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For forty-five years ADVENTURE has been publishing stories.

From time to time, certain fiction pieces have won particular praise from readers and critics.
“The Golden Emblem.’ first published in 1935, has always ranked high among these.

I's a story ahbout a killer ship and a crew who loved her not wisely hut too well.

Fe hope you like it.

She carried a captain, two mates, a carpenter, a stew-
ard, cook, and a dozen able scamen—simple men with
furrowed sca-tanned faces and windy eyes. Some were
old, some young. Some bearded, some smooth-faced.

She left the Chincha islands on a blazing day, over-
loaded because of the greed of her owner; her holds
filled with guano—with the dry droppings of ten hun-
dred million seafowl. Her decks were deep in guano
dust. Her masts, spars, rigging, rails were heavily coated
with it. The faces of her people, their hands, their cloth-
ing, were thick with the dry dust.

Trying to break her anchor from the sea bottom, her
seamen grunted.

“It’s stuck in bird dung,” said one.

“She’s a stinkin’ ship,” said another.

“Wi’ a stinkin’ crew,” said a third.

Everyone laughed.

“Heave! Heave, and get that anchor in!” said the
mate.

“T sailed in a ship as carried spices once,” said one
of the crew.

“I sailed in the tea clippers,” said another.

“Quit talking. Save your breath. Heave and break
that anchor away!” said the mate. “Sing! Sing a chantey,
someone!”

“Ow’s a man to sing wi’ his throat full of guano,
sir>” asked a sailor, and again everyone laughed.

Clank, clank, clank, went the windlass pawls, the
windlass revolving slowly as they heaved. The anchor
lifted clear of the sea bottom.

“Run her up now, sons!” the mate said. “Let’s get
her away!”

They ran, trotting slowly round and round the wind-
lass.

“Who gives this here ship her name, sir?” asked a
sailor.

“Wot’s a emblem, sir?” asked another.

“A golden emblem! Aye—wot’s that, sir?” asked still
another.

“Never mind what her name means. Let’s get her
startcd home,” said the mate.

“Where'’s she bound for, sir?” asked one.

“Falmouth,” said the mate.

“Wait till we gets to Falmouth. There’s good beer
in Falmouth,” said one.

“We ain’t there yet,” said another.

“Haw, haw, haw!” wheezed an old fellow, laughing
with a throaty cackle.

“Run! Run her up, son!” said the mate. They ran,
faster, their feet kicking up dust. Clank, clank, clank,
went the windlass pawls.

“Loose the topsails! A man to the wheel!” ordered
the mate when the anchor was up.

“Homeward bound in the Golden Emblem,” shouted

a young fellow, leaping into the rigging to go up and
loose a topsail. “Cripey, but she’s a dirty old tub,” he
said to himself, his hands and feet scattering thick dust
from the rigging.

“Look at the dust fall from that there topsail!” said
a man on deck.

“There’s bird dung down my neck,” said another.

“Go below for breakfast,” said the mate when the
topsails were set, the old bark just moving in the faint
hot air.

They sat in the dusty fo’c’s’le, munching hardtack,
drinking bitter coffee from a dirty, dented old tin pot.

“It’s most blasted hot,” said one.

“It’s always blasted hot at them there Chinchas,” said
another. “We have been here nigh seven weeks a-loadin’
of her. Y’ought to be used to it.”

“My cawfee tastes o' guano.” said onc.

“So does the hardtack,” said another.

“I’s an old story, ain’t it> Wot ye kickin' about?”
asked a third.

“Who's kickin’? D’you like the taste of guano?” asked
the other.

“Lots o’ good beer i’ Falmouth, boys.”

“We ain’t there yet,” said another.

“Haw, haw, haw! Not by a sight we ain’t,” laughed
an old fellow.

Breakfast done, they lit their pipes. A young fellow
spat.

“Coffee, hardtack, baccy—all tastes alike,” said he.

“Turn to! Loose all sail and let’s get her away!” cried
the mate at the fo’c’s’le door.

“If a man could raise a swecat, ’e’d not feel so ’ot,”
said one.

“We're all dried out,” said another. “Seven weeks
at the Chinchas loadin’ guano!”

“What are you men kicking about all the time?” asked
the mate.

“We ain’t kickin’, sir. We was just sayin’ as we’re tired
o’ bird dung,” said one.

“We’ll wash her down as soon as sail’s on her,” said
the mate.

