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CORNELIUS VANDERBILT 

The Man and His Inventions. 

C ORNELTUS VANDERBILT, capitalist, engineer and inventor, has made 
a success of his life despite the handicap of wealth. He has chosen 

labor rather than idle luxury and determined to make a name by his mind 
rather than by his millions. 

The eldest son of Cornelius, Sr., he was educated as the heir-apparent  03 
the bulk of a great fortune and as the future financial head of large interests 
and industries. After graduating from Yale in 1896 he entered the mechan-
ical department of the New York Central Railroad to acquire  a practical 
knowledge of engineering. He worked as conscientiously, simply and faith-
fully as if he were but a struggling mechanic ambitiously seeking to win his 
own way in the battle of life. 

In 1898 he married Miss Grace Wilson of New York, despite the violent 
opposition of his father who protested because she was old, than his son. 
Cornelius, Jr., decided for himself, followed the guidance of his heart in the 
most sacred decision in the life of an individual, naturally, simply and with-
out any consciousness of the halo of the heroic self-sacrifice the sensational 
press would place on his head. Ha did merely what be felt was right and 
resented the impertinence of being publicly canonized, as if real have could 
ever be out-balanced by gold. The one million dollars which he received on 
the death of his father was increased to seven by an arrangement with his 
brother Alfred who inherited the major part of the estate, and this fortune 
has since been more than doubled by Mr. Vanderbilt, own efforts. 

He has invented more than ten valuable improvements on locomotives 
alone. His tender consisting of a cylindrical water-tank and  a  coal-box of 
unusual design, has many advantages. It increases the carrying capacity for 
fuel and water, reduces the cost of construction and maintenance, lessens the 
weight and adds to the tender's strength and life. His all-steel cars, upon 
which he worked two years, are superior to the ones now in use, and on the 
Lackawanna Road his cars carry sixty tons of coal, while five years ago  a 
fifty-ton car was considered the limit of possibility. 

Mr. Vanderbilt in his writings and lectures on engineering topics,  reveals 
the  same aggressive, far-seeing and original mind shown in his inventions. 
He is modest, earnest and serious, despising notoriety and is irritated by  the 
fact that a rich young man with thoughts above mere money-spending  should 
be  regarded as a  world's wonder. 

...night mum...  to  Wm. C. Mack,  1.6 

and, utterly fagged. threw himself Into 
an unexposed chair and stared through 

A shout arose to his  lips, but he tacked  the 
power to Wye it 

tired eyes into the inscrutable night 
that hid the sea from view—the faith-
less, moaning, jeering sea! 

When he aroused himself with 
start the gray, drizzly ddwn was upon 
him. He had slept. 

The next instant he was on his feet, 
clutching the stone balustrade with a 
grip of iron, his eyes starting from his 
head. A shout arose to his lips, but he 
lacked the power to give it voice. A 
quaint smile grew In his face. His 
eyes were bright and full of triumph. 
After a full minute of preparation he 
made his way toward the breakfast 
room outwardly as calm as a May 
morning. 

Browne and Deppinghatn were asleep 
In  the chairs. He shook them vigor-
ously. As they awoke he said in the 
coolest, most matter of fact way: 

"There's an American cruiser out-
side the harbor. Get up!" 
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Pneumonia Pollows A  Cold. 

but never follows the use of Foley's 
Honey and Tar which stops the cough, 
heals the lungs, and expels the cold 
from your system. Take at first sign 
of a cold and avoid a dangerous ill-
ness. Sold by all druggists. 

John M. Smythe, the successful Chi-
cago merchant, and an ex-printer, got 
his start from a second-hand store by 
judicious advertising. He knew the 
value of printer's ink. 

Pine Job Printing  at  this office. 

Pine  Job Printing  at this  once. 

idling Too Mach. 

