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NOW THE battle of Manila had been won. 
 Two young ensigns stood before the 
admiral in his cabin on the Olympia. 
 They disliked and distrusted each other as 
much as men can without showing their feeling. 
The grudge was old. It dated from Annapolis, but 
the climax had come only a few days before. 
There had been a misunderstanding as to orders 
turned over by Morgan, the junior ensign, when 
Randolph had relieved him on the bridge while the 
fleet was on its way from Hongkong. 
 The misunderstanding was of such a 
nature as to have possibly imperiled the entire 
naval force of their country in the Orient. 
Randolph was confident that it had been done 
deliberately by Morgan. It was a hideous thing to 
think of a fellow officer, but Randolph thought it; 
though he had not said so. Morgan believed that 
Randolph had put the blame on him to evade the 
extremely severe reprimand drawn from the 
admiral. 
 That incident, however, was closed. The 
admiral said nothing more about it. He glanced at 
a paper on his desk and said: 

 “Take ten men, go ashore at Cavite, find 
the house of Captain Del Valle and bring the 
American girl, Lucile Farnum, back with you. She 
has sent me a note. She is alone, in danger she 
says, and can’t get away. You will go at once.” 
 Randolph said— 
 “Very well, sir!” 
 Both ensigns saluted and started to leave 
the cabin. Morgan, heavy of build and solid, stood 
rigidly to one side and, as became a junior officer, 
allowed Randolph to go out first. 
 

II 
 
A WHALE-BOAT was lowered away and came 
alongside the Olympia. Nine sailors, blue-jackets 
in “whites,” tumbled cheerfully into it from the 
gangway. Their white trousers were flabbily 
bunched and tied around their legs so the bell 
bottoms would not interfere in running—forward, 
of course—and their heavy ammunition belts 
sagged about their hips. Their rifles got in the way 
of their feet and tripped them. They pushed and 
jostled, and hearteningly wished one another 
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would get shot in the stomach. 
 They were followed into the boat by a 
wizened boatswain’s mate who had been a 
powder-monkey on the Hartford when Farragut 
lashed himself to the rigging the better to direct 
the battle of Mobile Bay. “Old Farry,” as the 
boatswain was dubbed by way of recognition for 
his lament that there had never been but one 
admiral worth a —— since taps was sounded over 
Farragut, with fierce words in a scolding 
undertone somewhat lowered the pitch of the 
nervous joking and laughter. 
 For the past two days Old Farry had been 
telling the boys on the forecastle that there was 
another admiral worthy of the tutelage that 
Farragut had given him—just as though they, who 
had fought under him at Manila, but had never 
heard of the Hartford or Mobile Bay, didn’t know 
that! Didn’t know that he was the greatest man 
that ever lived! Yes, and they bantered and jibed 
Old Farry for worshiping a hero whose laurels 
were pressed and faded between old musty tomes 
of history. And Old Farry retorted blasphemously. 
 But when Morgan stepped in the boys 
were at once silent. Randolph followed: the senior 
officer is the last to enter and the first to leave a 
boat; and though ensigns scarcely ever think of the 
respective numbers which give them seniority, 
Morgan insisted; upon punctiliously respecting 
that three-point seniority of Randolph. 
 The oars were manned; the boat was 
shoved off and its nose headed across the bay 
toward the beach where lay the freshly shattered 
bones of the Spanish fleet. 
 The sailors were a little nervous, which is 
something different from being timid, and 
wondered what on earth such a large detachment 
as ten men and two officers could be up to; for 
seven men and one officer in a whale-boat had, 
just after the battle, visited each of the wrecked 
ships in the face of the threatening Spanish and 
native mob that lined the beach, and had 
dismantled and totally disabled the less injured of 
the enemy’s vessels. 
 A corporal’s guard—scarcely more—of 
marines had landed and seized the Cavite arsenal 
and occupied the historic stone fort. The town 
outside the fort gates was in the hands of looting 
natives, for the demoralized Spaniards had fled 

when the Cavite batteries were silenced and the 
little bunch of grim marines had landed to take 
charge under their banner of “Semper Fidelis.” 
 But an American citizen having reported 
herself in danger, more men were promptly 
dispatched to her rescue than had been spared to 
dismantle the beached fleet: which was the old-
fashioned way of making both rescuers and 
rescued proud of their country. 
 

