaten tumble of ruins on_closer view,
.\ thatch of palm leaves had replaced
the woodenroot it ha- originally boasted.

“The Japs stole the roof and the
doors,” explained the manager.

“Stole?” I queried. Y

“Yes. TYou LKknow tae island has
searcely heen worked since the ‘old
man’ bought the plantation rights from
England. He tried once or twice, and
then everything petered out. Then the
Japs came poaching birds. As evafy-
body had left by this time. they took
what they wanted. That seemed to be
about everything loose, including the
doors and windows of both houses, The
other one is over the strait.” said he,
;;nsu:my. pointing to Rougier's desected
ouse,

“London” and “Paris”

“Well, they left on a British man o’
war, buck i 1911, 1 don't know what
the tale was, Maybe *Santa Claus’ got
surte and Kicked to the British consul.
Anyway, thev cleared out and the place
was left to the birds for a few years.
Then we started cultivation again.

“We call this point London.” Fr

Rougier wouldn't stand for any reflec-
jron on his own native land, you know.
So we pui_up his house over there and
caifed it ‘Paris.’

The next day the Isbel May bezan to
discharge cargo and n short order the
entire consignment of supplies and
building material was ashore, stowed
in one of the staggering shacks begide
the manager’s house,

Shortly after the ship daropped
dowx the corst out of sight, and we
wore alone.

The extra hands I had brought were
pitt 10 work renovating the buildings
and fixing up things generally at the
man plantations,

We worked usually fiom early morn-
ing until about 10:30, when we used to
knock off for the day because of the
heat. When the buildings were finished,
we turned our attention to the nur-
series anhd the groves.

Enemies From the Start

It was Iate August and close to the
rainy season and there was a big eflort
to get the new plants set out before it
came,

Shortly afterward there came word
from Fanning Island directing me to
assume charge of the entire island. This,
then, wnas what Rougier’s sly twinkle
meant.

light there begun the ostrangement
mith  Mergan, the deposcd manager.
The appointment fet loose all his enmity
and bitterness, This was strange. too,
for it meant that he was to be reheved
and would undonbtedly return to civili-
zation once more,

He had always been talking about
the day of his return. Now that it
was coming he was moved with re-
sentment againsgt myself. We grew
politely civil. Sometimes we went
for hours, even days, withont speak-
ing more than a word or two.

Nineteen hundred and seventeen came,
and with the arrival of Summer once
more came Rougier’s ship, and carried
me back to 'Frisco, to turn in my re-
poris and to secure further supplies.
Morgan was left m charge of the isle
during my absence, to quit on my return.

That Auturman of 1917 proved unforget-
table. ITow wag T to know, as I stood on
the deck of the little schooner. and
swullg out once more from the Golden
Gate, that I was going to what might
have easily proved my death, or that be-
fore T saw again the lines of the coast
of California I should have faced ma-
roonmg and starmation, and the

ever, that this supposition is untoundad, *

ha~ orsanized what is called the '

Bailey. pro-

{ SUTANZeSt resclie outside of tiction !

{

The fact that State politival condi-!
ttions n Texas at tius time g1e more’

(More of his adventures will he told
in next Sunday’s Globe,)
iopyrizht, 120 Globe Newspager Co

tthat he will be a candidate for Governor
vand will announce at the proper time.

There ure already four avowed candi-
+ dates for the Democratic nomination for

Governor *in the race. These are Pat
! Nefr of Waco, R, E. Thomasson of Ll
! aso, Ex-Congressman 1@ L. Henry of
1 Waeo and EX-Atty Gen B! IF. Looney of
Creemalle  Mr Bailey 15 not in sympa-
thy with the platform of any of these
candicates, with the possible exception
of Mpr Henry.

It is expected that Gov Hobby will
ailsp be a candidate for the nomination
rand election.

Because of this division of the Demo-
{ cratic party into factions and the pros-
rects thay there may be two or more
candidates of that pariy and its off-
+hoors for Governor in the final election
enntest, the Republicans are making
extraordinary eforts to build up their
or%}e]amzxan&an in Te}.}ask i

e leaders of the Republica arty
i the State claim thntpthf: oi? g:ﬁf'n
bas brought thousands of men intn
Texas from the North and [Cast and
that most of these newcomers are Re-
publicans.  The party plane to put a
fuil ticket in the field for State cficers.

e were all of us heartily sk of |

Ednea

trec- on the point to southward. too,
Lounier's 1 learned.  There when he
mindea  the old tiader paused i luy
Nantiel myus

“Desolate Qld Dump” \

Within the narrows [ could sce the
nlacid surface of a tast lagoon. blue |

!

MAKING

DENNISPORT A N

VY ANNEX

1

Michael P. Crotty Makes His Galley on Cape Cod a Rallying Place for
Old Shipmates—Few Parts of the World His 30 Years' Service Did
Not Take Him Through

.
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! By GEORGE NOBLE

DENNISPORT, Jan 31-—The neigh-
horhood in this town. where Ex-Gun-
ner's Mate Michael P. Crotty makes
his home, has Florida beaten by a
mila and one-sixtecnth as a Winter
Lealth resort, if you leave it to Capt
James P. Sullivan ot the, Court-sq
Police Station in Boston. a former
Shipmate of Crotty’s in the navy, and
his present neighbor down here on
the Cape.

This former Johnny Haultight is
4 years oA} and looks hardly 40. He
has refused for the last three Win-
ters, even in the “squeezes” of two
Januarys ago—also just the other
day—to go down with John and
“Billy” Clark, connected with the
Boston municipal street watering, to
their camp at St Petershurg, Fla,
where *“Pat” Moran, the baseball
wizard of Fitchburg, has been among
the intimate visitors. Crotty finds it
balmy enough for him at Dennis-
port.

Capt Sullivan was all booked to
cross the Great Divide by the pneu-
mnonia route i couple of Winters ago.
Everything was settled but the par-
ticular brand of crape. His old ship-
mate Crotty urged him afterward
to come down to the “galley™ at Den-
nisport, instead of taking a projected
layoff at Palm Beach.

As a result the skipper of Station
2 now considers himself immune
from Old Man P. Neumonia.

He's acquired a shipshape, sailor-
like place himself down here and
swears by its health-giving quali-
ties. Seldom a day off from Station
2 that he doesn’t slip down to Crot-
ty's “galley.”

Close to a Man o’ War

About two years ago Capt Sullivan
had it 1 mind, afler he got on his feet
on the heels of his pneumonin, to mduce
his old friend, John L. Sullivan, to go
down and “taks n shot at”™ Dennisport.

A luncheon was arranged at Young's
lictel between the two Sullivans, Lieut
Gov Calsin Coolidge and Councilor
Richard J. Andrews, now one of the
three Street Commissioners of Boston,
Feb 2, 1918, where the matter would
unquestionably have been discussed.
That morning *“Johm IL.” dropped dead
at'his home in Abington,

One of those who today has feelers out
to secute a cottage in these nautical
surroundings at Denmsport is Charles
l.inchan, the master plumber, who now
has a house at Dedham.

1Ie has authorized Capt Sullivan and
Dist Chief Michael J. Mullisan of the
Boston Fire Department of 393 Seaver
st, Dorchester, who also has a place
down here, to pick up the first “chance”
here for him, as has Sergt Frank Magee
of the Court-sq Police Station in the
Hub.

1.iehan was shipmates with Crotty in
the old Plymouth.

#very Lttlest thing m the ex-Johnny
Haultight's main house and in his
“galley” attached are arranged “ship-
shape and Bristol fashion.” The im-
maculate spotlessness of the place
would, and frequently has, put any nor-
mal housewife to shame. -

You could, as in a well-found ship, eat
your dinner off the decks of the place,
and you could use the bottoms of the
saucepans and other galley utensils as
mirrors.

In as severe a Winter as they ever got
“down here on the Cape Crotty may sicep
in the main house. Even then he uses
the galley for cooking, washing and sits
ting crosslegged on 2 {able and mending
his clotheg. In Summer, besides using
the zalley for *“smoking and swearing
and yarning.”” he sleeps there,

With his ship pictures and his Ameri-
can flag flying, it’s as close to 2 man-o’'-
war as anything vou can get on land.

Fired First Shot at Manila
A big gap was left in Crotty's “‘galley™
last Spring when Patrick (“Buck®™) Ma-

1hx.s cable and pussed out over the bar.
{ “Buck’ died in Dennisport. Ie entered
| the navy as an apprentice boy in 1881,
tand served in various of the old square-
rigeers. Wien WL H, JMoody was Secs

{ mate aboard his nspection boat, the.
" Dolphin.

i When the Amencan teet entered
{ Mamla Day. May 1 1808, during the
lSp.’.\msh War, “Buck” JMahoney had
| charge of the after six-inch gun in the
1+ Bostom.

As the flest was Zoing into the harbor
:the soot in the funnel of the rolifer
{ Zaphira ignited and drew the fire from
1 the forts on Corregsidor Isiand.

Then “Buei™ set hizs gun working
and tired the first shots of the battle,
of which the news heartened the Améri~
can people.

He'd come on from Brooklyn a few
vears ago, and the way he detected
Crottv's “galley,” when he got down
unww the Cape was wo step in an open
door of a cottage and sample some soup
he saw boiing on a range

1t was the old-style navy bean =zoup.
That settled :it. *“Buck” knew he'd made
the port he was seeRing,

Besides his intimate, friendship with
ail the old nautical charaecters in tais
place—and there are meny—Crotty has
the open sez and Nantucket Sound as

3
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Lioney, an habhitue of the place, slipped |

P retary of the Navy he was a gunner’s
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far out as tite hightship on the Sheals,
tor his eronies And Herring River,
with s flest of sealloping motor boats,
runs right Uup trough the place.

But the cronjes Crotty has down hers
are a mere oroj in the bucket compared
with the ones he's had in his_boyhoud
in the old Enyisten School in Fort 1till
sq. very close to the spot where Envine
25 1s Ioused today.

Learned From Oliver Optic

This ex-sailorman was born in IS5 in
2 house at 3 Belmount st. The street ran
from Purchdse st to the hill top, prac-
tically over the ground now occupied by
Ohver st.

One of the masters in the Boylston
School—to  the alumni association of
which the gunner’s mate used annually
to send his dues. thronzh Chief JMulli-
gan. the many vears he wuas on the
Chima station 1n the navy—was “Oliver
Optiec.” whose real name was William
Taylor Ada

Some of his schoolmates there were
Mgzr Paterson. the late ¥Fr Troy. James
. Stack, since a prominent New York
hotel man: Thomas Gray, Witham 1.
Shea, the truant otlicer of Dorchester:
x-Alderman P, FL MeDonald, Willlam
H. Catlin and ‘““Joe” \Wells, messen-er
of the IFederal Trust Company.

Another schoolmate, later, of Michael
. Crotty was Pres Joseph H, O'Neil n?
the Federal Trust Company at the
Quincy School in Tyler st

When Crotty reached the advanrced
age of 11 his father gled. he was obliged
to #o to work to help support the fam-
ily. Long bhefore he went into the

veloped ability to row around the Bos-
ton water fiont.

In those days there were four-oarad

working boars, steered by the how oar.
of many clubs—the Nappareils, the Lake-
men, the Shawmuts, the South Coves,
the Fort Hills and the Unions, stili in
Jexistence in name today, at the foot of
; Chestnut st,
Dan (Stitch'™y Doherty used to be
lwnexintendent for many boats Kept by
' Dempsey at the Federal-st Bridge. The
| hoats were generaliy naaned after fast
i harses, Gold<nmuth Maid, cte. The tougi-
est coumise was three miles, out from
Rowes Wharf to Duoy 9 and baek.

That rowinz steod Crotty in gond
stead after he got into the navy, Many
a  pulling-bout race he engamed 1n

between erews of different men-o'-war,
And the hiardest he sald vestnerdav he
could 1ecollect was a I2-oared race in
the River Plate in South America with
a bozat fiom the Marion, a sister ship of
tne Vandatia.

Challengzes were offered bv pulling
under the bow of another ship in the
squadron and throwinz the oars “in the
ar’—tantamount to “throwinz the hat
in the ring.”* If accepted, the challengers
were invited aboard. and details wera
arranged,

All Over the World

Tt was April 13, 187, that Michael D.
Ciotty of Fort Hill enlisted in the navy
as u landsman—and a varied career
the present owner of the Dennisport
“galley” had of it in South America,
China. the Arctic and all over the
workld,

This young man of 64 cherishes not
a little the Victory service button of
the World war which he Is wearing.
April 6, 1917, the day we entered the
war, he was, after nearly 10 years' re-
tirement. recalled to the navy. Until
Get 7. 1 that vear. he was stationed
@t the naval hase in Kev West, help-
ing o cqup subchasers with  guns,
;l‘onetn. back to the “gallev” at Denms-
»ort.

Shortly after enlisting in the Charles-
town Navy Yard, Crotly was assigned
to the old Plymouth in New York, which
relieved the Haitford at the Centennial
in I hiladelphia. Inside of two months
]l;]e’”\‘\'ns promoted to be an ordinary sen-

Afterward they went down South and
up the Mississippt and the Plymouth
was the first man-o’-war to go through
the Jettins at New Orleang and the
first full-rigged ship, withoutr topmasts
hou«ed, ever seen at Vicksburg,

l Shortly, while the Plymouth was at

Santa Cruz in the West Indjes,

tao
rmidshipmen and two Marines causht
vellow fever, They hurried to the

IR
¢ f.'h:nlesw\xn_ Navy yYard and attempted.
jin I1ST8, to freeze the fever germs out
t of the frigate.

Transferred to the receiving ship Wa-
bash, Crotty fell foul ot Capt Sullivar,
who'd just been shifted there from his
ship, the Vandalin, after =he’'d finished
a tour of the world with Gen Grant.,

dalin got smashed up in the Samoan hu:-
ricinea,
only eriise 1n the pnavy,
!righton. *

From 157 to 12 this oid Fort Hill boy
was at Brazil in the Shenandoah. At
that time they used there to kill cattle
merely to get their hides, and he recalls
well how meat cost oniy three or four
cents a pound, and he could buy a whole
sheep’s caregss for v cents.

Then he shifted to the U. S. 8. Sara-
tuga. where the present Rear Admiral
Harrison Gray Otig Colby. whom he

but Crotty kent

tcuch with him today, was executive
officer.  Nothing wice of Incident oc-
curred.

Ticklish Times in Chile

From 1885 to 18% Crotty was over on
the other side. Directly after the pa-
rade and funeral of Gen Grant, in New
York. he was assigned to the Omaha,
which went up to Viadivostok.

Returning, he, a seaman. went to the
sunnery school in Washington and was
graduated a gunner’'s mate, “'supposed,”
says he, “to be ecompetent to handle any
petry officer’s job in any ship.”

Then he made his way across the
Isthmus of Panama and joined the
U. S. 8. Charleston, fitting out at the
Mare Island Navy Yard, near San Fran.
clsco.

Their big job was to chase the Chileno
cruiser Itata, which scurried out from
San Diego, Calif, without clearance pa-
fore, hoping to fetch cattle and pro-
vi=ieng to the Chileno insurgents.

They followed to a point off Acapulco,
Mex, where i more heavily armeored
Chileno crmser, the FEsmeralda. butted
in. They came precioygs near having a
scrap then and there: but dnally the
Charleston yanked the Itata up from

t
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navy, at the age of 19 or 20, he de-;

That was three cruises before the Van- |

Tt was also James P Sullivan‘s’

almost worrhips uand who is closely in!

