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O’Keefe, Akoond of Swat:

A Tale of ' Modern

Methods and Luck of a Lucky Man--By Wm. H. Osborne

{Copyright, 1904, by Willlam Hamilion Os-
borne.)
CHAFPTER Vil-Continued.,
ND as he MHatened be began to
find out masy, many things that
he was gind to learn. Answering
mechanically from tme o time,
he learned, bit by bit, the history
of the carcer of ConstHotional Bmith. The
aapiain, who had febbed with bia wine
and had started In on rum, talked and
talked., O'Koefe heard what he had to say,
He found out that Captaln Jenks of the
“Sarah Marguret” hnd ledl a questionable
It among the denizens of the underworld
in the eastern metropolls, and had grad-
sated to assume the position of mate on
& smuggling craft; had finally been julled
and Imprisoncd for a serious offense, nnd
on his liberntion had sought the Paolfie
coust; by somo denl had bought the “Sarah
Marguret,” and had engnged In a quasi-
Tegitimnte frelghting besineas; one that
rested always under suspicion, and that he
Bad aequired grodunily but surely a ropu-
tation as the greatest shanghaing eaptain
on Lhe coast, a title of which he waa jusily
proud., O Keefo was willing to acknowledge
that Coptaln Jenks bad sarned it at any
mite,

O'Keafe gnthered from the captaln's cone
wyersution, although the eaptaln dld not no-
Bnowledge It, that Comstltutional Smith wns
fn his way n groater man than Captaln
Jouks, and that he was one of the very
few groat criminals In the country, Jenks
protended a  famlllarity with most of
Bmith's exploits, though It s doubtful
whether he renlly knew of mony. But
O Keofe, allowing for the exaggerations for
which the rum and the captain were re-
sponsible, began soon to undorstand the
strongth, the clsverness and the finesse of
this man Smith,

And as the eaptain talked and talked Bil-
BEngton O'Keofe gradunlly begun to under
stand the situation, or part of It at least.
And he reallzed, now that he had the con-
fNdencs of the captaln, the very great fme
portance of his returning to Monroa,

‘While the coptain wus In his very hap-
plest mood O'Keefe touched him on the
kneo. “Jenks,” ho eaid, impressively, “what
i tho very moonest I can get a boat baok
to the coawt?™

“Hack!" exclnlmed Jenks. "“What d'you
wnnt to go back for? You're mafe here,
THers aln’t no cops bebind you. You don't
Want to go boek. Btay here, an' we'll have
& rood old time of it. Thal's what*

O'Kesfo shook his head. “f want to go
Buck.” he aniwered, “to got even with the
feilow that did me up. Thut's why."

This was a conditlon of affalrs which
Captaln Jenks appreciated.  Revenge, he
consldered, was ane of the finest Inventions
ef Providence, of of men. The desire for
ravenge he knew to be one of the fMnest
qualities of the humaon mee. He under-
#tood It completaly, But, neverthsless, he
wanied to keep his ald crony, Smith, with
Mm for awhlle,. WHh men who were in
Bis own claas Jenks was fond of good
followahip,

“But I'N tell youu what, Bmith,* he finally
remarked, “it's all right. We can sight o
vamse! In o day or two, and we oan put
you aboard by hook or crook. And 1I'll do
£ an® glad to, If you'll give me your word

O'Keefe ncguieserd, and it became & bar-
gain. Huot for a day or two or three, no
il hove n sight. And when one did at
last, the sitpation had changed to such a
great extont that no one halled it from
the “Sarah Margaret,”™

¥For thera had come a sudden aguall ont
of & cledar wky, and B waa necessary for all
on the “Barabh Margaret” to turn
and trim the sail-and aven clear the
Far a thiwe oven the "Barah Mar-
* found It necessary to drive along
bare poles, se very flerve wins tha
The squall isell 4l not last long,
woever, but ita indivect #foct wan falt
aboard the "Sarah Margerel™ And its
Indirect affect was Internecine strife. And
it Mappened In this wise:

It will be remembored that st the sinrt
Billington O Keefo had anncunecd himsolf

name. 1t will nlso e remems«

pured that be 4id not particularly msist
upon his identity beoaune of fear that the
eaptain ‘might possibly bold [im for mn-
bloed Min in some other manner.
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Fe had, therefore, been very oareful to
bide any actual evidenos of his identity,
even though he had upon the second occa-
sion reiterated that bhe was Bllngton
O'Keefo.

