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The good-looking man rose and ex-
tended his hand. “Johnny Queed? I'm
Freeman Cobb. Didn’t know whether
you'd try to get back this afternoon. I
hear there’s a pretty bad bushfire this side
of Ballarat.” He let his eyes wander over
Johnny’s singed clothes and smiled. “I
guess what I hear is correct.”

Johnny  shook hands laconically.
“What’s on your mind, Mr. Cobb?”

“Several things,” Freeman Cobb said
mildly. “First, how’d you like to sell out?
Give you twice what you paid for your
coach and six, and a job driving for Cobb
& Company besides.”

“No,” Johnny said. ‘“What else?” Un-
buckling his gun belt and putting it aside,
he sat on an edge of his desk and rolled a
cigarette in one hand, Aussie-style.

“That.” Cobb indicated the gun-belt.
“You’re new in this business, so I don’t
suppose you know why our drivers don’t
make their runs armed. Ned Devine here
can tell you about it. I brought him along
because I figured you’d take his word, if
you wouldn’t take mine. You've been in
the Colony long enough to know Ned
doesn’t give anybody a wrong steer.”

“I'm listening,” Johnny said.

Cabbage-Tree Ned pushed back his hat
and ran his hand over his thick face in a
tired way. ‘“Bushrangers, mate,” he said
in a bored tone. “They know we don’t
carry guns. Frankie Gardiner and his
gang has held up coaches thirty-six times.
But they never killed nobody. If they hear
that any drivers are starting to pack guns,
they're gonna start shooting from ambush.
Drivers gonna be killed. That’s why no
guns on the coaches, Queed.”

Johuny thought awhile before answer-
ing. “Thirty-six holdups,” he said, let-
ting smoke screen through his lips. “I
think maybe if we all carried guns, there
wouldn’t be any holdups.”

Cabbage-Tree Ned looked at him sour-
ly. Then he sighed. “Look, mate, there
are twelve Cobb drivers—six Aussies, six
Americans. You anxious to be responsible
for any of us getting shot off the seat?
Maybe we got some ideas about that.”

“There’s another thing, too,” Freeman
Cobb added softly. ‘“My three partners
and I are Americans. You know how we
got started—resigning from Wells Fargo
to set up our own company. It wasn’t easy,

Queed—there’s a lot of opposition to
Americans in the Colony. Now that we
have made a go of it, do you want the
Melbourne News to start yelling for our
scalps for introducing violence and gun-
play into Victoria?”

They had a point there, Johnny couldn’t
help admitting to himself. Then he grinned
inwardly, rememberir.g Lydia Drake’s face
as she had stalked off, a beautiful if omi-
nous symbol of ill-will to all Americans in
Australia. And he remembered her warn-
ing about selling out—while he still had a
business left to sell.

“Thanks for the advice,” Johnny said
gravely. “I’ll think about it.” He stood
up to indicate the interview was over.

At the door Freeman Cobb turned and
smiled. “Oh, one thing I almost forgot to
mention. I thought you'd like to know.
Starting tomorrow, we’re cutting our sin-
gle fares to Ballarat to three and a half
pounds.”

Johnny stiffened. “That so?” he said
quietly. “Interesting—because mine’s go-
ing down to three pounds.”

“Really ?”” The square-shouldered man
was unperturbed. “In that case I suppose
we’d better make ours two pounds.”

Johnny banged his fist hard on the desk.
“One pound!”

Freeman Cobb laughed. “I think we
can afford to lose money better and long-
er than you can, Queed. Until you're
ready to sell out, Cobb & Company will
offer free transportation to and from Bal-
larat—or whichever goldfield you happen
to be serving.”

“That won’t stop me, Cobb,” Johnny
said grimly.

“Well,” the other man said easily,
“maybe we’d better make sure. So we'll
throw in free beer and food at a half-way
stop.”

Cabbage-Tree Ned guffawed and shook
his big head.

TWO days later a typical
Melbourne drizzle pelted the
plate glass beneath the rain-

‘ streaked sign: Johnny Queed
Coach Office—We Get You There. In-
side, feet crossed on the desk, Johnny
glumly glanced through the morning’s
Melbourne News. It had taken only one
day for Freeman Cobb’s sensational an-
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against the door of the pub and fell to one
knee. Eyes heavy with hate, he glared at
the beefy miner.

The big man laughed, and suddenly
found himself jerked around to face a
lanky stranger with frosty green eyes.

“Get moving,” Johnny Queed said
sharply.

he big man stared at him, swaying.
“American, ain’t you?” he snapped.
“Well, this here lousy little Aussie—"

Johnny Queed brought up his right arm
like the lash of a coach-whip. It snapped
beneath the heefy miner’s chin, threw him
back on his heels. With an outraged bel-
low, the big man’s hand dropped to his
holster. It stopped there when he saw
that Johnny Queed’s huge, heavy 44 Colt
Dragoon was already out and leveled.

“I said to get moving.”

Rubbing his jaw morosely, the big man
swung onto a horse and rode off slowly,
with a long look backward. Johnny Queed

kept his gun pointed until the horseman -

had melted into the crowd of riders surg-
ing through Flinders Street.

“THANKS, mate,” said Bluey

5 Coldstone at his elbow. The

old miner’s eyes were cold and

hard. Then wagging his beard
at the mounted rioters, he said bitterly,
“Just takes a few rotten apples, don’t it?”
He pressed Johnny’s shoulder and turned
away.

Johnny Queed put his gun back in the
holster and moved down Flinders Street
in long, quick strides. Most of the horse-
men had gathered in front of the News
building. As he passed the large Cobb &
Company offices, he saw Freeman Cobb
standing on the steps in front, watching,
hands tucked inside his belt, a narrow
cigar in his mouth. Cobb'’s handsome face
looked concerned.

“What are they up to?” Johnny asked
him.

The broad-shouldered man shook his
head. “Bad business. Some hotheads out
in the diggings stirred ’em up about those
editorials in the News. Insult to the
American flag, and all that, on the sacred
Fourth. I'm afraid—"

Johnny cut him short. “Coming?” he
asked tersely. “You've got a bigger stake
in what happens than I have. Cobb &

Company won'’t stay in business long if the
Aussies think these drunks represent—"

“They won’t,” Freeman Cobb said
calmly. “You're crazy, Queed. You can’t
do anything to stop them. They’ll tear you
to pieces.” He smiled at Johnny cynically.
“Not worried about Lydia Drake, are
you? After those editorials? Don’t be
ungrateful—this demonstration is all in
your behalf, isn’t it ?”

The muscles worked in Johnny Queed’s
jaws. Wetting his lips, he moved on
rapidly, breaking into a run. As he drew
near the News building, he saw that most
of the miners were dismounted, standing
by their horses and listening to a ha-
rangue from the steps of the News plant.
The orator was a short, squat man with
red cheeks and a bushy white mustache—
Pete Banks. Gunfire and whoops from the
crowd punctuated his telling points.

“. .. been making us dance, by damn,”
Pete Banks was yelling, “so now let’s
make this smart-aleck editor dance fer a
change! And I mean dance! Got yer
music for him, boys?”

The answer was a volley of shots and
loud war-whoops. Laughing boisterously,
Pete Banks turned and fired three shots
into the lock on the door. Some miners
started up the steps behind him.

The door suddenly opened and Lydia
Drake walked out onto the steps. She
stood there a moment, her lovely head
coldly surveying the sea of men’s faces
beneath her, the last rays of the pale sun
rouging her white cheeks. Pete Banks
stared at her, and then he whistled. A
chorus of whistles and bursts of laughter
broke out.

“Step aside, lady,” Pete Banks said.
“We got business with the editor of this
here so-called newspaper.”

“I’'m the editor,” Lydia said. ‘““What do
you want?”’

