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THE OFFSHORE PIRATE

I

Th is unlikely story begins on a sea that was a blue 

dream, as colorful as blue-silk stockings, and beneath a 

sky as blue as the irises of children’s eyes. From the 

western half of the sky the sun was shying little golden 

disks at the sea — if you gazed intently enough you 

could see them skip from wave tip to wave tip until they 

joined a broad collar of golden coin that was collecting 

half a mile out and would eventually be a dazzling sun-

set. About half-way between the Florida shore and the 

golden collar a white steam-yacht, very young and 

graceful, was riding at anchor and under a blue-and-

white awning aft a yellow-haired girl reclined in a wick-

er settee reading Th e Revolt of the Angels, by Anatole 

France.

She was about nineteen, slender and supple, with a 

spoiled alluring mouth and quick gray eyes full of a ra-

diant curiosity. Her feet, stockingless, and adorned 

rather than clad in blue-satin slippers which swung 

nonchalantly from her toes, were perched on the arm 
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of a settee adjoining the one she occupied. And as she 

read she intermittently regaled herself by a faint appli-

cation to her tongue of a half-lemon that she held in her 

hand. Th e other half, sucked dry, lay on the deck at her 

feet and rocked very gently to and fro at the almost im-

perceptible motion of the tide.

Th e second half-lemon was well-nigh pulpless and 

the golden collar had grown astonishing in width, when 

suddenly the drowsy silence which enveloped the yacht 

was broken by the sound of heavy footsteps and an el-

derly man topped with orderly gray hair and clad in a 

white-fl annel suit appeared at the head of the compa-

nionway. Th ere he paused for a moment until his eyes 

became accustomed to the sun, and then seeing the girl 

under the awning he uttered a long even grunt of disap-

proval.

If he had intended thereby to obtain a rise of any 

sort he was doomed to disappointment. Th e girl calm-

ly turned over two pages, turned back one, raised the 

lemon mechanically to tasting distance, and then very 

faintly but quite unmistakably yawned.

“Ardita!” said the gray-haired man sternly.

Ardita uttered a small sound indicating nothing.

“Ardita!” he repeated. “Ardita!”

Ardita raised the lemon languidly, allowing three 

words to slip out before it reached her tongue.

“Oh, shut up.”

“Ardita!”

“What?”

“Will you listen to me — or will I have to get a ser-

vant to hold you while I talk to you?”
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Th e lemon descended slowly and scornfully.

“Put it in writing.”

“Will you have the decency to close that abominable 

book and discard that damn lemon for two minutes?”

“Oh, can’t you lemme alone for a second?”

“Ardita, I have just received a telephone message 

from the shore —”

“Telephone?” She showed for the fi rst time a faint 

interest.

“Yes, it was —”

“Do you mean to say,” she interrupted wonderingly, 

“’at they let you run a wire out here?”

“Yes, and just now —”

“Won’t other boats bump into it?”

“No. It’s run along the bottom. Five min —”

“Well, I’ll be darned! Gosh! Science is golden or 

something — isn’t it?”

“Will you let me say what I started to?”

“Shoot!”

“Well, it seems — well, I am up here —” He paused 

and swallowed several times distractedly. “Oh, yes. 

Young woman, Colonel Moreland has called up again 

to ask me to be sure to bring you in to dinner. His son 

Toby has come all the way from New York to meet you 

and he’s invited several other young people. For the last 

time, will you —”

“No,” said Ardita shortly, “I won’t. I came along on 

this darn cruise with the one idea of going to Palm 

Beach, and you knew it, and I absolutely refuse to meet 

any darn old colonel or any darn young Toby or any 

darn old young people or to set foot in any other darn 



6

old town in this crazy state. So you either take me to 

Palm Beach or else shut up and go away.”

“Very well. Th is is the last straw. In your infatuation 

for this man — a man who is notorious for his excesses, 

a man your father would not have allowed to so much 

as mention your name — you have refl ected the demi-

monde1 rather than   the circles in which you have pre-

sumably grown up. From now on —”

“I know,” interrupted Ardita ironically, “from now 

on you go your way and I go mine. I’ve heard that story 

before. You know I’d like nothing better.”

“From now on,” he announced grandiloquently, “you 

are no niece of mine. I —”

“O-o-o-oh!” Th e cry was wrung from Ardita with 

the agony of a lost soul. “Will you stop boring me! Will 

you go ’way! Will you jump overboard and drown! Do 

you want me to throw this book at you!”

“If you dare do any —”

Smack! Th e Revolt of the Angels sailed through the 

air, missed its target by the length of a short nose, and 

bumped cheerfully down the companionway.

Th e gray-haired man made an instinctive step back-

ward and then two cautious steps forward. Ardita 

jumped to her fi ve feet four and stared at him defi antly, 

her gray eyes blazing.