III 
 
ENSIGN RANDOLPH marched his men up to the 
fort, halted them in the shadow of the high, thick-
buttressed wall, and leaving them in the charge of 
Morgan went off with the corporal of the guard to 
find the officer of the day. 
 At the end of fifteen minutes he returned 
with Captain Dayton of the marines and a half-
breed Chinaman who had been hanging around the 
fort thriftily trying to sell runted bananas and 
green oranges. At some time in his life the 
Chinaman had been, so he explained, a servant in 
the Army and Navy Club at Hongkong, and could 
“talkee Englees aw samee white boy.” 
 He was a miserable-looking creature with 
scrawny legs, a face like crumpled, yellow leather, 
and small sharp eyes deep in the sunken sockets. 
He had nothing to say unless spoken to, and then 
would burst volubly into a vague jargon permeated 
with curiously high intonations and as abruptly 
stop when he had finished, or an impatient gesture 
from Captain Dayton cut him off. 
 If his services had ever been effective in 
an English Army and Navy Club it was because 
the members could speak Chinese; for though he 
pointed across at the city and earnestly tried to tell 
something or other about Captain Del Valle, 
neither Dayton nor Randolph could make head or 
tail of his words. 
 “But this is the best we can do for you, 
Randolph,” Captain Dayton said apologetically. 
“We know that he claims to know the way and is 
expected to take you to the house. There’s hell 
poppin’ out there—” He waved a hand toward the 
city— “with everybody drunk and looting. As I 
told you, there’s been firing going on ever since 
we’ve been here. Can’t imagine what it is. Can’t 
spare the men to go out and see. Our job’s to sit 
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tight on this arsenal. But you’d better let me send a 
few men along with you?” 
 Marines be allowed to escort bluejackets 
into possible danger? Not on your life! The 
leathernecks are too cocky anyway. Flatfeet can 
take care of themselves.  
 But all that Randolph replied was:  
 “We’ll be all right, Captain. Much 
obliged, though. This chap knows the way. 
There’s nothing to do but to go to the house and 
get the woman and bring her back. Though what 
an American girl is doing at this particular end of 
the earth, I don’t know.” 
 “Wish you luck,” the captain answered. 
“Have an idea you’ll need it with this Jonah,” 
indicating the dirty little Chinaman who stood 
imperturbably inhaling deeply of an acrid Filipino 
cigaret and looking out across the drill-grounds to 
the squat, solid buildings of the city. “I’d trust the 
Spaniards any day to what I’ve seen of the natives. 
Wicked-looking lot.” 
 Having a guide, Randolph was ready to 
start. 
 He wished that the marine captain might 
be with him, instead of Morgan. But it was purely 
an idle wish; made for no other reason than the 
instinctive and aggravated antipathy that he and 
Morgan had for each other. He could not talk to 
Morgan. He did not like to give orders to Morgan, 
though they were received with respectful 
attention. That was somewhat the trouble. They 
were received like an enlisted man is expected to 
receive orders, or another officer from one much 
his superior. 
 Randolph didn’t like to be made to feel 
superior to any officer of his own rank. But 
moreover he felt that Morgan was coldblooded; 
and that if Morgan ever had the chance he would 
not hesitate to get him in bad, even court-
martialed. Not until there had been that 
misunderstanding about orders a few days before 
when the fleet was at Subig Bay looking for the 
enemy, had he believed that Morgan was capable 
of downright treachery. Randolph did not feel 
uneasy because Morgan was with him, for there 
was nothing to be uneasy over. But he simply 
hated the man and did not want him around. 
 Perhaps the admiral, for he had literally 
raised — over the mixing of his orders, had not 

been without design in putting them together at the 
head of the party. Randolph wondered if he had 
done it deliberately, for he knew well how they 
had contradicted each other about the orders; and 
if he had done it deliberately, Randolph wondered 
why? 
 

IV 
 
THE party, marching double file, with Randolph 
and the Chinaman in the lead, the boatswain 
bringing up the rear, entered the narrow street of 
the old town and each man of them, excepting 
perhaps the Chinaman, was thrilled. 
 Out of the doorways and from dark 
stairways the natives pressed forward to watch 
wonderingly the little procession. They had heard 
that the Yankees were monstrous men, huge of 
body, inclined to cannibalism and eager to rape. 
Horrible men, these Yankees, so it was said, with 
faces so ugly that none could look upon them 
without fear. 
 But those smooth-cheeked kids and 
beardless officers—surely it was not their kind 
that had blown the fleet of Spain out of the bay! 
Only the wizened little fellow with the drawn 
cutlass at the rear looked like a fighting man, and 
he was not much bigger than a boy. 
 The crowd pressed in to a rough street 
which was bulwarked on either side by the solid, 
square masonry of ancient builders who put in 
stone and cement that baffled the teeth of time. 
Faces peeped through the lattices of iron that 
bellied out from the windows above the street. 
There was shouting to the rear and cries in front, 
but wondering, suspicious silence on either side of 
the sailors as they marched along. 
 Silence except for an occasional “amigo, 
amigo” and a broad ingratiating grin from those 
that instinctively bow head and neck to the latest 
conqueror in the hope of thus being better able to 
pick his pockets. Silence except for an occasional 
muttering that sounded like “poon-tang-ah-la-mo,” 
and the scowl on the faces of those that would 
prefer to cut a throat for the pennies in the pocket. 
 The crowd became thicker. It was hungry 
for a first sight of the strange men; and more and 
more drunken natives, some of them swaggering 
with heavy bolos at their waists, stood out in the 
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street and barely made room for the slender 
procession of the Americanos. 
 Once Randolph started to turn and call 
Morgan’s attention to a tall, lean fellow, drunk, 
and naked from the waist up, whose wrists bore 
half a dozen gold bracelets—loot! There were 
many man grotesquely arrayed in newly seized 
finery; and one fellow in dirty, loose trousers and 
the gold-braided jacket of a Spanish officer’s full 
dress, strutted importantly for a half-square behind 
the boatswain—and nobody laughed at him. 
 On and on, the Chinaman led the way, and 
the crowd followed. 
 From somewhere in the rear a pebble 
came flying and struck one of the sailors. Some 
curious Filipino, from a safe distance, had been 
eager to test the temper of these queer fellows who 
looked like children. But the sailor who was struck 
did not turn around. 
 He knew what had happened. He merely 
fingered the scabbard of his bayonet and let his 
hand rest on the handle. Morgan, however, had 
seen and he turned to look back; hundreds of 
curious, expectant eyes that had also seen looked 
into his face. No more pebbles were thrown. 
 

