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OB ABTOPE

3HaMEHUTDIN aMepuKaHCKuii nucatens Jxek JIoHg0H po-
s 12 auBaps 1876 ropa B Can-®pannycko. Popurenu pa-
30LIINCD 10 poXKzeHuA Manbunka. [Tosxe ero matp ®nopa
YeitHn BBILUIa 3aMY)X IIOBTOPHO 3a OBZ{OBeBLIEr0O (hepmepa
I>xona JlonpmoHa. [leHer B ceMbe ObIIO Majio, u JIKekK, He [o-
YUMBIINCD B IIKOJIE, HAYa/l C PAHHMX JIeT 3apabarbiBaTh cebe
Ha >K13Hb. YeM TObKO OH HM 3aHMMaJICS — IIpOiaBasl Fa3eThl,
TPYAMICS Ha [PKYTOBOII 1 KOHCEPBHOI (habpyKax, 3apabarbiBas
B Ka4eCTBe «yCTPUYHOTO IMpaTa» — He/erabHOro COOPIIVKa
ycrpun B 6yxte Can-DpaHIICKO, MaTPOCA, IO3Ke OXOTUIICS
Ha MOPCKMX KOTMKOB B TrxoM okeaHe y 6eperos Snonun, mo-
6bIBa Ha AJISICKE B KQ4€CTBE 30I0TOVMCKATENS, ObIT IIa/IVTIb-
LIMKOM 1 KO4erapoM. Becb 3TOT OrpOMHBII >KM3HEHHDII OIIbIT
TI03/jHee Hallle/l OTPAYKEHNUE B €TI0 IMTEPATYPHOM TBOPYECTBE.

II>xex JIoHIOH — YenoBeK, caenaBimit ceds cam. He mo-
JIy4MB CUCTEMATIIECKOr0 0Opa3oBaHMsl, OH C A€TCTBA OYEHDb
MHOTO YT/ — KaK Xy/J0XKeCTBEHHYIO INTEPATyPY, TaK U HUIO-
codckue u conyonorndeckue Tpyabl. CaMOCTOATENbHO MOJI-
TOTOBMICS U MOCTYINT B KamudopHUIitcKuit yHUBepCHTeT,
HO U3-3a OTCYTCTBUA CPEJICTB BBIHYK/IEH ObIT OCTaBUTh y4e-
6y 1ocrie TpeThero ceMecTpa. YMeriell, MOPsIK, BIIOCTIeACTBUN
¢depMep, MO3HABIINIT TAKECTb HU3NIECKOTO TPy, JIOH/I0H
BCIO JKM3Hb XKaJIHO IIOITIOLIAJ 3HAHWA U y>Ke B paHHNE TO/ibl
3arOpeJICs MeUTOlI CTaTh IucaresieM, 6/1aro eMy 6bUIO 9TO CKa-
3aTh YNUTATEIAM.

OH 6511 O4eHB IIOOBUT, PabOTa 110 15-17 4acoB B ieHb.
V3-mox ero mepa Boiio 6omee 200 pacckasos, MEPBbIT 13
HIX, «3a TeX, KTO B ITyTH», yBupen ceT B 1899 ropy, nocmue



Ob ABTOPE

BosBpaieHns Jlougona ¢ Kimonpgaitka. COOpPHUKM paccKasoB
«CpbIH BOTIKa», «bor ero oT10B», «JleTy MOpo3a» U fip., TepoAMNI
KOTOPBIX CTa/Ii BOJIEBbIE, My>KeCTBEHHbIE IO, OCY K/AIoIe
TPYCOB U IpefaTesiell, IPUHECIN eMy IIMPOYaNIIyI0 U3BeCT-
HOCTb.

HanbHerias murepaTypHas kapbepa J>keka JIongoHa cr1o-
JKUJIACh YA4HO, OH HO/MTy4as 6e3yMHBIe II0 TeM BpeMeHaM ro-
HOpapbl — IO NATULECATI THICAY JO/IAPOB 3a KHUTY. OﬂHaKO
9TO He TIOMeIIIA7Io eMY ITPOJO/IKATh MICATh B «COIMAMNCTIIe-
CKOM» IyXe, 00/1M4asi COIMaNbHYI0 HeCIIPaBefIuBOCTb.

