LUE BOOK

Magazme, 15 cents

: William Chester, James Francis Dwyer, : J .
H. Bedford-Jones, Leland Jamieson, William Makin,
. Fulton Grant, Francis Cockrell, Robert Mill/ .






















































































































































NN 3 LIRS
%\\\r / L 7 7% 2577 /‘ i
N ¥ ¢ A 4B e
e R S—" J
29 9, — ) §
2B 5 s
| = 43 vo A x4 ! ?

By FULTON GRANT

Illustrated by Austin Briggs

rising up in terraces of streets, crawling
up the side of the mountains as though
the city feared the very cleanliness of
the sea. He had risen with the sun and
had stationed himself on the freight
deck, forward in the very prow of the
ship. Strange sounds, catcalls, shout-
ings, screaming of windlasses, puffing of
donkey engines broke into his thinking.
Crowds of scantily clad little brown
people were milling about the pier and
swarming over the railroad sidings.
Officials clambered aboard. They had
much brass on their soiled white uni-
forms. Their skin was dirty brown,
sometimes a chalky gray. They sat in
the dining-salon and talked rapidly with
the. Captain in guttural Spanish. Mr.
Knowles listened to them through the
doorway. As he listened, he grew even
paler than usual.

T breakfast blue identity-cards were

issued to all passengers.

“We want to get a car and drive up to
the capital to watch the fun,” announced
Mr. Denham, again spokesman for the
others. “I suppose the Company can
arrange that for us.”

Captain Van Oot frowned.

“T doubt if they’ll let you go through,”
he said. “There may be serious trouble,
you know.”

“Oh, we don’t care,” said Mrs. Den-
ham. “After all, we are American citi-
zens. They wouldn’t dare to touch us.
Tell your office here we want a seven-
passenger car. It will be all right.”

The Captain merely smiled and said:
“Very well, Madam ; 1’m sure they’ll try
to arrange it.”

As everyone expected, Mr. Knowles
did not go ashore with the cthers. Trre-
pressible Maxie Stein called out to him
as they went down the gangplank:

“Hey, Knowles, don’t be a sissy all
your life. C’mon and see the fireworks.
Little Esther, here, necds a boy friend to “I must say, I don’t like this crowd,”
protect her.” said Professor Hastings.
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NO FLAME MORE FIERCE

&5)

: .—7_7 I‘// // ’4 ..

Amid howled imprecations the d}gniﬁed, elderly Cavaldos was spat
upon, dragjed to the car and lashed by his legs to the rear axle.
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The Caid was yelling now
—velling like a madman
as he cut and slashed,
Thurland parrying for all
he was worth. “Thurl will
get him!” gasped Flane.





















































































Recent chemical tests show that other
popular brands have an excess of

acidity over Lucky Strike of from
53% to 100%

INDEPENDENT CHEMICAL uuoaarﬂnes AND RESEARCH GROUPS

|