“Id take old Noah’s flood to wash her clean, sir,”
said one.

“Wait till we gets to the Hom! Thatll wash her,”
said another.

“I wisht as we was there,” said a young fellow with
a smooth face.

“You wait till we gets there! Haw, haw, haw!” laughed
an old fellow.

“Quit talking. Never mind the Hom!” said the mate.

“The mate says to never mind the Horn, boys,”
laughed one.

“There’ll be wind enough there wi’out ours, I'll wager,”
said one of the men. (Continued on page 72)
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And to take his six-year-old sister along with him.

His father’s voice was like a heavy club.

“You're a lucky boy to be standing in your father’s
house. If LeClaron hadn’t snatched you from the river,
you'd be there now.”

Jimmy stared hard at the glowing lamp and swallowed
slowly. The other men seated around the table were
motionless and without expression. Little pity he would
have from us.

The winters touch mountain people with a hard hand.
The cold and the wind and the snow-fed rivers. The
fool does not survive, because so often his first wild act
is his last. Therefore, we look seriously on rash behavior
in children and punish it quickly before rashness becomes
a habit.

Y SON raised three fingers and shook them slowly
M in Jimmy’s face.

“You've done three bad things. Most wicked of all,
you almost drowned your sister, not to mention your own
foolish self.

“Then you lost the baddo, because, even if it wasn’t
smashed going over the rapids, it’s on the east bank now,
and when the river rises, as it will tonight because it’s
raining, it will go downstream and be surely lost over
the falls.

“And you lost the rifle, since you had it in the baddo.
It was your grandfather’s for years. Then he gave it to
me. It was a good, powerful weapon and no child’s play-
thing. Now it, too, will be lost. What do you say about
this, boy?”

Still the silent faces. The boy’s face was pale and beside
his tight mouth a small nerve quivered.

His voice was straincd when he spoke, his eyes going
from face to face. “I saw a bear take one of our sheep
and I wanted to go across to kill him. But that’s no
matter. It was wrong to go.” His gaze fell.

The faces were inscrutable.

“I'm sorry I frightened Angelique. She wanted to come.
I shouldn’t have taken her.”

“That’s true,” his father grunted harshly. “You should
not have.” He wasn’t making the apology any easier.

I could sce that the boy was close to tears. But he
didn’t cry. His eyes swung up. His voice began firm and
even, then cracked in the middle as a thirteen-year-old’s
voice would do.

“As for your rifle and the baddo, I'll get them back.”

“How? Its raining now. The river is rising. By to-
morrow this time, the baddo will be gone.”

“I'll walk across at the Seven Rocks.”

There were five seconds of dead silence as we all
starcd at him, our mouths gaping.

And then we laughed.

It was like the gust of a storm, that laughter. Or a
cedar branch that stings, suddenly, the face of the runner.

The Seven Rocks are giant stepping-stones that lie
across the river above the white waters. Each rock is as
big as a house, flat on top but with deep chasms between
them. Eons ago, they must have been joined in a flat
ledge which, cracking or being torn in eight places, had
let the water through.

At low water the Seven Rocks stand above water and
anyone can very easily cross the river on them.

When the water is higher the rocks are covered. A

man may still cross, even though he cannot see the rocks
themselves, by keeping his eye on the dead spruce, the,
guide tree, on the edge of the east bank, and by bracing
himself downstream by means of a strong pole.

But at flood time a man may cross, only if he is a man
of courage, for it takes much courage to take those blind
steps into the furious waters.

In the times of flood the river is two feet and more
above the rocks. The water curls wickedly over them
with a sweep and a sigh, to hurl itself into the white
teeth of the rapids below.

At such times prudent men cross in sturdy boats and
only at the stillwaters, or travel twenty miles to the south
to cross on a bridge. Stories are told of a few strong men
who have crossed the rocks at such times and lived. In
fact, LeClaron in his youth had done it. Once only. Nor
does he talk much about it. His eyes grow dark and
distant at the sound of the river in the flood.

Our laughter didn’t last long.

“You will not cross at the Seven Rocks because you
are only a child,” my son said at last. And every man
at the table grunted assent.

But in that instant I saw a wild light flame suddenly
in the boy’s eyes and I was not sure.

He said no word but turned and walked to the doorway,
bowed to us all and went out. For him the night was to
be long and his dreams heavy with the sound of the
flood-full river.