The squat little man gazed at her in
disbelief. “A she-editor!” he gasped.
“Well, that beats the hell out of me!” He
slapped his thigh with a loud guffaw.

“She or he,” a voice yelled, “it don’t
matter none! We came here to teach the
editor a lesson, didn’t we? Come on, she-
editor—dance! Fling up those purty legs
and dance for us terrible Americans!
We're gonna let you celebrate the Fourth
with us!” ’
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“Why don’t we get off that rock after
we hit it?”” Tucker asked.
“Sure,” said Rossi. “What the hell!”

ED PETERSON was on the
wharf, talking to another skip-
per, when the Catalina Clipper

Z¥ swung toward the Terminal
Island Cannery A large, heavily built
man in a neat blue-serge suit, the pleasant
expression of his flat face was somewhat
compromised by a square and stubborn
jaw. He realized what had happened
when he saw the skiff resting on the cork-
line rather than on layers of seine, for he
left the other captain, boarding the Clipper
as soon as her lines were secured.

Keating met him on the bridge, and
briefly told him how he’d lost the net.
Peterson made no comment for a while,
staring down at the oil slicks on the water
with an abstracted expression.

“You did damned well when you com-
manded one of our boats, Keat,” he said
finally. “But you've had nothing but
trouble since buying your own. You're
digging yourself in deeper and deeper all
the time.”

“I’ll dig myself out, Pete, if you'll loan
me enough for another net.”

Peterson shook his head. “Can’t do it.
Want to come in to the office and see how
you stand on the books?”

“I've got an idea,” Keating said grimly.

Peterson deliberated. ““Strictly off the
record, 1'd say your boat had a better
skipper, better crew, and better chances
for good hauls than any other purse-seiner
at Terminal Island. But it isn’t working
out.”

“I have a good crew, all right. But I
won’t keep my men unless I can get an-
other net mighty soon.”

“l was coming to that. Our Little
Dipper is laid up because we can’t find
the right captain. We'd like you, Keat.
To make it easy, we’ll buy your boat for
what you paid and cancel your debts.
Those cancelled loans will be your profit;
boat costs are still rising.”

“And some day one of your vice-presi-
dents comes aboard,” Keating said bitterly,

“and I'm not enough impressed with his
importance, or he doesn’t like my super-
structure, and I'm out of a job. I'm back
fishing on shares where I started.”

“Could happen,” Peterson said evenly,
“but it’s not likely.”

“It won’t happen Keating went on
with warmth, “because I'm keeping the
Clipper! When I'm clear of debt, I'll be
able to stow away some money so that
when my boys are ready to buy their
boats, I can help them. They’re not going
to deny themselves practically every
damned thing they want for sixteen years
to buy a boat!”

“I know how you feel, Keat. I have
two boys myself. But piling up debts
won’t help them. Think it over.” And
Peterson added quietly, “But remember—
if you’re getting other loans, you agreed
to give us priority on both catches and
payment.”

Keating thought it over—for the length
of time it took him to get ashore. He
marched into another cannery, asked for
the manager, and when he appeared, tried
to persuade him to assume the Terminal
Island Cannery Company’s loans and
grant him an additional amount for a new
seine. The manager needed sardines, but
not at that price. “Couldn’t do it,” he
said.

Keating tried the other canneries with
no better success, Then he visited can-
neries in San Diego and Wilmington, in
Santa Barbara and Monterey. But he
seldom progressed beyond mention of his
back debts before managers began shaking
their heads.

Every time he returned to the Clipper,
he winced inwardly at finding some of
his crew aboard. He always expected
them to tell him they’d decided to trans-
fer to another boat that was fishing rather
than lying idle. But the men never did.
They seemed to enjoy their enforced idle-
ness, lounging all day in the galley drink-
ing coffee, eating and telling yarns. Keat-
ing didn’t have the heart to tell them
that the bills for provisions were taking
the last of his bank account.

Trying loan sharks next, he was ap-
palled by the legal dodges they found to
hoist their interest rates. He always left
simmering with anger, but without any
help.

And then one day Ben Tucker came
aboard and found Keating sunk in despair.
He beamed as he handed Keating a
lawyer s business card.
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“You might see this guy, Keat. Under-
stand he has a client who wants to place
some money out at interest.”

“Does he want half my catch and a
half interest in my boat?” Keating
growled.

Tucker shrugged. “Why not ask the
lawyer?”’

“T will,” Keating snapped.

And it was not until he was riding up
in an elevator in a San Pedro building
that he realized he still wore his ragged
work shirt and patched dungarees, and had
no cap. He felt even less at ease when the
lawyer’s secretary showed him into Bush-
nell Young’s office. The lawyer was an
immaculately dressed elderly man, with
blue eyes that twinkled humorously be-
hind gold-rimmed spectacles. Rising, he
shook Keating’s hand.

“I understand you have money to in-
vest,” Keating blurted.

“Perhaps.” The lawyer smiled. “But
who are you? Why do you need a loan?”

Keating sat down and earnestly spoke
his troubles, It didn’t occur to him to
brighten the picture.

“I admire your frankness,” the lawyer
said, when he finished.

“Why hide anything ?”* asked Keating.
“Anyone on Cannery Row will tell you
my troubles if I don’t.”

The lawyer’s lips parted, but Keating
went on hastily, “That’s purse-seining,
Mr. Young. Either you have trouble, or
you have more trouble.”

“Well, my clients—"’

Trying to forestall a refusal, Keating
rushed on, “With just plain trouble, you
do all right. You may take forty to eighty
tons in a night. Or, occasionally fill your
hatches.”

“As I was saying, my clients—"

“Fill your hatches,” Keating shouted,
“and you have a hundred and forty tons.
Forty a ton at present prices. Fifty-six
hundred dollars in a single set, sometimes,
and thirty-seven percent to the boat. A
few hauls like that and I can repay—"

“I will—" began the lawyer again.

“What’s more,” Keating interrupted,
“I have a hand-picked crew. All experi-
enced fishermen, men I rounded up be-
cause they work well together. There’s
not a better crew—"

“Mr. Keating—"

“—anywhere in Southern California,”
Keating went on hurriedly. “Before you
refuse the loan, there’s something else to
consider . . .”

The lawyer stopped trying to speak. He
leaned back with weary resignation
through Keating’s long parade of argu-
ments. At last the skipper stopped, staring
with hopeful anxiety at Bushnell Young.

“Now let me speak,” said the lawyer
dryly. “For the past half hour I've
been trying to tell you I'll grant the loan.”

“What!” Keating felt dazed. “For how
much ?”’

“Up to twenty thousand, at six per cent.
Interest payable at the end of the year, if
you wish to extend the loan for a second
year.”

“That’s too good!” Keating cried sus-
piciously. “What strings?”

“No strings. Your peisonal note.”

“Do you understand that the cannery
has prior claim?”

“So you told me.”

“Mister, I don’t get this! Who are
your clients?”

“That,” said the lawyer, somewhat
testily, “I refuse to tell you. I'm merely
authorized to invest my clients’ money. I{
they wish to identify themselves later,
they will. Do you want the loan, Mr.
Keating, or don’t you?”

Keating hesitated, and at length said
slowly, “I’ll take it. . . . But with clients
who loan money like this, you'd better
watch out they don’t become violent.”

THE day the new seine was
delivered, Keating called the
fishermen to rig it up with the

—z  cork-line along the upper edge
and the lead line along the bottom. It was
a tiresome job, requiring the handling of
hundreds of feet of heavy mesh, but for the
first time in Keating’s experience the
fishermen seemed to enjoy the work. They
even sang snatches of song as they toiled,
Ben Tucker beamed and patted his mates
from time to time, and Salvatore Rossi
occasionally stopped to admire the net and
exclaim, “She’s a damn pretty seine, boys.
We catch fish now, what the hell!”