V 
 
“HOW much farther?” Randolph asked the guide. 
 Instantly the Chinaman burst into lingual 
agitation, his voice rising in querulous intonations 
and his hands suddenly animated with nervous 
gestures. 
“I guess I’ll have to take your word for it—but I’d 
give a dollar to know what you’re talking about,” 
Randolph commented. 
 The Chinaman continued to gesticulate 
and talk. He stopped walking, the better to express 
himself, and so brought the detachment to a halt. 
 Old Farry touched the point of his cutlass 
to the ground and swore softly into the ear of the 
sailor nearest to him, complainingly wondering 
what there was in this devil-ridden burg to have 
caused white men to live in it for three hundred 
years. 
 Randolph ferreted about in his memory for 
some trace of long-distant lessons and asked a 
Filipino, who had pressed close as though to listen 
to the Chinaman, if he knew where was the house 

of Captain Del Valle. 
 A sort of breathlessness seemed to come 
over that part of the crowd which was close 
enough to hear. The Filipino to whom Randolph 
had spoken drew back startled. For a moment 
silence hung like a hush of awe, then a babble of 
undertones and whisperings began. 
 Morgan pulled the vizor of his cap lower 
and scowled. Old Farry raised his cutlass and 
gently felt of its newly sharpened edge as he stared 
hard into the swarm of faces. The sailors, but a 
moment before good-naturedly curious as men are 
when for the first time they see a foreign city, 
looked at one another questioningly. 
 “Captain Del Valle?” Randolph repeated 
to the Filipino. 
 But the fellow turned away in haste. He 
began to push through the crowd and cast 
backward a long glance from frightened eyes. 
Again a ripple of excited, lowspoken words went 
through the crowd. 
 “I’ll be —— if I understand this,” 
Randolph said suddenly to Morgan. 
 “Nor I,” Morgan answered. 
 Then they both remembered that they 
were not friends. 
 “Go on, John,” Randolph said to the 
Chinaman. 
 “Me catch ’em aw lite—” John began, but 
what, he said more was unintelligible. 
 “You just catch ’em the house, John, and 
we’ll talk it over later,” Randolph said cheerfully, 
glancing back over his detachment to see that the 
men were in line and ready to go forward. 
 

VI 
 
FIFTEEN minutes later a rifle shot was heard. 
Then another—and another. The firing became 
rapid; but it did not seem to be made in volleys, 
and it sounded close. 
 Randolph drew his sword, halted his men 
and commanded— “Fix bayonets.” Then it was— 
“Port arms, forward, double-time, march!” 
 The firing did not seem to be more than a 
block or two away. 
 As the men broke into a run the Chinaman 
started to dodge off to one side; but Randolph 
caught him by the shoulder and thrust him 
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forward. 
 The men ran steadily, easily. Now and 
then some one swore under his breath as his foot 
slipped into a rut or struck a stone in the rough 
street. Their faces did not appear so youthful. The 
crowd leaped aside to make way for them. 
 Morgan was side by side with Randolph 
and between them they almost carried the 
Chinaman who either was, or pretended to be, 
barely able to run. 
 The firing grew nearer—and was right at 
hand. 
 But when they rounded a corner and came 
on to the edge of a plaza, ten or fifteen Filipinos 
with rifles in their hands broke pell-mell for cover. 
They fled. Only one fired toward the sailors, and 
that bullet went high. 
 In thirty seconds the plaza had cleared as 
though the city was one of the dead; and Randolph 
and Morgan and all of the sailors only stood 
puffing and wondering. 
 It was easy to see what had been the target 
for the shooting: across the plaza was a large, 
high, heavy building, solid and oblong, made of 
stone, with tiled roof and balconies of iron and 
wood, and narrow deep-set windows covered with 
iron lattices that bellied outward like a sail in the 
wind. The windows in only one part of the 
house—a high second-story room, it seemed—had 
been shot at; though attesting the awkward 
marksmanship of the besiegers were white pits 
that bullets had knocked in stone all over the side 
of the great house. 
 As the sailors stood looking at the house, 
and not noticing the cautious, furtive coffee-
colored faces that peeped around corners, a 
woman came out on to a balcony about which 
were the marks of many bullets. In her hand she 
held a large army revolver. She stood too high and 
far away for any one to make but clearly her 
features. 
 But the revolver in her hand, and the 
pitted stones about the balcony from which she 
came, brought a volley of cheers from the nine 
young bluejackets. The woman had fought a good 
fight: that was enough for them. It matter not 
whether she was young, old, Spaniard or half-
breed. 
 She called down to them. Hers was the 