The night was long for me, too, for I knew that my
grandson was going to try the crossing.

Long before dawn I knew what I would do. I would
be there, and if the current took the boy I would be at a
point of rocks downstream where I could go quickly
into the river with a weighted snubbing rope and a pike
pole. Perhaps I could get him before he was swept into
the white waters. In years past, LeClaron and I had
walked the bobbing timber together as loggers. The terrible
river and its ways were familiar to me. It had not claimed
me then; it might not get me now.

HE rope was ncw. And the pike pole was strong. I did
not have long to wait there in the mist and the roaring
river spray.

When dawn came, I could see that the baddo was
still there. From where I knelt behind two great boulders,
I saw the boy alrcady in the water.

He was slim as an otter and his face was white and
small against the blackness of the cold waters. He had
not yet begun to use the strong cedar pole, but as he
edged his way across the second hidden stone the waters
were alrcady curling swiftly past his knees.

The boat was bobbing against a flat-sided ledge in a
foam-filled eddy on the east bank and as I looked down-
stream I caught a flicker of motion on the bank bechind
me. It was a raft in a cove on my side of the river, above
the rapids. And on it, hidden from the boy, were his
father and Joe LeClaron.

They had a snubbing rope, too, attached to a ring,
heavily stapled into one of the three huge logs. One
strong push of LeClaron’s peavey and the raft would
go flying out into the current and down the river.

They couldn’t see me. I stared and suddenly felt a
surging impulse to laugh as I remembered those two piti-
less faces across the lamplit table. (Continued on page 67)
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BOOTS IN THE FACE

the Bushmen find water, but in such
small quantities that a whole day is
sometimes required to fill a canteen. In
some areas during unusually dry years,
only the water-impregnated roots of deep-
lying gourds and tubers make life possible.

The Kalahari is covered with knce-high
grass tufts which get so dry that the leaves
crumble to tinder at a touch. In the
northwest—the area through which Gwy
and I were traveling—the Kalahari is also
covered with bushes, each just like the
other. Mile after mile, no bush is out-
standing enough to be used as a land-
mark. It’s not unusual for even Bushmen
hunters to get lost in that ocean of
monotony.

The going for the first fifteen miles
wasn’t bad, for the sand was firm, the
night cool. About midnight, a bright
moon rosc swiftly, painting the scattered
bushes with silver. Gwy, like most Bush-
men, was a moon worshiper, and upon
sceing a small shadow slink into darkness
bencath a bush, he paused, raised his
hands, and sang a weird prayer to his
Moon Goddess. As he finished, a snake
wriggled between us. A moment later, a
mouse squealed in death agony. Gwy
immediately squatted on his haunches,
and laid his face on his knees.

“Now what?” I asked.

“The moon,” he moaned, “sent the
snake to tell me one of us must die.”

“Well, Gwy, if one must die, one must
die,” I said. “Don’t chitter about it like
a scared monkey.”

“The serpent came between us, Baas,
and because you were behind, it is not
I who will die, but you.” .

“Well, well, Gwy. If I should go be-
forc you to the Country-Beyond-the-
Thunders, I'll wait for you and Twak
under a palmyra tree beside the trail.”

GWY got slowly to his feet, moved
forward, but after a few steps, paused
and stated solemnly, “Know, O Hunter,
that if you should take the journey into
the Land-of-Much-Water, Twak and I
will send the carcass of Cronje—that
spawn of a crocodile—to follow close
behind you.”

That was the longest specch I'd ever
heard Gwy make. No doubt about it—
the little fellow liked me.

“Thanks, Gwy,” I said.

Soon the sand became soft and dragged
at my feet. I began to sweat and felt the
first urgings of thirst. However, I had
no intention of drinking until we hit
the first water hole, which should be
shortly after dawn. It was a permanent
hole, and always held some water, even
in very dry years.

We arrived there as the sun, after
shooting up advance streamers of violent
pink, hurled itself hot and angry above
the horizon. The sky instantly became a
washed-out blue, and heat haze rose from
the sand. A mirage formed in the sky—
pale blue water with trees at its edge.
My thirst was urgent as I stepped to the
water hole.

