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HOMAS JEFFERSON BROWN

By JAMES OLIVER CURWOOD

AUTHOR OF ""THE HONOR OF THE BIG SNOWS.,” "A FIGHT FOR LIFE.,” ETC.

ber him as Thomas Jefferson Brown.

For ten years he had been mildly
ashamed of himself, and out of respect for
pecple who were dead, and for a dozen or 50
who were living, he had the good taste to
drop his last name. The fact that it was only
Brown didn’t matter.

“Tack Thomas Jefferson to Brown,” he
said, “and you've got a name that sticks!”

Tt had an aristocratic sound; and Thomas
Jefferson, with the Brown cut off, was still
aristocratic, when you came to count the red
corpuscles in him. In some sort of way he
was related to two dead Presidents, three
dead army officers, a living college profes-
sor, and a few common people. He was
legitimately born to the purple, but fate had
sent him off on a curious ricochet ‘in a
game all of its own, and changed him from
Thomas Jefferson Brown into- just plain
Thomas Jefferson without the Brown.

He was one of those specimens who, when
vou meet them, comehow make you feel there
are 4 few lost kings of the earth, as well as
Jost Jambs. He was what we called a “ first-
sighter "—that is, you liked him the instant
you looked at him. Vou knew without fur-
ther acquaintance that he was a man whom
you could trust with your money, your
friendship — anything you had. He was
big, with a wholesome brown - face, blond
hair, and gray eyes that seemed always to
be laughing and twinkling, even when he
was hungry. He carried about with him a
load of cheerfulness so big that it was con-
stantly spilling over on other people.

There was a time when Thomas Jefferson
Brown had little white cards with his name
on them. That was when he went 10 col-
lege, and his lungs weren't so good. It was
then that some big doctor told him that if he
wanted to live to have grandchildren, the
best thing for him to do was to “tramp it”
for o time—live out of doors, sleep out of

r l “HERE are not many who will remem-

doors, do nothing but breathe fresh air and
walk. That doctor was Fate, playing his
game behind a pair of spectacles and a
bumpy forehead. He saved Thomas Jeffer-
son Brown, all right; but he turned him into
plain Thomas Jefferson.

For Thomas Jefferson Brown never got
gver taking his medicine. He kept on tramp-
ing. He got big and bread and happy-
Somewhere, perhaps in a barn, he caught 2
microbe that made him dislike ordinary
work. He would set to and help 3 farmer
saw wood all day, just for company and
grub; but you couldn’t hire him to go into
an office, or settle down to anything steady,
for twenty-five doflars a day. He had 2
scientific name for the thing that'was in him
_the wanderlust bug, I think he called it;
and he said it was better than the Chinese
lady - bugs that the government imports 10
save California fruit.

The nearest Thomas Jefferson ever came
to going back to Thomas Jefferson - Brown
was when he took a job at braking on the
Southern Pacific. That held him for three
days less than two weeks.

““The wanderlust bug wouldn’t stand for
it,” he explained.

Right after that he struck a farmer’s house
where the farmer was sick, almost dying.
with three little kids and a frail little womnan
trying to keep things up. He worked like
ten men for more than a month on that farm,
and when he went away he wouldn’t take
a cent. That’s the sort of ne’er - do-Wwe
Thomas Jefferson was.

He wouldn’t beg. He'd go three days
without grub, and laugh all the time.
was mostly in the country and in small vil-
lages that he made his living. He coul
play seven different kinds of instruments
without any instruments at all. Did it 2
with his mouth. And the kids—they went
wild over him. In return for his entertain
ment, Thomas Jefferson wasn’t ashamed t0

514

It
Penec
Portl
ship
imits
the w
him -
It isr
what
when
hand-
came

111 B
that .
leave

He
tickle
was a .
came
made

) il ‘\
with n
Thu
and u .
if he ¢




YWN

rc.

iresh air aD'd
; playing 1115
acles and 2
omas Jeffer-
ned him inio

m never got
:pt on tramp-
and happy-
he caught 2
ike ordinary
elp a farmer
ompany an
1m to go nto
thing steady,
He had_,a
at was in him
_he called 1t;
1 the Chinese
int imports to

;on ever came
ferson Browi
raking on the
him for three

| dn’t stand for

farmer's house
almost dying
i1 little woman
‘e worked like

1 on that farm,
| wouldn’ tal‘le :
seler - do - We

o three days
_ the time. -
d in small “11
- He cou

of instl’un.]ents
a1l Did it 2
ids—they weP
r his enfermu:
't ashamed T

'ﬂ.ndaq

__COPIER JNSTRUCTIONS

THOMAS JEFFERSON BROWN 515

take whatever came to him in the way of
odd mickels and dimes. _

Once the manager of a vaudeville house
heard him on a street corner, and offered
him a job at fifty a week if he'd sign a con-
tract for a dozen weeks,

“Good Lord,” said Thomas Jefferson,
“I wouldn’t know what to do with six hun-
dred dollars!”