Ixex JIOHIOH PaHO VI 13 )KMU3HU — eMy ObIIO BCEro co-
POK JIeT, OTPaBUBIIICD IIPOIMICAHHBIM eMy MOpdueM (OH cTpa-
JIaJI TSDKENBIM OYeYHBIM 3ab60seBaHueM). HekoTopble nccmeno-
BaTe/ OJIATAIoT, YTO 9TO OBIIO CAMOYOUIICTBO, YTO, BIIPOUYEM,
HIYeM He TIOATBEP)KEHO, TaK KaK OH He OCTaBWJI ITPefcMepT-
Holt 3amucku. Ho, 6e3yc/IoBHO, MBIC/IVE O CAMOYOMIICTBE Y HETO
6bI)'[I/I — IO0CTAaTOYHO BCIIOMHUTDH MapTI/IHa I/[neHa, aJIpTEP 3ro
mycarerns. Ero repoit cosHaTeIbHO HOKOHYIII € CO00ii, pasoya-
POBABIINCH B [IEHHOCTAX CBOETO COOCTBEHHOTO KpyTa U 6y prKy-
a3HOTO MMpa, B KOTOPOM, Ja>Ke pazborares 1 IPOC/IaBUBILIICD,
OH HE€ CMOT JXUTb.

%%

IIpenmaraemplii BHUMaHNIO YuTaTesneil poman «Cepala
Tpex» — IOC/IeIHee IPOu3BeJieH e TIVICATeLs, €T0 IIATUAECATAS
kHura. Poman 61 ony6mukoBan 1919-1920 rozjax B rasere
«Hpto-Vlopk mxopuam». Mornogoit notomok nupara Mopraxa
OTIpAaBJIAeTCA Ha IOMCKM COKPOBHUIL, CBOETO Ipefka. B myTn
OH 3HAKOMUTCS CO CBOMM Ja/lbHMM POJCTBEHHUKOM [eHpu
Mopranom. [epoes >XayT omacHble IPUK/IOYEHNS, HEBETOMbIE
3eMJIV U JTI0OOBb. ..



FOREWORD

I HOPE the reader will forgive me for beginning this
foreword with a brag. In truth, this yarn is a celebration. By
its completion I celebrate my fortieth birthday, my fiftieth
book, my sixteenth year in the writing game, and a new
departure. “Hearts of Three” is a new departure. I have
certainly never done anything like it before; I am pretty
certain never to do anything like it again. And I haven’t the
least bit of reticence in proclaiming my pride in having done
it. And now, for the reader who likes action, I advise him
to skip the rest of this brag and foreword, and plunge into
the narrative', and tell me if it just doesn’t read along’.

For the more curious let me explain a bit further. With
the rise of moving pictures into the overwhelmingly most
popular form of amusement in the entire world, the stock
of plots and stories in the world’s fiction fund began rapidly
to be exhausted. In a year a single producing company, with
a score of directors, is capable of filming the entire literary
output of the entire lives of Shakespeare, Balzac, Dickens,
Scott, Zola, Tolstoy, and of dozens of less voluminous
writers. And since there are hundreds of moving pictures
producing companies, it can be readily grasped how quickly
they found themselves face to face with a shortage of the
raw material of which moving pictures are fashioned.

The film rights in all novels, short stories, and plays
that were still covered by copyright, were bought or
contracted for, while all similar raw material on which

' plunge into the narrative — (ycmap.) norpysurbcs B ose-
CTBOBaHMe

* if it just doesn’t read along — (pase.) unrabenbHO 3TO WK
HET



FOREWORD

copyright had expired was being screened as swiftly as
sailors on a placer beach would pick up nuggets. Thousands
of scenario writers — literally tens of thousands, for no man,
nor woman, nor child was too mean not to write scen-
arios — tens of thousands of scenario writers pirated
through all literature (copyright or otherwise), and snatched
the magazines hot from the press to steal any new scene or
plot or story hit upon by their writing brethren'.

In passing, it is only fair to point out that, though only
the other day, it was in the days ere scenario writers became
respectable, in the days when they worked overtime for
rough-neck directors for fifteen and twenty a week or
freelanced their wares for from ten to twenty dollars per
scenario and half the time were beaten out of the due
payment, or had their stolen goods stolen from them by
their equally graceless and shameless fellows who slaved by
the week®. But to-day, which is only a day since the other
day, T know scenario writers who keep their three machines,
their two chauffeurs, send their children to the most
exclusive prep schools, and maintain an unwavering
solvency.