Cronje and his gang had contaminated
it with filth!
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There was nothing to do but drink
sparingly from a canteen, rest a little,
and move on. I could have dug down
several feet away from the contaminated
well and waited until water filtered
through the sand, but even after filtering,
that water would have had to be boiled.
There was no time for delay—Cronje’s
party was moving fast. They'd undoubt-
edly kill Twak when they were within
onc day’s journey of Lake Ngami. They’d
probably be doing at least twenty miles
cvery twenty-four hours. That meant that
Gwy and I must do thirty miles between
rest periods. And I now knew that the
Bastaards would purposely make undrink-
able whatever water they found.

We'd keep going while we still had
water in canteens—keep going until thirst
made it impossible to go further. Then
we'd stop, dig, wait, drink and go on.

SI'{UTTING my mind to misery, I
plodded on, eyes half-closed against glare
from the sand so hot that the sweat
soaking through the tough leather of my
boots dried instantly in white streaks. As
midday approached, my whole body cried
for water, and I knew that if I thirsted
much longer, hallucinations would be
added to the mirages already playing
continuously across the sands. I let a
cupful of sun-hecated tea trickle down my
throat, then called to Gwy, who was
coursing about like a dog, to come and
drink. He tipped a small quantity into
his mouth, gargled it, handed back the
canteen, and resumed his shuffling to and
fro as he searched for moisture-impreg-
nated mokuri gourds, which would be our
last resort should there be no other water.

It was good to move on again, for the
moment I stopped to take a breather,
sweat poured from every pore. It soaked
my pants and my shirt. It ran into my
eyes, adding the sting of salt to the
stabbing necdles of glare. Walking, I
sweated less.

Gwy, weary at last of thumping the
ground in vain cfforts to detect mokuris
by sound, said, “Gourds all gone. Duiker
eat.”

Bad news. Gwy meant that little forty-
pound, sharp-hooved duikerbok, famished
for water, had dug up the area’s few
water-impregnated tubers, then migrated
to moister ranges. This left us without
our ace-in-the-hole. With Cronje leaving
ruptured holes, or contaminated water,
we’'d have to dig seepage wells of our
own. If that delayed us long, Twak’s life
wasn’t worth a shilling.

Like Gwy, Twak was a dwarfed, slant-
eyed, yellow-skinned heathen with the
morals of a baboon, the temper of a
cobra, and the courage and loyalty of a
dog. Both brothers had bulging foreheads
and shiny, brown pates sparsely dotted
with tight balls of black wool. Both were
smart enough to act dumb in front of
white folks, particularly the whip-wield-
ing Boers-and Bastaards.

As I slogged through heavy sand, I
pictured Twak digging six-foot wells with
his hands, driven to speed by kicks and
blows. With heat already cooking my

brains, it wasn’t difficult to drop any
quixotic ideas I'd had about capturing
the Bastaards alive. Now I meant to shoot
them on sight.

We came upon the second water hole
unexpectedly that evening at sunset. Be-
fore looking into it, I noticed bloodstains
on the sand piled around the brink, and
hoped Cronje’s gang had been fighting
among themselves. Gwy, however, who
could read a sign as well as I can read
a book, said the blood was from Twak’s
fingers. This scemed likely, for the
Rheoboth Bastaards would never have
done any digging or other physical work
as long as there was a black man who
could be forced to do it for them.

The well was dry, its crusty bottom
pushed through. There was slight seep-
age, though, around the break. To harvest
it, I cut one of my trousers legs off at the
knee, ripped it open and had a piece of
strong duck about twenty inches square.
I laid it across the break in the bottom
of the hole, packed sand on its edges,
patted the cloth down in the center until
it formed a shallow bowl—and waited.

For fifteen or twenty minutes, nothing
happened. Then the khaki-colored cloth
began to darken. More waiting, and a
single drop of clear water formed sud-
denly on the side of the “bowl,” paused,
and like a droplet of mercury, rolled to
the bottom where it collapsed into a
silvery disk. Other drops followed, and
I knew we were safe—for the present.

BY THIS time, both cantcens were
half-empty, so I poured tea from one
canteen in with the water in the other,
leaving one empty canteen to be filled—
maybe. I got out my package of salt,
dropped about half a teaspoonful into
Gwy’s eager palm, and a similar amount
into my own. I handed Gwy the canteen,
and said, “Drink.”

Gwy took a mouthful, rolled it around
in his mouth, swallowed, then with the
expression of a monkey eating peanuts,
popped the salt into his mouth, washed
it down with a big draft, and said, “I
can now brecd like a zebra.”