MICHALEL R CROTTY

Valpatidise to =~an [yego; atd diplomaey
seillod the C1e.

Crotty hefped bring the Ranger trom
San Duveo ta Mare Islamd then cupe
home by wian of the asthmmes to be dis-
charged.

ftesinpping i Boston, he wasg
mmmediately o the Yorktown
“IFighting Bob™ vans, thin n

wnt
ttader
b

striper” fcommande~:,  bovnd  down
“tound Sauth Awmerica

They stopped ot fuao  Laneiro ol
Monteviteo, thent went  throagh  he

Ntraits of MaseHan wnd Smaths Stroets
aml up to Valpraiso, Chile

_ There tronble was just e~capad  An
insurrection was tn progress. O
maweder  Dvans’ mul onderly wuer

ashore was stened by some ot the .ot
s There was a Yankee torpido boar
Lo praving around

Learning of the stoning, *Gumpev,”
{as the nen all Knew litm, announced
ir there was any aepetition of the
Kanwe that “hell would smell of asr!
betore morning.”

In a sream leunch Pres Balma ede
and many of hix cabanet. alons with Mre
Ezan, the Anvrican Mingter,  wer
brought out ahoard the Yorktownn, and
eventually  wete sately depostted g
tPeru.

In Famous White Squadron

That job cleaned tip. the Yorktown,
still bearing this Dennisporr “wallet”
awner, steamed up to Behring S,
where there wads #ome  prote hindg
seal~ rrom the cfanadian free gnd eoins
for the Nmperican bshermen. OUnce oR
innosatiog was tried of blowmy up ~omo
ice barriers at Sitha.

In Frisco the Yorktown jowned
white squadreon, forined otherwise of the
Charleston, Baldmore and Han Frans
cisvo; and all eame Pound with a b
celebration through tie Stiats ol .‘l.l~
wellan, under Admiral Ghetardy, 1o
10 at Buenos Atred, Urusgay and des
Yori:.

Next Crotin heiped put
New York in comnpsston at
phit.  She went down o o
uner tapt “Jach” Phalips of
Texa~ fame and theres came pear hong
trouble becatse the Hrazihans had b
jected to the unlonding of a Ealtimere
bark in that harbor.

CGimpey” Evans who'd been drg
shore duty, fva< transterrul to the com-
mand of the New York and presently
Crotty was discharzed,

He shipped mm Boston and wenp nier
in the Columbia, under Capt Sumner, 1o
the apening of the Kiel Canil  Cem-
mander [vans also took the New Yora

vor,

Cominz home from Southampton thev
established @ new worlds re ord of
eight days for 3 man-o'-wape o ero~=ins
the Western Ocean.

The Columbia waw lald up in Phitafels
phia and Crotty helped put the .~ 2
Iewa i commission under Capt Samd-
sen.

Thereaftar he was shifted
Aiaatonomol o double-currerd .
tor, on the blockade of Havani du:§5:b
the Spanish Wal, Then b <aw U7
Orezon, after hier trin round te Horm.,

4

e

ruLer
thitadel-
Janer o
s

thie

n te
TOh -

come  trom Koy West oud Jon tee
Amerean fleet
NeXt stenr was to the Pae fc shal

for ¥ months hy wiis aboar? the Vo
e on the Chena =tation Sk os > b
Vancouver Manila and the [adipmnss
were ports of call, apd the Weeeads
brought Aguinalida, hie wite e
and his swff o Mainda

On China’s Wall

Then they went to Shoaghd ead o7
a load of Marines, thnignt meeessalt
to put the Bowers in hne and brdee

fra-

DYt ! heeepoe A e T
Dennimport man was on tie Wwalt 07
fhina for the first tune

Thera was poure duir v 7 f e
Nome gold munes in tpe tdra 7

!Tnalaska ant at Duteh Harbor, 74
s then, after soundinJgs o S :.n?w'x:h‘
.bhetween Honolulu and  Friowoo 17

AWheeling was Liuf up ac the ol
Gate , .
After that the gunner's peate, nrd

claes, went back 1o the China steue?
in the Oregon  He applied to Laferend

I.vans for shore duty swl wes -ent
kome In the Solace.

Subsegquent gervice was in the o7
pedo boat Porter. at the Naval deid
¢ PV 1 the lemrn, the (.v-;(f[ S
i Naval Mihtia tn Washadion ol %
the momtor Puritan. whety  tne A7

l;llwhrl mirlshipmen were tangnt -0 ,,..r.‘
rat

Crotty’s retirement from  ue 3
came July 5. 1i, AMiter a Tew “J‘l
s old schoolmate, “foe’ ¢ Netl B

.

him appont.d a special othiwer .t 82

Fedoral Trust Companv.

One day Ilear Admural Phip &
drews, now in charge of the nasval fer7-s
cperating in the Eastern Mediterrag #3%.
came to the bank to nave some mats
ters of finanes adjusted.  He oas 2
strander 11 Buston.

Pres O'Netl wae at louws for eatsfd -
torv Mientincalion. He roah
special oflicar Crotty's exe and £1vr ¢
a look of inquiry. .

Crotty handed back the nnd ".11’;
meant “right.”” Later he and Adnirt
Andrews lunched at Youngs and ‘d. -
cussed with keen recollection the dats
when_the latter, a midshipmen at AR
napolis. had studied aboard the frizate
Constellation. I

But padding about the tesselat d 937
of the Federal Trust Comjane h.;' <
Lalf as good an effcct on tow fre” wity’
suner's mate, {irst (hiess Mo fael £
Crotty. as padduanyg about th.
batticrhip—or hetter #tily, on L.
of Mother Earth,

®n this jounyg .Johnny <
ensconued for the Winter ip hin S
dawn here at Dennlsport ﬂ:uu "2
rapidly zathering an army of wid s
men abour him,

A0

o
M i
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FOUGHT

SAVAGE MUTINEERS

WITH FISTS AS ONLY WEAPONS

Malden Boy, Only White Man on Christmas Island, Caught by Rebellious Natives While Withoyt
A Weapon—His Desperate Battle For Life

NATHANIEL “SANTA CLAUS” ROUGIER °

By JAMES H. POWERS
The Globe last Sunday introduced its readers to
Joseph, English of Malden, who has a story of adven-
tures in the South Seas moére thrilling than that told by
the hero of the immortal romance of Robinson Crusoe.
And, unlike Crusoe, he has documents to prove the truth

of his story.

. 1In last Sunday’s instalment Mr English told of his
first visit to Christmas Island, his appointment as man-
ager and the veiled hostility shown by Morgan: the man-
ager he was to supersede. Today h? resumes his story at
the point when he returned to the jsland to take charge.
The account of the voyage has been omitted as not

essential to the-story. -

JOSEPH ENGLISH’S STORY

| On a bright morning in mid:Octo-
\ber,the Ysbel May made the island
landfall.
nosed across the Strail
Island, fair in the mid
roon eniranc
famous NAVIgator, WUO Wwas wuw eess
isit the atollL .
to‘::: ’:v:nt {nto mooring at the Point,
below London House, and I stepped
ashore again upon Christmas Island,
manager; monarch, emperor, what
vou will. Here my word was to be
imv, and here-on this mere speck of
cocoanut groves and coral I had the
power of life and death. s
Morgan was there to meet us, an
with him, as before, a large gather-
ing of natives. He sgemerl to have
a strong influence with the savage
{slanders, who were, brought to
Christmas Island to work the pl.a.n-
tations in the absence of all natives
onAtshe\AVzl%:fked “the forme.r manag:er
took little pains to hide his hostility
toward me. The same curtness a:nd
sarcasm of speech that had cor{xe ._m—
to being with the ordgrs appointing
me manager, over his head, was at

mce apparent.

t, past Cooks
dle of the la-

Rediscovering His Grudge o .
But I paid little heed to all lhl’iix - o:
qas he not golng to leP.ve wi n A
:;up1e of days on the ’.}sbel May? .

felt that it would be foolish to wrangle

with him, hardly worth whil‘e,“ and leaslt

of all before the mal ives xu;l; mh9m
i on end. -

cas to live for months )
“go 1 swallowed my anger ar}d ne:;.

with the captain and Morgan into t

se. ]

holf‘lo: all his jealousy, Morgan \}a.s. at
no pains whatever to ude his l‘eJOICI:g
ay the approach of his Teturn to ‘Lhe
ivilized world, and at times his delight
= him to such an extent

Z better of te
::;tﬂ}l‘(; became Pleasant for hours:to-
gether. Then he would suddenly re-

discover his grudge and turn sullen, like

a child.

So the first
company at London Hous
somewhat at home.

The captain was ]

janding of the cargo of sup
superi
visions in the shacks near the house.
. Before many hours had passed I no-
ticed that the natives were eveing me
askance. Plainly the new manager was
a subject of much speculation among
the help, especially as they were all of
them just casuals on the island, under
my ditection as long as i remained in
charge.

The First Test N

There was no end of alacrity when
Morgan asked for & thing. But when I
issued any order the blacks obeyed sul-
1 fancied. and certainly in utler

day passed, and our little
¢ began to feel

busy directing the
plies and I

lei:ﬂ:v'.
silence.
ew evident that they were
h:': ’glraing' their time to e a
tegt cf the new manager, and X
gensed this immediately, but I con~,
tinusd to supervise the stowing

0’
eway of the cargo and walted.

came sooner than I dreamed.
\'6'11‘11:1:1 tisfwem ont after breakfast the
next morning, Pakoi. a huge, naked
black. was mixed in a wild tussle with
Tuaane, who worked about the house.
A number of others were standing abour,
watching the fight, R

IWhen I put in an appearance the jab-
bered comments on the batile stopped
at once and evervone eyed me to see
what I should do. - o

I went up to the two battling savages
and ordered them tc stop. At first they
paid no attention to me. Then I Jaid
hands on the nearest one and gave him
a thrust that sent him staggering a few
few feet over the sand.

TWith & rush both he and his late
enemy threw themselves upon me. Tt
was a short fray. The long cruise in
the Ysbel May had bottled up consid-
erable energy and as this was the first
opportunity, I let :t out, .

With one clean swing to the jaw I

ntended the storing of the pro-;

Shortly before noon we,

e and named after the |

.

sent Pakoi sp;awling again. A second
blow disposed of Tuaane's rmbitions, -

Had Gone Far Enough

They both stood off, very sheepish,
and looked at me, while the onlookers
jabbered excitedly and laughed at them.
They were as simple minded as children,
those natives, in some ways, and their
approval turned lightly from one side
to the other as the odds became appar-

en

But, although I had quelled the initial
row, I had started something which was
nearly to prove my undoing.

Morgan was looking on with an
ironical grin on his face and at that
moment there flashed over me the sud-
den conviction that he was at the
bottom ‘of it all,

Ordering the natives to work and
sending Tuaane to the house to wait
for me, I turned to the ex-manager. It
had gone far enough and I felt that
I could not stand much more of his
underhand plotting and unpleasantness.

The irony of his tongue I did not
mind, but the sudden suspicion that he
had been trying to create trouble for me
among the natives carried me beyond
prudence.

“Is there anything particular that
you're looking for?” I demanded, fully
aroused.

He stared at me insolently and an-
swered: ‘*No, nothing {n particular.”

“Then you had better go aboard ship.
Mr Morgan,” says I. *I've stood about
all that I'm going to—'"

He shrugged his shoulders and turned
upon his heel, walking toward the Point,
where the Ysbel May was discharging
cargo. And, except for two or three
glimpses and a meal that passed in utter
silence, that was the last I saw of him.

Shaking 'Off the Spell

Early the next morning. all supplies
being discharged; the schooner put to
sea. I watched her fade into the dis-
tance, and a tumult of thoughts pos-
sessed me, thoughts of 'Frisco, from
which I was now shut off completely;
thoughts of my utter isolation here,
where I was the sole white man among
more than a hundred South Sea Island-
ers; thoughts of the condition of c¢aoa-
nut plantations; which had not
viewed for months, and of old *Santa
Claus” Rougier, whose far.reaching
hand had stretched forth and gathered
myself and the natives together here,
for copra.

I shook off the spell that had been
cast over me hy that departing
schooner and I turned to my work.
I was er of an island and had
a vast deal to do, and no time for
dreaming and speculation.

The problem of visiting the planta-
tions of coconuts, which were spread
about on the different parts of the
island, was simplitied by a trio of au-
tomobiles, although but one of the ma-
chines could be operated. It was an
ancient affair indeed, a rickety, noisy
discouraging aff; vhich demanded
constant attention and unkering.

Automobiling on Christmas Island

The beach roads ran from one end of
Christmas Island to the other, and they

 were fairly passable. With the rattling

old machlve I managed to make all the
rounds in a single day.

Tiaran, who showed an aptness
toward machinery, I decided to make
my mechanic, and soon hai him busy
with the motorboat off the point. Next
he turned his hand to the automobile,
and with excellent results,

To try him out, I put him to work on
the copra, but he made very poor prog-
ress, and I shifted him back again.
Morgan had told me that he was a
copra worker.

. Then I turned to and began operations
in the plantations, The cocoanut palms

. were very beautiful and lofty, growing

to the height of from 60 to 100 feet, with
a cyhndrical stem which sgometimes
would measure as much as two feet in
e fear. which

e leaf, which freguently measured
0 feet in length, had numerous sharp
leaflets that sprung from the main rib,
and this gave the whole thing the ap-
pearance of a gigantic feather.

The flowers were on branching spikes,
5 or 6 feet long, mclosed in a tough cov-
ering, and when the fruits matured they
grew in bunches of from 19 to 2); these
raniches were oblong in maturity and
riangular in cross section, measuring
sometime¥ 18 or 20 inches wide. The true
nut was inclosed in a tough fiberous
covering, and {t contained the milky
white Jiquid which everyone knows as
cocoanutr milk.

How Cocoanuts ,Are Grown

- The work of enlarzing the plantations,
caring for the groves and keeping a
keen eye upon the nurseries was no
small job In spite of our force, for we
were beset by heavy winds, which
bowed over whole swathes of the
groyes. .

Pests of all manner and sort came
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“TAMAT
The Kanaka Boy Who _Drove Joseph English’s Automobile

into the nurseries and destroyed the
seedlings. The sun glared down upon
the newly set plantlings and wilted
them unless one kept tetching water.

- And even the blue and deadly waters
of the grand lagoon sent forth hordes
of crabs to cut down our small plants.

First of all, the nuts would be planted
in mud or wet sand in the nurseries,
with the soft'th spore I;Ewargére'.sl’he seed-
lings grew through the s .

The ?111.115 in thegnurseries were placed
in squares, about 400 nuts to a square.
and covered an inch deep Wwith seaweed
and sand, or mud., They were then wa-
tered plentifuily. .
eUsitlxap{ly the nuts put down in April
would grow enough 1o be ready for
planting in the groves before the rains
of September. There they were set each
one in a hole, about tnree feet deep,
which was lined with seaweed to help
hold the tree roots. g

Coverings of palm had to be kept over
the newly set nurelings, to protect them
from the sun. The trees did not begin
to bear fruit until about the fifth year.