It was largely because of the shortage in raw material
that scenario writers appreciated in value and esteem. They
found themselves in demand, treated with respect, better
remunerated, and, in return, expected to deliver a higher
grade of commodity. One phase of this new quest for
material was the attempt to enlist known authors in the
work. But because a man had written a score of novels was

! writing brethren — (upon.) numymas 6parus; co6parbs
110 TIepy

? slaved by the week — (upon.) HemenAMYU TPYAMINCDH, KaK
pabsl Ha razmepe



no guarantee that he could write a good scenario. Quite to
the contrary, it was quickly discovered that the surest
guarantee of failure was a previous record of success in
novelwriting.

But the moving pictures producers were not to be
denied. Division of labor was the thing. Allying themselves
with powerful newspaper organisations, or, in the case of
“Hearts of Three,” the very reverse, they had highly-skilled
writers of scenario (who couldn’t write novels to save them-
selves') make scenarios, which, in turn, were translated
into novels by novel-writers (who couldn’t, to save them-
selves, write scenarios).

Comes now Mr. Charles Goddard to one, Jack London,
saying: “The time, the place, and the men are met; the
moving pictures producers, the newspapers, and the capital,
are ready: let us get together” And we got. Result: “Hearts
of Three” When I state that Mr. Goddard has been
responsible for “The Perils of Pauline,” “The Exploits of
Elaine,” “The Goddess,” the “Get Rich Quick Wallingford”
series, etc., no question of his skilled fitness can be raised.
Also, the name of the present heroine, Leoncia, is of his own
devising.

On the ranch, in the Valley of the Moon, he wrote his
first several episodes. But he wrote faster than I, and was
done with his fifteen episodes weeks ahead of me. Do not
be misled by the word “episode” The first episode covers
three thousand feet of film. The succeeding fourteen
episodes cover each two thousand feet of film. And each
episode contains about ninety scenes, which makes a total

! to save themselves — (pase.) maxxe st ciacenust CO6CTBEH-
HOJ >KU3HU
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of some thirteen hundred scenes. Nevertheless, we worked
simultaneously at our respective tasks. I could not build for
what was going to happen next or a dozen chapters away,
because I did not know. Neither did Mr. Goddard know.
The inevitable result was that “Hearts of Three” may not be
very vertebrate, although it is certainly consecutive'.

Imagine my surprise, down here in Hawaii and toil-
ing at the novelization of the tenth episode, to receive by
mail from Mr. Goddard in New York the scenario of the
fourteenth episode, and glancing therein, to find my hero
married to the wrong woman! and with only one more
episode in which to get rid of the wrong woman and duly tie
my hero up with the right and only woman. For all of wilich
please see last chapter of fifteenth episode. Trust Mr. God-
dard to show me how.

For Mr. Goddard is the master of action and lord of
speed. Action doesn't bother him at all. “Register;” he calmly
says in a film direction to the moving picture actor. Evidently
the actor registers, for Mr. Goddard goes right on with more
action. “Register grief,” he commands, or “sorrow;” or “anger;’
or “melting sympathy;” or “homicidal intent,” or “suicidal
tendency” That’s all. It has to be all, or how else would he
ever accomplish the whole thirteen hundred scenes?

But imagine the poor devil of a me, who can't utter the
talismanic “register” but who must describe, and at some
length inevitably, these moods and modes so airily created
in passing’ by Mr. Goddard! Why, Dickens thought nothing

' may not be very vertebrate, although it is certainly consecu-
tive — (pase.) (moBecTBOBaHME) He OTIMYAETCSA 0COO0IT TOC/IENO-
BaTeJIbHOCTBIO, XOTsI, 6€3yCIIOBHO, He JIMIIIEHO TOTUKY

? created in passing — (pase.) co3/laHbI MEX]TY JIENIOM, OTTHUM
pocyepKoM rmepa



of consuming a thousand words or so in describing and
subtly characterizing the particular grief of a particular
person. But Mr. Goddard says, “Register;” and the slaves of
the camera obey.