voice of an American and her first words were a 
warning— 
 “Look out—” many words were lost, and 
what could be heard were— “not to be trusted—
two days—all over the house—one bullet left—” 
 A shot from the opposite side of the plaza 
splintered the top of the railing at which the 
woman was standing. 
 Instantly the impulsive Randolph pushed 
four sailors forward with a gesture and the laconic 
but comprehensive command—  
 “Get him!”  
 The sailors went forward at full speed. 
 To Old Farry, Randolph added—  
 “Go with them—don’t let them be drawn 
too far away—in an alley!” 
 Old Farry was running as he answered 
“Aye, aye, sir!” and the hand that held his cutlass 
punctiliously reached the top button of his coat in 
a salute when he was fifteen feet away—that 
promptly had he answered the command. 
 Randolph should have Morgan forward, 
and he knew it. And Morgan knew it. But 
Randolph’s instinctive hesitancy to give orders to 
Morgan caused him without thinking to send the 
boatswain. 
 The pursuing sailors were scarcely out of 
sight before Randolph wished bitterly that he 
could recall the command. He saw that he had 
bungled. He imagined that he could feel the 
sardonically censorious eyes of Morgan on him. It 
was folly to have broken up his small detachment 
to chase an elusive sniper in a strange city. If the 
chase were to be made—and an instant too late he 
realized that there was really no need for it—then 
he and all the men should have gone. 
 He knew that he should have deployed his 
men or hurried them into some kind of shelter if he 
thought the situation dangerous; which there was 
really no cause for thinking when one rifle had 
been fired. It was the fact that the shot was at a 
woman—at any woman; but he had leaped the 
more eagerly to do vengeance because she was 
one speaking his own tongue in his own accents. 
 He felt keenly his chivalrous folly. He 
couldn’t take what was left of his detachment and 
follow those he had sent forward and be sure of 
catching up or locating them in the turns and 
twists that they might have made in the chase; and, 
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moreover, to try it would be to leave the woman, 
who was evidently the one the admiral had sent 
him to fetch, in apparent danger. And he couldn’t 
send other men to try to support Old Farry’s party 
without the further folly of splitting what was left 
of his detachment. 
 He could only hope that nothing would 
happen—and wait. And there was Morgan wailing 
and watching, too; and no doubt smiling cynically 
behind the grim expression that sat on his broad, 
rough-featured face. The responsibility was all 
Randolph’s. Morgan, if anything went wrong, 
could have the joy of telling the admiral all about 
the blunders and know that he would be free from 
censure. 
 Randolph carefully hid any expression of 
face or voice that would show his feeling, and 
brought his men across the plaza and halted them 
under the balcony. The house was strong as a 
citadel. If danger pressed, he thought to take the 
men within. But there were no dangers in sight: 
nothing but small groups of natives hovering at 
corners. 
 “This is Captain Del Valle’s house?” 
Randolph asked of the woman. 
 She stood on the balcony some twenty feet 
above and could be plainly seen. Her face was 
drawn and haggard for one young and beautiful. 
But two sleepless days and feverish alert nights 
had pinched her face and left big bluish rings 
under her eyes. 
 “Yes,” she said, speaking directly, simply, 
with none of the protean artifice of woman to man, 
“the natives hated him. They’ve looted the house. 
All except the senora’s room. They broke in the 
first night—after the battle. They have been 
howling and shooting inside and out ever since. 
 “The senora killed herself as soon as she 
heard that El Capitan was dead. The servants ran 
away—I was alone. Two Spanish soldiers from the 
fort tried to stop the shooting out there on the 
plaza. They kicked and cuffed right and left. But 
they were killed. These devils dragged the corpses 
up and down all day long. They were all drunk. It 
was awful! And inside here—I have senora’s room 
barricaded, but I didn’t know what minute they 
would break through. 
 “Last night it was quieter. One of the 
mestizos who had been the senora’s maid crept up 

to the wall below the balcony and called to me. 
She came to beg from me senora’s gold-woven 
mantilla. They always want something that isn’t 
theirs—these loathsome natives! I told her I would 
give it to her if she would have some one carry a 
note from me to one of the American ships. She 
promised. 
 “I told her that, if the note wasn’t 
delivered I would soon be dead and that my 
special delight as a ghost, would be haunting and 
bringing misfortune to her. 
 “I frightened the life out of her. Then I 
gave her the note and mantilla. I knew she would 
try to deliver it. And I Knew somebody would 
come off the American ships to help me. 
 “It has been horrible. I have just one bullet 
left. This—” she held the revolver over the railing 
for them to see— “belonged to El Capitan’s 
brother. They buried him alive in an ant-hill two 
years ago. Cut out his tongue and stuck splinters in 
his eyes and then buried him. I’ve been senora’s 
companion for four years. 
 “I think you’ve scared them away. But 
look out. They hate Americans as much as 
Spaniards. They’d hate anybody that kept them 
from looting. Cavite’s full of half-breeds. Not 
Spanish—Chinese and Tagalogs. The worst 
possible mixture. That cutthroat you have down 
there with you—” pointing toward the 
Chinaman— “is one of the prisoners that got out 
when the natives broke into the jail. I can tell by 
the convict shirt he has on. 
 “All the Spaniards fled around the bay—
overland—to Manila when the fleet was 
destroyed. I was afraid to show myself—every one 
knew I was an American, and you know how it is. 
I ought to be proud of the victory, and oh, how I 
did pray and hold my breath while the guns were 
booming out in the bay! But poor El Capitan! And 
those gallant fellows that were murdered and cut 
up out there—they knew I was an American!” 
 Her voice failed her. She turned away, 
crying. 
 Some of the sailors coughed. Others swore 
bitterly under their breath. And some looked with 
narrowed, hard eyes across the plaza to where 
little groups of the coffee-colored crowd that had 
followed them lurked at the corners—eager to see, 
but wary, and with something that struck the 
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sailors as sinister in their gaping stolidity. 
 Randolph adjusted his cap and looked 
anxiously down the street in which the four sailors 
and the bosun had disappeared. Morgan 
thoughtfully prodded a cobblestone with the point 
of his sword. 
 