I licked up my own salt, drank, and °
within minutes, felt strength pulsing
through my muscles. I thought of the
men who'd died on the Kalahari, not
of thirst, but of salt starvation. A human
depleted of salt through excessive, pro-
longed sweating, gets weak. Hands and
feet grow cold, the body is wracked with
chills. The weakness increascs, internal
organs seems to quiver, and the forchead
feels like ice. The victim sinks to the
sand, his mind tortured with visions of
steaming meat, and rivers of water that
he cannot reach. The fantasies fade
quickly as coma develops. The man dies.

Salt would have saved him—the min-
eral salts in any kind of meat. Or if he’'d
taken half a teaspoonful of salt each
day, he’d have lived.

When suffering from prolonged thirst,
a man finds eating almost impossible.
He can walk through the desert for days
with surprisingly little food, but twenty-
four hours without water is his limit.
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Gwy and I had eaten nothing but a
pound or so of sun-dried meat since we’d
started. I was so anxious to rescue Twak
as quickly as possible that I felt no great
need of food. Even so, our biltong
wouldn’t last many more days, and I
knew the time was approaching when
we'd have to find fresh meat. Although
the antelopes had left the area, cats,
mice, lizards and snakes could be cap-
tured at water holes if one had time.
But time was running out for Twak. We
must push on.

I looked into our well, estimated that
at least six hours would be required for
sufficient water to accumulate to see us
to the next hole, and said to Gwy, “Let’s
eat, boy.”

HE DIDN’T answer. I turned to look.
He was curled up on the sand fast
asleep. I took the biltong from around
his neck, cut off a piece and chewed
diligently. I must have still been chewing
when I, too, fell aslecp, for when I
wakened around midnight, the meat was
still in my mouth.

I went to the hole, and using the
screw cap of the canteen, carefully dipped
out about four cups of water into the
empty canteen. I turned to waken Gwy.
He was hunched beside a grass clump,
one hand poised like an adder. The
hand struck. A mouse squeaked, and sec-
onds later, stripped of skin, but not dis-
emboweled, it was sliding down Gwy’s
gullet. I offered him water, but he shook
his head, reached into the well, grabbed
up the empty, water-soaked piece of
cloth, and sucking it happily, stalked off
through the moonlight toward the next
water hole.

Eighteen hours, and thirty-five miles
later, there was still no water hole. Both
canteens were almost empty, and thirst
was upon us. All that long day, mirages
had waxed and waned on shimmering
sands, or had hung inverted in the sky.
Mostly, they were lakes with reed-lined
shores, or pans of flat, white water. Once
a herd of antelope stood against a back-
ground of hazy acacia trees. Slowly the
animals lifted and swelled until they ap-
peared taller than trees. Abruptly, they’d
shrunk in size, become a blur, and van-
ished. Once during mid-afternoon, a
waterfall poured down the distant sky.
We paused to rest, and I tried to chew
some biltong. 1 gagged as it stuck in my
too-dry throat. I took a big mouthful of
water in an effort to wash the meat
down, and fell to my knees, choking.
Gwy kicked me between the shoulders,
and meat and water exploded through
my lips. Gwy grabbed up the partially
chewed biltong, gulped it, then sat on
his haunches watching me.

It's casy for a man to show good
judgment in desert travel when talking
about it while sitting on a grassy bank
beside a rippling stream, but common
sense flees when brains have sun-sim-
mered for days, and miseries of a hcat-
cursed body have become a blanket of
torture. After my attack of retching, I
sat motionless a long time. Almost every
part of my body had its special torment.
The insides of my thighs were chafed
raw from trousers soggy with sweat, or
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raspy and stiff when dry. My right leg,
from which I'd cut the trouser at the
knee, was sunburmed so badly that an
occasional ground-breeze seemed to set it
on fire. My belly kept cramping as though
trying to eject a cold rock, and waves of
nausea swept me. My lips were split, my
tongue and throat seemed covered with
prickly hairs. My eyes ached.

I blamed Cronje for it all, and finally
got to my meet, determined to brew a
hell broth for the Bastaard.

As I started out again, with Gwy
trotting around me like a spaniel, I de-
cided to go without water and food until
nightfall—a decision that no sane man
would have made. I began paying for that
mistake within an hour when I started
thinking that the mirages were real. This
frightened me, so I walked with head
down, eyes on the sand in front of my
feet. I bumped into bushes from time
to time. My rifle, slung across my back,
became heavier and heavier. I unslung
it, stumbled against another bush,
tripped and went to my knees within
three feet of a brownish-purple Gaboon
viper that lay half-buried in the sand.