The mother of little six-year-old 
Mary had told her a number of times 
not to hitch her sled to passing sleighs, 
feeling that it was a dangerous prac-
tice. Jt was such a fascinating sport, 
however, that Mary could not resist 
it, and one day her mother saw her 
go skimming past the house behind a 
farmer's "bobs." 

When she came in from play she 
was taken to task her mother saying 
severely, "Mary, haven't I told you 
that you must not hitch onto bobs? 
Besides, you know it is against the 
law." 

Mary tossed her head. "Oh," she 
said, "don't talk to me about the law. 
It's all I can do to keep the Ten Com-
mandments!"—From Woman's biome 
Companion for January. 

Brave Fire Lassies 

often receive severe eurns, putting out 
tires, then use Bucklin's Arnica Salve 
and forget them. It soon drives out 
pain. For Burns, Scalds, Wounds, 
Cuts and Bruises its earth's greatest 
healer. Quis,y cures Skin Eruptions, 
Old Sores, Bells, Ulcers, Felons; best 

rile cure  made. .7.-ne,  is Istant 

at \Vest Side Drug Store, .h. 
O'Malley, Prop. 

Johann —"What did Hobson say 
about my play?" 

Dobson—"He said he certainly felt 
that he bad got the worth of his 

money." 

Jobson—"Anything else?" 

Dobson—"Oh, yes; he asked me to 
thank you for the complimentary 
ticket you sent him." 

If you want good price. for your 
property and stock employ 
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CHAPTER XXX. 

THE TWO WORLDS. 

WO days and nights crept slowly 
Into the past, and now the 
white people of the chateau hdd 
come to the eve of their last 

day's stay ou the island of JapdL The 
probatlouary period would expire with 
the sue on the following day, the an-
niversary of the death of Taswell 
Skaggs. The six mouths set aside by 
the testator as sufficient for all the re-
quirements of Cupid were to come to 
an inglorious end at 7 o'clock on March 
29. According to the will, if Agnes 
Rut... and Robert Browne were not 
married to each other before the close 
of that day all of their rights in the 
estate were lost to them. 

Tomorrow would be the last day of 
residence required. But, slack, was it 
to be the last that they were to spend 
in the world forsaken land? 

No later than that morning a steam-
er—a small Dutch freighter—had come 
to a stop off the harbor, but it turned 
tall and fled within an hour. No one 
came ashore. The malevolent tug 
went out and turned back the landing 
party which was ready to leave the 
ship's side. The watchers in the cha-
teau knew what it was that the tug's 
captain shouted through his trumpet at 
a safe distance from the steamer. The 
black and yellow flags at the end of 
the company's pier lent color to a 
grewsome story. The hopeless look 
deepened in the eyes of the watchers. 

Hollingsworth Chase alone maintain-
ed a stubborn air of confidence and 
unconcern. 

"Don't be downhearted, Bowles," he 
said to the moping British agent. 
"You'll soon be managing the bank 
again and patronizing the American 
bar with the same old regularity." 

There had been several vicious as-
saults upon the gates by the infuriated 
islanders during the day following the 
rescue of the heirs. Some powerful in-
fluence suddenly exerted itself to re-
store them to d state of calmness . 

They withdrew to the town, apparent-
ly defeated. The cause was obvious-
Rasela had convinced them that death 
already was lifting his hand to blot 
out the lives of those who opposed 
them. 

Bobby Browne was accomplishing 
wonders in the laboratory. He seldom 
was seen outside the distilling room. 
H. assiduity was marked, if not com-
mented upon. Hour after hour he 
stood watch over the water that went 
up in vapor and returned to the crystal 
liquid that was more precious than 
rubles and sapphires. 

Drusilla kept close to his side dur-
ing these operations. She seemed 
afraid or ashamed to join the others. 
She avoided Lady Deppingham as 
completely as possible. Her effort to 
be friendly when they were thrown 
together was almost pitiable. 