VII 
 
“WELL, Mr. Morgan,” Randolph said—when 
officers are in the slightest degree formal they 
address each other not by their rank, but by the 
civilian “Mr.” — “I suppose we had better go up 
and escort Miss Farnum down.” 
 Had he been with any other officer, 
Randolph would have thought nothing of taking 
two or three of the sailors and going up into the 
house with them and leaving the other officer 
below,. But with Morgan he felt differently. He 
also had a distaste for in the least appearing as the 
“rescuing hero.” He might have sent Morgan up 
alone, but as the ranking officer it was his place 
not to remain behind. 
 Randolph was not cold-blooded enough to 
free himself from self-consciousness in his 
treatment of Morgan; and it was not pleasant to be 
sure that Morgan would never have been so 
foolishly impulsive as to have split his detachment 
and sent men clattering down an unknown street 
on what was wilder than a wild-goose chase. 
 Moreover, what the girl had told him of 
Filipino cruelty made him anxious for the missing 
men. 
 Like most of the Americans of the fleet 
and at home, he had fancied that the natives 
thought of them as “saviors,” or some such 
beautiful abstraction. 
 He—and other Americans—was to learn 
later of the fierce lust for loot; of the Insurrectos 
drawn swarmingly from afar to the gates of Manila 
on the promise of being given the city for plunder 
as soon as the despicable Yankees were thrown 
into the sea—the later being only a mere detail 
that could be attended to almost any time. 
 Morgan made the conventional answer of 
“Very well, sir,” to Randolph’s suggestion. Then 
Randolph said to two sailors—  
 “Open those doors.” 
 He pointed with his sword to wide, high, 

double doors through which a coach might easily 
have been driven. 
 The sailors jumped forward, threw their 
weight against the thick planks of old Spanish oak, 
reinforced with curiously wrought strips of 
hammered iron, and pushed the doors slowly back 
on smooth, noiseless hinges, thus opening to view 
a long, high, dark corridor which was littered with 
scattered clothing, broken pottery and a big 
square-faced bottle here and there. 
 Gin is the original contents of the “square-
face.” But the natives replace the more precious 
liquor with a vicious brew of their own that 
Americans most familiar with the stuff have 
subsequently classified as bino. 
 If taken at all freely it is enough to put 
such fighting courage into a sheep that this 
gentlest of pastoral creatures will waltz right up 
and bite off the ear of a wolf. 
 

VIII 
 
YOU men wait here,” Randolph said, “and if 
anybody starts anything jump right inside. Keep a 
sharp lookout down the street for the bosun and 
his party.” 
 Then Randolph and Morgan stepped 
inside the cool, dark corridor, floored with large 
square dull red tiles. They walked straight on to 
the broad stairway some fifty feet away. 
 As Randolph started up the stairs he heard 
one of the sailors outside cry exultingly— 
 “Here comes Old Farry and he’s got—” 
 Neither Randolph nor Morgan heard more. 
As they glanced backward they caught a glimpse 
of the sailors bunched together and staring 
southward across the plaza in the direction that 
Old Farry and the four sailors had gone in pursuit 
of the sniper. 
 The officers saw something else that 
quickened their heart-beats: the great oaken doors 
on their noiseless hinges were being swung shut 
by two Filipinos who had stood or crept behind the 
doors. And at once Filipinos seemed to appear all 
over the place. 
 Randolph and Morgan shouted as with one 
voice at the sailors outside. But it was too late. 
 The doors closed and the thick bar of 
seasoned timber fell into place; nothing less than a 
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battering-ram could beat through. The house had 
been built in some bygone century when it was 
wrought with the strength of a fortress, and no 
doubt had many times needed that strength to 
withstand forays and attacks from the Chinese 
pirates that had sometimes crept in overland and 
been joined by the fierce natives. 
 As the bar fell across the doors, the 
Filipinos began yelping in glee. To the trapped 
officers it seemed that natives came as if by magic 
from every direction. They leaped and darted and 
yelled till the score of them seemed a hundred. 
 Frantic beating of the butts of the sailors’ 
rifles against the doors was heard, and Randolph 
and Morgan started forward to cut their way 
through the half-dozen natives that intervened with 
brandishing weapons, when from the other end of 
the corridor came the terrific report of a rifle fired 
within doors. A bullet struck at their feet and 
ricocheted with a vicious spat against the wall. 
 The natives before the door, too, were in 
line of fire but they did not seem to notice. One 
carried a long, Malayan kris, the others bolos; and 
they were yelping and coming forward on the run. 
From the other end of the corridor others came, 
but only one had a rifle. 
 Randolph shot right and left with deadly 
effect, but soon emptied his revolver. Two men 
fell and another lurched against the wall and stood 
doubled over as though with a mortal wound—
then sank to the floor. 
 But the officers saw that the situation was 
more than desperate; they were hopelessly 
outnumbered. 
 Morgan, clutching at Randolph’s arm, 
cried— 
 “Up the stairs.” 
 Springing up he partly pulled Randolph 
after him. 
 Half-way up they were, then the rifle 
roared at them again; and the bullet came close. 
 Morgan stopped. That rifle had to be 
silenced. He deliberately changed his sword to his 
left hand and taking the revolver in his right the 
better to aim, quickly drew a careful bead and 
fired. The man with the rifle pitched forward. 
Another started to grab it from the dead man’s 
hand. Morgan shot again—and the rifle lay 
untouched. 