And action! I have written some novels of adventure
in my time, but never, in all of the many of them, have I
perpetrated a totality of action equal to what is contained
in “Hearts of Three”

But I know, now, why moving pictures are popular. I
know, now, why Messrs. “Barnes of New York” and “Potter
of Texas” sold by the millions of copies. I know, now, why
one stump speech of high-falutin"” is a more efficient vote-
getter than a finest and highest act or thought of states-
manship. It has been an interesting experience, this noveliza-
tion by me of Mr. Goddard’s scenario; and it has been
instructive. It has given me high lights, foundation lines,
cross-bearings, and illumination on my anciently founded
sociological generalizations. I have come, by this adventure
in writing, to understand the mass mind of the people more
thoroughly than I thought I had understood it before, and
to realize, more fully than ever, the graphic entertainment
delivered by the demagogue who wins the vote of the
mass out of his mastery of its mind. I should be surprised
if this book does not have a large sale. (“Register surprise,”
Mr. Goddard would say; or “Register large sale”)

If this adventure of “Hearts of Three” be collaboration,
I am transported by it. But alack! I fear me Mr. Goddard
must then be the one collaborator in a million. We have
never had a word, an argument, nor a discussion. But then,

' one stump speech of high-falutin — (pasz.) xakas-uu6ym»
HAIbIIIEHHAA arTalMIOHHAA peqb
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I must be a jewel of a collaborator myself. Have I not, without
whisper or whimper of complaint, let him “register” through
fifteen episodes of scenario, through thirteen hundred
scenes and thirty-one thousand feet of film, through one
hundred and eleven thousand words of novelization? Just
the same, having completed the task, I wish I'd never written
it for the reason that I'd like to read it myself to see if it reads
along. I am curious to know. I am curious to know.

JACK LONDON.
Waikiki, Hawaii,
March 23, 1916.

Back to Back Against
the Mainmast

Do ye seek for fun and fortune?
Listen, rovers, now to me!
Look ye for them on the ocean:
Ye shall find them on the sea.

CHORUS:

Roaring wind and deep blue water!
We're the jolly devils who,

Back to back against the mainmast,
Held at bay' the entire crew.

Bring the dagger, bring the pistols!
We will have our own to-day!

Let the cannon smash the bulwarks!
Let the cutlass clear the way!

' Held at bay — (pase.) Jlepxanu B cTpaxe



CHORUS:

Bearing wind and deep blue water!

We're the jolly devils who,

Back to back against the mainmast,
Held at bay the entire crew.

Here’s to rum and here’s to plunder!
Here’s to all the gales that blow!

Let the seamen cry for mercy'!

Let the blood of captains flow!

CHORUS:

Roaring wind and deep blue water!
We're the jolly devils who,

Back to back against the mainmast,
Held at bay the entire crew.

Here’s to ships that we have taken!
They have seen which men were best.
We have lifted maids and cargo,
And the sharks have had the rest.
CHORUS:

Roaring wind and deep blue water!
We're the jolly devils who,

Back to back against the mainmast,
Held at bay the entire crew.

George Sterling

' cry for mercy — (pase.) mpocart nowabt
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CHAPTERI

EVENTS happened very rapidly with Francis Morgan
that late spring morning. If ever a man leaped across time
into the raw, red drama and tragedy of the primitive and
the medieval melodrama of sentiment and passion of the
New World Latin, Francis Morgan was destined to be that
man, and Destiny was very immediate upon him.

Yet he was lazily unaware that aught in the world was
stirring, and was scarcely astir himself. A late night at bridge
had necessitated a late rising. A late breakfast of fruit and
cereal had occurred along the route to the library — the
austerely elegant room from which his father, toward the
last, had directed vast and manifold affairs.

“Parker,” he said to the valet who had been his father’s
before him, “did you ever notice any signs of fat on R.H.M.
in his last days?”