The next week he was cooking in 2 lum-
ber-camp for hizs board. That’s Thomas
Jefferson—ar, rather, that’s what he was,

And now we're coming to the girl wheo
killed the bug in Thomas Jefferson—and
rescued the king. She was born swell. She
has blue eyes—the sort that can light up 2
dark day, and can make your head turn
dizzy when they smile at you. And she’s
got the right sort of hair to 2o with ’em—
red and gold and brown all mixed up, until
¥ou can’t tell which s which; the sort that
makes you wonder if some big artist hasn't
been painting a picture for you, when you
see it out in the sunshine.

She comes of a titled family, but she’d
want to die to-morrow if Thomag Jefferson
Brown didn’t worship her from the tips of
her little toes to the top of her pretty head.
Ske thinks he’s a king. And he is~—one of
those great, big, healthy kings that nature
Sometimes grows when it has half a chance,

IT

I7’s curious how the whole thing hap-
pered. Thomas Jefferson wandered up to
Portland at the time we were fitting out a
Ship for a whaling cruise. We saw him
Imitating a banjo for a lot of kids down on
the wharf, and the minute our eves lit on

i — Tucker’s. and mine -— we liked him.
It isnt Decessary to go into the details of
what happened: after that. Just a week later,
when Thomas Jefferson and 1 were shaking
hands for the Tast time, a queer sort of logk
tame into his eyes, and he said:

“Babby, you're the first man I ever knew

- that makes “me feel like crying when you

fave me .
. He said it just like one of the kids he’d
tickled haif to death on the wharf. There
Was a Iittle jerking in his throat, and there
CAme into his face a look so gentle that it
Made me think of 4 girl,
... Why don’t vou come zlong on this cruise
With me? ™ T o119

homas Jefferson gave a sudden start,
i Ueer expression came into his eyes, as
If he saw something out on the sea that had

startled him. Then he laughed. You could
hear that laugh of Thomas Jefferson’s three
blocks away, and sunshine in-winter couldn’t
bring more cheer than the sound of it, He
looked at me for a moment, and then said-

“Bobby, I'll go! ™ .

It wasn’t forty-eight hours before Thomasg
Jefferson had a first mortgage on every soul
aboard the Sleeping Sealer, from the cap’n
to the oiler down in the engine-room. He
was able, all right, but you couldn’t have
made an able seaman ouf of him in a hun-
dred years. For all that, he did the work of
three men. The first thing you heard when
you woke up in the marning was his whistle,
and the last thing you heard at night was his
Taugh or his song. He did everything, from
cooking to telling us why Germany couldn’t
lick England, and how the United States
could clean up the map of the earth if Con-
gress would spend less money on job - ma-
king bureaus and a little more on war-ships.

Then we discovered what was in the old
alligator - skin valise he carried. It was
books. Half the time he didn’t have to read
o us, but just talked off the stuff he’d
learned by heart. We got to know a lot be-
fore the trip was half begun, just by asso-
clating with Thomas Jefferson Brown—or
Thomas Jefferson, as he was then.

We spent three months up about the Spi-
cer Islands, and then -came down toward
Southampton Land. Thomas Jefferson was
the happiest man aboard until we caught
sight of a coast, and then the change began.

After that he’d get restless wheneyer land

hove in sight.

Six weeks later we came down into Roes
Welcome Sound, planning to get out through
Hudson Strait before winter set in, The
Tact that we were almost homeward bound
didn’t seem to affect Thomas Jefferson. I
saw the beginning of the end when he said
to me one day:

“Bobby, I've never seen this northern
country, It’s a big, glorions country, and
T’d like to go ashore.”

There wasn’t any use arguing with him,
The cap’n tried it, we all tried it, and at last
Thomas Jefferson prepared to take his leave
of us at Point Fullerton, just eight hundred
miles north of civilization, where there’s an
Eskimo village and a police station of the
Roval Northwest Mounted. He came to me
the day before we were going to take him
ashore, and said:

“ Bobby, why don’t you come along? Let’s
chum it, old man, and see what happens.”