But the new net brought no immediate
improvement in Cal Keating’s fortunes,
It was not rigged up with corks and lead
and stowed aboard until two- days before
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and the other thing. Oddly enough,
though, not a question was asked as to
the reason for our sudden visit.

As the cargadores unloaded their sup-
plies in the temporary camp, and firewood
details hustled about getting the supper
wood, Old Agus the headman tottered
from his hut to greet us. He was bowed
with the weight of years, skinny and
wrinkled, with evil, piercing eyes. To see
him making his unsteady way across the
compound one felt a great compassion for
his aged frailty; but after a look into his
cruel, ominous visage this compassion fled
and a person was immediately on his
guard. He was an ornery and cantanker-
ous old devil; at the bottom of most of the
deviltry afoot in the Nueva Ecijas. Know-
ing this was one thing—but proving it was
another.

Now he advanced to a position in front
of where I stood directing preparations
for the night, and smiled toothlessly.

“Greetings, i teniente!” he croaked.
“The teniente is welcome to Niacnabato.
IPerhaps he is on a routine patrol, no?”

“Perhaps,” 1 volunteered. .

The old man clucked to himself.

*Patrols are wearisome,’”’ he continued,
“but after a good night’s rest you wili be
refreshed and ready to face the trail with-
out dread.”

“Ah! But we are what you call extra
weary. We will probably have to rest
several days—or even weeks—in your vil-
lage before we again try the trail!” T was
watching his face closely. The poker-face
- set of his visage did not change at this
information hut his eyes seemed to crackle
as he bowed low and waved an encom-
passing arm at his village.

“The village is yours, mi constable!
May you rest well I and he tottered away,
followed hy several of the younger bucks
of his tribe. A powwow was in order!

Sergeant King joined me, and as the
cooking fires flamed to life we took a quick
look-see about the compound.

The Igorotte headhunters did not shrink
their victims heads and mummify them
as do the headhunters of Africa and South
America. Instead they carefully scrape
the skulls free of all flesh and muscle,
polish them and mount them on poles
about their huts. Niacnabato was well
decorated !

We examined several of the grinning
skulls surreptitiously as we strolled about
the huts. Some were obviously old, very
old, pitted and yellowed by the sun and
rain of years.

Others, however, were suspiciously well
preserved and polished.

WE returned to our camp

house and had supper, and

then the men wandered oft in

groups and alone to mix with
the villagers. As I sat smoking in front
of our temporary barracks the scene was
one of peace and hominess.

The cooking fires were winking out,
and the villagers, filled with steamed
mountain rice and vegetables, lolled in
front of their huts. A few mosquito
smudges blanketed the surroundings with
a pleasant, smoky odor.

A villager approached, grunted, squat-
ted on his haunches by my side, and silent-
ly we watched the evening activity.

And then SHE passed!

I use the word SHE advisedly. SHE
was a native woman—but z/at a native!

Whereas the Igorottes were usually
short and squat and sturdily built, with
unusually stout underpinnings, this girl
was tall and lissome, The Igorottes were
also in a range of color from quite dark to
quite black. She was a light copper color.
In contrast to the loose-lipped tribal
characteristics she was molded of feature
like the proverbial Greek Goddesses, and
as she made her way with swinging grace-
ful stride through the compound and in-
voluntary ejaculation of admiration rose
to my lips. She was dressed in the usual
native fashion, in a wide skirt and with
her breasts free and unbound. Her feet
were bare and dainty.

The villager hunkered at my side chuc-
kled under his breath. I looked at him
inquiringly.

“The babaver surprises the constable ?”
he asked amused.

““The lady does surprise me,” T admit-
ted. “She is so unlike your splendid
tribe!”

“She is the daughter of one who mar-
ried a high-caste Spaniard. When the
Spaniard died of the cholera the mother
of that one did bring her back to the vil-
lage. Here she still resides——she is the
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The raiders were so engrossed in their
grim and grisly business that when I
stepped into the clearing with a snarled
command on my lips and my sawed off
shotgun at the ready they could do nothing
but stare. As my men, following my lead,
closed in, they dropped their arms and
stood uncertainly. It was ludicrously easy.
Taking a few of the heads as evidence, we
started back for Niacnabato. The bodies
of the victims we left, as they would have
done, to be cleaned up by the scavengers
of the brush, the wild hogs.

Evening cooking fires were again flic-
kering like lightning-bugs as my expedi-
tion, with the prisoners herded bhefore us,
marched into the village—from the north.
The village came alive like a nest of mad-
dened ants.

This had been anticipated, however,
and according to previous plan, Sergeant
King had his few remaining men sta-
tioned at stragetic points about the com-
pound. They were soon augmented by
the men from my own detail who were
not occupied in actually guarding the
glowering prisoners.

Old Chief Agus came toddling from his
hut as I halted my prisoners in the center
of the compound and dumped the gory
evidence on the ground.

“Do you recognize these prisoners as
men of your village, Chief Agus?’ I
asked.

“Aye!” he answered uncomfortably.

“Know you anything about this expe-
dition of theirs which will lead to naught
hy an ingnominious execution?” I asked
him then.

His eyes glittered evilly. “No, i con-
stable!” His eyes flicked over the pris-
oners, one hy one, and I knew then that
any case I may have hoped to get against
the old chief tlnough their testimony was
a lost cause, “They, themselves will tell
vou that this terrible deed was done with-
out my knowledge—as I would not have
sanctioned such actions!”

“Aye!”” muttered the sullen captives in
chiorus. Death for murder was bad—but
seemingly not so bad as the vengeance
that would be wreaked on them by their
chief should they embroil him in their
trouble.

With my men watching carefully for
any attempt at release of the prisoners we

passed the night and with the morning
we abandoned our camp and prepared to
return to Cabanatuan.

THE natives were out in force
as we marched from the vil-
lage. Sergeant King had been

g so busy all night that he had
been able to have but a few quick words
with the tiendera. They seemed to have
some understanding, however. I noticed
as we marched from the compound, with
our prisoners shackled together in the
center of the column, that a look of com-
plete understanding flashed between them.
Sergeant King and Juliana were planning
something.

I also noticed something else that es-
caped Sergeant King’s attention. Old
Chief Agus was also watching his young
raiders being marched away. But his evil
eyes were not on the bucks that were
marching away to their doom. Instead he
was speculatively eyeing the beautiful
Juliana—and the look in his eyes was not
nice to see!

I meant to mention this to King but in
the haste and flurry of departure it slipped
my mind and the ensuing days on the
march we were so busy that I completely
forgot the whole disturbing business.

We reached Cabanatuan without undue
difficulty and turned our prisoners over to
the government for trial. For the first
time in weeks we were able to really re-
lax.

That is we could have relaxed had
Sergeant King allowed. But when I had
guessed at a secret understanding between
him and his lady love I had guessed all
too right! Within two weeks Juliana was
to run away from her village and make
her way to Cabanatuan where she and
my sergeant were to marry—and raise a
whole flock of little mestizos and mestizas,
I suppose!

It was near the day of her expected
coming. Sergeant King was as nervous
as a cat on a griddle. He paced up and
down—in and out—round and about the
barracks. He watched the road—he wor-
ried me nearly to distraction. I finally
got him settled down in a chair tilted
against the barracks, on the shady side,
where he could watch the road.

(Continued on page 127)
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against the spars. There was neither rest
nor escape, and the tension on board tight-
ened with each passing hour. It required
a sweating effort for a man to even move
out of the sun, yet the work went on. The
Hopewell had always been a taut ship;
now she was a hellship!

Anxiously watching the signs, Peter
Bender, the second mate, knew a storm
was coming. It was plainly indicated in
the giant oil-slick rollers, in the haloed sun
and the saturated air. But another kind of
storm was equally imminent ; Bender could
read it in the sullen resentment of the men.
in their stiff-legged gait and blood-shot
eves. It was a question which fury would
break first, and Bender prayed that neither
would let go in his watch.

