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MORAN OF THE LADY LETTY

by Frank Norris

DEDI CATED TO
Capt ai n Joseph Hodgson

UNI TED STATES LI FE SAVI NG SERVI CE

SHANGHAI ED

This is to be a story of a battle, at |east one nurder, and
several sudden deaths. For that reason it begins with a pink tea
and anong the m ngl ed odors of many delicate perfunmes and the

hal e, frank snell of Caroline Testout roses.

There had been a great nunber of debutantes "coming out" that
season in San Francisco by means of afternoon teas, pink

| avender, and otherw se. This particular tea was intended to

cel ebrate the fact that Josie Herrick had arrived at that tine of
her Iife when she was to wear her hair high and her gowns | ong,
and to have a "day" of her own quite distinct fromthat of her

not her .

Ross W/ bur presented hinself at the Herrick house on Pacific
Avenue much too early upon the afternoon of Mss Herrick's tea.

As he made, his way up the canvased stairs he was aware of a



terrifying array of millinery and a disquieting staccato chatter
of fem nine voices in the parlors and reception-roons on either
side of the hallway. A single high hat in the roomthat had been

set apart for the nen's use confirned himin his suspicions.

"M ght have known it would be a hen party till six, anyhow, " he
muttered, sw nging out of his overcoat. "Bet | don't know one
girl in twenty down there now-all namma's friends at this hour
and papa's maiden sisters, and Jo's school -teachers and

gover nesses and nusi c-teachers, and | don't know what all."

When he went down he found it precisely as he expected. He went
up to Mss Herrick, where she stood receiving with her nother and
two of the other girls, and allowed themto chaff himon his

forl ornness.

"Maybe | seem at ny ease,"” said Ross Wlbur to them "but really I
amvery rmuch frightened. |1'mgoing to run away as soon as it is

decently possible, even before, unless you feed ne."

"l believe you had I uncheon not two hours ago," said Mss Herrick

"Cone al ong, though, and 1'll give you sonme chocol ate, and
perhaps, if you're good, a stuffed olive. | got themjust because
I knew you liked them | ought to stay here and receive, so

can't | ook after you for long."

The two fought their way through the crowded roonms to the

| uncheon-table, and Mss Herrick got WIlbur his chocolate and his
stuffed olives. They sat down and talked in a wi ndow recess for a
monent, W/ bur toeing-in in absurd fashion as he tried to nmake a

lap for his plate.

"I thought," said Mss Herrick, "that you were going on the



Ri dgeways' yachting party this afternoon. Ms. Ridgeway said she

was counting on you. They are going out with the 'Petrel.""

"She didn't count above a hundred, though," answered WIbur. "I
got your bid first, so | regretted the yachting party; and | guess

I'd have regretted it anyhow," and he grinned at her over his cup

"Ni ce man," she said--adding on the instant, "I nust go now,
Ross. "
"Wait till | eat the sugar out of mny cup,” conplained WI bur

"Tell nme," he added, scraping vigorously at the bottom of the cup

with the inadequate spoon; "tell ne, you're going to the hoe-down

t o- ni ght ?"

"I'f you nmean the Assenbly, yes, | am

"WIIl you give me the first and | ast?"

“I''ll give you the first, and you can ask for the last then."

"Let's put it down; | know you'll forget it." WIbur drew a couple

of cards fromhis case

"Programmes are not good formany nore,"” said Mss Herrick

"Forgetting a dance is worse.”

He made out the cards, witing on the one he kept for hinself,

"First waltz--Jo."

"I must go back now," said Mss Herrick, getting up

"In that case | shall run--I"mafraid of girls."



"It's a pity about you."

"I am one girl, | don't say, but girl in the aggregate |ike
this," and he pointed his chin toward the thronged parlors. "It

un-mans me."

"Good- by, then."

"Good- by, until to-night, about--?"

" About ni ne.

"About nine, then."

Ross W bur nade his adieu to Ms. Herrick and the girls who were
recei ving, and took hinself away. As he cane out of the house and
stood for a nonent on the steps, settling his hat gingerly upon
his hair so as not to disturb the parting, he was not by any nmeans
an ill-1ooking chap. H's good height was hel ped out by his |ong
coat and his high silk hat, and there was plenty of jaw in the

| ower part of his face. Nor was his tailor altogether answerable
for his shoulders. Three years before this tinme Ross WI bur had
pulled at No. 5 in his varsity boat in an Eastern college that was

not accustoned to athletic disconfiture.