IS,
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When he went ashore, the next day, I went
with him, and we each took three months’
supply of grub and our pay. From that
hour there began the big change—the change
which turned Thomas Jefferson back into
Thomas Jefferson Brown, and which it took
a girl to finish.

It came first in his eyes, and then in his
laugh. After that he scemed to grow an
inch or two taller, and he lost that careless,
shiftless way which comes of what he called
the wonderlust bug. There wasn’t so much
laughter in his eyes, but something better
had taken its place—a deeper, grayer, more
thoughtful look, and he didn’t play those
queer things with his mouth any more.

The police at Point Fullerten hardly had
a glimpse of him as the big, sunny, loose-
jointed giant, Thomas Jefferson. He had
become a hronze - bearded god, with the
strength of five men in his splendid shoul-
ders, and a part to his head that made you
think of a piece of sculpture.

“You can’t be anything but a maen up

- here, Bobby,” he said one day, and I knew

what he meant. “ It’s not the air, it’s not the
‘cold, 2nd it’s not the fight you make to keep
life in your body,” he added, “but it’s God!
That’s what it is, Bobby. There’s not a
sound or a sight up here, outside of that lit-
fle “cabin, that’s human. It’s all God —
there’s nothing else —and it makes you
think!”

111

It was spring when we came down to
Fort Churchill, and it was summer when
we struck York Factory. It was the middle
of one of these summer days when straw-
berries ripen even up there, that the last
prop fell out from under Thomas Jefferson,
and he became Thomas Jefierson Brown.
He met Lady Isobel. The title did not real-
Iy belong to her, for she was only the cousin
of Lord Meton; but Thomas Jefferson
Brown called her that from the first,

It was down close to the boats, where
their launch lay, and the wind had frolicked
with Lady Isobel’s hair until it rippled about
her face and shoulders like a met of spun
gold. She was bareheaded, and he was bare-
hieaded, and they stared for a moment, her
blue eyes fiashing into his gray ones; and
then there came into her face a colar like
rose, and he bowed, as one of the old-time
Presidents might have bowed to a hair-pow-
dered beauty in the days when the Capitel

" wasg young.

MAGAZINE

That was the beginning, and to his honor
be it said that Thomas Jefferson Brown
never revealed that he was a gentleman born,
though his heart was stricken with love at
that first sight of Lady Isobel’s lovely face.
Lord Meton wanted a man-—one who could
handle a cance and shoulder two hundred
pounds of duff; and “Tom” became the
man, working like a slave for a month; but
always with the pride and bearing of a king.

It wasn’t difficult to see what was happen-
ing. Lord Meton saw, and understood; but
he knew that the proud blood in Lady Iso-
bel was an invulnerable armor that would
protect her from indiscretion. And as for
Thomas Jefferson Brown—

“Bobby,” he said, standing up straight
and tall, “if she can only love a gentleman,
and not a man, what's the use of playing
cards?”

One day, when he had to carry Lady Iso-
bel ashore from a big York boat, something
inside him got the best of his arms, and he
held her tight—so tight that her eyes came
down to his with a frightened look, and he
heard a breath come from her that was al-
most 2 sob. They gazed at each other for
a moment, and it was then that Thomas Jef-
fersen Brown told her that he loved her—
not in words, but in a way that she under-
stood. )

When he set her down on shore she was
as white as death. From that day she treat-
ed him a little coclly—up to the last moment,
out on the bay. _

It was a bright, sunshiny day when the
three — Lord Meton, Lady Isobel, and
Thomas Jefferson Brown—set off In a big
birchbark cance, bound for Harrison’s Is-
land, a dozen miles out from the mainland.
But you can’i tell muchk about sunshine and
calm on Hudson Bay. They're like a jeal-
ous woman’s smile, masking something hid-
den. Four miles out, the wind came up;
midway between the island and the main-
land, it was a smail pale. Even at that,
"Thomas Jefferson Brown would have made
it all right if the beat of the. sea hadn’t
broken a rotten thread under the bow, let-
ting the birch seam part with a suddenness
that sent a little spurt of water up into Lady
Isobel’s face. '

What? No, this isn’t -going to have the
regulation hero-act end, in which Thomas
Jefferson Brown saves the life of the lady
he loves. It's something different—some-
thing that Thomas Jefferson Brown never
guessed at when the water spurted in, and
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Lady Iscbel turned to him with a litile
scream, her beautiful biue eyes wide and
filled with horror. :

“Don’t be afraid,” he said. « Here, take
this jacket and hold it down tight over the
seam. We'll reach the island, all right,”

Lady Isobel held the jacket over the hole,
and Thomas Jefferson Brown put a strength
into his paddle that threatened to crack off
the handle. After minute or two, he saw
a little trickle of water beginning to ooze in
about the edges of the jacket. He leaned
back for an instant, and signaled Lord Me-
ton to bend over toward him.