His position was extremely delicate,
for he was a stranger, respected, he had
reason to know, by neither the master nor
the hands. He did not belong on this old
tramp hy any standard, having spent the
last eight years as mate of a tea clipper.
But a broken leg had stranded him in Java,
and with herths growing scarce for a man
in his late forties, he had been glad enough
at the time to sign on the Hopewell, when
she had put into port with her own second
fever-crazed.

Too late, he had realized his mistake. It
was the old story; different ships, differ-
ent long splices. Captain Blane was a
bully-master of the old school, who be-
lieved that discipline could only be main-
tained hy pin, fist and boot. He had as
tough a foc’sle of riff-raff as the crimps
could supply, and he wanted his mates to
he buckos. Pete Bender was a competent
seaman and navigator, but he was no
rough-and-tumble hard-case, and because
he was not, Blane despised him.

UNDER the circumstances,
it was inevitable that the
hands should hate their offi-
cers, but in addition, their
particular resentment against Bender
stemmed from the personal animosity of
Quinn, the boatswain. Quinn, a former
foc’sle bully, who was built along the gen-
eral lines of a hogshead, had aspired to
the rank of second mate, and the men
joined him in taking it out on Bender. So
far, Pete Bender had avoided the issue.
Just short of outright appeasement, he

had tried to steer a middle course that
would prevent an open break. He was
a slight, graying man, made even more so
by his sojourn on the heach, and he wasn't
eager to pit his waning strength against
a man fifteen years his junior.

This tenth afternoon was the worst of
them all, and Bender was grateful when
the bell clanged six times to tell him that
he had only another hour on watch. The
maddening swells had increased and the
saffron tinge in the sky portended trouble.
Since it was unbearable 'tween decks, the
watch below was sprawled in the shade
of the slatting mains’l. An awning had
been rigged over the quarterdeck, where
Captain Blane and Mister Torry, the mate,
lounged out of the direct rays of the sun.

As Peter took a last look aloft to make
certain everything was secure, he saw that
a reef earing on the main tops’l yard had
come adrift. It was not important unless
the weather changed, but he didn’t want
Torry to come on duty and spot it. The
mate had a sarcastic tongue, and a pica-
yune disposition.

Peter glanced around for an idle hand,
and saw Quinn moving out of the shadow
of the poop. He would have preferred an-
other man, but as the bos’n was closest,
Peter called to him.

“Quinn, go aloft and secure that star-
board earing on the main tops'l.”

Quinn continued on his way, although
Peter was sure the order had been heard.
He raised his voice slightly.

“Quinn!”

The bos'n stopped short and glowered
at him. “Hell, can’t you wait until this
damn sun goes down?”

Pete Bender hesitated. This was just
the sort of thing he had hoped to avoid.
Under ordinary circumstances, such in-
subordination would have been intolerable.
and he was not at all sure he should let
it pass now. But the alternate meant
trouble, and with the tension so high, he
decided that for the moment, it would be
the lesser of two evils to ignore it. Later,
when the conditions were different, he'd
have it out with Quinn. .

He started to turn away, when Blane's
cold voice stopped him.

“Mister Bender! Did I hear you give
that man an order ?”

Peter winced, and looking-up, saw the
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water. God knows how long we’ll be
wallowin’ . . .”

“You swore there was islands here!”
complained the Frenchman. “Now you
talk of wallowin’ in this accursed tub!”

“’Azy, Frenchy ’azy!” pleaded Fos-
mer. “Ve have not been here long yet."”

“No matter. My throat’s on fire. I want
a drink!”

Quinn tried craftily to divert him.
“Iook, Frenchy, that damn second ain't
had a drink since we left. He's thirstier
than you are.”

The men stared at Pete Bender, and he
avoided their eyes. True, he was thirsty,
but he doubted if he suffered as much as
they. The dew and the weed and the small
fish, which by a miracle of nature con-
tained fresh water, had eased the desire,
and he had refrained from useless talk
which also induces thirst.

“Sacred name! I care nothing about
him!” raged Frenchy. “I demand my
share of water!”

“Very well,” Quinn growled. “You'll
¢et your share now. But don’t come belly-
aching for more at sunset when the rest
of us are drinkin’. You won’t get none!”

“Puxa!” grumbled the Portuguese as
lie watched Frenchy gulp the water. “Let
us all our share have now!”

QUINN argued, but the oth-
ers overrode him, so the pan-
nikin went the rounds to all,

27 save Peter. He closed his eyes
to avoid the sight, yet he couldn’t help
hearing the smacking of lips as the water
was lapped up.

With the appetite of thirst at least par-
tially quenched, the talk turned to other
hasic appetites—to food and to women.
The men discussed island women, and
what they would do when they landed.
Peter listened, disgusted and surprised at
their naiveté. They were mostly packet
rats, accustomed to the North Atlantic,
and it was obvious that none of them had
sailed the southern seas prior to this voy-
age. Their beliefs were based on legend
and the lurid yarns of old whalers. To
them, every island was a luxurious Baby-
lon populated exclusively by lovely brown-
skinned maidens hungering for their
caresses.

Peter foresaw ugly complications ahead,

and shuddered. The islands in these
waters, if inhabited at all, would be peo-
pled with natives not far removed from
cannibalism ; natives who, from bitter ex-
perience, had learned to protect their
women from white men.

As the heat increased, he sank into a
depression. The talk had worn itself out,
and the men lay sprawled in the bottom
like bloated corpses. Without wind, the
boat rolled sideways in the trough of the
seas. Quinn’s angry plea to unship the
oars was ignored. The sail slatted and the
boom crashed back and forth, for no one
had the energy to lower it. Peter could see
nothing ahead but disaster, and during the
long afternoon he prayed that death, when
she came, would be swift and merciful.

That evening, they finished the beef
and the biscuits, and despite Quinn’s bit-
ter objections, another round of water was
voted by the majority. Darkness brought
optimism, and all expected they would
fetch an island by dawn.

Only Peter knew differcntly, for he was
satisfied that the currents had set them far
south of the island. When the others had
settled down for the night, he brought out
his fishing line. Baited this time with a
small crab, he soon felt a tug. He set the
hook and glanced furtively around. Al-
though the nearest man was only inches
away, they were sound asleep, so he cau-
tiously handed up his catch.

It was a trigger fish, weighing about a
pound. Peter leaned over the gunwales
and hooked his fingers in the gills to keep
the fish from splashing. With his knife,
he quickly dispatched and ate it. Here
was both food and drink, and when he
again lowered his line, he felt stronger
and less pessimistic. Before he was forced
to quit that morning, he had dined amply
on two more fish.

But it was an evil dawning when the
men roused up and searched the bare hori-
zon. Fainer, balanced erect on the middle
thwart, shaded his bloodshot cyes with his
hand.

“No damned land!” he shouted, mostly
to vent his feelings, for every eye was on
him. “Not an island within a hundred
miles!”

The others staggered up and scanned
the empty sea. The Limey swung on
Quinn, ’
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fore the plunge to Texas or to Mexico.
Like New Orleans it has wrought iron;
like every enterprising southern town, a
college; and like the South, a grim, wet
heat.

But Passevant was cheerful there, with
his wife Doris. He was of the town: his
great-great-grandfather had insulted the
Spanish governor in French; and his
gasoline station was the cleanest in town.
It was and is the only station where, if
your car has a fender flap over the gasoline
spout, you may buy gas without having
your fender scratched by a careless flop

of the pouring nozzle.
® training at Jefferson Barracks,
Leonard with the other
trainees was paraded before the post
hrass and shown-off to a visiting colonel.
They were all stiff with strangeness and
some fear: the commanding colonel was
said to have court-martialed a soldier
whom he had merely overheard object to
the incessant parades.