"I wonder what |'mgoing to do with myself until supper tinme," he
muttered, as he came down the steps, feeling for the mddle of his
stick. He found no i medi ate answer to his question. But the

afternoon was fine, and he set off to walk in the direction of the

town, with a half-forned idea of |ooking in at his club

At his club he found a letter in his box fromhis particular chum

who had been spending the nonth shooting elk in O egon



"Dear dd Man," it said, "will be back on the afternoon you
receive this. WII hit the town on the three o'clock boat. GCet
seats for the best show going--my treat--and arrange to assinilate
nutriment at the Poodl e Dog--also mine. 1've got mles of talk in
me that |'ve got to reel off before nmidnight. Yours.

"JERRY. "

"I'"ve got a stand of horns for you, Ross, that are dory

Hal | el uj ah. "

"Well, | can't go," murmured WI bur, as he renenbered the Assenbly
that was to cone off that night and his engaged dance with Jo
Herrick. He decided that it would be best to neet Jerry as he
cane off the boat and tell himhow matters stood. Then he

resol ved, since no one that he knew was in the club, and the
instalment of the Paris weeklies had not arrived, that it would be
anusing to go down to the water-front and | oaf anong the shi pping

until it was tine for Jerry's boat.

W bur spent an hour al ong the wharves, watching the great grain
shi ps consigned to "Cork for orders" slowy gorging thensel ves
wi th whol e harvests of wheat fromthe San Joaquin Valley; |unber
vessel s for Durban and South African ports settling | ower and
lower to the water's level as forests of pine and redwood
stratified thenselves along their decks and in their holds; coa
barges di schargi ng from Nanai no; busy little tugs coughi ng and
nuzzling at the flanks of the deep-sea tranps, while hay barges

and Italian whitehalls cane and went at every turn. A Stockton



Ri ver boat went by, her stern wheel churning along behind, like a
huge net-reel; a tiny mael stromof activity centred about an
Al aska Commerci al Conpany's steanboat that would clear for Dawson

i n the norning.

No quarter of one of the nobst picturesque cities in the world had
nmore interest for WIlbur than the water-front. 1In the nmle or so
of shipping that stretched fromthe docks where the China

st eanshi ps | anded, down past the ferry slips and on to Meiggs's
Wharf, every nmaritime nation in the world was represented. More
than once Wl bur had tal ked to the | oungers of the wharves,
stevedores out of work, sailors between voyages, caul kers and ship
chandl ers' nmen | ooki ng--not too earnestly--for jobs; so that on
this occasion, when a little, undersized fellowin dirty brown
sweater and cl othes of Barbary coast cut asked himfor a match to
light his pipe, WIlbur offered a cigar and passed the time of day
with him WIbur had not forgotten that he hinself was dressed
for an afternoon function. But the incongruity of the business

was precisely what nost anmused him

After a time the fell ow suggested drinks. WIbur hesitated for a
monent. It would be sonething to tell about, however, so, "Al

right, I'll drink with you," he said.

The brown sweater led the way to a sail ors' boardi ng-house hard
by. The rear of the place was built upon piles over the water.

But in front, on the ground floor, was a barroom

"Rum an' gum" announced the brown sweater, as the two canme in and

took their places at the bar.

"Rum an' gum Tuck; wattle you have, sir?"

"Ch--1 don't know," hesitated Wl bur; "give ne a mild Manhattan."



Whil e the drinks were being nmixed the brown sweater called
Wlbur's attention to a fighting head-dress fromthe Marquesas
that was hung on the wall over the free-lunch counter and opposite

the bar. WI bur turned about to look at it, and renmmi ned so, his

back to the barkeeper, till the latter told themtheir drinks were
ready.
"Well, mate, here's big blocks an' taut hawse-pipes,” said the

brown sweater cordially.

"Your very good health," returned WI bur.

The brown sweater wiped a thin nustache in the hollow of his palm

and wi ped that pal mupon his trouser |eg.

"Yessir," he continued, once nore facing the Marquesas head-dress.

"Yessir, they' re queer gane down there.”