As for Lady Agnes, she seemed 
stricken bs an unconseerable lassi 
tude. The spirits that had controlled 
her voice, her look, her movements, 
were sadly missing. More than once 
Genevra had caught her watching Dep-
pingham with eyes that spoke vol-
umes, though they were mute 
wistful- 

 From time to time the sentInels 
brought to Lord Deppingham and 
Chase missives —that had been tossed 
over the walls by the emissaries of 
Rasula. They were written by the 
leader himself and in every instance 
expressed deepest sympathy for the 
plague ridden chateau. 

"There's a paucity of real news in 
these gentle messages that annoys 
me," Chase said after reading aloud 
the last of the epistles to the princess 
and the Deppinghams. "1 rejoice in 
my heart that he isn't aware of the 
true state of affairs. He doesn't ap-
preciate  the real calamity that con-
fronts us. The plague? Poison? Mere 
piffle. If he only knew that I am now 
smoking my last—the last—cigarettl 
on the place!" 

"I believe you would die more cer• 
tainly from lack of cigarettes than 
from an overabundance of poison," 
said Genevra. She was thinking of 
the stock she had hoarded up for him 
in her dressing table drawer, under 
lock and key. 

"I say, Chase, can't you just see 
Resula's fare when he learns that 
we've been drinking the water all 
along and haven't passed away?" 
cried Deppingham. 

"And to think, Mr. Chase, we once 
called you 'the enemy,'" said Lady 
Agnes in a low, dreamy voice. 

"I appear. to have outlived my use-
fulness In that respect," he said He 
tossed the stub of his cigarette over 
the balcony rail. "Goodby!" he said, 
with melancholy emphasis, Then he 
bent an inquiring look upon the face 
of the princess. 

"Yes," she said, as if he had asked 
the question aloud. "You shall have 
three a day, that's all." 

"You'll leave the entire fortune to 
me when Lou sail away, I trust," be 

said. The Deppinghams were puzzled. 
"But you also will be sailing away," 

she argued. 
"I? You forget that I have had no 

orders to return. gir John expects me 
to stay. At least, so I've heard in a 
roundabout way." 

"You don't menu to say, Chase, that 
you'll stay on this demmed island if 
the chance comes to get away?" de-
manded Lord Deppingleon earnestly. 
The two women were looking at him 
In amazement. 

"Why not? I'm an ally, not a de-
serter." 

"You are a madman!" cried rattly 
Agnes. "Stay here? They would kill 
you in a jiffy! Absurd!" 

"Not after they've had another good 
long look at my warships, Lady Dep-
pingham," he replied, with a most re-
assuring smile. "I think I'll take a 
stroll along the wall before turning 
in." 

He arose and leisurely started to go 
indoors. The princess called to him, 
and he paused. 

"Walt." she said, coming up to him. 
They walked down the hallway togeth-
er. "I will run upstairs and unlock 
the treasure chest. I do not trust 
even my maid, You shall have two 
tonight. No more." 

"You've really saved them for me," 
he queried, a note of eagerness in his 
voice, "all these days?" 

"I have been your miser," she said 
lightly and then ran up the stairs. 

He looked after her until she disap-
peared at the top with a quick, shy 
glance over her shoulder. An expres- 

"1 cannot bear the thought of, having you 
behind." 

sion of utter dejection came into his 
face. A haggard look replaced the 
buoyant smile. 

"God, how I love her—how I love 
her!" he groaned, half aloud. 

She was coming down the stairs 
now, eager, flushed, more abashed 
than she would have had him know. 
Without a word she placed the two 
cigarettes in his outstretched palm. 
Her eyes were shining. 

In silence he clasped her hand and 
led her unresisting through the win-
dow and out upon the broad gallery. 
She was returning the fervid pressure 
of his fingers, warm and electric. 
They crossed slowly to the rail. Two 
chairs stood close together. They sat 
down side by side. The power of 
speech seemed to have left them alto. 
getber. 