For moments the viper stared at me,
then lifted its loathsome lump of a head,
shrugged its bloated body into a half-
loop, opened its mouth a good four
inches, unfolded long, deadly fangs, and
prepared to strike. I smashed it with my
rifle, and the butt broke off just back
of the bolt. In a frenzy, I beat the
writhing body to a pulp with the rifle
barrel. For a time I continued to kneel,
only half-aware that Gwy was picking
up pieces of bruised snake flesh and
stuffing them into his mouth.

I remember wondering if, after I'd
killed Cronje, Gwy’d eat that body too.
The thought upset me, and I stumbled
to my feet to take up the weary trek
again.

ONCE more I walked with eyes
focused at my feet, but this time my head
was filled with delightful visions—a gourd
of ice-cold beer so large that both hands
were required to lift it . . . a wide river
of blue water which, submerged to my
lips, I was swallowing in huge gulps . . .
a rainstorm in which I stood naked,
wonderfully cool.

Suddenly water lapped at my feet,
and I lifted my eyes to see ncarby bushes
standing in a copper-specked lake. “This
is real,” I said, and bent to drink. The
water vanished . . .

When I came to, I was on my back,
with what I thought was fresh milk
filling my mouth. I opened my eyes.
Gwy was holding a cantcen to my lips.
I drank avidly, then cursed as Gwy
jerked the canteen away, handed me a
large, skinned and gutted lizard, and
said, “Now you eat, Baas. Drink more
bye-'m-bye.”

I chewed at the raw flesh without
interest, and after a few swallows, felt
less fuzzy. I reached for the canteen. It
held only a scant mouthful.

“What the hell happened to the
water?” I snapped.

“You sick. You take him.”

“I drank it all?”

“Drink little—spill big,” Gwy said,

and pointed to a moist circle on the
sand.

“Good Lord! Didn’t you get any?”

“I drink water from lizard’s belly, O
Hunter.”

I felt too wobbly to get to my feet,
so I lay back and closed my eyes. I
didn’t rest for long, because ants got to
me, and fleas attacked my sunburned calf.
I knew we’d left Gobabis less than forty-
eight hours ago, but that seemed far in
the past. In fact, almost everything that
had happened before this journey seemed
distant and hazy. Forty-eight hours! For
a guy ordinarily able to take care of him-
self, it hadn’t taken me long to botch up
this trip.

“Gwy,” I said, “when did you first
notice I'd gone nuts?”

He looked at me blankly, pretending
not to understand.

“Answer, you damned heathen.”

“Master,” he said, “the hyena with no
milk cannot nurse pups.”

I thought that over, didn’t get it, and
said, “The ass that moos like a cow is still
an ass. Speak straight.”

“You fecd your head no mecat, Baas,
so it must fill itself with wind.”

I REALIZED then that during the last
forty hours, I'd eaten a total of no more
than a pound of biltong. I couldn’t have
eaten much food during the heat of the
days had I wanted to, but neglecting to
eat at night is madness. The strangest
thing about desert delirium is that when
you’re sanc again, you remember every-
thing—delusions, hallucinations, imbecili-
ties, hysteria. And you remember the
physical agonies, living them over and
over in memory. Always the wonder re-
mains that during the sickness, truths
seemed lies, aberrations seemed realities.

“Gwy,” T said, “that lizard I ate
has pushed the wind from my head. It
can’t be far to the next water. We’ll make
the well clean when we find it, and you
can catch mice and snakes. We’ll eat
hearty.”

“Better we cat soon, Baas. Now I hunt.
You sleep.” Gwy grinned and cut out into
the desert, his small short-handled shovel
hanging from the back of his belt like
a beaver’s tail.

The late afternoon sun burned its way
across the colorless heavens, and the
whitish sands seemed almost at melting
point. On all sides, hot air rose in weav-
ing, wavering sheets. Gwy had left the
chunk of biltong, but I didn’t dare eat
any, for without water, it would have
created thirst. For a time I just sat and
watched the sea of bushes dance, swell
and shrink in the heat mirage. Then once
more, physical miseries engrossed me.