"In the Marquesas |slands, you mean?" said WI bur.

"Yessir, they' re queer gane. Wen they ain't tattoin' theirselves
with Scripture tex's they git fromthe missionaries, they're
pullin' out the hairs all over their bodies with two clam shells.

Hair by hair, y' understan'?”

"Pull'n out "er hair?" said WIbur, wondering what was the matter

with his tongue.

"They think it's clever--think the wonen folk like it."

Wl bur had fancied that the little nman had worn a brown sweater
when they first net. But now, strangely enough, he was not in the

| east surprised to see it iridescent |like a pigeon' s breast.



"Y' ever been down that way?" inquired the little man next.

W bur heard the words distinctly enough, but sonehow they refused
to fit into the right places in his brain. He pulled hinself

toget her, frowning heavily.

"VWhat - - di d- - you--say?" he asked with great deliberation, biting
off his words. Then he noticed that he and his conpani on were no
I onger in the barroom but in alittle roomback of it. Hs
personality divided itself. There was one Ross WI bur--who coul d
not nmake his hands go where he wanted them who said one word when
he thought another, and whose | egs bel ow the knee were nade of
solid lead. Then there was another Ross WI bur--Ross W/ bur, the
alert, who was perfectly clear-headed, and who stood off to one
side and watched his tw n brother naking a nmonkey of hinself,

wi t hout power and without even the desire of helping him

This latter WIbur heard the iridescent sweater say:

"Bust ne, if y' a'n't squiffy, old man. Stand by a bit an' we'l|

have a ball."

"Can't have got--return--exceptionally--and the round tabl e--pul

out hairs wi' tu clanmsh'ls," gabbled WIlbur's stupefied doubl e;
and W bur the alert said to hinself: "You' re not drunk, Ross
Wl bur, that's certain; what could they have put in your

cocktail ?"

The iridescent sweater stanped tw ce upon the floor and a trap-
door fell away beneath Wlbur's feet like the drop of a gall ows.
Wth the eyes of his undrugged self WIbur had a glinpse of water

below. His elbow struck the fl oor as he went down, and he fel



feet first into a Wiitehall boat. He had tine to observe two nen
at the oars and to | ook between the piles that supported the house
above him and catch a glinpse of the bay and a glint of the Contra
Costa shore. He was not in the |least surprised at what had
happened, and made up his mind that it would be a good idea to lie

down in the boat and go to sl eep.

Suddenl y--but how | ong after his advent into the boat he coul d not
tell--his wits began to return and settle thenselves, like wild
birds flocking again after a scare. Swiftly he took in the scene.
The bl ue waters of the bay around him the deck of a schooner on
whi ch he stood, the Wiitehall boat al ongside, and an enornous nan
with a face like a setting nmoon wangling with his friend in the

sweat er--no longer iridescent.

"What do you call it?" shouted the red man. "l want abl e seanen--
I don't figger on working this boat with dancing nasters, do |? W
ain't exactly doing quadrilles on ny quarterdeck. If we don't

| ook out we'll step on this thing and break it. It ain't ought to

be |l et around | oose without its ma."

"Rot that," vociferated the brown sweater. "I tell you he's one
of the best sailor nmen on the front. |If he ain't we'll forfeit
the money. Cone on, Captain Kitchell, we nade show enough gettin

away as it was, and this daytine business ain't our line. D you
sign or not? Here's the advance note. | got to duck ny nut or

I"ll have the patrol boat after me."

"I"l'l sign this once,"” grow ed the other, scrawing his nane on
the note; "but if this swab ain't up to sanple, he'll come back by
freight, an' I'Il drop in on nee dear friend Ji mwhen we cone back
and give hima reel nice tine, an' you can lay to that, Billy
Trim" The brown sweater pocketed the note, went over the side,

and rowed off.



W bur stood in the wai st of a schooner anchored in the stream
well off Fisherman's wharf. |In the forward part of the schooner a
Chi naman in brown duck was mixing paint. W]Ibur was consci ous
that he still wore his high hat and long coat, but his stick was
gone and one gray glove was slit to the button. 1In front of him
towered the enornmous red-faced man. A pungent reek of sone kind
of rancid fat or oil assailed his nostrils. Over by Alcatraz a
ferry-boat whistled for its slip as it elbowed its way through the

wat er .

