















































































































































































































































































































































































































































ALADDIN O’BRIEN

Says, “ There ’s many million men would have done
the like again,
But you did n’'t, and, my man, there’s hope for
you.

“ Start sheets and sail for the Mole —
For the old rotten Mole of Marimolena ;
There ’s maybe some one there
That you 're longing to treat fair,
On the dismal, woeful Mole of Marimolena.”

And other deep-sea chanteys,— the one
in which the pirate found the Lady in the
C-a-a-bin and slivered off her head,— or
back to Red Renard, or further to his own
campaign song, and furthest of all to the
bad, bad young dog of a crow. Then he
got quite out of breath, and pausing for a
moment to catch it, noted for the first time
the extreme bitterness of the cold. It
stung the face like insects. “Woof!” he
said. “And now for lost time.”

Again he stepped out, but with each step
the snow became deeper, and presently he
floundered in to his waist. ¢« Must be
a ditch!” he said, turning a little to
the right and exclaiming, “ Thought so!”
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ALADDIN O’BRIEN

did not pay the slightest attention to what
she said. “And the girl came to lunch,
Aladdin, and she Zs so pretty, but not a
bit serene like Peter, and the men are all
wild about her, but she does n’t care
that—"

“Does n't she?” said Aladdin, annoy-
ingly.

“No, she does n’t!” said Margaret,
tartly. “She says she ’s going to be a
horse-breaker or a nurse, and all the while
she kept making eyes at brother John,
and he lost his poise entirely and smirked
and blushed, and I should n’t wonder a
bit if he 'd made up his mind to marry her,
and if he has he will —"

Aladdin caught at the gist of the last
sentence. “Is that all that’s necessary?”
he said. ‘“Has a man only got to make
up his mind to marry a certain girl?”

“It’s all brother John would have to
do,” said Margaret, provokingly.

“Admitting that,” said Aladdin, “how
about the other men?”

“Why,” said Margaret, “I suppose that

159













































































































































































































































ALADDIN O’BRIEN

“The situation — " Peter began.

“Is none the less difficult, I know.
Here we are with a certain amount of
leave to occupy as we each see fit. And,
unfortunately, there’s only one thing which
seems fit to either of us. And, equally
unfortunately, it’s something we can't
hold hands and do at the same time.
Shall T go straight from the station to
Mrs. Brackett's and wait until you’ve
had your say, Peter? —not that I want to
wait very long,” he added.

“That would n’t be at all fair,” said
Peter.

“Do you mind,” said Aladdin after a
pause, “telling me about what yourchances
are?”

Peter reddened uncomfortably.

“I 'm afraid they 're not very good,
’Laddin,” he said. “She — she said she
was n't sure. And that ’s a good deal
more apt to mean nothing than every-
thing, but I can’t straighten my life out
till 7 ’m sure.”

“My chances,” said Aladdin, critically,
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ALADDIN O’BRIEN

As quickly as the brain is advertised of
an insect’s sting, so quickly did Aladdin
recognize the voice and know that his
brother Jack was calling to him. He
turned, and saw a little freckled boy, in a
uniform much too big for him, trailing a
large musket.

“Jack!” he cried, and rushed toward
him with outstretched arms. “ You little
beggar, what are you doin’ here?”

Jack grinned like one confessing to a
successful theft of apples belonging to a
cross farmer. And then God saw fit to
take away his life. He dropped suddenly,
and there came a rapid pool of blood
where his face had been. With his arms
wrapped about the little figure that a mo-
ment before had been so warlike and gay,
Aladdin turned toward the heavens a face
of white flint.

“] believe in one God, Maker of hell !”
he cried.

Thunder rumbled and rolled slowly
across the battle-field from east to west.
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