As the inspectors moved among the
ranks, they asked this man or that what
he had done in civilian life. They asked
T.eonard, too.

*“I ran a gasoline station, sir.”

“Your own station?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Make a pretty good thing of it?”

“Seven or eight thousand, sir.”

They regarded him with satjsfaction;
and the local brass turned to the visiting
colonel as if to say, “You see, sir, we take
all kinds, and line them up, and they all
come out the standard model. Note the
erect posture, the wooden expression, the
docile air. A good job, eh?”

All this troubled Leonard a little; he
had to be carcful to remember that the
United States and its problems were the
thing. If he could help, fine.

As a permanent party clerk, he was
then sent to an Air Forces installation in
western Florida, a satellite field of the Air
Forces Proving Ground Command. He
was lucky, and he knew it. He was safe;
he might well time out the war just there.
But Army life is not so simple as all that:

IN 1942, at the close of a
shortened period of basic

heat, worry, and wonder ; and over all the

special Army feeling, of helpless imprison-

ment for an undetermined sentence in a
system manifestly too big and clumsy for
individual fairness or concern.

And Doris did not write. Oh, she
wrote, but she did not really write. Did
she not understand that he was lonely and
troubled? No, Doris did not understand.
Like a million other war wives, Doris
thoroughly enjoyed her temporary and
romantic widowhood. Yet Doris was not
vicious, merely a brat. And by whose
fault? A big question, that, whose answer
scarcely matters here.

And to exasperate his troubles, all
around him the Army scene. He saw
staff cars used constantly for private pur-
poses, indeed for little else; for dates and
junkets. He saw thousands of gallons of
aviation gas sluiced into four-engine
planes so that pilots might weekend in
New Orleans and log their flying time,
while he could not make home on a three-
day pass. He even was forced to many
sour conclusions about the whole com-
mand.

The command existed to test new air-
craft, aircraft appliances, and related tech-
niques, such as radar-jamming. Instead of
contracting for these tests with a private
laboratory, the Army created a command
of some 11,000 men, with all their gear—
mess halls, PX’s, motor pools, recreation
centers, libraries, and all the rest.

Hence the expense of a test was fabu-
lous. It cost at least a quarter-million
to test a seat cushion; a quarter-million
to test a new machine-gun mount; a
quarter-million, pro-rated, to test an
absolute altimeter. Fair enough, of course,
at even a million, if all was precise and
useful. But Leonard saw a few of the
test reports. They were incomplete, in-
exact, and almost invariably, even when
thorough, some months behind the opera-
tional need. To run this command cost at
least four million a month, and for pre-
cisely what?

Oh, important figures flew in and out.
Men on mysterious errands looked sage
and military. The neighboring saloons
and boarding houses throve superbly ; and
every Saturday at barracks inspection the
proper arrangement of a footlocker shelf
was deeply studied. There were many
rival theories of the proper place for shoe-
laces, and two savagely opposed schools
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time. We just sat there listening to the
dying man breathe and hearing Bytnar’s
hacking cough, thinking our own thoughts,
clenching our teeth at the awful tortured
sound Sertich made.

I was trying to pray. I hadu’t for a
long time and it came hard. It was cow-
ardly to start praying now, I suppose,
because I was in a tough spot. But I
didn’t care, I tried to, thinking of my
mother and sisters and brothers, my fa-
ther who had died in the mines just like
[ was dying, my brother Dave who was
killed on Saipan . . . If Dad and Dave
were alive I probably wouldn’t be down
here in the mine. I would have finished
high school and maybe got a chance to
play professional baseball, the coach said
I was good enough for Double-A anyway.
So instead of praying I was thinking how
1 might have started with Erie or O1l City
and gone up to Harrisburg or Allentown
in the Inter-State and maybe even wound
up with the Pirates someday.

I had seen other cave-ins from the out-
side, and I knew what it was like up on
the surface. The women weeping and
cryving, the kids bawling, the men with
faces drawn tight, hollow-cheeked and
~unken-cyed. After the word got around
the newspapermen would come, and then
the crowds up from other towns and cities,
They would come driving big polished cars
and some of them would bring lunches and
make a picnic out of it. There would be
women in tight slacks and shiny colored
shirts with dark glasses on their painted
faces and bright scarves on their heads,
and they would drink cocktails out of big
thermos bottles and nibble dainty sand-
wiches and scatter cigarettes red with lip-
stick all over the place. I had seen them
hefore.

Somebody was sure to set up stands
selling coffee and sandwiches, soda and
hotdogs, and it would be something like
a country fair with the smell of {rying on-
ions and meat, hotdogs and mustard, and
people hanging around smoking and talk-
ing, taking pictures and laughing . . . Only
there would be a tension and feeling that
you don't get at a fair. And the sound
of women crying underneath it,

None of us except old Bytnar had ever
been caught before. But if you work in the
mines you always have the feeling that it

will come sooner or later. I had dreamt
about it once in awhile, waking up with a
jerk, scared and sweating all over. The
fear had always been in the back of my
mind, and now that it had happened I felt
as if I'd known all the time it was coming,
as if I'd been through it before. And still
it seemed unreal, impossible, a nightmare
that I couldn’t quite believe was true.

Buried way down in the earth you lose
all sense of time, everything is blotted out
under the crushing down-pressing weight
that is on you . . . You think of how it is
up there on top with a whole skyful of
fresh air to breathe, with sunshine and
blue skies by day, moonlight and stars at
night, green grass growing and waving in
the breeze, tall trees and pretty flowers,
rivers running cool and bright, lakes lying
calm and smooth, everything wide open
and free and clean. And you think that
this # a hell of a way to die, smothered
deep in the ground without a chance to
fight back. You have always known it
was a hell of a way to live and work too,
but you've never been able to get away
from it any more than the others have.
And now you are not really surprised at
coming to die this way. You just wish it
had come quick and sudden, without the
long wait in the chilling darkness.

Sertich started screaming, a hideous
shattering scream. Hodkey heaved his
mighty bulk upright and crouched there
cursing and panting. “Kill him,”” Hodkey
said. “Put him out of it. I'll kill him if
nobody else’s got the guts to. Put the poor
bastard outa his misery.” Sertich screamed
again, his smashed body writhing and
threshing. Hodkey roared and reached for
a pick-handle.

Ashbaugh stood up and moved in front
of Hodkey. “Sit down, Hod,” Ash said
quietly. He was tall and rangy but he
looked slim against Hodkey's huge frame.
My jaws were-clamped so tight my teeth
ached numbly and my face felt stift.

Hodkey glared at him, fingers working
on the pick-handle. “You goin’ to let a
man suffer like that?”

Ashbaugh looked at him, hard and
steady. ‘“How would you feel, Hod, if you
killed him and the rescue party came
through?”

“Outa my way!” Hodkey said, big yel-
low teeth showing as his thick lips skinned
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back. “Rescue party he damned. I ain’t
listenin’ to no man suffer like that!” Hod-
key lurched forward but Ash blocked his
way. They stood almost chest to chest
staring at cach other. Ash was too close
for Hodkey to use the pick. Ash was fast
as lightning and Hodkey knew it.

3ig Mike Mihalik swung up alongside
of Ashbaugh and shoved Hodkey back.
“Nuh.” Mike grunted. ‘“Leave him De.
Go set down.™

Hodkey looked at the two of them,
shook his shaggy head, and sat down
against the wall. Ash and Mike settled
down near where Sertich was lying. Old
man Bytnar shook with a fit of coughing,
and then there was silence. The lamps
lighted the craggy dark walls and timbers
and touched the shadowy coal-blackened
faces. No one spoke. The only sound was
our breathing, Bytnar’s cough, and the
moaning rasp of Sertich's slow breath.

AFTER a long time I realized
I couldn’t hear Sertich any
more. Every so often Ash-
baugh went and knelt beside
him. I watched Ash's strong-boned face,
etched and shaded under his lamp.