“Oh, no, sir;” was the answer, uttered with all the due
humility of the trained servant, but accompanied by an
involuntarily measuring glance that scanned the young
mans splendid proportions. “Your father, sir, never lost his
leanness. His figure was always the same, broad-shouldered,
deep in the chest, big-boned, but lean, always lean, sir, in
the middle. When he was laid out, sir, and bathed, his body
would have shamed most of the young men about town'.
He always took good care of himself; it was those exercises
in bed, sir. Half an hour every morning. Nothing prevented.’
He called it religion”

' most of the young men about town — (pasz.) Gonbim-
CTBO IIPOXKUTATeIell JKU3HI

? Nothing prevented. — (pasz.) Huuto He Moro emy mome-
11aTh.



“Yes, he was a fine figure of a man,” the young man
responded idly, glancing to the stock-ticker' and the several
telephones his father had installed.

“He was that,” Parker agreed eagerly. “He was lean and
aristocratic in spite of his shoulders and bone and chest.
And you've inherited it, sir, only on more generous lines”

Young Francis Morgan, inheritor of many millions as
well as brawn, lolled back luxuriously in a huge leather chair,
stretched his legs after the manner of a full-vigored
menagerie lion that is over-spilling with vigor, and glanced
at a headline of the morning paper which informed him of
a fresh slide in the Culebra Cut at Panama.

“If I didn’t know we Morgans didn’t run that way;” he
yawned, “I'd be fat already from this existence... Eh,
Parker?”

The elderly valet, who had neglected prompt reply,
startled at the abrupt interrogative interruption of the
pause.

“Oh, yes, sir;” he said hastily. “I mean, no, sir. You are in
the pink of condition®”

“Not on your life,” the young man assured him. “I may
not be getting fat, but I am certainly growing soft... Eh,
Parker?”

“Yes, sir. No, sir; no, I mean no, sir. You're just the same
as when you came home from college three years ago”

“And took up loafing as a vocation,” Francis laughed.
“Parker!”

Parker was alert attention. His master debated with
himself ponderously, as if the problem were of profound

! the stock-ticker — (pasz., ycmap.) 6upskeBoii Tenerpad
* in the pink of condition — (pase.) B Hamnydmest popme

CHAPTER I
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importance, rubbing the while the bristly thatch of the small
toothbrush moustache he had recently begun to sport' on
his upper lip.

“Parker, I'm going fishing”

“Yes, sir!”

“I ordered some rods sent up. Please joint them and let
me give them the once over. The idea drifts through my
mind that two weeks in the woods is what I need. If T don't,
I'll surely start laying on flesh and disgrace the whole family
tree. You remember Sir Henry? the old original Sir Henry,
the buccaneer old swashbuckler?”

“Yes, sir; I've read of him, sir”

Parker had paused in the doorway until such time as the
ebbing of his young master’s volubility would permit him
to depart on the errand.

“Nothing to be proud of, the old pirate”

“Oh, no, sir;” Parker protested. “He was Governor of
Jamaica. He died respected.”

“It was a mercy he didn’t die hanged,” Francis laughed.
“As it was, he’s the only disgrace in the family that he founded.
But what I was going to say is that I've looked him up very
carefully. He kept his figure and he died lean in the middle,
thank God. It’s a good inheritance he passed down. We
Morgans never found his treasure; but beyond rubies is the
lean-in-the-middle legacy’ he bequeathed us. It's what is
called a fixed character in the breed that’s what the profs
taught me in the biology course”

' had recently begun to sport — (30.) HeaBHO Hadan oTpa-
I[VBaTh

? the lean-in-the-middle legacy — (pasz.) HUKaKMX KUBOTH-
KOB B HaC/IE[ICTBO



Parker faded out of the room in the ensuing silence,
during which Francis Morgan buried himself in the Panama
column and learned that the canal was not expected to be
open for traffic for three weeks to come.

A telephone buzzed, and, through the electric nerves of
a consummate civilization, Destiny made the first out-reach
of its tentacles and contacted with Francis Morgan in the
library of the mansion his father had builded on Riverside
Drive.

“But my dear Mrs. Carruthers,” was his protest into the
transmitter. “Whatever it is, it is a mere local flurry. Tampico
Petroleum is all right. It is not a gambling proposition'. It
is legitimate investment. Stay with. Tie to it... Some
Minnesota farmer’s come to town and is trying to buy a
block or two because it looks as solid as it really is... What
if it is up two points? Don’t sell. Tampico Petroleum is not
a lottery or a roulette proposition. It’s bona fide’ industry. I
wish it hadn’t been so almighty big or I'd have financed it
all myself... Listen, please, it’s not a flyer. Our present
contracts for tanks is over a million. Our railroad and our
three pipe-lines are costing more than five millions. Why,
we’ve a hundred millions in producing wells right now, and
our problem is to get it down country to the oil-steamers.
This is the sober investment time. A year from now, or two
years, and your shares will make government bonds look
like something the cat brought in...

