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Woen the captido rose (o lis feot the

wecretary whilspore! I bhis ear; “For
Beavens sioke, don't sovanyibing abont
the  Judlelal's  wife Tolk about da-
eblts " But the speech, wo besutifully
wrltton, so lackl o Dy wenniog ond so
complicated Iy e detall, became
waving sed of fonu. From out the bl
lowy waste of this Indefnite mass

there loomed anly the tall fgure of the
chdnverows J, C, nnd nttnehed to it, as
n tangihle womething, the fact that be
hind lost his wife and settled the da-
colls, "

It wam glovious, thiv getting op be-
fore two stringa of wore or less bald.
headed ofMiclals 1o tell them how the
mtate ought to be run-the ship steered,
an It were, “Gentlemen,'” he began,
starting off bravely enough, “we are
pleasid to have among us once more
our fellow akipper, the judicial com:
misnloner

“The ovd nek's got n rare streak of

humor on tonlght,” whispered Lushton

*Hin Jovial fuce ndds to the harmony
of the oceaslon, 1 will not allude to hiy
Inte loss, an we all know Low deoply e
feels It

“ind!
Lushton

"l repeat, we are glnd to have him
amoug usx agnin, My secrefury assures
me that there's not a single dacolt left
allve In the provinee, Thera's nothing
Uke putting these rebelllous  chapa
down. [ bad o mutiny myself once on
board the Kaungaroo, | shot the ring
leaders aud made overy mother's son
of the rest of them wilk the plank
Bo I'm proud of the gowl work the ju
dicial has done In this respect.”

Now, It had been o source of Irritat
Ing regret to every deputy commisslon:
er In the serviee that wheo he had
caught n ducolt red handed, convicted
and sentenced him to e hauged and
sent the rullug up to the judiclal for
coufirmation be had been promptly sat
on officinlly nnd the prisoner elther par
doned or let off with n light seutence;
cousequently these little pleasantries of
the captaln were looked upon as satire,

The secretary sighed an he sboved In
his pocket the written speech, which
the captaln had allowed to slip to the
fioor. “IUI do for another time, 1 sup-
pose,'” he mald wearlly, “when be gets
over this inferual touch of sun or Bur
ma head."

The other speeches did not appeal to
Captaln Larry wmuch por, for the mat
ter of that, to the others elther. He
hiad certalnly made the hit of the even-
ing,

“It's great, this," be sald bucolleally
to the mecretary as they drove home,

“"What, sir?™

“Why, making speeches and driving
home In your own carrlnge. I hate go-
Ing aboard ship In n Jiggledy sampan
at uight, 1'll have a string of wharfs
put all aloug the front there so that
ships won't have to lond at thelr moor-
fngs. Just put me In mind of that to
morrow,"

Next day there was considerable dl-
vorslon oo the Newcastle Mald, “The
old man's got the d, t's," the chlef en:
glneer told the first officer. I locked
him In bis cabin last night when they
brought him off, and he's banging
things around there In great shape;

Sawears be's the ruler of Burma and
Bir Gimmel Bomebody, 1 won't let him
out till he gets all right again, for he'd
Ko up to the agents with this cock and
bull story, They'd cable home to the
owners, and he'd be taken out of the
ship aure.”

That's why 8ir Lemuel tarried for a
day on the Newcastle Mald, Nobody
would go near him but the chlef engl-
peer, who handed him meat and drink
through n porthole and laughed sooth-
Ingly at his fancy tales,

After chota hagel next morning the
secretary brought to Captaln Larry a
large basket of official papers for his
perusal and glguature, That was Sir
Lemuel’'s time for work. His motto
was business first and afterward more
business, Each paper was carefully
coutnined In a eardboard holder secured
by red tape, )

“The log, eh, mate?" sald Larry when
the aeccretary brought them Into his
room, “It looks shipshape too.”

“This flle, sir, Is the case of Deputy
Commissloner Grant, first grade, of
Bungaloo, e has memorinlized the
government that Contaworth, second
grade, has been appointed over his head
to the commisalonership of Bhang.
He's senfor to Coatsworth, you know,
slr, In the service"

“Well, "why has Coatsworth been
made frst mate, then?"

“Grant's-afrald It's because he offend-
ed you, slr, when you went to Bunga-
loo, " He recelved you In a jabram cont,
you remember, and you were awfully
angry about it.” ;

“Oh, T was, was I? Just shows what
an ass Blr Lemuel ean be sometimes,
Make Grant a commisgloner at once
and'I'll slgn the papers.”

“But there's no commissfonership
open, slr, unless you set back Coats-

orth."”