Dividing Forces
One of the discoveries that I first made
was that over in the Paris house there
was a store of wine, and, as the natives
were not any too enthusiastic as the
days went ont and the work increased, 1
decided to get rid of it by auction 0
them, and thus remove what might be-
come =z danger to the welfare of the
lantations.
l:'One: day’s celebration by all, T fels,
would be preferable to persistent and
continual drunkenness on the part of iWe
or three workers, a situation whizn,
might harm the morale of the entirs
colony.
YWhen tbe rains came, and sickness,
and I was Iaid up with a fever, T re-
pented of my earlier sagacity, however.
The ravages of the pests became so
bad that I finally <ecided to execuie
master stroke of policy. As it turned ous,.
I acted better than I knew in the matter.
For when I split the working force in
halves, and sent Tama to Malden plan-
tation with the first crew, on the lower
edge of the Grand Lagoon, I had reduced
the force with which I had to deal by 50
percent. And the force, as I could not
help noticing as the days passed, was pbe-
coming noticeably sullen,

i pARAERa
Not Like the Old Manager
Everywhere I turned I found the hand
of the departed 3organ before me.
When 1 ordered a thing done, the
blacks would stand up and tell me that
I wasn’t doing things the way my
predecessor had done them.

41 am manager now,” I had to keep
repeating; but the repetition did not
have auny noticeable effect in quell-
ing the disaffection. Anad so, soon,

I dismissed it from my mind.

I had learned their language by this
time, and they did not dare to make
remarks about me within hearing. So
they would go to work in silence, with
an exasperating lack of interest, until
I was on the verge of losing my tem-
per again.

This would have been fatal. So I de-
termined to keep up 2 cold froant and
not to give in an inch,

Things went on and the days of Oc-
tober lazed past. The coral roads cut
the tires of the auto frightfully. Tiarin
was forever repairing and repairing,
uatil that aute became a veritable
nightmare.

The spare parts which the captain
had not delivered would have proved
a godsend, and I bitterly regretted the
easy giv!ng over of the search in the
schooner’s hold before she had left.

False Security

The plantation was working finely.
The mang on the lower‘side of the Isle,

toiling unger the watchful eyve of Tama
during work hours, seemed to be mak-
ing genuine progress.

And, secure in the daily monotony of
routine, the visits to the groves and
nurseries, the struggles of Tiaran over
the recalcitrant auto, the cruising about
the Grand Lagoon in the power boat,
spearing fish, or catching the vicious
sharks that infested its waters, the mak-
ing and stering of the copra, in the
little shack over at the Paris house, and
the waging of endless battles with crabs
and other pests, secure in all this I be-
came gradually indifferent to the moods
of tMe sea island descendants of the
cannibals who were working for me.

I thought that the struggle was over.
My disillusioning was to be abrupt and
sudden and complete.

November came. Terrific thunder
storms and buffeting tempests of wind
and rain lashed Christmas Island from
reef tqQ reef’s end. TNe surf roared like
mutfled thunder along the straits. and
Cook’s Isle was a crashing drift of
spume. 3 2

Out of Invisible night skies the light-
ning spurted. The shacks in the plant-
ations and even London house, swayed
and moaned as if the end of the world
were nigh.

The Schooner's Return

Then there would come dave of as-
tonishing clarity, when we would find
trees from our groves littered all over
the roadway. On one such nccasion. as
the men were at work clearing the w2y,
a tactless mention of Morgan’s methods
by one of the blacks brought him into
violent contact with my toe.

Then I forget the matter in the rush
to get the copra .conditions and bagged
and stored against the coming of the
schooner. .

The month drew to an end. The work
on the "copra was progressing at top
speed, when I fell sick and fought my
way through a nasty fever with only
Tama to lend me aid, ang he but a boy
of 18 years. But I managed to pull
through, and again set to work clean-
ing up the copra.

On the' 15th came the schooner,
and we had a couple of days’ diver-
sion after the load was shipped.
8he leoft on the 18th.
Then we began to carry out seed,
to get ready for planting We were
just about started when the blow
2 Zell

It I had not become by this time ac-
customed to the island savages,
should, perhaps, have noticed something

Wag Zoing wrons, Tiien my = o ot 36«
curity did not prevent me, early oun the
morning of the J0th of December, trom
noticing that two hande -neaked away
without my permission to Mctu Man

Troubie Comes

The queer look on the faces of the
workers also rous i 1y cunipsity, wut [
id not suspect whas was really brewmng,
I thought it was all the usual grumbhng
and the temporary sullenness brousht
on by the arrival of the planting searon
and the prospect cf hard work.

That mighi. I bad come down from
London House with Tama tn the awo,
to the Plantation IHouse below Fric
-Basin T was traveimg light, as usual,
and had no weipons,

[ had never carried_weapons on Uhese
mas Island since mv arrval, save on tne
occasion of 2 huntng trip, or whea T
went exploring dewn toward the Sou'n
East Cape.

It was about 8 o'clock at night and [
was sitting instde the plantation houase,
telling Tama stories. when 1 heandt a
sound of voices Tama's face wend
white. Several natives crowded in at
the doorway. They wanted to hnow
whether they would finish wors when
they had planted 140 coconuts,

That brought me to my feet *log
will all of you plant 24 nuts and thnish
when you have planted them each day,
You know that,” I answerud.

They did not budge. They wonld
not work so hard, they said. NMor-
gan had treated them better. He
had told them all abont me, how
they would have to work when I
came., I was o bad manager. X had
-o feeling whatever . . . for poor
men Morgan . . .

Without a Weapon

If Morgan had been at my elbow that
moment I am sure that 1 woull bave
ikilled him with my bare hands, [ made
a move toward the door and the crowd
pushed and scrambled through tnto tte
open. They came to & halt at «& shat
distance.

.. stood onithe threshold and shouted:

‘You are under contract to work nmne
hours a day. Now you shall work nine
hours a day.”

They wanted to start work Jater, hut
T refused. At that they Sang out to
Tama to leave nie, and the vy wened
2 scared face toward the door. half a
mind to escape to them, and avoid the
battle. .

“*You stay with me, Tama,” said [

Again he wavered. . . . It s e
bad.”” he whispered, s knees shuvung

“That’'ll be all right,” [ responded

“We'l} zo to London Hous.”

-And. though the fear of death w13
upon his countenance, he stood by me.
I seented serious trouble and determuned
to make my escape before it brohe. So,
with Tama at my side, I strode bolily
out to the automobile.

And nowI cursed my folly for wan-
dering about in a fool's paradise
and leaving my revolver and shot-
gun behind me. Su 51 they
gent some one zhead of me ard stols

;:w weapons. I would be dofense-

ess,

But there was no use in regrets Te
must get out of this The rowd gase
way to the right and left hefore u- e
climled into the auto, Tama trid 19
start the motor.

It balked. He got out and loosed

Every wire connection on the automo=
bile had been broken.

The Death Chant

While Tama was trying to fix t e
wires, Teri A. Fa and Terva tao’ -°
hlack brutes, started to jeer at kum 9%
remaining with the master. 1

I sefzed a piece of board and sta’te
for them, to put an end to the :xfhl'r
ance for all. I was frightened myzelf,
wsorse than I have ever beed right-ne
hefore. "

No sooner had I left the chaufril
than the crowd descended npon n:m) 3
an avalanche. Clubs appeared as il ¥
magic. Knives were Xlourished‘ seie
eral of the crow:d began to pick up
small boulders. Others turn-d ari ra—;
for whatever they could ser 3
weapons.

Shrill cries arose from o I
throats, and in spite of the wild 42
could make out their «hant.

“Ariana ahoe pohe” . . . “Af-
ana ohoe pohe” . . . “Pretty 303
dead, pretty soon dead.” And kv
that they meant business.

Cries from Tama caused m# !0 lJ_i_
to his aid. He was heing beaten n::;e
sible, and even as [ tore down -pvﬂb;u
swirling mass bheside the automo
he fell to the sand. .

I turned and faced them, keepiis ™
back to the machine, In wver: €7
that gzlowered at me from that &7
ine and enraged mob there sho:v cen
aze-old savagerv of the Sout2
Islands,

<cores af

There was deatk in ewfy
oe of their faces.

Fighting for His Life ,
2
Tama, under my feet, lay su‘A{ ""v:;
I beat~off the first rush. 3y % :
whirled and battered so steadd
felt the strain and it sceméd as
were being run mechameally. 00E
punching and dimly wonderiag b2
I would last, in the unequal balu-;ny
My clothes were 0D !:?ﬂ bwrd
back, leaving me with notwt Sk
the ruins of my last pair o

potiat
Py
1 w28

ands.

Bload was streaming dows gﬁ
a eut in my forehead into mY¥ socxe
and the sting of boards e,
apon my body began to w‘e:xkﬂ

Desperately I tried to thuak o e
pedient to get away. It lm“g bo
less. In a vast jelling circle (32 7
verged azaimn'and agan Lo &5 4% e
the Pacific Island savages

unded me. et 13
")Agd. urged by some dumb in.i‘,fﬁfi ‘9
get clear or die at oniv. i Tape
batter my waystaward e rodd =

mutisy a=d
ext 533

This thrilling story of
battle will be continued in nl

day’s Globe.

" rap Cod
\Copyright, 1920, by Globe Newsparsf

Reproduced with permission of the copyright owner. Further reproduction prohibited without permission.



WAITING TO BE MURDERED": That the Terrifying Position of Joseph ...

Powers, James H

Boston Daily Globe (1872-1922); Feb 15, 1920; ProQuest Historical Newspapers. The Boston Globe

pg. 42

“WAITING

That the Terrifying Position of Joseph English on Christmas :
: the First Attack of His Mutinous Native Workmen—The Only White Man on

Escape From

the Island and Expecting That Every Day Would Be His Last
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TO BE MURDERED”

Island After He Had Managed to
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Bv JAMES H. POWERS

The Globe has already told how a Malden boy became
manager and only white person on Christmas Island, that
lonely bit of land in the Pacific, and how he was attacked
without warning by mutinous natives.

Last Sunday’s instalment left him fighting for his life
after the driver of his car had been overpowered. His only
weapon was a piece of board and the natives had already

begun the death chant.

THE STORY OF JOSEPH ENGLISH

Erie Plantation was shaped like a
huge crescent, arching back from the
shores of the Grand Lagoon. The
rise from the edge of the water was
very gradual, all the way to the up-
per side, and the young cocoanut
palms, set out at regular intervals
all the way from above the tide
mark to the top of the slope, resem-
bled a ficld of tall grain.

Sweeping around to the rear, and
close to the middle of this arm of
Christmas Islangd, ran the auto road,
turning a sharp curve inland from
the lagoon above Motu Manu Dpebw,
insula, and then bending around the
convex of the crescent back to the
waters of the lagoon, close below the

ie Basin.
Gr';;:}i'x;:dhed was raised slightly,
like a ridge. Back of it towered the
tangle of the wild cocoanut palms,
the luxuriant vines and creepers, and
the heavy undergrowth, broken, here
and there, by the dfvasted and stunt:
ed vegetation that indicated a rocky

upland. i

Edging Toward the Road

And now, in the growing dusk of t.hat.
December evening. I was fighting my
way toward the crushed coral and sgnd
of that road, striking out with both

in a dream. -
h?:csé ;5‘8 surge of the attacking sav-
ages nearly swept me from my feet.
Then 1 recovered my balance once more
and fought on, desperately, with a grow-
ing dread at my heart.

The blood streamed into my eves and
blinded me, temporarily. I dashed it
away with the back of my hand. The
vells and screams of my opronents
;ang at my ears like a wild, unearthly

ng.
d;z;ngeegmed as if I had become some
mechanism, without consgious direction
of my arms and hands. “They beat out,
out, out, forever, into the endless rush
of my assallants.

And ever we drew farther and farther
‘up that sandy slope toward the ‘road.

A numbness began to creep into my

; veins. I knew that I was tiring. Those
;few yards that lay between,me and the
. auto rozd seemed to have become miles,
fand my progress to have dropped 10
inches.
i 1 began to lose hope, and then a mad
!{nsanity of battle possessed me, and.
‘lowering my head, I rushed the upper
iedge of the encircling natives, cursing
lnnd shouting at them as I came on.

Weapon at Last

A
\ They gave a few yards, then closed

in agaln. As they stood near at hang,
preparing to finish me with one final,
overwheliming deluge of sheer numbers,
one of my fuvet slipped and I tumbled
into a small hole.

In those few seconds, Strangely
swift like the momentary flash
through a camera shutter, 'Frigco
rose before my staring eyes, with
its docks and its litter of masts and
funnels. The picture faded and an-
other came . . . home . . . home
which I was never to seeo.

Aly hands reached out to help me
scramble to my feet again, for 1 _was
resolved to die standing. Omne hand
struck something hard. It was the
handle of a shovel.

‘With a bound I was out of the hole,
swinging my weapon_ about me. My
cofirage came back. In the deepeniu
twilight I saw Teri A Fa towering be-
fore me, a club upraised In his hands
and the blood lust of his progenitors
in_ his eyes.

I whirled the ghovel over my shoulder,
it fell on his black head with a sicken-
ing crash, and he tumbled to the sands,
moaning.

The other native workmen now stood
off, and the rocks began to_whirr and
whistle about my ears and many of
them struck me. But I walted no long-
er, Again I drove toward the road, and,
this time they broke away before the
murderous shovel.

— ¢
Race Never to Be Forgotten

I was on the road at last. Before me,
sweeping away in a dim curve that van-
ished in the darkness toward-the rear
of the grove, I saw that blessed road,—
free, open, clear, with not a human be-
ing on it before me.

Angd without awaiting to wage the
battle further against such hopeless
odds, I turned, flung the shovel with
all my might into the faces of Sanata
and the rest of the shrieking horde, and
then I began to run.

I 'fihat race I shall never forget while

ve.
bare feet as I made time look scarce
down over the coral and sand and peb-
bles that stretched, 17 kilometers, to
London House.

The natives set out in pursuit at once.
Some of them cut down through the
plantation to cut ine off hefore I snould
reach the seashors road above Motu
Alanu, but the soft sand and the nurs-
eries and trees made their going difficult.

Gradually they began to drop behind.
1 fled with the cool northiwest wind in
my face, the more cool, {oo, it seemed,
for the sweat that coverel me from head
to foot.

The noise behind me began to lessen.
The cries died away, one after another,
until there was laft but x-for shouting,
back around the curve over which I had
come.

“You must get to the guns first . . .
you must get to the gung first."”

The thotght rang in my ming lika a
refrain.

Again the horrible fear came. Suppose
they had dispatched@ someons over to
London House before the rumpus had
been started? Supposs they had fore-
stalled me? Suppose . . . -

At the End of His Strength

I tried 10 run faster. The giant cocoa-
nut palms at the-inner side of the road
loomed, mystetious, swaying uneasily
in the wind, Up In the darkening sky
there was a promise of stars. At the
distaace, below the rapidly dwindling
flam.atlon groves, 1 could see the gray-

sh dim waters of the.lagoon ahead.

My lungs were pounding with the ef-
fort, my breath caxwe in ga=ps and my

The road was warm under my °

1ips were dry and my throat parched.
But I dared not stop. I felt that if T
should stop I might never start again.
My tired arms swung wearily at my
sides with the rhythm and regularity
of pendulums, and my feet rose and fell
like automatons,

Vhen I reached Motu Manu Peninsula,
I was utterly fagged out. Only the im-
perative command of self-protection, the
instinet for life kept me gomng. My
whole body seemed like a fumbling,
stagzering bundle of numb nerves.

was running along the shore now,
with the vast sweep of the lagoon at
my left. Before me stretched the white
road toward London House.