W I bur had hinself fairly in hand by now H's wits were all about

him but the situation was beyond himas yet.

"Gt for'd,"” commanded the big man.

W bur drew hinself up, angry in an instant. "Look here," he
began, "what's the neaning of this business? | know |I've been
drugged and ni shandled. | demand to be put ashore. Do you

under stand t hat ?"

"Angel child,"” whinpered the big man. "Ch, you lilee of the

val | ee, you bright an' nornin' star. |'mreely pained y' know,

that your vally can't cone along, but we'll have your piano set up
in the | azarette. It gives ne genuine grief, it do, to see you
bein' obliged to put your lilee white feet on this here vul gar an
dirtee deck. W'Il have the Wlton carpet down by to-norrer, so
we will, nmy dear. Yah-h!" he suddenly broke out, as his rage
boiled over. "Gt for'd, d ye hear! |I'mcaptain of this here

bat htub, an' that's all you need to know for a good while to cone.
| ain't generally got to tell that to a man but once; but 'l
stretch the point just for |ove of you, angel child. Now, then

nmove! "



W | bur stood notionl ess--puzzl ed beyond expression. No experience

he had ever been through helped in this situation

"Look here," he began, "I--"

The captain knocked himdown with a bl ow of one enornmous fist upon
the mouth, and while he was yet stretched upon the deck kicked him
savagely in the stomach. Then he allowed himto rise, caught him
by the neck and the slack of his overcoat, and ran himforward to
where a hatchway, not two feet across, opened in the deck

W thout ado, he flung himdown into the darkness bel ow, and while
Wl bur, dizzied by the fall, sat on the floor at the foot of the
vertical conpanion-ladder, gazing about himw th distended eyes,
there rai ned down upon his head, first an oilskin coat, then a
sou' wester, a pair of oilskin breeches, wool en socks, and a plug
of tobacco. Above him down the contracted square of the hatch

came the bellowi ng of the Captain's voice:

"There's your fit-out, Mster Lilee of the Vallee, which the sane
our dear friend Jimnmakes a present of and no charge, because he
| oves you so. You're allowed two minutes to change, an' it is to

be hoped as how you won't force nme to cone for to assist.”

It woul d have been interesting to have foll owed, step by step, the
mental process that now took place in Ross Wlbur's brain. The
Captain had given himtwo minutes in which to change. The tine
was short enough, but even at that W/I bur changed nore than his
clothes during the two mnutes he was left to hinself in the
reeki nd dark of the schooner's fo' castle. It was nore than a
change--it was a revolution. Wat he made up his mnd to do--
preci sely what nental attitude he decided to adopt, just what new
niche he elected wherein to set his feet, it is difficult to say.

Only by results could the change be guessed at. He went down the



forward hatch at the toe of Kitchell's boot--silk-hatted, nelton-
overcoat ed, patent-booted, and gloved in suedes. Two m nutes

| ater there enmerged upon the deck a figure in oilskins and a

sou' wester. There was bl ood upon the face of himand the grinme of
an uncl ean ship upon his bare hands. It was W/l bur, and yet not
Wlbur. 1In tw mnutes he had been, in a way, born again. The
only traces of his forner self were the patent-I|eather boots,
still persistent in their gloss and shine, that showed grim

i ncongruity bel ow the vast conpass of the oilskin breeches.

As W bur cane on deck he saw the crew of the schooner hurrying
forward, six of them Chinanen every one, in brown jeans and bl ack
felt hats. On the quarterdeck stood the Captain, barking his

or ders.

"Consider the Lilee of the Vallee," bellowed the latter, as his
eye fell upon WIlbur the Transforned. "C ap on to that starboard

wi ndl ass brake, sonny."

W | bur saw t he Chi nanmen rangi ng thensel ves about what he guessed
was the windlass in the schooner's bow He followed and took his

pl ace anong them grasping one of the bars.

"Break down!" canme the next order. WIbur and the Chi nanen
obeyed, bearing up and down upon the bars till the slack of the
anchor-chain came honme and stretched taut and dripping fromthe

hawse- hol es.

"'"Vast heavin'!"