“Gone ?”” Mihalik asked.

Ash shook his head. ‘“Not yet.”

“What time is it?”’ I wanted to know.

Old Bytnar looked at his watch. “It's
stopped. son.” He screwed up his knobby
wrinkled face and pulled at his stained
gray mustache. “A bad sign.”

““How long’s it heen?” asked Mihalik.

“About twelve hours,” T guessed.

Old man Bytnar cackled. “More like
three or four.”

I glanced at Ash and he nodded his
head.

Hodkey said, “If they're workin’ on
the other side we oughta hear ’em.”

“Musta been a big one,” Bytnar said.
“Most likely the whole level went.”

“They oughta be comin’,” Hodkey
growled.

“It's slow work,” Ashbaugh said. “It
takes time.”

“Jt'l go out on the radio tonight,”
Bytnar said. “From Pittsburgh to Phila-
delphia and New York. To Cleveland and
Detroit, Chicago and St. Louis. All over
the country and the world they’ll know
about it.”

“Helluva lot of good that does us!”
Hodkey snorted. “What do you suppose
they care? "Some a them white-collar bas-
tards that think we’re gettin’ too much pay
oughta be down in here now.”

“There’ll be newspaper reporters and
photographers when we go up,” Bytnar
said. “There was that other time, I re-
member. The picture flash scared me
when it went off.”

“It won't this time,” Hodkey said,
Jaughing. “You'll go up feet first this time,
grampaw.”’

Mihalik scowled at him. ‘“That ain’t no
way to talk, Hod.”

Ashbaugh moved nearer to Sertich and
bent his head down. He stayed there
longer than usual, and we were all watch-
ing him. Mihalik looked across at e and
shook his head. Ash finally spread a
jacket over Sertich’s face and straightened
up. We were all relieved to have Sertich
dead. He had been broken up inside and
suffering something awful. He was better
off dead all right.

“What we do now?” Mihalik asked.

“Dig him a grave,” Ashbaugh said.

Hodkey laughed. “Ain’t this grave
enough, for chrisake ?”

“We'll bury him for now,” Ash said.
“We can't just leave him lyin’ here.”

“Poor Sertich,” said Bytnar. “Five
young ones he leaves.”

“What they do, those kids?” Mihalik
said. ‘““What happens to them?”

“Oh, they’ll go in the mines,” I said.
“When they get big enough.” I hadn’t
intended to go in the mines until my
father was killed, and then Dave .
“They won’t get you,” my mother always
said. “They’ll never get you!” But they
got me just like they got practically every
hoy that was born into a miner’s family
in a mining town.

Ash was searching my face with his
clear gray eyes. “Come on, Remy,” he
said. “Bring your tools and help me dig
at the other end. Mike, you bring Sertich.”

I walked down the tunnel with Ash-
baugh, glad of something to do even if it
was digging a grave. The light from our
lamps danced dully ahead of us.

“Is there any chance, Ash?” I asked.
“Tell me what you think.”

“Sure there’s a chance,” Ashbaugh
said. “Don’t listen to Hodkey. We're
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goin’ to die for it,” Ash said. “You’ll go
to the chair, Hodkey, unless the boys get
hold of you first. You know what they
thought of Mike Mihalik. They’d want to
soak you in gasoline and set fire to you, or
cut vou to pieces with a blow-torch . . .
You'll pay one way or another, Hodkey.
I ought to kill you myself. T'd like nothin’
hetter . . . But you'll get it, Hodkey. Either
down here or up there.”

Old Bytnar looked up with his thin
wasted face. “Hope I see it,” he said.
“Wanta see Hodkey die. Said I'd be
next—but I won’t . .. I'll live to see Hod-
key die.” Bytnar laughed but it broke
off into ragged coughing.

Hodkey was raging madly, screaming
curses, straining at the rope that hitched
his wrists and ankles behind him.

Bytnar held his frail old body against
the side of the tunnel. “Hodkey lost his
bet. Wanta bet again, Hodkey?” He
cackled with laughter. “You’re as good
as dead right now. They’ll tear you apart
when they hear what you done to Mike!”
Bytnar laughed again but that hacking
cough came hack to rip through the laugh-
ter and leave him choking and gasping.

., I SLEPT f{rom exhaustion,
\" restless fitful sleep full of queer
3 m y .
\\h B} crazy dreams. Every time I

£33 woke up Bytnar was coughing
and Ashbaugh was awake, sitting up
straight against the wall. The air was bad
and getting worse all the time, and it was
hard to breathe now. Once when I woke
Hodkey was begging, ‘“‘Cut me loose, for
crisake cut me loose! Don’t leave me all
tied up. We're all dyin’ here, we're all
dead men, you damn fools!” Nobody an-
swered him. I drifted off again.

Every time I went to sleep I thought
it was the last time. I didn’t care much
if I woke up or not. Sleep was peaceful
and nice ... One time I'd wake up burn-
ing n hell, and the next time I'd be freez-
ing to the bone. I dreamed about lovely
hot sunshine washing me in golden
warmth, glowing through my hare flesh.
I dreamed about drinking cold pure water
from a brook that made rippling silver
music. About diving into the cool clear
depths of a lake with a clean sand bot-
tom . . . I opened my aching eyes and
saw Ash’s face like something carved out

of shining grimed bronze. Old Bytnar’s
cough echoed through our tomb. Hod-
key's raving made a chill prickling up my
spine and tightened the scalp on my head.

Coming to once more I was startled by
the stillness. I opened my mouth to scream
but no sound came. Then I realized that
Bytnar was no longer coughing. I crawled
over to the old man and held my lamp
down. His eyes were staring up, wide
open and sightless. His mouth sagged
loose, and blood clotted his mustache and
caked his thin corded neck.

“Dead?” Ash said over my shoulder.

“Yeah.” My voice sounded flat and far
away.

Hodkey scraped and thrashed about in
the dirt. “Bytnar dead? ... Cut me loose,
please cut me loose. I won’t make no trou-
ble, Ash. This is killin’ me, I'm all outa
joint, I can’t stand it. Only three of us
left and we ain’t got much longer . . .”

Ashbaugh lifted Bytnar easily and car-
ried his small body down the tunnel. Byt-
nar hadn’t lived through his second one,
but he might have if it hadn’t been for
Hodkey. The flashlight bulbs wouldn’t
scare Bytnar this time . .. Ash came back
and stood thoughtfully over Hodkey.

“Turn me loose, Ash,” pleaded Hodkey.
“Only three of us now.”

““All right,” Ash said and bent to un-
tie the rope. “But I'll be watchin’ you,
Hod. You make a move and I'll kill you.”

Hodkey groaned as the blood started
circulating again. “I won’t, I won’t do
nothin’,” he whined, moaning with the
cramped numbness of his limbs. “I won’t
make no trouble, Ash.”

I felt sorry for Hodkey in spite of what
he had done, and I guess Ash did too.
Hodkey was just a big wild half-crazy ani-
mal, but he seemed tame enough now.
For the dead I couldn’t feel too sorry,
because they were better off than we were.
I would have missed big Mike Mihalik,
but I figured we'd all be with him before
long.

I settled back and tried to sink into sleep
again. Ash sat straightback against the
wall, strong and alert and tireless, holding
the iron bar across his knees and watching
Hodkey on the other side of the tunnel.

“Hear that!” Hodkey yelled all of a
sudden. “Hear it! Hear 'em on the other
side. They’re comin’ through!”
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on!” He was out of his head, a stark
raving giant of a madman, and it turned
my blood into icewater to see him.

Ashbaugh paused and shifted the long
iron bar into both hands, crouching a little
and gliding forward smooth and easy, bal-
anced and sure, fearless in front of that
monster.

Hodkey leaped to meet him, pick flung
high for a terrible downstroke, and I
reared up onto my legs to watch in horror.