“Well, I'll pet him back. I'll dls-
charge him from the service. What
else have you got there? What's that

But be's rubblog it In," sald
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“They're pative petitions, air.” |

Larry took up one. It began with an
orlental profusion of graclous titles he.
stowed upon the commissloner and
wont Inte business by stating that the
writer, Baboo Hen's wife, had got two
chilldren by “the grace of (lod and the
kind faver of Bir Lemuel, the Father of
all Burmans,” and the lopg petition
wis all to the end that Baboo Ben
might have n month's leave of nbeence,

Larry chuckled, for he did not under
atand the complex nnture of n Baboo's
Engligh, The next petition gave him
much food for thought., It made his
head anche. The English was ke
logarithmu, “Hers,"” he sald to the
socretary, “you fix these petitions up
later. I'm not used fo them.”

He stralghtened out the rest of the
officlal business In short order, Judg
metts that would have taken the wind
out of Bolomon's sails he delivered with
a rapldity that made the secretary's
bhead swim. They were not all accord-
Iog to the code and would probably
not stand If sent up to the privy coun:
¢ll, At any rate, they would give Bir
Lemuel much patient undolng when he
¢ame luto his own agaln, The secre |
tary unlocked the offieial seal and
worked It, while the captaln lmited
hls signnture to “L. Jones."

“That's not forgery,” he mused; "It
means ‘Larry Jones'"

“The chlel's hand s pretty shaky
this mornipg” thought the secretury.
for the migunture was not much like
the careful, clerkly hand that he was
accustomed o see,

Bir Lemuel's wine had been a stand
ing reproach to Government House. A
dloner there clther turned a man Into
& teatotader or a dyspeptic, and at tiffin
when the esjialn broached a bottle of
it he sef his glass down with a roar
“He's breaglt me the vinegar,” be ex-
claimed, “or the coal oll, Is there mo
petter wine lo the house than this?™
be anked the butler, und when told
there wasn't be Insisted upon the sec. |
retary writlug out an order at once
for fifty doren Pomwery. “Have It
back In tlme for dinper, sure! I'll
leave some for Lem too, This stuff |
Isn't good for his blood,” be sald to
bimself grimly.

“I'm glad thisx race meet 8 on while
Fm king,” be thought as he drove|
down after titin, taking his secretary
with him, "“They say the Prince of
Wales nlways gets the stralght tip,
and I'l be sure to be put on to some-
thing good." [

And he was. Captaln Lushton told
bim that his mare Nettle was sure to
win the Rangun Plate, forgetting to
mention that he himself had backed |
Tomboy for the same race.

“Must bave wrenched a leg,” Lush
ton assured Larry when Nettle came In
absolutely lust, but as the secretary
wrote “1 O 1's" for nll the bets he
made and as 8ir Lemuel would be Into
his own agaln before settling day and
would have to pay up It dld not really |
matter to the captain.

The reglment was so pleased with
Bir Lemuel's contributions that the
best they bad In thelr marquee was
none too good for him. The ladies
found bim an equally ready mark.
Mra, Leyburn was pretty and had fish '
to fry. “I must do a lttle misslonary
work while the Ironclad’s away,” she
thought. Her misslon was to install
her husband In the position of port of-
fleer. That came out later—came out |
nt the ball that night, 'T'he captain as-
sured her that he would attend, |

There Is niways u sort of Douny-
brook Derby at the end of a race day
In Rangun, Ponles are gently seques.
teredd from thelr more or less willing '
owners and handed over, minus thelr |
saddles, to sallors, who pllot them er
ratically around the course for a con-
tributed prize, When the captaln saw |
the hnt golng nround for the prize mon
ey he ordered the secretary to write
out a “chit” for 200 rupeds. “Glve
them something worth while, poor
chaps!" he sald,

“And to think that the Ironclad has
kept this bottled up so long!" muttered
Lushton.

“T always sald you had a good heart,”
Mrs. Leyburn whispered to the captaln,
“If people wonld only let you show IL"
ghe added mallelonsly, meaning. of
course, Lady Jones,

The chlef commissloner was easlly
the most popular man In Burma that
plght, It was with difficulty the blue- |
Jackets could be kept from carrylng
bim home on thelr shoulders. “I hope
Lem Is looklug nfter the cargo all|

Lplght,” murmured the captaln as le

“I seem to be |
Lucky the n:;ld|

drove home to dluner,
getting nlong nleely.
cat's awny." .
*The captaln danced the opening qua-

idrille at the ball with the wife of the | hlm nt the very gute.

fluanclal commissioner, and, bar a 1it- |
itle enthusiastle rolllng, engendered of |
118 sea life, and a couple of torn tralns |
as they swept a llttle too close, e man- |

saged It pretty well, The sceretary hrulI the disappolnted captain,,

iplloted him that far. Then Mrs, Ley-
burn swooped down upon him,

There ls an adornment Indigenous to
every ballroom In the east, known as
the kala jagab, It may be a conserva-
tory or & bay window, A qulet seat
nmong the crotons, with the drowsy

drone of the walta flitting In and out
among the leaves, I8 just the place to

| three dances.