 He was calmly bearing down on still a 
third man, when a fierce warning shout and jerk 
from Randolph made him turn just in time to see 
Randolph throw himself with upraised sword 
against a heavy pockmarked native that stood on 
the stairs some three steps above them. 
 The Filipino had thrust forward his bolo at 
Morgan—but Randolph leaped forward to take the 
blow, and he fell with the heavy knife driven far 
into his chest. 
 Morgan lunged. The full weight of his 
body was behind the hilt of the sword. The point 
took the pock-marked Filipino full at the throat, 
and went so far that the blade broke when Morgan 
wrenched it free. 
 A bolo thrown from below hurtled past his 
head and men were on the first step of the stairs, 
but Morgan calmly turned again toward where still 
another native was bending to pick up the rifle. 
And as that fellow sprawled lifeless on his face, a 
flash of thankfulness that most of the rifles were 
evidently in the hands of snipers outside, passed 
over Morgan’s mind. 
 He glanced swiftly upward. The stairway 
above was clear, but at the foot some fifteen 
yelping wild-faced men were crowding on the 
steps. 
 He rapidly emptied his revolver into the 
mass—firing the three remaining shells. And some 
that were dangerous men when he pressed the 
trigger were out of the fight when the hammer 
clicked on an empty chamber. 
 The others paused. For a moment they 
stood indecisively glaring like baffled wolves. But 
their shaken boldness was reassured by the sight of 
Randolph’s fallen body. But one man stood 
against them—and they were many. They had the 
odds with which dogs will harry a wild boar. But 
even at that, they hesitated and held their cries, 
balked to see the one man standing on the stairway 
waiting as though to receive them with never a 
thought of their odds. 
 Seconds, scarcely minutes, had passed 
since the two officers saw the thick doors swing 
shut, barring them within and their men without; 
but it had all happened with that swift intensity 
that makes moments seem as unmeasured time. 
 
IT WAS only for the briefest seconds that there 
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was silence—a cloistral hush in the great dim 
corridor that had become a shambles—as the 
Filipinos paused at the foot of the stairs. 
 Morgan had broken his revolver and was 
trying to fill it with cartridges before the rush 
which he knew was coming. Then he felt a weak 
tug at his trousers. He bent over Randolph, but 
kept his face turned so that his eyes were on the 
men below who were beginning to raise their 
weapons and lean forward for the charge. 
 Randolph gasped— 
 “Morgan go up—I’m done for—stairs 
clear—go on—I’m done for—go—it’s hopeless—
leave me—get away—” 
 The rush was on. 
 “You go to ——!” Morgan shouted—not 
at Randolph, but at the idea—as he dodged to one 
side, narrowly evading a bolo that came like a fat 
steel arrow. 
 He snapped his half-loaded revolver 
together and fired pointblank. Two more men went 
down; but six remained. They barely paused. They 
knew the revolver was empty and that if they 
hesitated it would be loaded again. 
 Morgan dropped the gun, then stooped 
and snatched up Randolph’s sword. 
 With the broken blade in his left band and 
the true blade in his right, he sprang forward to 
meet the attack. He leaped far down the steps 
because he knew that if compelled to retreat in the 
least from where he had been standing Randolph’s 
body would be exposed. 
 The Filipinos were yelling the cries of 
blood-lust. They fought as savages fight, reaching 
forward to strike and then drawing back and 
lunging out again. 
 They did not come to the charge like men 
that have written the fuller pages of history from 
time immemorial—else Morgan would have been 
overborne and cut down at once. But they were 
fierce and deadly. They slashed and feinted; and 
twice Morgan felt the whistling breath of a hurled 
bolo. 
 The taller, more slender man with the 
wicked kris like a sheet of silver flame was far the 
boldest, and a better warrior than his fellows. His 
blows were hard and cunning; and but for the 
broken sword with which he fended, Morgan 
would have had a deeper cut in his thigh. 