The pain in my sunburned leg had
diminished, but my feet tortured me.
I took off my boots and groaned as pieces
of skin came off with my socks. I dug
a deep hole with my hands, put my feet
in it and covered them with the com-
paratively cool sand. At first the pain
set up a buzzing in my head, but it sub-
sided, and for the first time in many
hours, I felt comfortable and relaxed.
When I suddenly realized that I'd not be
able to get my boots back on again, my
sense of well-being vanished.
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The next half-hour was a low point of
my life. I, who'd always been able to
handle any emergency, was being de-
feated by the desert as easily as if I'd
been a greenhom. I tried to figure out
why I'd violated the rules I'd known.
The only answer was: “The sun—the
damned sun.” But there was more to it
than that, I decided. I'd allowed my
anger at Cronje, and my urgency to
rescuc Twak, to take possession of me
to the exclusion of good sense. Well, 1
was learning the hard way.

No water. No food. No rifle. And
probably unable to walk, cven if I could
have put on the boots that were drying
and shrinking beside me. I came close
to crying.

THEN I thought of Twak. I knew that
in his savage heart therc was no doubt
that Baas Jones would rescue him. He
might be beaten and starved, but nothing
would lessen his faith in me. Self-pity
vanished in a surge of disgust with myself.

[ urinated on my socks, wrung them
out, laid them on the sand, and in five
minutes they were dry. I brushed my
feet clean, put on the socks, tried the
boots, but the pain was too much. I put
the boots aside, got up and tried walking
in my socks. After a few faltering steps,
I knew I could do it.

I looked around for Gwy and spotted
him on hands and knees about a hundred
yards away. We must get started again.
I tied my boots to my belt with their
laces, and deciding that in a fight, the
broken rifle might come in handy as a
club, I picked up the barrel, but dropped
it quickly as the sun-heated metal
scorched the base of my thumb and fore-
finger. I let the rifle lay, picked up the
empty canteens, the hunk of biltong, and
sct out after Gwy.

Because I was wearing wool socks in
soft sand, Gwy didn’t hear me. As I
approached, I heard him saying, “You
are made of water, O Moon, and I have
here another of your children.”

He drew a circle in the sand with his
toe, crawled about on his knees, paused,
got up and drew another circle, then
said, “You breed like a spotted cat, O
Moon Mother.”

“Gwy, let’s get . . .” My words were
cut off as Gwy whirled, and threw some-
thing. I ducked just as his knife flashed
past my face. When he saw it was I who'd
startled him, he made fast clicking noises
in his cheek, cursing me. Then he smiled
abruptly and said, “I find Moon babies,
Baas.”

“Loroshuas?”

“It is so,” and he pointed to five or
six circles he’d made in the sand.

Near the center of cach circle was a
dried, broken stem about the size of a
thin pencil. I'd never seen loroshuas be-
fore, but had heard of them, and knew
that buried about eighteen inches below
these stems were the Moon babies of the
Bushmen—single tubers the size of small
pumpkins with flesh that was ninety per
cent water. Loroshuas—salvation in the
desert!

Gwy didn’t bother with his shovel, but
dug with his hands, throwing sand back
between his legs like a terrier. He lifted
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out a big, round fruit, handed it to me
and said, “Now, O Father, you need no
more break wind with your head.”

I broke the loroshua open, and with
Gwy, shared the most satisfying meal I'd
ever eaten—food and drink in one pack-
age.

For a while I just sat, growing wearier
by the minute, thinking only of the hot
sand under me, wishing I had the encrgy
to dig down a few inches for a cooler
seat for my fanny. But movement re-
quired too much effort.

A few yards away, Gwy was trying to
catch a snake that had twisted itself
around a branch near the top of a low
bush. I wondered idly why he didn’t hit
it with the shovel still hanging against
his rear, but interest flagged, and I closed
my eyes. Almost immediately, every part
of my body was stabbed simultaneously
with red-hot ncedles. Thinking I'd been
attacked by an army of ants, I stripped
off my clothes in nothing flat. There was
not one ant on me. I rubbed, scratched
and slapped. The needles kept stabbing,
stabbing.

Beside me, Gwy, with a limp, headless
serpent dangling from his hand, said,
“Good, Baas. Soon you sweat.”

He’d hardly spoken before the stabbing
needles ceased, and the fire in my body
was replaced by coolness. I was sweating!
With sudden surprise, I realized I'd not
been perceptibly sweating for some time.

Death had been close, and I'd not even
guessed it.