Then, suddenly, I could rux no
more. My ce had become less
than a trot, despite my effort, and
I dropped into a dogged walk. It
wap the best that I could do.

More than an hour had passed. Now,
by the stars, I could see that it was
not far from midnight, probably about
11 o'clock. I was creeping along at what
scemed a snail’'s pace. And_ the sing-
song refrain in my mind had become an
obsession, almost maddening. . . .

“The arms,” it said, “the arms, you
must get to the arms first.” .

London House at Last

And thus I came down the north arm
of Christmas Island, my island, the
domain over which I had felt the silly,
foolish thrill of an Emperor, and I drew
near to the Point, and saw at last the
shadowy form of London House, bulk-
ing black against the open sea beyond
the straits. And the noise of the
breakers on the reefs off Cookes Isle
smote my earg llke a kind word from
Heaven.

Were they walting for me? Was
someons lurking there in the shad-
owWS, with my own weapons, ready
to me when I should appear?
I aid mot care. If they were there
before me, I might as well die at
once. X could stand no more this
night. So I staggered up to the
doorway, and pushed over the
threshold.

There was not a light in the place,
but I knew well where the arms were
kept and I fumbled over toward the
wall for my shotgun and my revolver.

As my hands closed over them, ex-
hausted as I was, I turned again toward
the door. 3Supose they should come.
Well, I would wait for them and give
them the reception that . . .

In Broad Daylight

I lay on the bunk inside of the door-
way, with the shotgun in my hands,
loadrd, and the charged revolver beside
me, and the ammunition boxes on the
floor within reach.

One by one the half-hours and the
hours struck in the battered clock be-
hind me . . . 12, 12:30, 1, 1:3), 2, 2:30, 3
I do not know how long I lay

there.

The moon had come up, and spilled 2
glint of silver over the shifting waters
of the straits. The boom and moan of
the surf along the outer rim of the
land grew vague and less insistent. My
tired body was burning with the brulses
I had received, and.my face was Stiff
with the cuts.

And, somehow or other, and in spite of
all my will power and fear, I fell
asleep.

It was broad daylight when I awoke.
Looking at the solemn old clock on!
the wall. I saw that it was 7 o’clock.
1 was raked with pain and soreness, but
the necessity of action swept back over:
me almost with the remembrance of
the terrible experiences of the night. So
I climbed out of the cot, and, after|
scanning the surroundings through my |
glass, I came back within doors, '

Last Place for Safety

Clearls I could not remain long at
London House. If the mutineers were !
telling the truth when they shouted at|
me, that they would have my life, this’
was the last place on Christmras I§Iand;
for me to remain.

Here they knew I lived. Here they
would come, inevitablrx. I could mnot.
guard this whole place alone, even with'
the guns.

A spear stroke with one of :ﬁe

be over. There wexe a dozen and

one ways in which they could put

an end to me.

The consciousness of what they had
done, and what the mutiny would mean
wien the schooner arrived in Spring, all
this, I thought, would lend more deter-
mination to their plans. If I were deal
and buried there could be any number
of excuses, fever, sharks in the lagoon.

And London House, with the whole
northern arm of Christmas Island open-
ing down upon it, and the trees and un-
dergrowth to shelter my foes, London
House seemed to me that morning im-
possible.

Moving to Motu Manu

I resolved to move to Mot Manu pe-
ninsula. This was but six or seven kilo-
meters distant, and had some ‘excellent
sheds in which I could establish myself
securely. Besides, I would then be pro-
tected by the open lagoon on three sides,
and there would be but a narrow strip
of pathway over which they could ap-
proach my quarters.

1 would have to move with a push cart.
The automobiles at London House were
hopeless, despite the stacked tanks of
gasoline in the sheds. The motor boat
was broken down and had been hauled
up and stored in the outbuilding near the
house. Besides this, 1 could not move
the motor boat alone. The only good
automobile, too, was lost, abandoned
where Tama and I had left it at the
Erie Plantation, 1ast night.

So I gathered up the clock and the in-
struments with which I kept the rec-
ords and surveys of the island, and all
the ammunition for the guns, and the
clothing, of which there was but little,
and whatever else I felt that I might
nced. These I loaded into the cart. 1t
waus a dire labor, for my limbs almost
refused to move at all, but I decided
that they would be straightened out
faster if I persisted tn working,

Enemy Had Vanished

When I had established myself in my
new quarters, I returned to London
House to take the morning reading of
the surf, and to make a report of the
trouble.  The latter I wrote out at
length, naming all the ringleaders, and
signed and kocked it up in the safe.

1 knew that the natives would be un-
able to mdve or open the safe, and it
was the first place the captain of an
incoming schooner would ook, if I were
missing. I smiled at the trap I had laid
for the mutineers, to be sprung in the
event of my death.

As I had been given, by virtue of my
job as manager of the island, the au-
thority of a ship captain in case of
mutiny, I resolved, should I meet Teri
A Fa, or Teru Cook, or Taurii, or Tiva
or Panu or Sanata—I would shoot to
kill on the least move that they made.

All day long, Jan 1. 1918, T stayed at
Motu Manu, too feeble and too weary
to move about beyond the sheds. I sat
in the sand under the side of the build-
mgs and, with my gun beside me,
secarched the shores of the lagoon
through my marine glasses for a trace
of the enemy. -

For all my searching, however, I saw
nothing. Not a sign of any human be-
ing came within the range of the lenses.
An immense solitude brooded over
Christmas Island.

Ammunition Useless

On the next day I awoke sick and
sore, after a very bad night. I was al-
most a nervous wreck. Horrible micht-
mares kept fetching me abruptly awake,
and I would sit up in the dark, in a
cold sweat, straining my ears for a
sound of the natives.
and drift of the wind in the palm
groves seemed to spell some lurking
danger.

When I arose I determined to walk to
London House asain, -to help my re-
cuperation. I slung my shoigun over
my shoulder, filled my¥ pockets with
cartridges and stuck my revolver
through my, belt.

About halfsvay to my destination I
spied a great bird, and, resolving to
shoot it to make a broth, I threw up my
gun and pulled the trigger. The ham-
mer thumped with a dull, dead sound
on the cartridge.

I stopped. with a sickness at
heast, and began to examine the
cartridges. My. gun ammunition

Every whisper’

‘wait!ng to be murdered.

wag practically all spoiled fro:
damypness. an-
wn there in the morning §
Tt e e
i e
\‘:2;‘3 ee?l;gll; bad. I was almost afraid

k.
'°1‘§?mea the trigger, and the txirslhi!;gt
rang off 1(l,l‘-“ZI ‘:;d :;l:urrt;ersa’t;out to
. I pulle e
{ﬁie next l:‘and. fired. It was demLk b;g
was the next. When I got bac! °
Motu Manu Ilsh;)uld t‘x;;.;go;o d{.t sn:;:s
efu nves .
g{zﬁ;? I‘-;arwould not do to be caught
with worthless cartridges.
s

Back to London House
1 walked on my way to London House.

thinking over the situation agaln, in

view of the problem raised l:ly my bad

ition. 1f the cartridges were
?n%ls‘s?l‘;f‘ \:ad, 1 resolved to move back }t;o
London House the next day, with the
hand cart. My examination that night
proved my suspicions correct. tead

That move nearly finished me. Instea

of getting stronger dally., 1 seemed to
be getting weaker. Izt wtl‘:gkm';eb :lg‘rrx?;!:
hours ‘to_push_the car LIt Y R ehen

. at any rate, I
helaga‘ésxunrters}: and there I would remain
and protect the property of the com-
pany. That was my duty.

During the next two days there was
2till no sign of my former workmen.
They were _probably lurking in the
woods, or on the lower plantations,
walting for me to become unwary.

I resolved that they would have a

very long wait.

Waiting to Be Murdered

On tre sixth day after the fight T
went to Motu Manu once more o see it
1 could find any trace of the men. Once
more 1 was unsuccessful. Since the
night when the system of government
on my little domain had crashed to
pieces, I had not ISiidt eves on a single
native, even at a distance.

was culiar experience, thls
o > pe. P I diid ngc
much about an attack during the
(‘]va‘.):,{rsior then I was on the alert. But
T cculd not guard the London House
and the sheds and remain awake all
night, day after day. It was wearing
e down.
Sunday came. I determined to
ra.‘:?:ghee nfuru:‘er )than Motu Manu penin-
sula, 1 walked out to Eleven Kilometers.
on the edge of E{ie Plantation, where
sed to be.
q%er:ia‘tl:e had been ransacked from

‘end to end. All of the provisions were

, the rations were missiag, and.
lgyojrxl:: out in the xgiic!ldlgk of th% e1’0:-1&“!1
automobile e, & w .

D it 1t was my last spare tire.

jeces.
cuLtor with the use of the two or

The enemy.

' three men who had tinkered about the

|

and the machine boat. had put the
::la‘ghme togctlher again, then, and they
rere running it
“gly wrath at this development waxed
hot, and I set off for the other side of
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the Plantation, to see if I mighi find
any one upon whom to wread ‘ed-
geance for the affront.

But at Sixteen Kilometer Flat, below
Erie Basin, [ came to a halt, growiné
;v:;;ia xf[g tca.um}.n took charge acd i

ot to go further from mj base
of supplies. m

Too Much to Be Borne

Thus the days passed. I visited Mo
Manu almost daily, and set to work
cleaning the trees, to occupy my m:zd
My devices, however, were scarcely 3
Stccess, for 1 had to stop-coatantiy t®
search the shores of the lagcon through
my glasses, and the road toward Ens
and the Polnt, for a sign of the foe.

On the 11th day bf my isolation 1 was
taken down wiln a tever. The %oy
was beginning to keep me awade
night long, ail the ume. [ besas ©
wonder how long I could stand this asnd
reman alive and sane.

On this day I found a fig tree, stnpped
0! leaves, nearly, but with five 5rea
luclous hgs upon it. ..nd this gave =t
as much pleasure and delight as if 1 bad
been a child.

Again the sea rose up teyozd the
narrow straitg of CooXes
and I sat in discouragemes: a3d
watched the spume fiung over the
rocks, and Listened to she susill cal-
ing of the birds down ths Witd 24
they circled tie zir above ths
gooxn.

ing roar, 5
up endlessly, hurling their wmtf ¢
up out of the gray-blue open Walers
the Pacidc. .And above them, like
immense, pale bow] of tu.ndv w-’s.'
blushing to mauve and scarlet 02
horizon, lay the sky. _—

A rush of sick tears came to T} €770
I feit that thus could nof, must 20 =
on. I could not stand it muca 0 =%
And there, on the shore, tihies™
under the magnificence of tae sk
made up my mind 10 & desSperai®
dient.
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By JAMES H. POWERS

In previous instalments
the Globe has told how a
. Malden boy became man-,
. ager and only white person
* on Christmas Island, out in
3 the middle of the Pacific,
N

-

how the cannibal workmen,

tried to kill him, how he es-

caped. and after ‘waiting for
. a month for a second attack
started out alone to hunt
down the mutineers and
overcame them by sheer
audacity.
3 Then, with the ringlead-
7 ers in irons, he put the now
subdued mutineers to work:
% but they stopped all labor
when their time was up and
he had anxious weeks of
waiting for the overdue sup-
ply ship.

At last he was aroused
one night by the news that
a strange white man was
coming along the beach.

Frivdariirevas

STHE STORY OF JOSEPR ENGLISH
1 leaped from my cot and started
wvown the shore to meet the stranger.
—:\\ ondering what ship he was from.
sund with my
«4he prospect of getting away from
*Christmas Island. .
As I drew nearer 1 saw that he
was exhausted and dripping wet
from the sea. and 1 heard the words
that he was crying ag me:

“Where's Engli_sh? 1
English,” he shouted.

“I'm Joe Engiish,” said I. **What's
the matter?”

«“The schooner—" he gasped,
on the reef—lost!”

1 turnednand looked =zcross to
northward, toward the open opcean,
and my joy and eagerness fell away
from me as if 1 had been doused with
ice water. For there, with her hows
pointing up sharply into the stars
and her stern already awash—there,
on the outer reef beyond the anchor-
age, with the endless white breakers
yoaring past her side. lay the ship
that 1 had waited for, praved for and
almost despaired of ever seeing—the
‘Ysbel May.

The sailor had swam. and waded

.ashore to bring me the news.

want Joe

“gone

pone for Till the Tide.

1 left him and ran ACrose the sands
te the sea’s edge, and plunged into the
water, Pardy swimming and partly
wading, T made my Way over the sub-
mmerged coral and in a few minutes 7
clhimbed up the ropo ladder thrown over
the bows. The captain was there 10
meet me.

+1 am Capt Jones,” said he. *“‘We're

_in a bad mess.” And he began to tell
e how he had fotched up on the reef,
and that it was not on the chart. But
1 Jid not wak to hear his explanations.
Y.ooking aft 1 saw that the stern line
‘was out. - .
*ewwe've dropped the.kedge anchor,”
explained Jones. following my gaze; “but
« isn't much use. She s done for~till
the tide. Heres your instructions.” I
took the letter, paying but little atten-
tion to what I wag dotng; and thrust it
juto my pocket. “We'll have o throw
the deckload of Jumber overboard at
once.” said I “Thetlde is inshoreand
‘Ly morning it will wash the whotle con-
sisnment up on the beach and my men
will be able 1o salvage i”

<There’s a chance that the morning"
tide will float her, just a chance,” per-
sisted Capt Jones. e

«But why not throw the lumber over?”
1 demanded. “She will ighten thenand
Jif there is any chance it \flll help her.”

«No. we will not throw a thing over-
.board vet.” said Jones.

- tooked at him and saw that he had
pecome stubborn and it would be little
use to arsue with him. “I"ll go and get
sy crowd of workmen and se¢e if they

* . an help with the kedge.” sald 1. And so

1 did.

—
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. pt Jones refused. When high w:
Ysbel

\1lved. as 1 had foreseen, the

Iav dul not move an nch,

it was close to 6 p m and, after a fruit-
ewx und hard day's labor, I asked again
(hat the load be thrown off, and that
the cargo in the forehold be taken out
1o lighten her.

“1 am running this ship,” retorted the
captain savagely, and with that I turned
and went ashore again. 1 determined to
risk troubie once more and went aboard
early in the evening.

“You will jettison the lumber at once,”
1 said to Capt Jones. - . .

*Not while I am captain of this ship.”
he replied.

] am manager of this island and man-
ager of this company and manager 0f
this ship,” said 1, losing m¥ temper. *'I
will have this schooner suved if pos-
sible.”

“You will get off this deck and - be
damned to you,” roared Jonesin a fury.
The crew gathered, a mate and & noude-
seript group of Kanakas and Chinamen.
1 had to beat a retreat.

At 11:30 T called my workmen together
on the shore neat London House. “You
will all go aboard the schooner with me
and as soon as we arrive you W 111 start
thiowing the lumber into the seix to
tandward,” I commanded. And I told
them that if they didsgot work fast. so
that we.could ‘save the schooner before
2 storm-should rise, we would never get
off "Chiristmas Island.