“Take off your clothes,” he said, so law
that Lady Tsobel couldn’t hear. “Can you
swim?”

“Not a stroke,” said Lord Meton, and
his face went as white as chalk; but it was
no whiter than. Thomas Jefferson Brown’s.

When a birchbark seam begins to part
there’s no power on earth that will hold it
when the cance is heavily loaded. A few
minutes later, the water was gushing in by
the quart ahout Lady TIsobel’s feet. She
fought hard to hold it back. When at last
she saw that it was hopeless, she turned
again, to see Lord Meton in his underwear,
and Thomas Jefferson Brown stripped of
everything but his shirt angd his buckskin
trousers, which don’t water-sog. e laughed

_ straight into her face, as if it was all an

amusing joke; and then, suddenl ', he began
playing that banjo thing with his mouth,

It was all so strange, with the beat of the
sea, the wail of the wind, and Thomas Jei-
ferson Brown sitting there as if nothing
were happening, that Lady Isabel just stareq
in astonishment, while the water gushed in
about her. At last he put down his paddle,
and streiched out hoth hands;-and it seemed
the most natural thing in the world that her
two hands should come out o meet his,

“Listen,” he said, and his eyes were te]l-
ing her again what they told her on the day
when he brought her in from the York hoat.
“You'll do as I tel] you, won't you? And
you won’t be afraidp® - T

For an instant Lady Isobel looked at Lord
Metan, shrinking and shivering in the stern
of the cance; and then she logked back to
the other man’s face, and blue fireg seemed
to leap into Ler eyes. - .- .

“With You—no, I'm not afraid,” ghe said.

She leaned toward him, nearer and near-
er, as the water rose about them, looking
straight into his eyes. They both knew in
that moment that it was the man and the
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woman who had triumphed, and that for
them the lady and the gentleman were dead.

“I'm not afraid -— with you,” she said
again. ‘

Her lips trembled, and her golden hair
Swept over bis breast, and Thomas Jefferson
Brown bent down ang kissed her once upon
the mouth. Then he said, as if he were
speaking to a litile girl:

“Do not be afraid, and hold to the edge

of the cance when it fills. The wind will
carry us to Harrison’s Islang.”

He turned to Lord Meton, and repeated
the words; and just then the birchbark be-
gan o settle under them. With one hand
gripping the side, Thornas Jefferson Brown
leaped over intg the sea. Lower and lower

settled the cange until, with almost g sCream, .

Lord Meton cried out above the wind:

“Good Lord, it won't hold us up!”

For 2 few moments Thomas Jefferson
Brown relieved the canoe of his weight, and
the birchbark roge again, slowly. Then,
with a great gasp, he clutched at the side
agam, and looked into Lady Isobel’s

drenched face, half hidden in the wet veil

of her shining hair,

“The canoe won’t hold us all up,” he
said, trying to smile. “But it will hold two
—¥ou two—and the wing is taking it to the
island. 1It's four miles to the island, and I
may be able to make it.” He knew that he
never could make it; that no man could swim
so-far in the chill waters of Hudson Bay;
but he spoke as if his words were truth,
“I'm going to let go and try. Isobel, my
one love, will you kiss me *

She threw one arm about his neck. Lord
Meton, clutching with frantic terror to the
stern, saw nothing’ of what happened, nor
did he hear the sobbing cry of Lady Isobel’s
heart as she kissed Thomas Jefferson Brown,
once, twice, three times, before he dropped
back into the sea again, .

 Good-by, sweetheart! he said.

* In the eyes that looked up at her, in his

face, in the one last look of love that he sent

to her, Lady Ischel saw the truth, and

stretched out her arm to him.

“Stop! Come back! Take me with you [ "
she cried. “T want 1o 8o with you!”
-. And there, in the wildness of that sea,

let out a cry of triumph, of love, of joy; and
he came back ang gripped the cange again,

e
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g, his face glowing with

his gray eyes flashin
4 strange flush.
«wygu want to g0 W
« Come!”
He held up bis arms, and with a cry that
wasn’t fear Lady Isobdl went intc them,
while Thomas jefferson Brown called to
Lord Meton:
« Stick to the canoe!
the island!” :

ith me?” he said.

