THE LEFT-HANDED PASSENGER

' 1one of the question. “This ship is full of dyna-
ve been looking her over. Take these boats,” he
« the side of a metal lifeboat, “that tin barge
look any too safe for lowering. Now, I have a
that ships of this class are getting too big. Too
Iury, 100 many people. We’re getting some more
ots, Havana to New York. Two coming to our
e big shot and his daughter.”

vthat is——" Jamieson put down his glasses.
Lsee, Interested, are yous” The Ltde man edged
o, his face aglow, “Well, I did not get their
it the skipper had a radio, asking him to see that
¢ placed at his table, with us.”

caress™ Jamieson was bored. The talk of Curle,
g, he seemed to be everywhere, was annoying.
yhts before, Curle had come up suddenly behind
shack just when Sally was clinging to him,
lamieson hated meddlers, especially when they
Id. “Now I think I’ll go below,” he said.

B 4 run ;ls;h()rc~with Miss Lanson?” Curle
t him, but Welford Jamieson ignored, or failed
N queston,

ldo’t trust that snake with my grandmother,”
arked, “or with a Confederate bil] either.” He
e 10 his small red-covered book. “Scar just

""""MW

ybe. Look here, Jamieson,” Curle went on, ignor-
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hove left wrist.” While Jamieson had been holding his
plusses to his eyes, viewing the shore, his cuff had slipped
back, Curle saw the scar.

100 smart to carry a gun.” Curle mused; he had been
blmping into Jamieson and annoying him. In the lounge,
duncing (for Curle liked to whirl the ladies), at the bar,
Wi along the rail of the promenade, he pried and prodded
i made notes. Always Curle criticized the ship. He
talked with everyone; the Reverend Hicks served as a
willing audience, when others failed. Curle, having gone
below, met the clergyman near the purser’s office.

“Hi, parson! How’d you like to perform a marriage
teremony at sea” Curle called loudly, catching the
dominie by the sleeve as the passengers crowded about
in the companion. “We’ll probably require a wedding; or
(W0, after we leave Havana. And, parson,” he whispered
0 that all might hear, “keep away from the Alhambra—
burlesque, y* know. Ladies not invited; even the Cubans
Woid it. Keep out of Sloppy Joe’s, and look out for that
waterfront place, the Two Brothers, or maybe there’s
three, I saw thirteen of *em the Iast time I hojsted aboard
\ dozen of Bacardi—always take mine daiquiri. And
temember they blew up the Maine in this harbor: danger-
v port. Avoid the cockfights as you would sin.” Passen-
Mo were buzzing about, awaiting the gangway. Cries
tuime from the wharf, A welcoming band ashore mingled
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its “Star-Spangled Banner” with the sounds, the calls.

“Did I hear you say something about a wedding, Mr.
Curle?” Mrs. Maylord, heavily scented, ready for the
beach, was close. : ]

“You did, Mrs. Maylord. The parson will have to be
prepared, after Havana.” Curle frowned on the simpering
woman.

“It’s a wicked place, I hear.” She smiled ingratiat-
ingly.

“Wicked? Madam, it’s unconsciously sinful. Just makes
them misbehave, without malice aforethought.”

“My! Where must I go? Tell me, Mr. Curle, what shall
I do?”

“Do? Don’t do anything, or better still, go to the
places I didn’t mention. Remember the distrito de sole-
rancia is no longer openly tolerated, if I may so translate
the idea.”

“Gangway, therel” The third officer, Mr., “Click”
Murphy, genial, firm, was clearing the gangway. Seamen
were hauling on the man ropes; a dry tackle block
screamed, and a broad gangway brow swung inboard,
while stewards rolled out coir mats. Gayety, chatter and
greetings crossed the calls of men on the wharf and on
the ship. Mr. Curle, suddenly surrounded by a group of
school teachers, continued with his story.

- “Oh, Mr. Hicks!” Mrs. Maylord caught the arm of the
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clergyman. “Mr. Curle has been simply, well, simply di-
verting, don’t you think?”

“Madam, I never get a chance to think when he’s

around. He amazes me with his gratuitous misinforma-
tion. Quite a study; yes, he’s a character. Would you like
My assistance over the gangway?”

“Thank you. And how shall we find our way about?
Do they speak English? Is it safe?”

“Ilived in Havana for six months, Mrs, Maylord; that
was a few years ago. Perhaps, if you will permit me, I can
show you a few things worth seeing. Most provocative
city of the West Indies, and all most of these people look
for, and find, are the thoughts they carry ashore, The
women of Cuba, the ladies, are as inaccessible as the stars,
[t's a proper place, Mrs. Maylord. I planned to dine at La
Zaragozana. Will you be my guest?”

“Settled, parson!” Mrs. Maylord took his arm.

They moved away. Curle noted Jamieson, stepping
ushore briskly, Miss Lanson holding his arm. He freed
himself from the teachers, hired a jitney and trailed their
cab into the dark confusion of Havana.

“I'm going ashore, Mr. Kirk.” The chief officer of the
Cortey stood at the threshold of Captain Tuttle’s cabin,
cap in hand.

“Keep an eye on things, Mr. Kirk, So far, everything