At the Pistol’'s Point

*IVhen we reached the *Ysbel May" the
captain was_asleep and there was no
one to interfere with us, for the mate
whs drunk. We set to and worked all
night and the next morning till well into
the following afternoon. the captain
failing to put in an appearance. The
{ncoming tide, as T had figured, fetched
hearly all of the lumber to the T'oint.
and 1 had severil hands there to salvage

it.
Then the captain came up in a
white rage, but I had my pistol ia
smy belt and there was nothing that
dhe comld do, for the lumder Was

gone. .

"] guess,” said T, after 1oo0king over
the ““Ysbel May,” and seeing that the
weight of her.burthen was still too
much for ‘her, "I guess that the cargo
will have to be taken ashore, too. 1 will
start my men with the boats at once.”
" He walked over and stood on the
hatchway and told me that if I put 2
finger on that hatch or the cargo 1
should take the consequences, “Then
jou can gne me all of the cargo con-
i signed to this island.’” said I. *‘I am not
going to lose the supplies I have been
waitng for a whole year almost.™ .

To this he could not well protest, and
|50 we carried our stores to London
' House, and tired and sick and weary, 1
;sat down there and watited for a storm
'to kick up the sea and make an end to
i the schooner.

1 tried to slecp. It was useless 1
went back to the beach again and
walked up and down, up and down.

While 1 walked 1 looked over at the
wysbel May,” and at once 1 perceived
that there was
aboard her. I had not long to wait- to
' discover what it was. In a few minutes
boses and bales and cases began to
splash overboard. Capt Jones was
(hrowing the cargo into the sea.

Mate Fails to Beat Him Up

That knocked me out entirely. I
went into the house again, In the con-
dition of a little child two years old,
ana 1 was afrad that 1 was geoing
crazy.

Then, as a chmayx, came a note from
Jones, saying that the ship was finished
and that there was absolutely: no
chance left and he was coming ashore.
i sent back word that 1 would take
my men aboard and work all mght and
save what we could.

Three days passed and the storm

did not break, though on the second
a deiuge of rain and
spelled destruc-
tion. The only result was to wedge
the schooner higher up on the coral

reef.

We worked at the salvagmg of the
loose fixtures and the remainder 0f the
cargo, as wall a3 what might have

drifted ashore. I became unable to eat
or to <leep with worry and the hard Job.

Then on Aug 1 the mate came ntd
Laondon House Station and created trou-
ble. He was drunX, Some of the natives
had got hold of hiquor also.

1 took my gun and stalked out mto
the middle of the gang. “The next man
I see drunk on this island I wil} shoot
dead.” 1 eald. I sent word out to
come of the crew, who were lingering
on-the ship. to the same effect.

At 11 ¢'clock that night, when I had
dropped” asleep in the dock house, for
the first time in nearly a week, some of
the natives came and woke me. The
mete was ashore again, and he was
looking for me. He was going to “beat
me up.” All of my boys were fright-
ened, as he was & stroagly built man
with plenty of muscle.

The awakemns eassperated me more
than the fact of his drunkenness, and 1
fumped up and went outside in a savage
temper, where I ran fair on the mate
who had come questing me.

Y am going to beat you to a jelly,”
was his gresting s thick voice.
Bat when I got through with him

e was quite tame and never agaln
spoke a word about fighting me.

Forgotten tnstructions

The captain had now moved all his
beloncings from the *Ysbe! Afay”™ 1 the
belief that she was done for, and I re-
solved to try for help N

When 1 first suEzested that I go to
Fuanmng Island fn-the abip's boal withs
three of the crew, and the sail from my
black boat, he was quite willing that I
should. But almaost immediately - -hs
wanted to o himself. B 5 ~

1 wrangled and talked with him. but
finally decided that he wus quite right.
Aty place was there. So I gathered up
stores for the cruise, which was close 1o
1 miles. and 1 packed the boat with
enough water and proivisions for a

week.

Jones immediately refused to carry all
the supplies. He was not gomng 1o neecd
them, he said. The ship's boat would

1 remoastrated with

Ordered, O by the Captain - 100 deepiy.
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He declared that he knew better, and
that 1t would take him but 30 hours at
the weorst. So 1 stopped arguing with
him, Yor it was useless, and the thing

wias upon his own head, anyway. He
set out.
During all this time I had forgotten

the letter which I had been carrrying
around jn my back trousers pocket. The
rush and anxiety over the ship, on the
reef, the endless work, the desperate ef-
forts to move_ her, the squabbles with
the captain and the mate and the urgent
necessity of hurry with our silvage be-
fore a storm should pound. her to pieces,
had driven clean from my mind the in-
structions. ¢

Probably it was also due to the fact
that instructions with a wrecked_ship
had httle importance. Anyway, res
discovered the letter on the very day
that Jones and the ship's boat started
away on that ill-fated cruise.

Father, Rougier Arrives

It was from Father Rougier, the own-
er of the islund, and I sat reflecung
bitterly on the irony of the situation.
For there wele directions_mstructing
nie to take passage on the “Ysbel May,”
and to make @ recruiting trip through
the islands to south and westward, and
secure 300 hands, and bring them bach
with _me to_ Christmas Island for en-
largement of the plantation operations.

To get away -from this place
seemed at the moment to get into
Heaven. I was to see Yeal ypeople
again, white people, not the type of
Jones and his mate or the Kana-
Xas or any of the rest of that lazy
collection of natives. And here the
whole scheme was rnined.

1 fell to work, this time with all hands
willing, and we filled in the interim
until our help should arrive with mak-
g copra and cleanng the groves

1isht days later Capt Jones and lus
men were picked up by the steamer
Saint Francoi.e, 17 miles off Fanmng
Island. Father Rougier was aboard the
ship. The drifting boat had been sight-
ed by a man at work on the hunger of
the wireless at the masthead.

Capt Jones was the only man left in
his right mind aboard that ship’s poat,
and his condition and that of the other
men was such that the Saint Francoise
had to turn back to Fanning Island and
Jeave the four of them in a hospital for
days. They had been afloat four days
:ndd.nu’hts without a arop of watler or

(1]

All this I learned on the 27d of the
month, when one of the men camne jun-
ning in to mc with i shoul that tne
steamer had Leen raised. She :ame m
and dropped anchor off the Northwest
Beacon, and *“Sauta Claus” Rouuger
came ashore to London House2, with his
two nicces, Bertha and Alice, and lis
ill-omened housekeeper, Mlle Pugeault,
thrﬂrst white women 1 had seen in a
year,

———

A ‘Happy Interlude

The mutineers were all of them fined
and taken aboaid the steamer in irons.
Those next few days were among
the happlest I spent on Chnstmas
Island. For the steamer was put to
work to help get the ““¥Ysbel May' safe
mnto deep water, under the direction of
the steamer's captain. Meanwhile, I
took the girls over the island, showing
them the plantations and explainmg to
them all about the Turseries and "how
they were cared for. Alce and her
sister were intensely interested, though
cocoanut growing was not new to them.

They both planted cocoanuts in the
sands near Paris House, and laughingly
insisted ~ that 1. look after their
“plantation,” when they should have
gone, which 1 promised to do. Divers
discovered that the schooner had sus-
tained no real damage on the bottom.
though she had sprunc aleak badly:
and_at the end of the third day the
“Ysbel May'" was once more afloat on
an even keel, none the worse for her
escapade save the loss of about a doz-
e¢n feet of her false keel.

We began to load copra, and found
that we had gathered 30 tons, which was
no mean cargo. Rougier was distinct~
iy pleased. and he declared that begin-
ning with the next trip my salary was
to go up. . . . The next trip. . . . Littie
did I dream what was to Happen before
that next trip.

\Uhen the cargo was shipped and the
Sarnt Francoise was ready  to_ depart
towing the “¥Ysbel May™ to Fanning.
Rougier culled me Into consultation

«Y have changed my mind,"” ke

said.

I asked him what he meant.

uyy is about your recruiting
cruise,” he replied. “Of course, there
4« no charce now to So in the
iwshel May.' I wiil have
usc of the cteamer for the trip. T
think it will be best thag I make
the trip myself azd leave you here
¢l ¥ return.”

Threatening toc Strike

~1 wil] met through right now and
here,” 1 reterted. aggered as I.saw my
chances of leaving the island. again
clouding. ) -

“Don't be foolish, Joe.” said “Santa
Claus.’’ stroking s beard with a calm
smite. “l-will go on the cryise and in
Jess than 45 days T will be back with
the 30 pew hands. Of course the old
gZang caanot remain here after the mu-

uny.

1 held out,
the island
and whan they
mmed 1o guit

I wanted to go away from
Fmally the girls came in
héard that 1 was deter-
they added their protest
to that of the trader, and before the
weight of this combined urging I said
that 1 would remain there until the 4

days were up and the ship came back
to get me.
The Frenchmen said that he would

leave two men with me for company. His
selection left much to be desired, how-
ever. for he picked two of the laziest
nien ashore. Tiaran and Lucien. These
two were to live with me and heip me
zuard the property. and I saw little to
be thankful for from the outset. though
1 paid them little heed at that moment,
flled as I was with disappointment.

{ returned to London House and there
discovered that all of the stores
been removed by launch to the 8t Fran-
o o us well 88 48 9€-the CAREO 9L the

YS! May" which we had salvaged.
T}\Eegl\r}:;)not % thing left in the store-
house but a ton of rice.

Back 1 went to the
Rougier. ..

Holding Out for Supplies

-Y.ook here. YWhat are we going 10
sat'-what are we- goins -0 live on till
vou come pack? > Everything- has been
ced,” 1 criede-r - - .
re_{ngo\:d have vour supplies. haven't

vou™! was his apswer.” . RN
¥UFe've been left a ton of rice and not
a shred of meat, not a can of fish. not a
sardine even or (:lz-peund of flour; 1 want
1 retorted. -
ft"(‘){l\‘tm.t." said® Rougier,. ‘dhey have
left you'a:ton of .rice? Hein. It is too
T " What will Shree men-do in 45
days with a ton of-rice? Ve shall take
haif of it aboard at-once.” Amd:he sent
out for the captain to dispatch.2 boat.
At his calm md‘fferenceé to Mg n‘nd the
two men with me, T
TFacher Rougier,” sald 1.1 am on this
ship. 1 shall stay-right on this.ship till
¢ither vou send thé supphies’1 need or
{31 you sail for Papeete. Iam not go-
ing to starve to death for vou er eny-
one else.” s i
~But 1 do not Wish you'to starve 10
geath. Whit 2 ‘temper!'™ he replied.

“Ivhat Is it that you want2”

i at T, wanted- flour and

and any other food
aboard. We wrangled awhile,
for the three of us, I wrung
out of him 1% pounds of flour,
cases of _roast beef, a case of gube
sugary thwee cases of condensed milk
and. three cases of sardines. And [
took tnem ashore.
“AVhen 1 got back to London House
this time the girls and the housekeeper
had gone. They had crossed over to
Raris House .beyond the Lagoon, the
natives told me, some bundles
with _them, ind were to get their be-
jonstags ai;Parie Heups. their,

y
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steamer and to
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place, and go aboard the steamer ‘that
night. I did not see them again.

Only Dreams for Comfort

T felt very badly, for ¥ had come to
love Berthe as a sister. Her bright dis-
nosition, her laughter, her everlasting
kindness and  lively interest in“ the
affairs _of the island had vesulted in a
pemuiné feeling of affection on my part,

Pageanlt, -the housekeeper, I disliked.
Before I had done with fier I was to
have. more genuine cause for my dishke
than mere personal disiaste, 0. The
discovery of .the sorry; irick gh2 had
played .on me, howevergswas resarved
for another day, when it wvoulq b€ o0
iate for me to remedy it

That night, after the
schooner had long since faded out of
sight, 1 broke down completely, with
homesickness and the loss of my good
friends. Berthe kept coming into my
mind. T thought I heard her veice, hut
it was only the wind in the palms 2ver-
head. 1 seemed to catch the infectious
echo of her laughter. but T knew it was
nothing 1 was hearing memories.

It was many 2 long day hofore I
forgot them, in the life thas zow
lay beforsa me. Even when the nc-
cessity of finding soxethirg to do
roused me in those ensuing days to
action, she Xkept hovering in my
mind, like.a fortunate dream which
I was unable to forget and which X
prayed might linger.

A great loneliness settled over me,
w;incn all my attempts to Xeep busy
cotld not quite vanquish. And there
was & strange unreiasonable preémomi-
ton m my mird. a narnng of danger.
o feeling of irpending.trouble which 1
could not shake off at all

1Coprrizlit 1920 by Globts Newspaper Conr

steamer and

Apother instalment of this thrilling
story of the South Seas will be pube
lished im'wext Glebe, - -
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MALDEN MAN IN CRUSOE’S ROLE
WITH TWO WORTHLESS FRIDAYS

With Relief Promised in 45 Days, Joseph English Waited Month After
Month—-——Clothing Gone, Provisions Spoiled, Natives

Ready For Murder

By JAMES H. POWERS.

In previous instalments the

Globe has told how a Malden

boy was put in charge of the cocoanut plantations on Christ-
mas Island, out in the middle of the Pacific, how the cannibal
workmen mutinied, how he finally hunted them down and by
sheer audacity imprisoned the ringleaders, how the supply

schooner was wrecked, and how the

owner at last came on a

relief steamer, took away all the natives but two, and left the
young manager alone with but two men, promising to retuca

in 45 days.

THE STORY OF JOSEPH ENGLISH
As September came on and the
first showers of the rainy seasaon fell,
drenching the thirsty groves and the
foliage of the tropics, which were
geared under the terrific heat of the
summer, I resolved that, rain or
ghine, there should be no loafing.

Work was our only salvation in
the monotony of existence which wag
1o endure for close upon two months,
jf “santa Claus” Rougier kept his
promise and sent us a ship. So 1
1aid out tasks, day after day.

This was no mean undertaking,
either. The two men, Tiaran and
Lucien, who had been left to keep
me company, showed early that they
were irue to the type of South Sea
Islanders. I had®to keep driving
them, urging them and almost fight-
ing with them to keep occupied.

Problems Beyond Solving

For three men, single-handed, to see
10 it that all Wese plantations were in
hand, 1o undertake the multitude of
tacks that daily arose on Christmas Is-
Jand. at London House and Paris 1{ouse,
nu almost go gigantic & project as ta
e absurd. ¢

Thera were piles of copra sacks to
cort and stack; gasoline Grums had be-
come leaky and dirty and the entire sup-
»lv must be transferred to cther drums;
shedt iton reoting on som= of the out-
binldings hald grown rusty and worn
through, and it became nceessary o
paunt our supply of sheet iron and lay
new roofs.

The automobile demanded attention.
Thke motor hoat machinery was clogged
with sand and dirt. There were con-
etant repairs weeded at the wharfs and
the storchonses and the two main sta.
tions.

The tracks at the plantations’ nur
feries, on which we used to move the
handcars, wete becoming bhuried be
neath the shifting sand and the undeér-
growth. The weeds were sprouting ir
our groves. Qur problems were legion

And as the days went past and Octo-
ber came Tiaran dnd l.ucien finally

| o .
‘Sme over working and helping me al-
' together.

‘Why Work? .

They protested that they could not
cdarry on the Jabor alone. It was im-
pogsible.  Houcgier never meant that we
;ghould try iL The arrival of the ship
| with 300 hands wduld catch up with the
:work 1n a few days.
n'I"}l;lf; vﬁydkmn] ux;dersmnd that, unless
: q rks, he h
iDut 1o i as pothiug (sit tu do

£, mazhe they couldn't think.