Hodkey’s pick caught in a crossbeam
that sagged from the ceiling of the tunnel.
With furious insane strength Hodkey
wrenched and heaved on it as Ash stepped
in to smash him with the steel bar. My
legs folded and I pitched forward on my
face.

A thundering roar filled the tunnel, and
powerful hands jerked and hurled me
away from it. I fell against the wall with
Ashbaugh beside me. The thunder slowed
and stopped at last, and Hodkey’s scream-
ing came through to us then. Only his
face showed in the blur of his light. He
was buried neck-deep and screaming hor-
ribly. The unearthly sound went on until
another dark flood from above covered
Hodkey’s face and the lamp, blotting him
out of sight. Hodkey was gone. Where he
had been was a solid mass of dirt and coal
and rock, filling the passage from side to
side.

Ash and I huddled there waiting for
the rest of it to cave in on us. But some-
how it didn’'t come down.

Ash threw the bar aside and walked
slowly away while I slid to the floor. In
a few minutes Ash came back and sank
wearily down bheside me.

“All that work for nothin’,” I said.

Ashbaugh nodded. “They were almost
through too. Hodkey had to go like a mad
dog.”

“Any chance now, Ash?” I asked.

“Oh, yes,” Ash said. “There’s a chance.
There's still time-—if they make it plenty
fast.”

“What'll we do?” I asked, sobbing and
gulping in the vile dusty air.

Ash spread his hands. “Nothin’ to do
but wait, Remy,” he said, his deep chest
laboring as he breathed.

So we sat there waiting, Ash and I,
alone now and waiting. Buried with four
dead men.

WHEN we got to the top of
the shaft the light hurt our
eyes. They carried us out on
stretchers and set us down on
the ground. There were doctors but we
didn’t need them. I lay there shading my
eyes with a black hand and looking
straight up at a clean blue sky bannered
with white clouds. That fresh open air
was the finest thing I ever tasted, and 1
couldn’t get enough of it. But the pressure
of the crowding people smothered us again.

The sunlight was blinding after so much
darkness and our eyes ached and watered.
Everything seemed unreal and queer up
there on top, everything looked new and
strange and different. Everything was
changed.

Voices dinned and buzzed around us.
“Who is it? . . . Who are they? ... It’s
Ashbaugh and the kid . . . Ash and young
Remy!”" A cheer went up and I wondered
what the hell there was to cheer about.
Ash lifted me to my feet, and I was as glad
to have him with me up there as I had
been down below.

There was a great crowd on hand to
watch us come out. People called our
names and milled around slapping our
shoulders and grabbing at our arms. But
even the famihar faces looked strange to
us, and we pulled away from them. It was
better looking at the ground. or the sky
than at the crowding faces. Some men in
uniform made a path for us through the
mob. I stumbled once and Ash caught my
arm and held onto it. Everyone was push-
ing and jostling and staring at us. Ash
and I watched our dirty boots move
against gravel and cinders and grass.

A photographer clutched at Ash’s arm
to drag him in front of a camera. Ash
yanked his arm loose and shouldered the
man away. “Get out of here,” Ash told
him.

“Come on, boys,” pleaded the pho-
tographer. “Just a minute, just one close-
up. Only take a few seconds.”

“Beat it,”” Ash said, knocking the
camera aside with a sweep of his arm.
“Get the hell out with that thing.”

The photographer looked surprised and
scared, and somebody laughed loudly in
the crowd. We went on, shoved and
jammed and jostled, held up by the crowd
of hundreds of people. Flashlight bulbs
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done a better job of beating time to that
old “British Grenadiers” tune. Rhythm-
ically slamming their heads together, the
sergeant didn’t miss a line.

“For when (slam!) there’s trouble
brewing (slamn!)

They always send for me

To start the fun

With a mountain gun

From a mountain batier-ce!”

And, with a final vigorous slam, he
sent the two sprawling across their over-
turned table.

A young artillery captain scrambled up
from beside me and started out to un-
tangle the swearing pile.

“What a tribhute to Colonel Gerald
Grifin!” he grinned. ‘“He wrote that
song for the ‘Double Bottom Club’ near
Havana during the Cuban Pacification of
1906 to '09, and every red-leg loves it!"”

I've learned a lot about soldier songs
since that night, though never again in
quite such a dramatic fashion; for since
time immemorial soldiers have lightened
the hardships of campaign or lessened
the monotony of camyp by singing about
their officers, their regiments, their food
and shelter, the enemy, and the many
little intimate details of their daily life.
It is even recorded that Caesar’s men used
to sing a ribald ballad that reflected on
that great captain’s morals. Yes, and if
old diaries can be relied upon, the ragged
Continentals gleefully appropriated the
tune of British Surgeon Shuckburgh'’s de-
risive Yankee Doodle for verses of their
own that, in number and salty content,
rivalled those of the famous ‘“Made-
moiselle From Armentiéres” and her
worthy successor, “Dirty Gertie From
Bizerte.” One mild example must suf-
fice:

If the first submarine had been a suc-
cess, or if Lord Howe had not gone to bed
with the wife of his Tory commissary of
prisoners, the Continentals might never
have had the fun of singing “The Battle
of the Kegs.” Bushnell's one-man barrel-
like submarine having failed, powder kegs
were ftloated down the river to destroy
the British fleet off Philadelphia. The ice
exploded many, but one ship was sunk; so
for hours the panicky crews and soldiers
on shore poured broarlsides at every mov-
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ing object in the water, greatly disturbing
the amorous dallying of their gallant com-
mander, for—

Sir William, he, snug as a flea,

Lay all this time a-snoring,

Nor dreamed of harm as he lay
warm

In bed with Mrs. Loring.

Now, in a fright, he starts upright,

Awaked by such a clatter;

He rubs both eyes and boldly cries,

“For God’s sake, what’s the
matter?”

Informed that the rebels were ferrying
troops toward the city “in kegs like pic-
kled herring,” Howe issues his orders,
the “‘cannon roar from shore to shore, the
small arms make a rattle”” and, after many
hours and numereus verses—

The kegs, ’tis said, tho’ strongly
made,

Of rebel staves and hoops, sirs,

Could not oppose the powerful foes,

The conquering British troops, sirs.

And so Lord Howe returned to his
love-making.

Many ladies, good, bad, and indifferent,
have prompted the soldier’s lyre since
Lord Howe's adventure, but none has had
such a long and honorable career as the
“Girl I Left Behind Me,"” marching song
of the Seventh U. S. Infantry. We are
told that the regiment obtained it from an
Irish officer captured at the battle of New
Orleans. Certainly the dash and romance
of the Irish is in it, and the tune was
known to harpists of old Erin long hefore
our army was horn. An interesting old
tradition concerns an Irish bandmaster
serving with a regiment in southern Eng-
land. He was such a male coquette that
he was ever bidding good-bye to the vic-
tims of his charms when the regiment
changed stations. In a spirit of sarcasm
his band began to play “The Girl I Left
Behind Me” whenever he was engaged in
one of these sad partings. Thus the piece
became the regimental parting tune. Its
use gradually spread throughout the Brit-
ish Army, so that in time it was con-
sidered disrespectful to the ladies for a
regiment to march away from anywhere
without playing it.
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And then—THE RUDE AWAKEN-
ING! On a bed full of rocks, with a
bolster as hard as a brick; a wrench in
the neck—a rack in the head—a stomach
detestably sick! Sand in the eyes—grit
in the throat, where the taste of last eve-
ning still clung—“I felt a bath towel
stuffed into my throat, which I after-
wards found was my tongue!”

And I groped for the thread of the
evemng before

In the mystified maze of my brain,

Until a great light burst upon me
at last—

“I'm off of the Wagon again!”