 But he, too, slashed and thrust and 
warded, darting this way and that across the wide 
stairs. 
 Again and again he saw bitterly that he 
was being forced to take a backward step that 
could not be regained. For when he fought on one 
side of the stairs some man came higher on the 
other, and when he lunged across to drive him 
back, still another would rise a step on the side left 
open. 
 It was best to stand in the middle, but four 
men abreast could easily mass against him; and 
though they feared the gleaming flashes that came 
at their heads, yet the weight of numbers kept 
them steadily at the attack. Morgan saw that he 
was losing ground; and he shouted over his 
Shoulder for Randolph to creep further up the 
stairway; but Randolph did not move nor make 
answer. 
 It was a losing fight, but those that darted 
in at him did not always draw back scatheless. 
Morgan’s longer blade was fleshed and stained in 
red; but to reach the darting bodies was too far for 
deadly blows, and he dared: not leap closer than he 
did for the man at whom he struck lest to do so 
would bring him within the reach of weapons on 
either side. 
 His was a strong arm and quick. But odds 
are odds, and the strongest arms grow less swift 
when they ward away thrice as many, and heavier, 
weapons. 
 He was breathing hoarsely with teeth 
clinched and lips drawn back. The work was 
furious. He became aware of weakness in his 
gashed thigh. He strained savagely against the 
slowness that was weighing down his movements, 
and summoned from within the depths of him the 
last muscle power to speed his longer blade as it 
flashed like a serpent’s tongue before the distorted 
faces turned upward on the stairs. 
 As he withdrew another step—bringing 
him to Randolph’s feet—he thanked the god of 
battles for putting into the heads of his foemen 
forgetfulness of the rifle that lay less than thirty 
yards away. 
 And there—on that very step where he 
stood—he resolved to stay. 
 Randolph was either dead, or, more likely, 
had fainted; and to pass higher was to leave a 
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fellow officer to certain death; or if dead already, 
to mutilation. 
 Not a glimmering remembrance of what 
Randolph had been to him came into his brain. He 
was fighting instinctively the fight that a man of 
courage makes for another. Death with six 
handsful of gloaming knives was at his heart. But 
he had no thought of death other than that it meant 
the end of the fight. 
 To turn away or to stop before the end 
would be to check abruptly the momentum of a 
courage that gave no more heed to the grave than a 
meteor in its flight gives to the sun toward which it 
rushes. Some things can not be done! 
 It seemed that he had been on the stairs for 
hours. Had he been able to look at it, the watch 
that ticked in his pocket would have told him that 
he had not been in the corridor altogether more 
than fourteen minutes. 
 His arms seemed sheathed in lead. His 
wounded leg was weal—not in the least painful, 
for wounds ache only when the nerves have time 
to take the message of the torn flesh. He opened 
his mouth and gulped down the air, heaving his 
lungs like bellows at a damp forge.  
 The foemen too had quit their yelling, and 
were grunting and snarling and panting hoarsely 
like starving jackals breaking through the last 
struggles of a downed stag.  
 The end was in sight. Morgan gathered 
himself for a last leap. He would not wait to be 
struck down when simply no longer able to lift an 
arm. 
 In another minute he felt that sheer 
exhaustion would lower his swords and leave open 
the way for the death-thrust. But to fling himself 
forward—points first—he knew would be to make 
more dear the price of his death. 
 He lifted himself on his toes, sank quickly 
to his haunches for the spring that would carry him 
on to the heads of the men that leaned forward six 
steps below him—and hesitated. 
 The Filipinos, too, paused suddenly with 
weapons held in arms as though magically turned 
to stone. 
 Overhead there was crashing and shouting 
and swearing, the stamp of furious feet—and from 
the balustrade above, a gun roared. 
 Above the clash and roar the shrill voice 

of the old boatswain cried: 
 “Get ’em! Get ’em! Down at ’em.” And 
bounding headlong down the steps he came. 
 Down the stairs with perilous leaps, six 
sailors came on the heels of Old Farry. Their rifles 
were tipped with steel. After the first shot from 
over balustrade nobody stopped to fire; the 
bayonets were hungry for the taste of flesh. 
 The Filipinos were cornered. They ran 
toward the broad oaken doors as the nearest way 
out; but the trap they had set for others held them. 
 Before a hand could touch the wooden bar 
they saw that there was no escape. The sailors 
were up with them—and as one man, the Filipinos 
dropped their weapons, flung up their hands and 
screeched for mercy. 
 Morgan, leaning over the banister, 
shouted: 
 “Don’t shoot! Take them prisoners!”  
 The Filipinos were hedged with bayonets 
pointed just as close as the furious sailors could 
point them without drawing blood. 
 Old Farry dropped the point of his cutlass, 
put his hands on his hips and looking toward 
Morgan who still held a blood-stained sword in 
each hand, said disgustedly— 
 “Well I’ll be —!” 
 When Morgan turned away and started 
bend over the unconscious body of Randolph, he 
became aware of the woman standing above him 
on the stairs. 
 She was very pale and frightened and 
trembled. She could scarcely speak, but she asked 
again and again: 
 “Is he dead? Is he dead?” 
 Randolph himself had pulled the bolo 
from his ribs, and the wound had bled him into 
unconsciousness. 
 “Blankets—water—quick,” Morgan said 
to her; and without a word she hurried away. 
 He called to one of the sailors to come 
from below, and they gently carried Randolph 
down the red-stained stairs and laid him carefully 
on the blanket that the woman brought. She 
carried, too, a glass with a little water in it, and 
explained that it was all she had left in her room of 
what she had taken when she prepared for the 
siege two days before. 
 But the boatswain opened the great doors 
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again on the noiseless hinges, and the three sailors, 
driving in a lone prisoner—not counting the 
Chinaman who had served as a guide—to put with 
those that stood fearfully against the wall, came in. 
These went with Miss Farnum to the well at the 
rear and fetched water. 
 