At‘any rate, when the time for the
ar_riv.al of the relief drew near, they
lazed on the beach in the shade of the
coconut trees, and scanned the horizon
for a diversion, while I shifted lumber
;stac'ks on the sand, s¢ as to get the
salvage further out of reach of the sea,
i and }herehy raised blisters for mv pains.
i My determination to quit the jsland
forez €r, as soon as a ship should appear
crystallized during those davs, with the
g-x:mving weariness and monotony, and
with no one to talk to. I gave up at-
tempts at conversation with mv com-
s&r:a:;gts.f:ﬁ'e atdlmo:u times, for mv

S 7 heir 1dli
o L 1 ing was more tran I

Watching for the Smoke

On the 16th of the month I t g
av
up work for a day and went gl?t gr'rlly(-:
self to look for the ship with my ma-
‘rine riasses. It was sultry and the
‘heat rose from the sands and the
‘\:i‘:::rs of the shore in quivering undula-
'l:l;(;re wag a dead calm. The surf h
as 7 . a
fallen away iInto little more than 2
ripple over the coral, and I could look
deeply into the water, down among
th‘gncgml 1:md P’eeds.
ay long I wandered up and down
| the heach, from London House Point to
the Cairns above the anchorage, look-
,ing to seaward, and expecting that
f:l:l'etl:\;i at ts&})lmet blessed moment, the
-tiale patch of smoke would i
th\\: rxr;'l Iﬂt the Pacific. d lift over
A« night eame, and, fully discouraged
;1 went back to the house, it was with
'an oppression and a keen sense of hurt,
as if someone had deliberately inflicted
3\':: rl‘x:u;‘ Q@ verg %rcat injury. The 15 daysq
3 p, and Dougier h R i
romise, B ad not kept his

That evening, too, a discovery was
made that secmod then of little im-
port, but later turnmed out to be
vital,

On going to the tin in which the Ssup-
ply of flour was kept, I discovered thst
the whole upper part of the case was
full of worms, and 1t becane necessary
1o throw away nearly a quarter of our
hitle supply.

Ruined by Sea Water

This in itself was not a very seri-
ous thing perhaps. for we still had
aplenty of stores to keep us for many
weeks. But before we were done with
our waiting, it became very serious in-
deed. and in the long spells of sickness
and hunger that were to come, I know
that, had I been able to gather up that
discarded flour, worms and all, I would
lhave been thankful.

The loss of the flour did not disturh
me Ialf so much, nor did it seem half
£0 1mporiant #s the next discovery 1
Wi 10 make. That was, upon opening
one of the cases of milk, to find that
it was one which had been salvaged
hy us fiom the Ysbel May's cargo. and
!:.h:x; the s=ea water had ruineg it en-
irelv, )

We opened, one after another, the
!other cases. Every one of the cases
of milk and the cases of canned fish
was spoiled with the rust.

By now the rains had set in almost
daly, and_we were often soaked to
the skin. But the sun would suddenly
break forth agam, and the heat dried
us off auickly -vith little discomfort.
Tiaran and Lucien minded it all not
half so much as I.

Washed Ashore by the Sea

As neither of them was much good in
the way of work, I took to going off by
mycelf, and thus I travelnd from one
of the plantations to the other, leaving
ther to their own devices, sometimes
working, sometimes !oafing. It was of
no use_to watch over them, for they
would do only what they chose.

By the time that Ncvember had come,
however, the rains had grown into a
serious item in my daily life, and the
weather had become decidedly cooler. 1
spent hours looking for diversion, and
nothing new or swtrange in the vicinity
of London IHouse escaped my attention
and curiosity.

I remember how delighted I was
oxe morning when X stood on the
eand and lcoked down upon a
strange starfish washed ashore be-
lcw me, a huge denizen of the sea,
with 17 points and all covered with
spines like a sea urchin I had never
seen anything like it before. -

M another d1) 1t Was a cocoanut
witih a_double embryo that I found
sprouted on the sands by Motu Manu
peninsula,

Ship a Monthh Overdue

One day I took the two men and we
went on a tour of inspection, and saw a
wild duck winging its way across the
land And we speculated for an hour on
where he had come from and whether he
was living in the mar<h of Erie Basin,
or dgwn in the Outer Lagoon, to south-
ward,

Pinally, another month had passed
and the ship was a month overdue,
21d We all degan to grow slightly
indifferent to her arriving, for we
had been disappointed day upon day.
sn;i the strain bad uncarly worn us
ont.

In this mood Tiarin became stub-
torn, and to add to the unpleasantness
of the situation, one mormng he re-
fused to get out of bed, even after he
tad been called four times. I doused him
wi‘h a bucket of e water, and 1t was
cold and fetched hum out with a yell

The work of roofng the house wne

completed, practically br myseif. Now
‘we were beginning to feel cold in the
"aray weather and the persistent sea
winds and the rains: and my shirt was
m ribbons from rouch labor and trips
through the rapidly-growing underbrush
about the island.

: All the Cloth Gone

i T derided that we would make some
j t ake s
I new clothes, With this idea in nund, I
! went to the storehctise to get the threc
' bolts of cloth that I knew were there,
"left from our previons supplies before
the =teamer had come to take away the
workmen. I had felt under nd necessity
of asking ‘‘Sarta Claus” Rougier for
| more cloth because of the knowledge of
‘this surplus. 1 opened the door and
P went in.
" The boits of cloth were gone. I hunt-
‘ed_all over the place, With growing
amazement and wonder. Where had they
cone to” I searched under the empty
cases, and in every conceivable place.
Then. Tunning out of the shack I called
to the two men, asking them if they
knew where the eloth was zone. )
Tiaran told me that Madamoiselle
Purzealt had taken the bolts away with
her when she left in the boat with the
two nieces of Roucier, on her way to
the *Samnt Francois” the night she
satled. He declared that she had car-
rie 1 the bundles down to the boat her-
self, and that he had watched her,
thinking nothing of the matter, for she
was entitled to take what she chose,
being the housekeeper of the owner of
the island.

The Problem of Clothes

. I went away from him and Lucien
and sat down on the wharf to ponder
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the situatidn. I had one pair of trou-
sers, alreadv worn out and cut off at
the knees because the tough thorns of
the undergrowth had cut them to rib-
bons. -

I had one shirt on my~back and' that
was in tatters already. I had no‘shoes.
Not a stitch of clothing of any sort
glh;:l‘ than what I had already on my

ack.

Lucien and Tiaran_ had thelr “G
strings” or clouts, and that comprised
their entire wardrobe. December was
beginning, and although of course the
weather would not become really very
Jow of temperature down here close to
the Equator, nevertheless the weeks of
rdin and cold wind and storm ahead,
with no rescue in prospect, made the
outlook anything but promising.

Heartilv I cursed Pugealt and her
selficshness and the ship owner and the
whole miserable crew of them. from the
*Frisco office all the way down to the
captain, who had run mv <hip on the
rer? and had hrought all this to pass.

There was nothinz to do however, but
niake the hest of it. The two natives
tried to make coverings of sail cloth to
cut off the wind and rain: bnt the stuff
was coarse and heavy, and they gave it
over after stabbing their fingers with
needles and breaking two or three. *

My wet clothing and the chill of the
wind gave me neuralgia, and there were
two or three days early in Detember
when T was at a very low ebb: but the
desperate nature of our condition there
on the island set my mind to working as
to some means of escape. i

Another Hope Gone

I could not wait for a ship. It might
never come. I felt that it would never
come. And, ag T was convalescing from
my attack of sickness and my weah-
ness again, the sight of the black bont
on the edge of the Lagoon gave me an
iden.

I wonld go to Fanning Island in
the black Loat. It was 135 or 140
miles, to be sure, but that did not
matter. I wounld be picked up, per-
haps. I grew excited at the prospect
and even joyful, and I went out to
talk it over with Tiaran and Lucien.
Rut before 1 had reached them a sud-

den qualm overtook me I could not
take provisions nway from the two men
The food was mow runmng quite low.
Neither could 1 stock the hoat with co-
coanuts. d the black boat was_ but
half the size of the ship’s boat in which
Capt Jones had nearly met with s
death on a smmilar trip. The black
boat would capsize in the most ordi-
nary deep sea windstorm,

g0 I returned to my room, discour-
aged, probablv the more so because the
hope that had been born had met with
death so abruptiy. -

In mid-December the weather cleared
agam and the sun came out hke 2
torch. My shirt was goue entirely now.
and discairded my_ trousers in order to
save them that I might have some-
thing left in case a ship did really come
after all.

1 was as naked as a savage, and my
arms and neck and upper body were
already burnt to a dusky brown. Thus
reduced as low as the simplest harba-
rian, I wandered about Chrnistmas 1s-
land, turming my hand now to_ a task
here and now to one there and losing
count of the endless days, except at
night, when reality would return sharp-
1y with my entries into the diary of the
company at London house.

in Battle With the Wilderness

.

Iy rambles about the plantations
nearlv broke mv heart, but thev re-
sulted in one thing that spelled saiva-
tion for weeks—a more reasonable plan
of work. I saw mYy nurserles, into
which I had put so much care and ef-
fort, and which I had toiled over for
more than a year with my workmen.
fill up with weeds and vines and creep-
ers. The shacks fell in from lack of
care and the heavy winds and rain.

The cocoinut grove which I had set
a fev" months -bDefore. my mind filled
with the dreams of new. plantations.
were almost lost to sight beneath the
Jucurious and ranidly srowing under-
crowth of the wilds.

The sizht of all this drove me nearlv
distraected, but eventually 1t roused my
mstinet to battle I pursuaded Lucien
and Tiaran, who by this time had gsrown
comewhat sick of doing nothing, to
lend me a hand.

Thus hegan our battle with the
wilderness, which was to wax into a
veory deadly struggle, with victory
golng, gradually, to the enemy.

We weeded out the Lacoon road.
spending davs at it. but while we were
doing this, London Plantation grew into
a small jungle.

We returned to London station, but
by the time we _had cleaned this up
again, the Motu Manu Plantations and
houses were hedged almost out of sight.

e gave up Erie Plantation early in
the strugele and soon we gave oOver
the fizht at Asia Plantation, and finally
the end came. and we were oblized to
abandon our efforts at Motu Manu.

Skeletons of Boats

Then I came, one nighr, to my Iast
crzarette 1 <tood in the doorway, at
London Youse and looked at that
cizarctte for long minutes and wished
that 1t could be planted and grown. 1
laughed at myself for mv foohshness.
and put the cigarette away. to smoke
at some later day when I should be less
able to withstand the temptiuon

That cigarette became the leading

character in a drama. Each day I

would take it out and look at it

anfl put it away again, regretfully.

Pinally it became 50 dried angd soft

With much handling that X could not

let it go any longer, and I lighted

it, smoking it slowly, luxuriously,
antil the shortuness of the stub burnt
my Ups.

I went on & tour of exploration all
over the istand. to £l fn my time. after
T had wearied of the eternal ficht with
she weeds, [ walked eastward, and
down the far outside coast. past rem-
nants of jnnumerable IO

T found an old windlass and donkev
engine, half buried in the sand and
crusted with rust, and the skeletons of
bonts, rotten old hulks, gaunt and
barnacled, close on the shore reefs, and
jumber strewn for miles.

There was one place where T came
upon a great sheet of corroded copper
sheathing and some odd lengths of
cable, and an old anchor, where some
ship had made a_fight for her life only
to lose in the end.

At another place T found huts thrown
twoether out of rocks and weather-
beaten lumber from the shore.

————

Four Lonely Graves

And near the half way mark down the
coast, behind some cora] and strewn
sand, cut off frem the sea by a scragsiy
clump of bushes, I oime upon four
graves in a row. very old graves thev
\Wwere. Some other” marinems had meg
tleir fate- ot here on this ill omened
island.

I became very much depressed, think«

ing of our own condition, and wondering
which of us would die the first, and
whether any man in the future would !
come ypon our grates as I had come

upon these four raul. moulents 1o
heartbreak.
1 discovered again the greck of the

_Aeon, which went ashore iR 1511, on the
ureat reef southward of the base of
Joe's Hill. the tallest hill on the island.
Here again I discoverci! the quariers of
|the survivors, the wells that they had
dug, and even tne cook house. Here
there avas plenty of goad lumber, quite
‘new, piled Gip by the sea, in tangles of
wead and sand almost a dozen feet high
~along the beach.

" December went ewiftly, and I decided
to visit Pars house to see how condi-
itions were there. We fought our way
lout over the lagoon, finally rianaging
to make a landing in safety after near-
Iy_flve hours,

i We found the place as I had expected.
|1t was well run to weeds. The heavy
i surf, which seemed to be morz destruc-
Itive at Parig Point than aver at London
istation, had wrought ‘havoc with the
Ilanding )

| "The house itself was in goad condition
incide, but when I \isited the hoathousa
I found that the high tides had carried
0ff ty sea the only boat kept there. The
,walks all about the place were over-
"grown with Kurima weel, and. after
{hunting about for some time, 3 discov-
ercd the coco-nuts planted by Alice and
 Berthe.

| Flve of them had &prout2d and were
| zrowing nicely, and true to my promise.
T weeded them cut and fencad them off
from the depredations of the hermnit

to help me, for I was too weak to do it
alone and the two men refused to str.

Library of Two Volumes

The rain poured down. Convinced
that if I did not work I might fall agamn
into the dreadfu! sickness, I toiled calk-
ing and painting the black boat uander
a thatch of palm leaves.

It seemed thai tne rain would never
caase. Tiavs upon days it rained. The
hzhining ripped and tore 4Cross the ~hy
above us. When I finally went on a
tour of the plantations again on the 10th
of January, I discovered that the road
had been flooded nearly three feet deep
in ‘places and that partgof Asia plan-
tation were entirely under water from
the deluge,

There were hundreds, thousands of
sprouting nuts under the trees in the
zroves, and I tried to plant some of
them, but gave over when I had set out
S¢_feor the task was useless.

I went over to Paris again where I
stayed a week alone, clearing away the
weeds and ofling the floors of the own-
er's house to keep out the rot. Then I
discovered the first trace of the rats
They had attacked the bindinus of the
French books in “Santa Claus” Rou-
mier's library and the maitresses

That library was a ghastly mockery
for it was of no use to me. I would
have given a mood deal to have had
something to read. but my entire libra-
‘ry on Christmas Island consisted of a
book on cocoanut cultivation which
had read for the 20th time and knew
almpst by heart, and an old magazine,
with the covers gone and the first pages

crabs. .

The half-dozen hens that were kept at
Paris house and had never been Knowmn
to lay an esg had Yecome wild, and
took to the wilderness on our approach.

Three Days Delirious . ¢

That night a sterm burst and the
heavlest surf I had ever seen at Christ-
ma« Tsland deluzed the whole Southern
T'omnt. Cooke's Island was not visible in
the fiving spume at times and when I
had return~d to lLondon tlouse the en-
tire lower arm of the island was ob-
scured from sight by the storm.

| In the carly nart of January the
gtove broke down and we were re-
duced to fires outside under shelter
of old bits of sheet irom, to cook our
food.

I missed the stove greatly, for now
| there was no warmth inside of London
| Statien except when -the weather
§cloared. The biting sea’ wind became
i deadiy cold and every night and neariy
every day the torrential rains fell. There
were 238 points of ram on the London
cide that month, according to my
records. .