1 Demi-monde (Fr.) — the term which was widely used in 
Europe at the end of the 19th century, meaning the milieu of 
courtesans — of the moneybags’ concubines who tried to copy 
aristocracy’s manner and way of life. Th e values of the demi-
monde were usually contrasted with the traditional of the repre-
sentatives of the upper society. (Here and henceforward — editor’s 
notes)
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THE POPULAR GIRL

I

Along about half past ten every Saturday night Yan-

ci Bowman eluded her partner by some graceful subter-

fuge and from the dancing fl oor went to a point of van-

tage overlooking the country-club bar. When she saw 

her father she would either beckon to him, if he chanced 

to be looking in her direction, or else she would dis-

patch a waiter to call attention to her impendent pres-

ence. If it were no later than half past ten — that is, if 

he had had no more than an hour of synthetic gin rick-

eys — he would get up from his chair and suff er himself 

to be persuaded into the ballroom.

“Ballroom,” for want of a better word. It was that 

room, fi lled by day with wicker furniture, which was 

always connotated in the phrase “Let’s go in and dance.” 

It was referred to as “inside” or “downstairs.” It was that 

nameless chamber wherein occur the principal transac-

tions of all the country clubs in America.

Yanci knew that if she could keep her father there 

for an hour, talking, watching her dance, or even on rare 

occasions dancing himself, she could safely release him 
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at the end of that time. In the period that would elapse 

before midnight ended the dance he could scarcely be-

come suffi  ciently stimulated to annoy anyone.

All this entailed considerable exertion on Yanci’s 

part, and it was less for her father’s sake than for her 

own that she went through with it. Several rather un-

pleasant experiences were scattered through this past 

summer. One night when she had been detained by the 

impassioned and impossible-to-interrupt speech of a 

young man from Chicago her father had appeared 

swaying gently in the ballroom doorway; in his ruddy 

handsome face two faded blue eyes were squinted half 

shut as he tried to focus them on the dancers, and he 

was obviously preparing to off er himself to the fi rst 

dowager who caught his eye. He was ludicrously injured 

when Yanci insisted upon an immediate withdrawal.

After that night Yanci went through her Fabian ma-

neuver1 to the minute.

Yanci and her father were the handsomest two peo-

ple in the Middle Western city where they lived. Tom 

Bowman’s complexion was hearty from twenty years 

spent in the service of good whisky and bad golf. He 

kept an offi  ce downtown, where he was thought to 

transact some vague real-estate business; but in point 

of fact his chief concern in life was the exhibition of a 

handsome profi le and an easy well-bred manner at the 

country club, where he had spent the greater part of the 

ten years that had elapsed since his wife’s death.

1 Fabian maneuver — military strategy of avoiding all-out 
attacks on the open plots and frontal assaults through indirection 
and gradual wearing down the opponent. It derives its name the 
Roman dictator Fabius.
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Yanci was twenty, with a vague die-away manner 

which was partly the setting for her languid disposition 

and partly the eff ect of a visit she had paid to some East-

ern relatives at an impressionable age. She was intelli-

gent, in a fl itting way, romantic under the moon and 

unable to decide whether to marry for sentiment or for 

comfort, the latter of these two abstractions being well 

enough personifi ed by one of the most ardent among 

her admirers. Meanwhile she kept house, not without 

effi  ciency, for her father, and tried in a placid unruffl  ed 

tempo to regulate his constant tippling to the sober side 

of inebriety.

She admired her father. She admired him for 

his fi ne appearance and for his charming manner. 

He had never quite lost the air of having been a po-

pular Bones man at Yale. Th is charm of his was a 

standard by which her susceptible temperament un-

consciously judged the men she knew. Nevertheless, 

father and daughter were far from that sentimental 

family relationship which is a stock plant in fi ction, 

but in life usually exists in the mind of only the older 

party to it. Yanci Bowman had decided to leave her 

home by marriage within the year. She was heartily 

bored.

Scott Kimberly, who saw her for the fi rst time this 

November evening at the country club, agreed with the 

lady whose house guest he was that Yanci was an exqui-

site little beauty. With a sort of conscious sensuality 

surprising in such a young man — Scott was only twen-

ty-fi ve — he avoided an introduction that he might 

watch her undisturbed for a fanciful hour, and sip the 
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THE PASSIONATE ESKIMO

Pan-e-troon crawled out of the igloo, pushing away 

the nose of an inquisitive dog, and uttered in Lapp the 

equivalent of “Scram!” to the rest of the pack. He looked 

to see if the line of fi sh was safely out of their reach and 

then proceeded a hundred yards over the white surface 

to his father’s hut.

Th e old man, his face the color of rawhide, looked at 

him imperturbably.