IX 
 
“IT WAS just this way, sir,” Old Farry explained 
to Morgan while two of the sailors were gone up-
stairs with Miss Farnum to get a mattress that 
would serve as a stretcher. “We chased that feller 
till he got tired o’ runnin’ an’ ducked in a 
doorway. We busted in the door an’ got him. No 
thin’ to it. We was comin’ back—almost here—
when all o’ sudden the fellers out there started 
yellin’ an’ makin’ signs o’ trouble. 
 “Fer a minute after I found out what’s the 
trouble I didn’t know what t’ do or jest how t’ get 
in here. We wasted a good two minutes tryin’ t’ 
batter in them doors with rocks. The lady was 
jumpin’ around up there on the bridge. You know 
that makes a feller kind o’ nervous, sir. I tol’ her to 
throw down a line an’ I had t’ explain ’t was a 
rope I wanted. 
 “But she didn’t have none. She ducked 
into ’er cabin on’ brought out a couple o’ sheets. 
We tore ’em in two, spliced ’em together in a 
Jiffy, sir, tossed an end up to her an’ told ’er t’ 
make it fast above. It give way jest as soon as I 
started up. Had t’ be done over. Next time ’twas 
better. 
 “I told three men t’ stay b’low an’ watch 
that sniper and Chink an’ scare off the niggers that 
was pokin’ their heads aroun’ out there. The 
fellers come up hand o’er hand like they was 
raised on a windjammer. The lady had ’bout 
ever’thing in the place piled ’gainst that door of 
hern, an’ then, by ——, sir, if she wasn’t the first 
’un out. I Jest as the last trunk was heaved away, 
she bolted. ’Twas her that fired.” 
 

X 
 
THE little detachment again filed through the 
streets of Cavite. At the head were Morgan and the 
imperturbable Chinaman. Morgan limped slightly, 
and there was blood all over him; but his shoulders 

were straight and his head up. Behind him came 
four sailors, their rifles slung across their 
shoulders, and each sailor held the corner of a 
mattress upon which lay the covered body of their 
ensign. Miss Farnum walked by the side of the 
stretcher. In her hands was a small valise—all her 
earthly possessions—which she refused to let any 
one carry for her. It seemed to her that the others 
were burdened enough. Behind the stretcher came 
seven Filipinos with their hands bound behind 
them; and many had blood on their tattered shirts 
and trousers, and their heads and arms showed 
wounds. Then followed two sailors with, rifles 
held at points forward and butts against the hip: 
guards they were. Behind them were four more 
sailors, marching with rifles on their shoulders; 
and bringing up the rear was the old boatswain, his 
drawn cutlass swinging across his breast with 
every step. 
 A crowd filled the street before and after 
them; but it gave way without need of word or 
gesture from Morgan, and followed at a distance 
of respect behind Old Farry, who did not deign to 
cast so much as one glance behind him. Those 
who stood at the side as the little procession 
passed, pressed each other tightly back against the 
walls of the buildings to make more room; and all 
looked with awe upon the seven of their own kin 
and kind that trudged shamefacedly behind the 
improvised stretcher. 
 But there was no thought of rescue, of 
laughter, or of missiles hurled from a distance. Not 
much! Those were the men that had blown the 
fleet of Spain out of the water and they looked like 
men who could do more if tempted in the least. 
Ten men bring back seven prisoners and through 
streets lined with their kith and friends! What 
manner of men were these, indeed, when the 
Spaniards had moved about to make arrests only in 
groups of fifty and hundreds? 
 At the fort Ensign Morgan turned over his 
prisoners to Captain Dayton, who whistled 
wonderingly at what he saw, but had to imagine 
what he believed, for Morgan said nothing more 
than that there had been a little skirmish and as 
many were dead as were prisoners. But the 
Chinaman, still unmoved and imperturbable, was 
recommended to Captain Dayton for what favors 
might suggest themselves to him as fitting for 



Adventure 
 

12

services done according to promise. 
 On board the flagship, Morgan made his 
report to the admiral. He told of how he and 
Randolph had been trapped, and of how Randolph 
had leaped forward deliberately to take the blow 
intended for him, and of how the quick-witted 
boatswain and Miss Farnum had promptly effected 
the rescue. It was some weeks later before 
Randolph told his version to the admiral. He had 
seen much of the fight before he became 
unconscious. And when he had finished, the 
admiral put his hand on the young ensign’s 
shoulder and started to speak. But he said nothing. 

 He turned his face away and there was 
moisture in his eyes. It was not of those two men 
alone that he thought: it was that his country 
would never lose her battles while she had such 
men to bear her arms. 
 
MISS FARNUM? The admiral got passage for her 
on the mail dispatch-boat so that she went to 
Hongkong, from where she cabled to friends; and 
neither Morgan nor Randolph ever heard of her 
again. There are times when love of women is not 
the greatest thing in the world. 

 