1t will take you to

v

TyE shore was a low, dark streak, four
miles away-—=an appalling distance away;
but as she dung lightly to his shoulders, as
Thomas Jefferson Brown told her 1o do, the
horror and the fear of the big sea went out
of Lady Isobel’s brave litfle heart. She put
her face dOWR against his neck, pulled back
his wet hair, and Lissed him. Godfbless all
cuch true hearts, wherever they bel

wWell make it Tom—we’ll make it!”
che told him 2 hundred times. '

e felt the warm Caresses of her lips, the
thrilling love of her voice, and he knew that

was Tot mich more
brought in. the canoe and Lord Meton, while

Lady Isobel stood to her knees in the water

MUNSEY’S MAGAZINE

fhan @ speck, and

that from riches and splen-

praising her God

dor she had come out jnto 2 wilderness to
find- such a man as this. _
After that, at Yerk Factory, there was

nothing left for Thomas Jefferson Brown to
do but io reveal himself, and when Lord
Meton discovered that there ran as good
blood through his rescuer’s veins as through
“his own, he gripped hands with the man
who had saved him, and gave his congratu-
lations on the spof. But it made no differ-
ence to Isobel. If anything, she was a litile
disappointed. .
Thomas Jefferson Brown arranged to go
back with them on their vacht. The wed-

ding would take place in T.ondon, = quiet
affair. One day {sobel and her lover came
d Thomas Jeiferscn

along hand in hand, an

Brown said to me:
« Bobhy, you're going to be best man.”

«Not best man,” Lady Isobel added,
Yt second best, Babby. There’s only one
best man in the warld!”

But I haven’t been able to come to the

point of this story yet-—the remarkable part

of it. Two weeks Jater, when we Were up
the river and our canoe struck a snag, I

then he stopped t0 rest, and it seemed no test discovered that Thomas Jefferson Brown :
for him at all to float “with the weight of the couldw't swim & stroke! L MEF
oved, his face turned up to ber « Good Lord!” T said, but waited. _ A «}
Back at the post, Thomas Jefferson a -

metal caske

woman he 1
in those moments, her glorious blue €yes de-
Brown tock me into his little room, and said:
cestors went
Civilizati

vouring him, her sweet lips kissing him-—
<51l kissing him. “ Bobby, you've found that T can’t swim,
e was doing 2 thing that she knew no and T'm going to trust you with a great se-
other man in the world could do. She kept cret. Love can accomplish miracles; and chitened hi
telling him s0, while the land drew mearer love did-—out there. For when 1 let go of ‘fmd the gou
last she cried out in joy the canoe, Bobby, T knew that I was going the meve 3
death. But a wonder- fathers car
‘whatever 1
came to hb

~and nearer, until at
that she could see ihe little bushes along the straight down to may
- ful thing happened.” e brought =z little
«Tgok at this map,
was law,
ment was

shore.
« Another mile, Tom!” she said. «Oply map from 2 drawer.
another mile, and then—" Bobby. See 21 those little marks off Har-
« And then— he said. rison’s Istand — figures — twos and threes
« And then—Tlifel” she cried. “Life for and fives, and nothing above sixes? That's “ There
you and me!” the depth of water for five miles out from nothing qu
e went on, seeming to grow SHTORSET as Harrison's Island, at low tide; and it was they wore
the chore drew nearer. Tt was wonderful; Yow tide when I jumped from the canoe. whose €Al
but at last, when dhey came 10 the beach, he T nat's al, Bobby. I waded ashore. But : individua’
dropped down like a dead man. Lady Iso- what would be the good of saying anything spired pox-
bel caught his head to her dripping breast, about it when it brought me love 1ike hers?” : of women
and rocked him hack and forth, sobbing 2 Yes, what would be theuse? ¥or Thomas tion of s
pean of love and pride, while far out she Jefferson Brown stepped out deliberately to gaze UPO
saw the canoe and Lord Meton drifting goto his death, and found life. He’s a hero smile at 1
‘ and a man, is Thomas Jefferson Brown, For th
d step in to make herolsm 2 tion in
superiori

shoreward. .
A few minutes later, Thomas Jefferson  €VeR if fate di
until he little easy for him at the time!
: fighter 2
8

Brown went out into the sea again,

che was ready 10 die with him.

He swam in a strange way — 2 wonder-
fully strange way——did Thomas Jefferson
Rrown. He ctood almost evect in the water,
his head and choulders. clear; and pow and
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