No such rude awakening was con-
templated, however, by our airmen of
1918 as they sang “The Passing Pilot,”
that delightful parody on an old western
hobo hallad. “Beside a Belgian ’staminet
when the smoke had cleared away” the
dying pilot coughed a shower of dental
work and gasped—

Oh, I'm going to a better land—
they jasz there every night,

The cocktails grow on the bushes,
so everyone stays tight;

They've torn up all the calendars,
they've busted all the clocks,

And little drops of whiskey come
trickling through the rocks.

After digressing to relate painfully how
he happened to crash, the “passing pilot”
resumes—

Oh, I'm going to a better land
where the motors always run,

Where the eggnog grows on the
eggplant, and the pilots grow a
bun.

They've got no Sops, they've got no
Spads, they've got no Flaming
Fours, -

And Ulittle frosted juleps are served
at all the stores.

In just the same way did our young
knights of the air of World War II, like
their dads in France a generation before,
look Death in the face and laugh. In the
South Pacific they sang—

Oh, B-26’s they rattle and roar,

I don’t want to fly over Munda
no wmore,

Take me back to Brisbane,

Where brass hats clamor in vain;

Oh, my, I'm too wyoung to die—

I want to go home.

But it was their dads at Issoudon,
France, in 1918 who first took over Gitz
Rice’s “I Don’t Want To Go Home"” and
made their own parodies, one of which
went—

The gas tank is leaking, the motor
is dead,

The pilot is trying to stand on his
head.

Take me back to the ground,

[ don’t want to fly upside down!

Oh, my! I'm too young to die!

I want to go home!

Another ’'17-’18 aviator song, set to
the old British Navy tune, “Wrap Me
Up In My Tarpaulin Jacket,” was known
to Yank fliers as “A Handsome Young
Airman.”

A handsowme young airinan lay
dying,

And as on the airdrome he lay,

To mechanics who round him came
sighing

These last dving words he did say:

“Take the cylinders out of wmy
kidneys,

The connecting rods out of wmy
brain,

Take the crankshaft from under
my backbone

And assemble the motor again.”

But the British gave us many other
songs as well. In our earlier wars it was
quite natural that British tunes should be
used for many derisive Yankee parodies.
In the two world wars, however, when
our troops served together, the British
passed on words as well as tunes. In the
late war they gave us “Bless 'Em All”
which we embroidered by adding our own
parodies: “Bless all the Germans, the
sour-pussed ones,” and “Bless all the
Eyties and their dopey sons.” In World
War I they gave us “It’s The Syme The
World Over,” the tragic ballad of the
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“Saved my Life

A God-send for GAS-HEARTBURN”
When excess stomach acld causes painful, suffocating gas, sour
stomach and hearthurn, doctors usually presoribe the fastest-aoting
niedicines koown for symptomatic rellef—medicines like those in
Bell-ans Tablets. No laxative. Dell-ans brings comfort in a fifty
or return bottle to us for double money back. ©

BELL-ANS for Acid Indigestion 25¢
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EARN $$$ EASILY

Selling greeting cards, napkins, coasters, stationery and a
complete line with name on. Costs nothing to try. .Send
for samples and Selling Plan on approval.

JEWEL

1217 Market St., Dept. B, Philadelphia, Pa.

STUDY AT HOME for Business Success
and LARGER PERSONAL EARN-
INGS. 40 years expert instruction—over
114,000 students enrolled. LL.B. Degree
awarded. All text material furnished.
Easy payment plan. Send for FREE
BOOK—"Law and Executive Guidance”

—NOW!

AMERICAN EXTENSION SCHOOL OF LAW
Dept. 13-B, 646 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago 11, Illinois

INVENTORS

Patent laws encourage the d
is registered to practice before !fu U. S Patent Oﬁm Wriu
for further particulars as to patent protection end procedure and
“Invention Record’’ form at once. No obligation.

McMORROW, BERMAN & DAVIDSON

Registered Patent Attorneys
1502 Victor Building Washington 1, D. C.
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START YOUR OWN BUSINESS

on our capital. Always your own boss. Hundreds average 86,000 to
$26,000 Ennual sales year after year. We supply stocks, equipment
on credit. 200 home hecessities. Selling experience unneceseary o
®tart. Wonderful opportunity to own pleasant, rofitahle bualneu
backed by world wide industry. Write RAWLEIGH CO., DEPT.
D-U-PBL, Freeport, lltinois,

Reliable man with car wanted at once call on farmers.
Wonderful opportunity. $15 to 320 in a dny No experience
or capital required. Permanent. Write today.

McNESS COMPANY

Dept. 147 Freeport, lllinole

Calling All Success Seekers! FREE

Sell top line bmlget priced quality shoes for whole Selling
family. 81.00-%3.00 advance commisston every sale. Alds and
Bonus. Bprulg and Suwniner sensations. Amazing fea-

turer. No experience nccded. Write today for

A
outfit, ales
4. C. MOENCH SHOE CO., Dept. PF-1, Boston, Mass.

year. Third, whether you are going to tle
up with a guide or go it on your own, and
whether you'll base at a cabin or set up a
tent camp.

Taking it for granted that you can dope
out the clothing and housing-food angles,
probably what you want to know is about
arms. The best all-around single rifles you
would want for big game, arc the .270, the
.30-06 or the .300. These are adequate for
deer in these areas and in the heavier loads
are sufficient in slugging power for animals
the size of elk. They’d do all right for big-
horns and the common brown bears. Taking
the Western ammo as an cxample, you can
get the .270 in a 130 grain bullet that has a
mid-range trajectory of only 5V inches if
the rifle is targeted at 300 vards. In the
.30-06, the 160 grain load has mid-range of
only 6% inches. The heaviest .270, 150
grain, has mid-range of 7 inches ; the .30-06,
220 grain bullet, mid-range of 9 inches.
That’s pretty flat shooting. The lighter bul-
lets are O.K. for deer; the heavier for elk.

If you're going after Kodiak bears (the
big brownies) or Alaskan moose, you'll
have to pack more slugging power. I'd feel
a lot safer if facing these babics with some-
thing like the .30C or .375 “magnum’ in my
hands.

I don’t mean that you arc not reasonably
safc with say, the .30-06 using 220 grains;
that has sluggmg power. Fact is, one of my
steady hunting pals knocks over big bull
elk with 257 Roberts, the bullet weighing
100 grains; and another tallies with the
250-3000. bullet weight 87 grains. But you
have to be a shot to lay in the bullet at vital
spots. That’s as big a factor as equipment
as such. Unless you have high accuracy,
you'll have more success with something in
the .30 caliher (.30-06, .300, .30-40, or .303)
using loads with bullets from 180 to 220
grains,

You'll find binoculars invaluable. The best
I’ve handled are the 7x35, “zephyr” model:
You can hold this degrec of magnification
in_your hand without too much jiggling.

Hope -this is the information you wanted.

May we remind our readers who are
seeking information through Ask Ad-
venture that it’s a good idea to state the
problem fully. As we say in that little
box above the listing of the A.A. experts:
“Explain your case sufficiently to guide
the expert you question.” For example,
Mr. Carhart sent us the following note
along with the above Jetter—

It would help in answering questions, if
the fellows would tell WHAT they are
going to hunt, WHERIE, WHEN, and
HOW. When they merely say they are
going hunting, it may be moose, civet cats,
hawks, bighorns or Injun squaws. But I
done muh best, podner |

THE END
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Develop your petsonal, creative power! Awdwn the
silent, sleeping forces in your own consciousness.
Become Master of your own life. Push aside all
obstaclea with a new energy you have overlooked.
Rosicrucians know how, and will help you
ly the greatest of all powers in man’s control.
ngate health and abundance for yourself. Write for
Free book, “The Mastery of Life.”” It telis how
you may receive these teachings for study and use.
It means the dawn of a new day for you. Address:
Scribe H.N.W.
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