“Are you packed and ready?” he asked.

“All packed and ready.”

“Good. We leave early in the morning. Most of the 

others are on the point of departure.”

It was true. As far as the eye could reach, there were 

signs of dismantling and preparation, and the bustle 

and excitement that accompany it.

Pan-e-troon gazed for a moment with an expression 

of regret that confi ned itself, however, to his slitlike 

purple eyes. He was a small youth, but supple and well 

made — and the contours of his round nose and chin 

and cheeks gave him a perpetually cheerful expression. 
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He gazed about him for a long time — he had come to 

like this locality.

“Old Wise One,” he said to his father, “I want to go 

into Chicago.”

His father started. “What?”

“For one last look.”

“But by yourself?” demanded his father anxiously.

“Yes, Old Wise One. I can fi nd my way around. I 

speak a lot of American now and if I get lost I only have 

to say, ‘World’s Fair’.”

Th e old man grunted.

“I don’t like it. When we have a guide and are to-

gether, all right, but alone you’ll get hurt, get lost.”

“Old Wise One, I must go,” said Pan-e-troon. “Here 

is the last chance before we start for our home. Home 

is very fi ne, doubtless —”

“Of course it is!” said his father indignantly.

Pan-e-troon bowed slightly and fi nished his sen-

tence: “— and often in these hot months I have wished 

to be fi shing through the ice, or hunting bear, or eating 

well cooked blubber. But —”

“But what?”

“I should like to carry back more memories of this 

great village. I should like to walk along the street not 

regarding what the guides tell us to regard but noticing 

for myself what I wish. I should like to go into a trading 

post and put down money and say, ‘Here-give me that 

exchange for this’; and I should like to say to people, 

‘Which way, please? Much ’blige’.”

He was a silent young man and this was probably the 

longest speech he had ever made in his life.
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“You are a fool!” grunted his father. But he knew 

Pan-e-troon, and opening his purse he took out a new 

silver quarter.

“Spend it carefully,” he said. “Buy me some tobacco. 

And bring back what change there is.”

Pan-e-troon bowed again.

“I shall indeed, Old Wise One.”

***
He hurried back to his igloo for a small cache of 

money of his own — a quarter, two dimes, and two pen-

nies. Th e fortune jingled together pleasantly in his 

hand, where indeed he must hold it, for he wore the 

costume of the Arctic Circle. Th is was not as oppressive 

as it sounds in Chicago of a late October afternoon, for 

it had been especially made of the lightest skins for the 

purpose of display at the Fair.

He hesitated between his fur cap and a new straw 

hat which an admirer had given him, fi nally deciding 

on the latter.

Th en he slipped the money into the top of a moc-

casin, and once more shouting “Scram!” at the dogs who 

were leaping at the line of fi sh, he walked out of the 

Eskimo village into the pleasance.

Immediately he had a following. Pan-e-troon was 

grown used to strange eyes, however, and they did not 

disturb him. He felt quite at ease, quite a part of the 

crowd, in his new straw hat, and he wished he had bor-

rowed his father’s new spectacles for additional decora-

tion.
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LOVE IN THE NIGHT

I

Th e words thrilled Val. Th ey had come into his mind 

sometime during the fresh gold April afternoon and he 

kept repeating them to himself over and over: “Love in 

the night; love in the night.” He tried them in three 

languages — Russian, French and English — and de-

cided that they were best in English. In each language 

they meant a diff erent sort of love and a diff erent sort 

of night — the English night seemed the warmest and 

softest with a thinnest and most crystalline sprinkling 

of stars. Th e English love seemed the most fragile and 

romantic — a white dress and a dim face above it and 

eyes that were pools of light. And when I add that it was 

a French night he was thinking about, after all, I see I 

must go back and begin over.

Val was half Russian and half American. His moth-

er was the daughter of that Morris Hasylton who helped 

fi nance the Chicago World’s Fair in 1892, and his father 

was — see the Almanach de Gotha, issue of 1910 — 
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Prince Paul Serge Boris Rostoff , son of Prince Vladimir 

Rostoff , grandson of a grand duke — ‘Jimber-jawed 

Serge’ — and third-cousin-once-removed to the czar. It 

was all very impressive, you see, on that side — house 

in St. Petersburg, shooting lodge near Riga, and swollen 

villa, more like a palace, overlooking the Mediterra-

nean. It was at this villa in Cannes that the Rostoff s 

passed the winter — and it wasn’t at all the thing to 

remind Princess Rostoff  that this Riviera villa, from the 

marble fountain — after Bernini — to the gold cordial 

glasses — after dinner — was paid for with American 

gold.

Th e Russians, of course, were gay people on the 

Continent in the gala days before the war. Of the three 

races that used Southern France for a pleasure ground 

they were easily the most adept at the grand manner. 