Despite all this, and the misery oc-
casloned by the lack of clothing., I kept
at work, fighting the encroachinents of
the wilderness bevond the station, Al
of my efforts now were confined in keep-
g back the brush line at London and
Paris. 1 gave over the remainder of the
island, with the exception of the Lagoon
10ad, as an impossible task.

One night, early in the month, I feli
i1 again. 1T was awakened after mid-
night by severe pains in_ the stomach
and lower abdomen. Vomiting and
cramps followed, and I ftell into =n
desperate fever, for which the two men
could not help me.

Duing the three days that followed
I lay almost delirious with the pain, and
with my head splitting. I wished for
death, and expected that T would die.
My hope was all gone.

Yet, on the fourth day I felt im-
measurably better and rose and hauled:
the sailboat out of the waters of the;
Ingoon, tying a rope on the automobile!
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missing. I kept 2 pencil check on the
margin of this. I read it J1 times.

[
Civil War°Brewing
Now something new happened, lend-
ing considerable diversion to my hours.
A feud broke out between Tiaran antd
Lucien, and for days upon end 1 watched
their hatred develop toward one another.
. They were reduced to a plane of «~le-
mental savagery, and the bitter grownl
of their ammosity, day after day, week
after week, was a curious study in emo-
tions and primal rases,
1 do not know to this day what the
| cnuse was. But by Febrfuary they were
sullen and snarlied at one another like
animals, when occasion arose. Soon they
avoided one another's company entirely
and never spoke. 3
Tiaran was plainly dropping into a
state of mind that must have been simi-
lar to that of his cannibal forbears; =nd
.as the grim drama developed. I.foux:ul
myself wondering which one would kilt
the other.

This tarilling story of & modern
Crusoe from New England will be
continued in next Sunday’s Globe.



RESUED AFTER 14 MONTHS MAROONED ON PACIFIC ISLAND: Malden Boy Tdlls...

Powers, James H

Boston Daily Globe (1872-1922); Mar 14, 1920; ProQuest Historical Newspapers: The Boston Globe

pg. AS32

RESCUED AFTER 14 MONTHS

. MAROONED ON PACIFIC ISLAND

Malden Boy Tells the Dismal Story of Long Wait For Ship That Never
Came—Clothing Gone, Nothing But Fish to Eat, One of His Two

Native Companions Insane, Endless Rain and Sickness—At Last

T

Previous instalments of this story
have told how Joseph English, a
Malden boy, was sent as manager to
Christmas Island, out in the middle
of the Pacific. The cannibal work-
men who had been brought to the
island to care for the cocoanut plan-
tations mutinied and tried to kill
him, He escaped, and after waiting
weeks for a second attack, by sheer
audacity captured the ringleaders
and won over the others,

Then came the owner,~who carried
off the mutineers and left Mr Eng-
lish with only two natives, promising
to rettrn in 45 days. Montlis passed,
provisions gave out and the two
natives worked up a grudge that
scemed likely to develop into murder.

THE-STORY OF JOSEPH ENGLISH

It was now seven months since I
had been deserted on Christmas Is-
land, with Tiaran and Lucien; and
the trio of us, reduced by the priva-
tions and lack of food—all supplies
excepting thé rice having run out en-
tirely—gaunt, browned by the sun,
naked and bearded like old “Santa
Claus” Rougier himself, looked for
all the world like some illustration
of Robinson Crusoe.

The two men continued with their '
mutual hatred, and, as I seldom en-

tered into conversation with them,
except -to speculate as to when we
might be rescued, or whether we werp
to be rescued at all, or to ordr them
to go out fishing each day, that we
might not come to actual starvation,
we were in a sorry state.

Braving the Sharks '
Qne day, after I had come in from in-

specting the cocoanut groves “with the .

PAir of them, we discovered that the
black boat had dragged her anchor in
the heavy surfl. She was well ou; off
shore in the lagoon when we saw her,

As this was the onlv boa: left us,
save for the canoe, we could not afford
10 lose her. She offered us the easiess
means of getting to Paris House. which
I was striving to Keep in a semblance
of civilization with London House, my
own quarters.

1 ordered Tiaran to go out and bring
Ber in. 1Ie at once became smitten
with terror, and said that he was
afraid to swim out into the lagoon,
where there were hundreds of sharks.

Only a few days before we had killeg
a very ugly shark, nearly 10 feet long,
spearing it clean through with a crow-
bar after a good dattle. and now {t lay
puried on the shore under a cocoa-
nut palm. )

There was no time to argue, however,

ccasually over the
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in this predicament. If we lost the
black boxat we would be very badlv off,
asx the auto Wwas Dby this time little
more than a wreck, with tires and
springs all gone. Besides, the road
was barely passable and it was 45
miles around to Paris House.

If one swam properly, however, there
was little danger from the sharks. As
Lucien could not even dog paddle, I
piunged into the surf myself, splash-
mg a good deal to scare off any possi-
ble maneaters that might happen to be
In my course.

] reached the black boat in safety,
climbed into her, found the oars lying

on the bottom, and rowed back, while
Tiaran and Lucien stood on the shore]
and waited to see me killed. )

When 1 got to land 1 fined Tiaran 5
francs for his cowardice and set the
1itert down against his account—a miid |
sort of revense—for there was no indi- |
ciation that he or the rest of us would
get any pay in the immediate future. 1

ca? = - !
Appendicitis the Third Time ]

‘The nausea, from continual eating of]
rice, rice, rice, and fish, by this time:
had become overwhelming., We ate our |
1ood, such as it was, merely to keep
alive, and we hdted the event of meaH
time usually.

The diet was broadened now by an-
other item, which we began to use out
of desperation and because we thought'
that the brackish water from the we:ls
was makmg us jll. We took 1o drink-
ing green cocoanut water, obtained
from the center of the unrive nuts,

At the month cnd came *he third |

attack of appendicitis sinceJanuary, .

and X was iaid up for two days and

two mnights, sufiering untold pains.

I felt that the next attack of this

sort would finish me, as the foecd

was not nourishing enough to yive
me strength.

The rain had not let up, and my diary
shows no less than 25 days rain out of
St for March with a total fall of 1826
points recorded

The jungzle was now in bloom. and as .
April arrived the scent of the flowenng :
shrubs and plants grew  deliciously |
sweet after the showe:s, The birds \n
the groves and undergrowth were nests
ing, cailing to one another and making !
a beautiful splurge of color, here and
there mn the palms as thay preenad their
plumayge, or circied over the lagoon.

Ship  Passed Without Seeing

Orn th> $th of_the wmonth. while T was
our ai Eleven Kilometer Nursery look-
fnr over the wrove: and r-ing the
strides of the weeds, ' happen.d to look!
southwest arm of the.
toward the

.
i
1

lamd, beyond Paris

Pacifie My heart teasiv stonj still.
There, {1 the ofing, rode & tall
shin. ¥ counls sze that she was a

!
four-macter, a=1 uader all gail, She '
must havs passed close to tha |
southern extremity of the land ]
early in the morning while we were
aslecp.  Now, with n good 10 miles |
of water between us, sha was headed !
westward, and there was no hope of |
attracting her attention at all. f
The sight of that ship, which was the

first 1 had seen in goinwe on eigh:

months, broush: anew all of mv specu-
lations and hopes Jf rescue.

1 gave pver mnspection and returned 1o
London House, where 1 fourat Tiaran
and Lucien, each one of them bursting.
with the news. and yet constramad be,
therr mutual hatred to silence. 1 aj-.
most laughed outrigsht at the situation
until I remembered the ship once more.
Then I became downhearted.

It was as if a weight had b2en hung

on my spirits, and the situation was not
improved by the sudden darkening of
the skies and the adsent of another of
the ncessant rain storms. The hopes
that had been revived in the three of us

made the next several days unusually
monotonous and dreary.

Extracts From English’s Diary

April 21-Blacksmithing since morning,
making rudder post for the sailboat.
Qut over plantations in afternoon,

L] . L

April 24—Thunder and lightning and
plenty of rain last might. Thunder and
more lightning all wporning. Suffering
from severe cold, tha first I have had in
vears, due to wetness and no dry clothes
to put on. Thanks to that woman,
Pugeault, taking my only material for
clothes from the store. She had a sweet
nerve.

» L L d

April 2/—Sunday, and very sick. If a
ship does not visit me soon it is me
they will plant instead of the cocoanuts.
Rats again raising havoc; cannot get a
good night’s sleep with them running
and gnawing around the house. Last
night they ate my table cover and made

a nest on the table only three feet away

Heavy surf,

from my bed.
- L3 »

May 1—Went to llotu Upon. Plenty

of copra on the ground, which will re-

quire careful supervision, as much of
it is covered with ncan. All trees bear-
ing nicely. The island is in poor shape,
kurima nashu and brush having com-

s Moy

THE SIGNED PHOTOGRAPH ADMIRAL JELLICOE GAVE TO
JOSEPH EXNGLISH

pletely filled in the rows_and left no,
trace of our three large division roads.}
L] L] L]

May 8-Tordav we came to the south
settlement of No Man'’s Land—in other:
words, to Paris. We remain here for
cleaning and repairing dock; rain all,
day.
» L] L]

11~Sunday—cloudy and rainy.

May

a heavy gun. The Sky was cloudiess,
gfxd I am curious to know what that
sound was_cuused by. 3

July 27-—-One year ago today Captain
Jones ran the “Ysbel May” on the reefs,
may the devil take him. Were it not
for that same Jones I wenld now be en-

joving good health at home, instead of’

starving and freezing here, without food
or clothes.

Nothing but Fish

How August went I scarce remember,
save for one incident. The montony had
bezun once more to get on ‘my nerves
and I was growing into a state of con-
tinual ill health from headaches, neural-
gia uand hunger. N

Then one day Lucien decided to take a
sail and he was nearly drowned. The
treacherous wind swept down upon him
in the Lagoon and he was helpiess, as
helcould neither manage the boat nor
swim.

He was upset and thrown into the
water and clung there, loudly calling for
help and thrashing to keep the sharks
off. I forced Tiaran to help me drag out
the canoe and we went to his rescue.

Now wo wers reduced to catch-
ing fish for every meal time. Omnce
in my tour of the plantations I came
upon a large fig tree with a great
cluster of fruit on it, and we cele-
brated. At anotker time we discov-
ered Kavika eggs and ate raven-
ously.

But these were rare occasions. For
the most part our breal-fast, dinner and
supper had to be causht and cooked for
every meal. We fell to eating green
cocoanuts, which made us 1ll, all three.
and became careful.

Then came a day when,
walking through the heavy

as I was
under-

. =rowth, a piece of nean struck me in

Went on eefs lasi night and caught:

several lobsters. Do sou think that

Tiaran wauld o on reef for lobsters? : p

He certainly wouid rot.
* ] -
May 14~Both myself and Tiaran sick
in bed most o’t the.day. .

May 15—Still sick. Rats ate the pil-
lows under our heads while we slept.

Tiaran Goes Insane

]

1
i}

the eves, and I suffered the most ex-
cruciating torture for hours, cotnpletels

inded.

And, to add to the troubles that
seemed to be mounting up for us, for
the first time since T had come to
Christmas Island I found that there
were mosquitoes,

Wasted to a Shadow
September_was the 12th month of the

*waroon. and it bezan with mvself flat

On the 17th of the month of May,on mv back in‘bed in another fever and

there came one of the unforgettable days
of the maroon. - Kven now, looking back
rupon the horror of it all through the
| softening perspective of distance, there
1is a sharp_recollection of my original
i feeling of dismay and mental torment.
! "The hatred that had long been in evi-
| dence between ,the two men who dwelt
with me In my isolation reached the
point beyond whieh it could go but one
step further. 7Tiaran and Lucien had
aeveloped a grim, zilent hatred beyond
description, and with this pomnt reached
the strains of the situation began to
weigh upon us all.

For two days Tiaran had been sick
and now on the third there came a
queer look into his eyes and an odd
twist to his actions, and his words
to me were mumbled. Tiaran had
begun to go insane.

In the days that ensued, the discovery
of his state of mind compelled me to
| watch him closelv so as to guard against
rany violent turn to his troubles. I knew
‘that Lucien or myself were a fair
match for him in ordinary fight, but the
cunning of an insane man made life for
. several days a Hving horror.

Lucien realized at once what hac hap-
pened and was on his guard, need:nﬁ no
caution from me. The peculiar thing
about the condition or the savage was
that he seemed to have temporarily for-
gotten his animosity toward his fellow,
though he did not speak.

Barbering Under Difficulties

1 hid the suns when I slept, under my
mattress, where now the rats were dis-
porting themselves with entire indiffer-
ence to Whether I lay abed ornot. As T
went out to work, day after day, I re-
moved @pc knives and other weapons
from Tiaran’s ceach, and carried my re-
volver and gun with me.

When he had recovered from his sick-
ness fully, Tiaran was as simple as a
child: but the threat of his Soing com-
pletely and desnerately mad lept Lucien
and myself forever on the alert. I took
to sending hun off to do odd jobs by him-
gelf. which he seemed to like, which was
posaibly one of the strangest freaks of
his mental state, for he had been ever-
lastingly lazy and rebellious ever since I
had first krown him.

Late in June, my beard having
grown so long that ;t was becoming
troublesome, | hunted about tili I dis-
covered an old razor and 1 decided to
try and win back some of my appear-
ance as a civilized man,

It was a terrible job. I clipped and
hacked my nwhiskers with a knife and
at last got them down close enough to
shave. But the razor was dull and the
shave was no great success, as it near-
Iy pulled the hair out by the roots.

However, I found the effort diverting
angd kept at it for several weeks.

Now Tiaran suddenly remembered his
aversfon for Lucien and we had con-
siderable worry again until I perceived
that his derangement had apparenuy
ceased its progress, and that he was
now simply “uueer.':

From the English Diary

Excerpts from_the English Diary

June X*—Decidedlr not well, but can-
not sway in bed. Took account of stock,
then went thiough Plantations north of
Puna,

June 21—Sa: boat to Paris. All O K
except that the rats continue their depre-
dations the. mdu;esses.there.

July 7—Clearing auto road. These two
boys have not spoken a word for months
It 1= 1nteresung again to note the hatred
between them. .

Julv s—Rambling around nearly dead
for want of f:)od. .

July 15—Arrived again at Paris. In
“Lady”’ seault’s bed I find nest of
four Hitle rats.

Julv 18~—Watching for ship agatn. Itis
all that I can do.

July 22—Laid up with bad headache.
T'll erther die here or go crazy if a ship
doesn’t come soon.

) [ o
i July 25—This morning at 10:15, we
iheard a distant sound like the report

with Lucien and Tiaran moping around.
separately, In the outbuildings. )

My work during the preceeding
months, with the two men, had been
on the roads about the island and they
were now in excellent condition once

more.
But the Wilderness had won its battle,
The crabs had eaten down the pawpaw
tree over at Paris, and the banana tree
there, which we had been watching
with such eager hopes, disappointed us
with but a small bunch of fruit. The
other parts of the island were run rio
now, and T gave up the battle. -
My sickness took a turn which T may
not describe, save to <ay it was frizht-
ful, and I began to fall away to a mere
shadow. Even the dilapldated pair of
trousers which 1 had stored away for
the day of our llberation, flapped ridicu-
lously about my lmbs when I tried them

on.