He laid the two cigarettes on the 
broad stone rail. She followed the 
movement with perturbed eyes and 
then leaned forward and placed her 
elbows on the rail. 

If the ship should come tomorrow 
vim would eo on* of my life—you would 
go away and leave me here," he began 
hoarsely. 

"No, no!" she cried, turning upon him 
suddenly. "You could not stay here. 
You shall not!" 

"But, dearest love, I am bound to 
stay. I cannot go. And, God help me, 
I avant to stay. If I could go into your 
world and take you unto myself for-
ever—if you will tell me now that some 
day you may forget your world and 
come to live in mine—then, ah, then, it 
would be different! But without you 
I have no choice of abiding place—
here as well as anywhere." 

She put her hands over her eyes. 
"I cannot bear the thought of'—of 

leaving you behind—of leaving you 
here to die at the hands of those beasts 
down there. Hollingsworth. I implore 
you—come! If the opportunity comes  

—and It a III, I Ithow—you  will leave 
the island well I he rest of as," 

"Not unless I am commdnded to do 
so by the  man  who sent me here to 
serve these beasts, as you call them." 

Ile leaned over and took her hand in 
his "You do love me?" 

"You know I do—yes, yes!" she cried 
from her heart, keeping her face reso-
lutely turned 'may from him. "I am 
sick with love for you. Why should I 
deny the thing that speaks  RO loudly 
for itself—my heart! Listen! Can you 
not hear It beating? It Is hurting me—
yes, It IS  hurling me!" 

the trembled it this exhibit!on of re-
leased, unch ecked passion, and yet he 
did not clasp her in hie stmts. 

"Will you come into my world, Ge-
nevra?" he whispered. "All my life 
would be spent in guarding the love 
you would give to me—all my life given 
to ranking you love me more and more 
until there will be no other world for 
you to think of." 

"I with that I hod not been born," 
she sobbed. "I cdnnot, dearest—I can-
not change the laws of fate. I am 
fated-1 am doomed to live forever In 
the dreary world of my fathers. But 
how can I give you up? How can I 
give up your love? How can  I  cast 
you out of my life?" 

"You do not love Prince Karl?" 
"flow can you ask?" she cried fierce-

ly. "Am I not loving you with all my 
heart and soul?" 

"And you would leave me behind if 
the ship should come?" he persisted, 
with cruel insistence. "You will go 
back end marry that—h.? Loving 
me, you will merry him?" Her head 
dropped upon her arm. He turned 
cold as death. "God help and God pity 
you, my love. I never knew before 
what your little world means to you. 
I give you up to it. I crawl back into 
the one you look down upon with 
scorn. I shall not again ask you to 
descend to the world where love is." 

Her hand lay limp in his. They 
stared bleakly out Into the night, and 
no word was spoken. 

The minutes became an hour, and 
yet they sat there with set faces, 
bursting hearts, unseeing eyes. 

Below them in the shadows Bobby 
Browne was pacing the embankment, 
his wife drawn close to his side. Three 
men, Britt, Saunders and Bowles, were 
smoking their pipes on the edge of 
the terrace. Their words came up to 
the two in the gallery. 

"If I have to die tomorrow," Saun-
ders, the bridegroom, was saying, with 
real feeling in h. voice, "I should say 
with all my heart that my life has 
been less than a week long. The rest 
of It was nothing. I never was happy 
before, and happiness is everything." 

CHAPTER XXXI. 
THE  SHIPS THAT PASS. 

HE next morning was rainy. 
A quick, violent storm bad 
rushed up from the sea dur-
ing the night. 

Chase, after a sleepless night, came 
down and, without waiting for his 
breakfast, hurried out upon the gal-
lery overlooking the harbor. Genevra 
was there before him, pale, wistful, 
heavy eyed, standing in the shelter of 
a huge pilaster. 

"Hollingsworth," she said drearily, 
"do you believe he will come today?" 