Th e English were too practical, and the Americans, 

though they spent freely, had no tradition of romantic 

conduct. But the Russians — there was a people as gal-

lant as the Latins, and rich besides! When the Rostoff s 

arrived at Cannes late in January the restaurateurs tele-

graphed north for the Prince’s favorite labels to paste 

on their champagne, and the jewelers put incredibly 

gorgeous articles aside to show to him — but not to the 

princess — and the Russian Church was swept and gar-

nished for the season that the Prince might beg ortho-

dox forgiveness for his sins. Even the Mediterranean 

turned obligingly to a deep wine color in the spring 

evenings, and fi shing boats with robin-breasted sails 

loitered exquisitely off shore.
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THE CAMEL’S BACK

I

Th e glazed eye of the tired reader resting for a sec-

ond on the above title will presume it to be merely 

metaphorical. Stories about the cup and the lip and the 

bad penny and the new broom rarely have anything to 

do with cups or lips or pennies or brooms. Th is story is 

the exception. It has to do with a material, visible and 

large-as-life camel’s back.

Starting from the neck we shall work toward the tail. 

I want you to meet Mr. Perry Parkhurst, twenty-eight, 

lawyer, native of Toledo. Perry has nice teeth, a Harvard 

diploma, parts his hair in the middle. You have met him 

before — in Cleveland, Portland, St. Paul, Indianapolis, 

Kansas City, and so forth. Baker Brothers, New York, 

pause on their semi-annual trip through the West to 

clothe him; Montmorency & Co. dispatch a young man 

post-haste every three months to see that he has the 

correct number of little punctures on his shoes. He has 

a domestic roadster now, will have a French roadster if 

he lives long enough, and doubtless a Chinese tank if it 
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comes into fashion. He looks like the advertisement of 

the young man rubbing his sunset-colored chest with 

liniment and goes East every other year to his class re-

union.

I want you to meet his Love. Her name is Betty Me-

dill, and she would take well in the movies. Her father 

gives her three hundred a month to dress on, and she 

has tawny eyes and hair and feather fans of fi ve colors. 

I shall also introduce her father, Cyrus Medill. Th ough 

he is to all appearances fl esh and blood, he is, strange 

to say, commonly known in Toledo as the Aluminum 

Man. But when he sits in his club window with two or 

three Iron Men, and the White Pine Man, and the Brass 

Man, they look very much as you and I do, only more 

so, if you know what I mean.

Now during the Christmas holidays of 1919 there 

took place in Toledo, counting only the people with the 

italicized the, forty-one dinner parties, sixteen dances, 

six luncheons, male and female, twelve teas, four stag 

dinners, two weddings, and thirteen bridge parties. It 

was the cumulative eff ect of all this that moved Perry 

Parkhurst on the twenty-ninth day of December to a 

decision.

Th is Medill girl would marry him and she wouldn’t 

marry him. She was having such a good time that she 

hated to take such a defi nite step. Meanwhile, their se-

cret engagement had got so long that it seemed as if any 

day it might break off  of its own weight. A little man 

named Warburton, who knew it all, persuaded Perry to 

superman her, to get a marriage license and go up to the 

Medill house and tell her she’d have to marry him at 
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once or call it off  forever. So he presented himself, his 

heart, his license, and his ultimatum, and within fi ve 

minutes they were in the midst of a violent quarrel, a 

burst of sporadic open fi ghting such as occurs near the 

end of all long wars and engagements. It brought about 

one of those ghastly lapses in which two people who are 

in love pull up sharp, look at each other coolly and think 

it’s all been a mistake. Afterward they usually kiss 

wholesomely and assure the other person it was all their 

fault. Say it all was my fault! Say it was! I want to hear 

you say it!

But while reconciliation was trembling in the air, 

while each was, in a measure, stalling it off , so that they 

might the more voluptuously and sentimentally enjoy 

it when it came, they were permanently interrupted by 

a twenty-minute phone call for Betty from a garrulous 

aunt. At the end of eighteen minutes Perry Parkhurst, 

urged on by pride and suspicion and injured dignity, put 

on his long fur coat, picked up his light brown soft hat, 

and stalked out the door.

“It’s all over,” he muttered brokenly as he tried to 

jam his car into fi rst. “It’s all over — if I have to choke 

you for an hour, damn you!” Th is last to the car, which 

had been standing some time and was quite cold.

He drove downtown — that is, he got into a snow 

rut that led him downtown. He sat slouched down very 

low in his seat, much too dispirited to care where he 

went.

In front of the Clarendon Hotel he was hailed from 

the sidewalk by a bad man named Baily, who had big 

teeth and lived at the hotel and had never been in love.