, al a furious clip.

——

[ work & man,

I'm telllng you this now. but Mra,
Leyburn knew It long ago, moons be-
fore Captain Larry opened the ball
with the fnancial commissloner's wife. |
Not that Mrs, Leyburn wan the only
woman with a misslon—ofeclal Hfe In
Indin fs full of them—only she had the |
wtart; that was all |

“It's seandalous,” auother misslonary |
sald to Captaln Lushton. “They've
been In there an bour; they've mat out

I'm sorry for poor dear i

Lady Jones,” l
|

|

Among the crotons the misslonary In
the fleld was saylng: “I'm sure Juck |
ordered the launch to meet you at the
steamér that time, Blr Lemuel, He
knows you were frightfully augry |
about it und has felt it terribly. He's
slmply afrald to ask you for the billet
of port oMeer, nnd thnt horrible man
who s acting officer now will get It,
and poor Jack woun't be able to send
me up to Darjecling next ot weather.
And you'll be golug for a month again
noxt season, Bir Lemuel, won't you?"”

Now, as it happened, the captain had
hod o row with the actlog port oflicer
coming up the river, so It was just in
hin mitt, ns he expressed It “I'll ar-
rmoge it for Juck tomorrow,” he sald.
“Never fear, little woman” (“He spoke
of you as Jack,” she told Leyburn later
oh, “and It's all right, love. Lucky the
Tropclad was away.")

A ludy npproachlog from the ball-
rooms heard o little rustle nmong the
plants, pushed eagerly forward and
stood befort them. Anothér misslon-
nry had entered the fleld, "I beg par-
don, Bir Lemuel,” and she disappeared,

“Perfectly seandalons!” she sald as
she met Lushton, “S8ome one ought to
advise dear Lady Joues of that deslgn-
ing creature's behavior."

“For Cupld's sake, don't,” ejaculated
Lushton fervently, “Let the old boy
bave his flug. He doesn't get out of-
tﬂl."

“I've no Intentlon of dolng so my-
self,” snld his companion with as-
perity.

But all the same n telegram went
that night to Lady Jones at Prome,
which bore good frult next day and
much of it

When they emerged from the erotons
Mrs, leyburn was triumphant. The
ecaptaln wus also more or less pleased
with things ns they were. “Jack will
probably crack lLem's bead when he
doesn't get his  sppointment,” he
thought. |

The captaln slipped away early from
the ball, It seemed somehow as though
the fun bad gone out of the thing. He
began to have misgivings as to the |
likellhood of the chief engineer keep-

lng bis brother shut up much longes,
“I'll get out of this in the morning"
be wild as he turned Into bed. “I've
Lad enough of it. 1'll scuttle the ship
and cleyr out.'”

This virtuvous Intentlon would have
been easy of accomplishment, com- ‘
paratively, If he had not alept until 10
o'clock, When e arose the secretary
came to him with a troubled face. |
“There's a telegram from Lady Jones, |
Bir Lemuel, asking for the carrlage to
meet her at the station, and I've sent |
It. Bhe's chartered a speclal traln, and
we expect her any moment." |

"Great Scott, I'm lost!” moaned the |
captaln, *I must get out of this. Help
me dress quickly, that's a good fellow.” |

An officlal wecosted him as he came
out of his room. *“I want to see you,
Bir Lemuel."

“Is that your tomtom at the door?"
answered the captaln quite Irrele.
vantly.

“Yes, Bir Lemuel,"

“Well, just walt here for a few min-
utes, I've got to meet Lady Jones,
and I'm late.”

Jumping Into the cart he drove off
Fate, In the shape
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“Stop ! ahe evied cxeltedly. ' Where are
yow gotng, Sir Lemuel "

of the Irouclnd. swooped down upon
He met Lady
Jones face to face
“Stop!" she eried excitedly,
are you going, 8ir Lemuel?”
'm not 8 Lemmuel!” roared back '

“Where I

““Nice exbibition you're making of
yourself—chief commissoner -6f Bir-
ma!"

“I'm not the commissioner of Burma.
I'm not your Sir Lemuel," he auswei e,
anxious to ger wway at ony poat

(Continued from page 6)
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Thoroughly Illustrated

By 265 Actual Photographs
taKen at the time of the Awful
Catastrophe

This great book which retails at $1.50
and so much desired by every one is now
offered as a premium with

The
Morning Astorian

In order to get the Book subscribe for
the MORNING ASTORIAN at the regular
subscription rate, 66c a month and 50c
addditional to  cover cost of express-
age. Old subscribers can get this
book by paying the additional charge of 50c.

Only a limited number of books
will be given away---come early and.
avoid the rush. 4
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