"He?" he asked, puzzled. 
"My uncle. The yacht was to call for 

me not later than today." 
"I remember," he said slowly, "It 

may come, Genevra. The day Is 
young." 

She clasped his hand convulsively, a 
desperate revolt in her soul. 

"I almost hope that it may not come 
for me!" she said, her voice shaking 
with suppressed emotion. "It will not 
come. I feel it in my heart. We shall 
die here together, Hollingsworth. Ah, 
in that way I may escape the other 
life. No, no! What am I saying? Of 
course I wdnt to leave this dreadful 
island—this dreadful, beautiful, hate-
ful, happy island. Am  I  not too silly?" 
She was speaking rapidly, almost hys-
terically, a nervous, flickering smile on 
her face. 

"Dear one," he said gently, "the 
yacht will come. If it should not come 
today my cruisers will forestall its mis-
sion. As sure as there is a sea those 
cruisers will come." She looked into 
his eyes intently, as if afraid of some-
thing there. "Oh, I'm not mad!" he 
laughed. "You brought a cruiser to 
me one day. I'll bring one to you in 
return. We'll be quits." 

"Quits?" she murmured, hurt by the 
word. 

"Forgive me." he said, humbled. 
"Hollingsworth," she said after a 

long, tense scrutiny of the sea, "how 
long will you remain on this island?" 

"Perhaps until I die—If death should 
come soon. If not, then God knows 
how long." 

"Listen to me," she said intensely. 
"For my sake you will not stay long. 
You will come away before they kill 
you. You will! Promise me. You will 
come—to Paris? Some day, dear heart? 
Promise!" 

"To Paris?" he said, shaking his 
head sadly. "No, dearest one. Not 
now. Listen: I have in my bag up-
stairs an offer from a great American 
corporation. My headquarters would be 
in Paris. My duties would begin as 
soon as my contract with Sir John 
Brodnoy expires. The position is a lu-
crative one; it presents unlimited op-
portunities. I am a comparatively poor 
man. The letter was forwarded to me 
by Sir John. I have a year in which 
to decide." 

"And you—you will decline?" she 
asked. 

"Yes. I shall go back to America, 
where there are no princesses of royal 
blood. Paris is no place for the ciao 
appointed, castoff lover. 1 can't go 
there. I love you too madly. I'd go on 
loving you, and you, good  as  you are, 
would go on loving me. There Is no 
telling what would come of It. It will 
be hard for me to—to stay away from 
parts—deseeretely bard._ Sometimes 1  

feel that I will not be strong enough 
to . It Genevra." 

"But Paris is huge, Hollingeworth," 
she argued insistently, an eager, im-
pelling light In her eyes. "We would 
be as far apart as It the ocean were 
between us." 

"A h, but would we?" he demanded. 
"It Is almost unheard of for an 

American to gain entree to our—to the 
set ID which—well, you understand," 
she said, blushing painfully In the 
consciousness that she was touching 
his pride. Ile smiled sadly. 

"My dear, you will do me the honor 
to remember that I am sot trying to 
get into your set. I am trying to in-
duce you to come into mine. You won't 
be tempted, so that's the end of it. 
Beastly day, isn't it?" He uttered the 
trite commonplace as If no other 
thought than that of the weather had 
been In his mind. "By the way," he 
resumed, with a' most genial smile, 
"for some queer, unmasculine reason I 
took It into my head last night to 
worry about the bride's trousseau. 
How are you going to manage it If 
you are unable to leave the island un-
til—well, say June?" 

She returned his smile with one as 
sweetly detached as his had been, 
catching his spirit. "So good of you to 
worry," she said, a defiant red in her 
cheeks. "You forget that I have a post-
poned trousseau at home. A few stitch-
es here and there, an alteration or two, 
some smart summer gowns and hate—
Oh, It will be so simple! What is it? 
What do you seer 

He was looking eagerly, intently to-
ward the long, low headland beyond 
the town of Aratat. 