And then as WI bur released the brake and turned about for the
next order, he cast his glance out upon the bay, and there, not a

hundred and fifty yards away, her spotless sails tense, her



cordage hunmi ng, her immacul ate flanks slipping easily through the
waves, the water hissing and churning under her forefoot, clean

gl eam ng, dainty, and aristocratic, the R dgeways' yacht "Petrel™
passed like a thing of life. WIbur saw Nat Ri dgeway hi nsel f at
the wheel. Grls in smart gowns and young fellows in white ducks
and yachting caps--all friends of his--crowded the decks. A

little orchestra of nusicians were reeling off a quickstep

The popping of a cork and a gale of talk and | aughter came to his
ears. WIlbur stared at the picture, his face devoid of
expression. The "Petrel" came on--drew nearer--was not a hundred
feet away fromthe schooner's stern. A strong sw nmer, such as
W bur, could cover the distance in a few strides. Two minutes

ago W /| bur m ght have--

"Set your mmins'l," cane the bellow of Captain Kitchell. "C ap on

to your throat and peak hal yards."

The Chi nanen hurried aft.

W | bur fol |l owed.

A NAUTI CAL EDUCATTON

In the course of the next few nonents, while the little vessel was
bei ng got under way, and while the Ri dgeways' "Petrel" gl eaned off

into the blue distance, WIbur nade certain observations.

The nane of the boat on which he found hinself was the "Bertha

MIIner." She was a two-topmast, 28-ton keel schooner, 40 feet



long, carrying a large spread of sail--mainsail, foresail, jib,
flying-jib, tw gaff-topsails, and a staysail. She was very dirty
and snelt abomi nably of sonme kind of rancid oil. Her crew were
Chi nanmen; there was no mate. But the cook--hinmself a Chinaman--
who appeared fromtime to tinme at the door of the galley, a

pot at o-masher in his hand, seened to have sone sort of authority
over the hands. He acted in a manner as a go-between for the
Captain and the crew, sonetines interpreting the former's orders

and occasionally giving one of his own.

W bur heard the Captain address himas Charlie. He spoke pigeon
English fairly. O the balance of the crew-the five Chinanmen--
W bur could make nothing. They never spoke, neither to Captain
Kitchell, to Charlie, nor to each other; and for all the notice
they took of WIbur he mght easily have been a sack of sand.

Wl bur felt that his advent on the "Bertha MIlner" was by its
very nature an extraordi nary event; but the absolute indifference
of these brown-suited Mngols, the bl ankness of their flat, fat
faces, the dulness of their slanting, fishlike eyes that never net
his own or even wandered in his direction, was uncanny,

di squieting. In what strange venture was he now to be invol ved,
toward what unknown vortex was this new current setting, this
current that had so suddenly snatched himfromthe solid ground of

his accustoned life?

He told hinself grimy that he was to have a free cruise up the
bay, perhaps as far as Alviso; perhaps the "Bertha MIIlner" would
even nmake the circuit of the bay before returning to San

Franci sco. He m ght be gone a week. W Ibur could already see the
scare-heads of the daily papers the next norning, chronicling the

di sappearance of "One of Society's Mst Popul ar Menbers."

"That's well, y'r throat halyards. Here, Lilee of the Vallee,



give a couple of pulls on y'r peak hal yard purchase."

W bur stared at the Captain hel pl essly.

"No can tell, hey?" inquired Charlie fromthe galley. "Pullum

di sa | ope, sabe?”

W bur tugged at the rope the cook indicated.

"That's well, y'r peak halyard purchase,” chanted Captain

Kitchell.

W bur nade the rope fast. The nainsail was set, and hung
slatting and flapping in the wind. Next the for'sail was set in
much the same manner, and W/ bur was ordered to "lay out on the
ji'boom and cast the gaskets off the jib." He "lay out" as best he
coul d and cast off the gaskets--he knew barely enough of yachting
to understand an order here and there--and by the tinme he was back
on the fo'c'sle head the Chinanen were at the jib halyard and

hoi sting away.

"That's well, y'r jib halyards."

The "Bertha M Il ner" veered round and played off to the w nd,

tuggi ng at her anchor.

"Man y'r wi ndlass."”

W bur and the crew junped once nore to the brakes.

"Brake down, heave y'r anchor to the cathead.”

The anchor-chain, already taut, vibrated and then cranked through

t he hawse-hol es as the hands rose and fell at the brakes. The