It mattered little to me, hopeless as
T was, that T should find when I took
the black fboat out of the water, to
scrape and repair and paint her for the
fifth time, that the bottom was worn
through now, and it would be Impossible
to use her any longer.

We watched the turtles wandering
about the Lagoon, and we managed to
catch a small one without fishhooks or
spears, on the shore. The larger ones
escaped easily, and we could not hope
to make a capture for lack of a boat,
unless we were to steal up behind one
on the sand, which was difficult.

Darkest Hour of All

On Oct 13, the second anmniversary of
my arrival on Christmas Island as
manager, I was reduced to loitering
about the shore, feeble from hunger
and iliness and desperate in the eternal
sight of the open reaches of the Pa-
cific. where never a shadow of sail or
smoke broke the monotony.

Above us arched the clear Autumnal
skies, blue as glass. The waters of the
sea rolled away, forever, to the edge of
the world, or.they came crashing in
foam unon the reefs below the point.

The birds swept circles over the blua
Lagoon, where now cnd then a fish
leaped, or the sharp fin of a shark cut
the surface in the sunlight. It was
ghastly.

That was the darkest hour of all
my maroon. I grew rapidly too
weak to walk ahout much and sat
despondent on the edge of my cot,
wondering how much longer it
would be before I should dle.

T hoped for death. It seemed a kind
release for me and someth.ng that
would prove a blessing. I knew that we
could not stand another WWinrer here.
and the other men were as desperate
as I, though Tiaran did not seem to un
derstand now.

After 14 Months!

As I sat, flattened out by the throbbing
at my temples and the weakness in my
limbs. late on the afternoon of the
19th, Tiaran gave a shout and came run-
ring in to me from the point, where I
had <ent mim to fish for our supper.

“There is a great ship,” he jab-

bered, laughing hysterically. “p

great ship . . . much smoxe.”

I crawled to my feet and went outside.
There was nothing in sight. My heart
fell. But these natives have wonderful
eyesight. 1 returned with my glasses
and swept the horizon once more. He
was right.

. There, headed eastward, though still
in the offing, a great steamship was
standing in landward. Eagerly I fo-
cussed the glasses on her. . , . e
two men were dancing with wild joy.
nearly mad with excitement. After 1%
months here was the ship coming at

ast.

As she drew nearer I saw that she
was a very large ship. I began to won-
der why she was coming to this out of
the way place. Then I picked out the
hine of a gun turret, and [ saw the slim
muzzies of a broadside battery jutting
over the water. A warship!

Dressing for the Occasion

I climbed to the roof and sat there.
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with the glasses mlued to my eyes, and
soon J could pick out figures on her
decks, and alt the hife of a great man-
o’-war was hefore me.

T had a sudden recollection. . . . Von
Horst m 1814 had sailed down upon Fan-
ning Island under the French flag and
with his crew in French uniform, and
when he got into port, he had blown
the settlement to pieces.

I began to temper my joy with won-
der. Suppose this was @ trick . . .
and we were to end it all by belng
taken captive.

I went down and dressed for the oc-
casion. I put on that pair of trousers.
that were cut off at the knees and worn
out behind. I had no shirt.

Then, taking my two men With me,
I lifted my revolver and shpped It
through my belt, picked up my shotgun
in my hand and stood at the point,
watching the warship drop anchor and
}g“_-fr 2 Breat boat with about 39 men
m at,

The hoat swept toward the entrance
to the lagonn, and when she got within
hail T motioned them off, for if they
should try to make the straits they
would have fetched up on the rocks.

The hoat turned and came toward
the outer wharf, ., , .

And then X saw what amazed me
completely and made me look hastily
over my scanty raiment. . . .
There was a lady aboard that ship’s
boat, a White lady!

They came along, and T shouted . . .
filled with doubts still, dispite the flap-
ping of the British ensign.

H. M. S. New Zealand -

“What do you want here? That
ship is that?”

“This is Hig Majesty's ship New
Zealand.” came back the answer,
while the seamen rested on their oars
and the boat floated 2 stone’s throw
away.

*What do You want here . . . ang
what have you got a woman aboard
for if you are His Majesty’s ship
New Zealand?” | retorted.

A short figure rose in the boat, a
figure clad In a cont covered with
gold braid and silver lace. His volice
came to me clearlyv above the slap-
ping of the water at the wharf
below me.

“This is His Majesty's ship .\'e§v
Zealand . . . with Viscount Jelli-

cee, Admiral of the fleet, on ofhew

tour of English possessions™ he

shouted. h

So it was true, then. My legs sho
under me as if T had the nbv:ue o,[:
dropped my gun with a clatter on the
wharf.

And I began to laugh as Tiaran haqg
laughed, as iIf it were a2 huge joke.
TO BE CONCLUDED NEXT SUNDAY,

(Copyright, 1920, Globe Newspaper Cv)
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AFTER 14 MONTHS" MAROGN, MALDEN
BOY IS SAVED BY BRITISh ADMIRAL

On Jellicoe’s Ship He Learned That the War Was Over Months Before
and That America Had Gone Dry—No More Pacific Islands for Him;
He Has Had All of That Sert of Thing He Wants.

Previous instalments have told
how Joseph English of Malden
became manager of the cocoa-
nut plantations -on Christmas
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By JAMES H. POWERS

Mr X¥English. Who do you think
won the war?”

“Won the war?" I repexted after
her, blankly. “But I did not know
that it had been won.”
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A PAGE FROM THE DIARY OF JOSEPH EXNGLISH

Island, out in the middle of the
Pacific, how the cannibal work-
men mutinied, how he put down
the mutiny single handed, how
the proprietor came and took
away all the workmen but two,
promising to return in 45 days,
how English and the two natives
—one of whom went insane—
were left there for 14 months,
reduced to fish and cocoanuts for
food and with clothing all gone
but a few rags. Then, when he
had given up hope of ever reach-
ing civilization again, a warship
appeared.

THE STORY OF JOSEPH ENGLISH

The ship’s boat pulled in at the
wharf and the officers stepped ashore,
together with the lady, and they all
advanced toward where I was stand-
ing. The man who had addressed me
from the boat stood slightly in ad-
vance.

“I am Admiral Jellicoe of the Royal
British Navy,” said he. “I wish to
see Mr English, the manager of thq
island. 'Where may I find him?

“I am Mr English,” said I.

He looked at me, thunderstruck. I
suppose I certainly did not resemble
what he had expected, with my un-
kempt beard, my sunburnt body and
my abbreviated trousers, which were
flapping in tatters about my limbs.

He glanced from myself to Tiaran
and Lucien, quickly, as if he thought
1 were attempting to joke with him.
Then he spoke again.

Manager and ‘All the Rest
“‘Where are the men, the workmen?”
“{We are all the men that are left,” I

responded.

«But I- have been informed—I have
thought that there were plantations here
and a coleny of workmen . . . ?”

“These two men and myself are all the
people. There are no workmen left.
There have been no workmen here for
more than a year,” I made answer.

“YWhere 1s the postmaster?’ he de-

manded.
«Y am postmaster, manager and all

the rest of it,” said I.

“How long have you been here, Mr
Enghsh, and when did a ship last visit
vou, and how long will it be before the
next one comes, and what food have

you here””’

He poured the questions at me with-
out gIvIng me i chance to answer, and
I s:00d silent till he had finished. When
I began to answer, the staff otticers and
the la iy pressed close about in a arcle.

* I huve been here with these two men
for the past 14 months,’”” I said. *When
the shup left in August, 1913, we were
promused relief in 45 days. It did not
come. It has never come. We have
given up all hope of i1t ever comng.
We have no food except the fish in the
lagoon and the turtles on the beach
and the cocoanuts. Our stores ran ou®
months ago. We have no clothes. . .
And. brietly, I related the story of our
IMAaroon.

Fears of a German Raid

The lady at Jellicoe's elbow looked on
us with sympathetic eyes. Jellicoe him-
self paced up and down the sand, as
the tale unfolded, clenching his hands
i anger. Finally heYhalted before me
and exploded . . .

“Mr English, thts is an outrage . . .
this is . . .”” He could not say what
he thought of it. He turned to the lady,
begged my pardon and said:

“Permit me to present Mrs Jellicoe,
my wife, Mr English, and the members
of my staff.”” And, one arter another
he introduced them, and they held out
their hands and eapressed warm sym-
pathy for the trio of us.

“Why did sou warn us out of the
lagoon?” queried one of the officgrs.

I told them about the danger of the
straits, for all their seeming harmless-
ness, and of the submerged reefs and
sharp coral. .And then I remarked that
1 had at first feared that they most
be Germans, playing the trick that Ven
Horst played at Fanning Jsland ia 1914,
making entry under a false tiag only to
blow us to pleces.

News of the War

At this the entite croup Lezan o
smile, and. seeinz tanrt I wue bewil-
dered, Ladyx Jellic »2 Ieaned for+ard

“0, but then you do not know yet,

Whereupon they all laughed heartily,
and she informed me of the German de-
bacle, all of which was wonderful newy
to me, who had not heard trom Furope
or any other part of the workl an so
long.

“In view of the circumstanies, Mr
English,” said the .\dmiral, atter a few
nminutes consideration of the «ituaniop
1 canpot allow you to remarm longer
here. T must take you and your men off
with me. We will carty you to some

probaoly,
where we are to make a stop.”

“If vou don't mind,” T answered *[
would like to go to Fanning Island,
where there s & cale. There T will ne
able to wire San Francisco for monev
and clothes and instructions, and so set-
tle up my business.”

“Very well.”

He directed one of the officers to take
charge of the assignment of quuarters
to Tirran and Lucien, and to secure
clothes for all thrce of u«, and to have
hl'lafown extra cabin prepared for my-
self.

other place, to Honolulu

No Trouble to Pack Up

‘“When will ou be read,
aboard?” he queried.

“I am ready now.’” said 1. “for (very-
thing that J possess iz on me with the
exception of my diary and 1ecords,
which are in the house jonder.”

Then I sent Tiaran for the auto and
the Admiral and his wife and two of
the staff oflicers and myseclf made a tour
of the plantations. Upoun our return,
which was close to 6:3% in the evening.
I went aboard the hattleship.

Now the change of my fortunes he-
came abrupt and wonderful. I was
clothed_in the unm.form of a heutenant
in the British Navy, and, instead of the
squalor of London touse I was nstalled
m a cabin fit for a King. I shall never
be able to thank Admiral Jellicoe, nor
his  kind-hearted wife, for their care
and attention to my condition, nor the r
efforts in some measure to make me for-
get the horror of the maroon, during
the next 48 hours.

When Lady Jellicoe saw the diary
she requested permission to read fit,
and after I had handed it over, she re-
tired to her cabin with it.

News of Another Sort

As I stood on the deck, later. with
Jellicoe, he looked at me with a smile.
“I think that a whisky and soda—
now—" he remarked.

I grinned. In my new unfform I felt
verv much dressed un. I nad had a
bath, and the ship’s barber had cleared
away the drift of mv beard. r.d onca
more T felt like a civilized man.

“You have guessed neautifuliv,” said I.

He suddenly laughed azloud and turned
to me agnin. .

“You had better make the most
of it while you can, Mr English.”

I suppose X looked blanik.

“You know, when you get tack to
the United States, you won’t have
any opportunity for whisky and
soda. The United States has gone
ary.

After dinner Lady Jellicoa came to me
with the diary in her hand. *I gee that
you have suffered from daily head-
nches, Mr English.”

I told them all how the sickness had
very nearly finished me, and how the
headaches were almost daily torture for
the past three months, and with that a
ship’s boy was sent to fetch the surgeon
and he gave me an exumination ymme-
diately. )

On the following day we reached Fan-
ning Island early :in the morning. 1
went ashore there, after bidding zood-

to zo

by to my zood friends and »i
them as I eould for therr mmmg‘?m}”{,'
Admiral pressed on me an autocraph, f
portrast of himself and both ke pnd ;;,',
wife urged me to write them when ";
sheuld get“hnme. )

Mv troubles were not enurely ;
end., Although [ eabled to (‘r.mé .:(\::9
Francisco for money to stand v .-"i
penses, there wWas no money forthiom.
ing. .\t the local cable office thes wyuy
not extend my credit and 1 had to way
severxw! days before T learned rmn-;
Crune that he had cabled Rougier and
that Rougier would cable me instrue.
tions dirmeot.

America at Last

All this thme T was ¢lad in the un®yry
of the British Navy, and had Tiaran ang
Lucien on my hands. I had. no funds
and no clothes of my own. and if ¢
were not for the kindness of a traveler
an American who loaned me $0
probably would have meen reduced to
want again, 1 appealed to the super-
intendent of the cable otfice 1n vamn, .

Rut there is no use in poing into a
that unpleasant finale here. How 1
<tared there for dayvs and days, how |
tinally anaged to work my way as far
as Honolulu in the hope of meeting with
funds at the company otlive there, how
I fuled, how T was divected by Rouglep
to zo to "Frisco, was wasx absolutely 1m.
possible as J had no funds and the hoat
did not leave il December, how
turndd Tiwaran and Lucien over to the
commession, need not to be told here

I dd manaze to got to "Frisco. abons
the last of December, and [ thers hred
me to the oflice of the Central Pacfie
Coco Company, with ali the posmible

haste of & very angry man.

No One Slighted

When I got into the oflice, where I
had been three years before as an ace
oountant, where [ hatd dreamed dreams
of seeing the South Seas and alf the
rest of it, I learned to my amazement
that Rougter was not there  He hid
gone off on a eruise, or a top to Friwe
or remething, and would not he bha
tor several montha,

I walked in on Crane, the "Frivco
manager, and sot down, And then with
deltheration and with detal and what
even temper I could muster, [ went
1to the history of my expericnces, my
relations with the company, and my
opimon  of all concerned, from the
owner down throuzh apt Jones wha
had run the “Ysbel Mav™ on the reef
at Christmas Island. and the agent a:
Fanmng and the agent at Hoaoluly
both of whom had refused to give me
any- money. X do mot belleve that I
slighted any one.

Crane was as angry as [ at the te--
rible experience [ hud passed throuch
and when [ had iintched he was walhirs
the floor ejaculating frequent and ex-
pressive My Gods.”

f{iz nstrictions would not permit of
a  settlement  untid  *Santa Clas”
Tlouzmter returned, however [ was in
leave my Looks here and when the trad-
er came hack he would 2o over the ac-
counts and settle,

The Last Straw

This was the list straw. Jore ac-
curately, it wias the next to the last
straw, [ knew hefore [ had been m
*Frisvo an heur that the value of the
French frane had depreciated, and as T
Fad hirel ‘Inder terms which made pay-
ment in francs a possibility, T resolved
tc keep the bhooks myself until Roudler
came home, and then to go over them
with him myself and check my salary

The last straw was a letter from Rov-
gier. It gave the final ironclad twist
to the whole situition.

“Zanta Clans” wanted to kno¥
why I had left Christmas Island,
and said that he hoped tkat I would
go out there again for him, as I
knew so mnch about the planta-
tions.”

I had been so angry alrewly that this

novel pomt of view and naive suppost-
tion of myv own simplicity was teo much

for me. I st back and laughed til the
tears eame. Go  back to Chr.etmas
Island! Not whtle I have my reasnn

So I drew money on  aceount an
elimbed aboard a transcontinent] o=
and started for Boston vl oM

home 1 Maiden, whin [ has nol e
in miny years. And here [ .
THE 1IN
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