"The smoke! See? Close inshore 
tool By heaven, Genevra, there's a 
steamer off there. She's a small one 
or she wouldn't run in so close. It—it 
may be the yacht! Wait! We'll soon 
see. She'll pass the point in a few 
minutes." 

Already the dn.,na of the town 
were rushing to the pier. Even before 
the vessel turned the point the watch. 
era at the chateau witnessed a most 
amazing performance on the dock. 
Half a hundred natives dropped down 
as if stricken, scattering themselves 
along the narrow pier. 

The people were simulating death! 
They were posing as the victims of 
the plague that infested the land! As 
he was explaining the ruse to his mys-
tified companion the nose of the vessel 
came out from behind the tree covered 
point. 

An instant later they were sending 
wild cries of joy through the chateau, 
and people were rushing toward them 
from all quarters. 

The trim white thing that glided 
across the harbor, graceful as a bird, 
was the marquis' yacht! 

It is needless to describe the joyous 
gale that swept the chateau into a 
maelstrom of emotions. 

They saw the tug put out to meet the 
small boat; they witnessed the same 
old maneuvers; they sustained a chill 
of surprise and despair when the 
bright white and blue boat from the 
yacht came to a stop at the command 
from the tug. 

There was an hour of parleying. 
The beleagured ones signaled with de-
spairing energy. The flag, limp in the 
damp air above the chateau, shot up 
and down in pitiful eagerness. 

But the small boat edged away from 
close proximity to the tug and the 
nearby dock. They spoke each other 
at long and ever widening range. At 
last the yacht's boat turned and fled 
toward the trim white hull. 

Almost before the startled, dazed 
people on the balcony could grasp the 
full and horrible truth the yacht had 
lifted anchor and was slowly headed 
out to sea. 

Chase looked grimly about him into 
the questioning, stricken faces of his 
companions. He drew his hand across 
his moist forehead. 

"Ladles and gentlemen," he said se-
riously and without the faintest intent 
to jest, "we are supposed 1s be dead!" 

There was a single shriek from the 
bride of Thomas Saunders. No sound 
left the dry lips of the other watchers, 
who stood as if petrified and kept 
their eyes glued upon the disappearing 
yacht 

"They have left me here to die!" 
came from the stiffened lips of the 
Princess Genevra. "They have desert-
ed me! God in heaven!" 

"Leak!" cried Chase, pointing to the 
dock. Half a dozen glasses were turn-
ed in that direction. 

The dying and the dead were leaping 
about in the wildest exhibition of glee-
ful triumph. 

The yacht slipped into the unreacha-
ble horizon, the feathery cloud from 
its stack lying over against the leaden 
sky, shaped like a finger that pointed 
mockingly the way to safety. 

White faced and despairing, the 
watchers turned away and dragged: 
themselves into the splendid halls of 
the building they bad now come to re-
gard as their tomb. 

All day long the islanders rejoiced. 
Their shouts could be plainly heard by 
the besieged. Their rifles cracked sar-
castic greetings from the forest. Bul-
lets whistled gay accompaniments to 
the ceaseless song: "Allah is great! 
Allah is good!" 

No man in the despised house of 
Taswell Skaggs slept that night. The 
guard was doubled at all points open 
to attack. At 2 in the morning Dep-
pingham, Browne and Chase came up 
from the walls for coffee sad an hour's 
rest. They were wet and cold. They 
had heard Rasula's minions shouting 
derisively all night long: "Where is the 
warship? Where is the warship?" 

"It will come. I am positive," said 
Chase, Insistent in spite of his dejec-
tion. They drank their coffee in si-
lence. He knew that the others, In-
cluding the native who served them, 
were regarding him with the pity that 
one  extends to the vainglorious brag-
gart who goes down with flying colors. 

He went out non the west ,ellery 
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