“Yes, yes, please. Never mind how the market goes. Also,
please, I didn’t advise you to go in in the first place. I never
advised a friend to that. But now that they are in, stick. It’s

' not a gambling proposition — (6upsc.) He CHIEKyNATUBHbIE
Oymarn
> bona fide — (nam.) 4eCTHbIIL, 3aKOHHBII

CHAPTER
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as solid as the Bank of England... Yes, Dicky and I divided
the spoils' last night. Lovely party, though Dicky’s got too
much temperament for bridge. .. Yes, bull luck... Ha! ha! My
temperament? Ha! Hal... Yes?... Tell Harry I'm off and away
for a couple of weeks... Fishing, troutlets, you know, the
springtime and the streams, the rise of sap, the budding and
the blossoming and all the rest.... Yes, good-bye, and hold on
to Tampico Petroleum. If it goes down, after that Minnesota
farmer’s bulled it, buy a little more. I'm going to. It’s finding
money... Yes... Yes, surely... It's too good to dare sell on a
flyer’ now, because it mayn't ever again go down... Of course
I know what I'm talking about. I've just had eight hours’ sleep,
and haven't had a drink... Yes, yes... Good-bye

He pulled the ticker tape into the comfort of his chair
and languidly ran over it, noting with mildly growing
interest the message it conveyed.

Parker returned with several slender rods, each a
glittering gem of artisanship and art. Francis was out of his
chair, ticker flung aside and forgotten as with the exultant
joy of a boy he examined the toys and, one after another,
began trying them, switching them through the air till they
made shrill whip-like noises, moving them gently with
prudence and precision under the lofty ceiling as he made
believe to cast across the floor into some unseen pool of
trout-lurking mystery.

A telephone buzzed. Irritation was swift on his face.

“For heaven’s sake answer it, Parker, he commanded. “If
it is some silly stock-gambling female, tell her 'm dead, or
drunk, or down with typhoid, or getting married, or
anything calamitous”

' divided the spoils — (pase.) mopenunu Tpoden
* on a flyer — (pase.) BAPYT, HU C TOTO HMU C CETO



After a moment’s dialogue, conducted on Parker’s part,
in the discreet and modulated tones that befitted absolutely
the cool, chaste, noble dignity of the room, with a “One
moment, sir;” into the transmitter, he muffled the transmitter
with his hand and said:

“It's Mr. Bascom, sir. He wants you.”

“Tell Mr. Bascom to go to hell,” said Francis, simulat-
ing so long a cast, that, had it been in verity a cast, and had
it pursued the course his fascinated gaze indicated, it would
have gone through the window and most likely startled the
gardener outside kneeling over the rose bush he was
planting.

“Mr. Bascom says it’s about the market, sir, and that hed
like to talk with you only a moment,” Parker urged, but so
delicately and subduedly as to seem to be merely repeating
an immaterial and unnecessary message.

“All right?” Francis carefully leaned the rod against a table
and went to the phone.

“Hello,” he said into the telephone. “Yes, this is I, Morgan.
Shoot!" What is it?”

He listened for a minute, then interrupted irritably: “Sell
hell. Nothing of the sort... Of course, 'm glad to know. Even
ifit goes up ten points, which it won't, hold on to everything.
It may be a legitimate rise, and it mayn’t ever come down.
It’s solid. It's worth far more than it’s listed.? I know, if the
public doesn’t. A year from now it’ll list at two hundred...
that is, if Mexico can cut the revolution stuff’... Whenever

' Shoot! — (pase.) Bansiire! Boiknanpisaiire!

* It's worth far more than it’s listed. — (6upac.) Onu cTosT
Kyzia 607bliie, 4eM KOTUPYIOTCS.

’ can cut the revolution stuff — (pasz.) cMoxeT monaBuUTH
9Ty PEBOMIOLIMOHHYIO YeIyXy

CHAPTER
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