Biltngton O'Keafe all his Nfe had been
ot v more or Jess manual Iabor. In the
Kiondiko, whem overy shovelful dug out
of the tanks of emrth meant s small for-
tuno [n iteslf, perbaps, he had worked like
n beaver, And his methods of work were
like of those of mankind the world over;
he usually rolled up his sleeves, spat on
his hands and started In,

But ever since his advent upon the
“Sarah Margarel™ he had been careful not

to observe one of these formalities. He
had worked, and be had with froguency
molstened hls palms, blistered ns they
were, In the old-Uime way But he d4ia
not roll up his sleaves,

But sinco the discovery by Captain Jenks
that he wos Constitutlonn! Smith, his lot
bad besn so easy aboard ths “Surnh Muare
garel” and his ldentity so well established
and undemitood, that hs had become easy
in his mind and a bit more careless in
his conduet.

And when the storm struck the “Sarah
Margaret'” and thoe captaln and all hands
sel themselves to work. Billlngton O’ Keole
relled up his shirl sleeved wilh the rest
and started in.

After the storm nabated the captain
strolled over toward (OF'Keofe,

“Thunderin’ big blow, Constitutional,™
he remarked; “dikin't last jong, though.™
He caught sight of the arm of Billlngton
O Keele,

“Gee, Smith." he sald, catolilrye hold of
I, “you haven't got the arm you used (o
have. You got a good armn v a man o
your heavy build, but you hoaven't got the
arm you wsed to have Bul, by the lord,
what the bhell la this—"

He caught O'Keefe by both arms and
piood gaaing at them. The arms were b~
erally ornamented with tattoo mearks

“What Is thia?' he repeated, Ho looked
first ak the right arm and then at the
left and kopt looking at each one In turn,
And Bllington O'Keefe knew then that
bhe had made the mistake of his Mle.

¥or on hle right arm in large, desp blue
lotters and in faney scroll appeared the
one word, “"Blllngteon.” And upon iha left
arm, with the e amount of einboratlon,
appearad the wonl, "O'Keafe™ The o were
tha marks of Wentily of the amous Klon-
dika king.

The capialn gasol al thew lo nstonl:hs-

ment. Then, making a sadden lunge, he
tore open the shirt of O'Heefs and gaved
upon hia breast. Thers, ulso, Was a care-
fully mitooed design.

“Hell an' Dblazes!”™ showited Capiain
Jenksa, *“you're & damned mpostor. You
ain't Constitutional Bmith. Constltutional
Bmith an't got no marks like that., I
know just what he's got. He's got & dan-
cing girl on his right arm and he's got his
initials, 'H. K.'—Hezekiah Smith—on his
brenst; that's what he's got. An', by
Geoorge, you're an impostor; that's wbhat
you are. You ain't Constitutional Bmith,
not by a derned sight. Hay, Bullitt!” he
yelled to hisn mate.

Jenks o' the “Barah Margaret™ TYou're a
nice one, you are, Look at bis marks
He an't no Bmith, an" he knew it all the
time,. Dok my good lcker, by (eorge;
mnoked my tobmeeco, and ate my vitthes—
aa' him s-mayin’ that he was Constitutional
Bmith, An' me a-tellin’ him enough to put
fSmith an” me in the cooler, an' you, too,
Bullitt, I'r ten'r Afteen yeoar.™

He drew away and spat viclously and
ominously npon his handa. Then he atarted
forward with a sudden spring. But he
came to a full stop half way,

“Bullitt,” he exclaimed, “T'Il tell youn
what., I ain't Just drunk enough to fight.
I pee this feller’'s finish, But I'm a-goio®
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THEN MAKING A BUDDEN LUNGE HiE TORE OPEN THE SBHIRT OF
O'EEEFE AND GAZED UPFON HIS BREAST.

When Bullitt arrived Captain Jonks wns
beaida himself with anger; he was once
more in a frenzy of rmage. Bul he woas
more deliberate this Ume,

“Tinlmte™ he yeolled, “what do you think
of thix here? Hete this son of a sesteook
told me that he wos Constitutional
Bmith—-""

"I told you T was Billington O'Keefe,
protested the offender. *I told you time
snd time again.”™

“You shut your mouth,' exclaimed the
captain, lunging towurd him; “‘you ala't
got nothin' to say. TFere's this [ellow,
Bullitt, twold me up an' down that he wos
Constitutional Bmith—{fooled ma, by George
—dold me el o my Oe—me, Captain
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to do It up In style. I ain't goin' to be
in. any hurry. You an’ me, Bullitt, has got
to have some fun out o' this here thing.
I'm goin' to bo sciontifie or nothin’. You
an’ me'll have a feast tonight—all by our-
selves. We'll got rarin’, toarin’ drunk
I's goln' to be clear tonight, an' ea'm,
too, by (he algns. We'll got drunk ns
lords, an' then, by George, I'll tackle this
Iyin' Impostor by the light of the moon.
We'll have a § o'clock tex. We'll do It all
aellberate,”

Ho drew hix flask and took a drink—a
large one. Billington O'Keefo stood sdlent
He kept his brain busy.

The captain grabbed him once more by
the wm with a firm grip. *“Take holt of
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