When a man stops sweating, his tem-
perature rises, slowly at first, then more
rapidly, until coma comes and he literally
cooks. Gwy and his “Moon babies” had
saved me. Even as I'd caten, blood had
already begun withdrawing from my
capillaries. It was loroshua water that
had started normal functioning again. I
learned later that the stabbing needles
had been the capillaries protesting as
blood again surged through them.

I put my shirt and shorts on, and was
about to step into my pants, but paused.
I'd been looking at the five loroshua
tubers Gwy’d dug, wondering how we’d
carry them. Now I knew what to do.

I used half a bootlace to tie the bot-
toms of my trousers together, then pushed
the loroshuas into them—four into the
long leg, my boots and one loroshua into
the cut-off leg. Then I buttoned the
fly, tied the top of the pants with the
other bootlace, and with bare shanks,
stood in the dying daylight, feeling like
a fool.

When I'd decided to use my pants to
carry the loroshuas, I'd emptied the
pockets, putting my knife and package
of wax Vestas (matches) in a shirt
pocket. The cartridges, of no use to me,
I'd thrown on the sand. On impulse, I
now picked up four of them and put
them in the other shirt pocket.

Gwy, who'd watched me convert my
trousers into a bag, stepped near and
admiringly touched the white skin of
my thigh. By discarding pants, I'd gone
up in his estimation. White men wearing
clothes are soft touches for the desert.
Bushmen, wearing nothing but thong
belts around waists and leather bags be-
tween legs, thrive.

As I gathered up the makeshift pack,
I paused to watch the ruby-copper sun
touch the western horizon and begin to
melt like a ball of butter. It sank quickly
in its own fiery juices until there was
nothing left but a spreading molten strip
on the edge of the world. As red faded
from the sky, the air became cooler and
the sea of bushes shaded from gray to
lavender, then purple, and finally black.

“We’ll walk in the darkness, Gwy,”
I said. “My legs are afraid of the sun.”

“Truly, O Baas,” he answered, “your
legs are flowers of the Moon, that bloom
only at night.”

I don’t think two more peculiar char-
acters ever contended with the Kalahari.

“Here comes that bore with his card tricks.”
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Gwy acted all dressed up as he walked
with trenching shovel patting his pos-
terior, the flitch of biltong a grotesque
pendant against his little round belly.
As for myself, even in the darkness, I
was cmbarrassed by knobby knees faintly
flashing in and out below my shirttail.
After scveral experiments in carrying the
tuber-stuffed trousers, I'd scttled on a
comfortable method—astride my neck.

With  canteens  thumping  emptily
against hipbones, I followed Gwy for
about three hours, my feet comparatively
casy in my socks, my body free of chafing.
There was little in the mcat of loroshuas
that stuck to the ribs, however, and long
beforec midnight, ravenously hungry, we
stopped and alternately chewed loroshua
and biltong.

So far, there’d been no sign of a well,
so I assumed Cronje had made a double
march. That meant we'd probably not hit
a well until after sunrise. Its water, of
course, would be undrinkable, but we
were making good time, so could afford
a short delay to clean it up.

My hours of desert madness had taken
their toll, though, and shortly after mid-
night I was beset by growing weariness.
Biltong and tuber water revived me from
time to time, and I went on and on, my
mind practically blank, my feet doing
their job montonously and cndlessly.

WITH the first hint of dawn, we

stopped to devour the next-to-the-last
loroshua. 1 saw that the chunk of biltong
had dwindled to less than a pound. We'd
rcally been tucking it in. Nearby bushes
began crecping out of blackness, and
fingers of fire ran along the castern
horizon before us. Almost at once the
sun boiled into view, making the morning
a furnace. As I stood, about to put on
my trousers again, Gwy said, *‘Water,
Baas!™

He pointed to a small flight of grouse
flashing from nowhere toward a cluster
of stunted acacia trces. Over the tree-
tops the grouse jerked suddenly upward,
breaking formation in all directions.
They'd been slanting in for a drink—
which meant a pan nearby. They'd scat-
tered wildlv—which meant men were
there—for grouse wouldn’t panic at sight
of animals.

Men! Probably wandering Bushmen,
or Bechuanas. They could hardly be
Cronje and his gang—not so soon. Still,
they might be, so I threw my pants aside
and followed Gwy on hands and knees
as he crept forward from bush to bush.
There were ten trees, the ground beneath
them covered with small, dry, thorny
branches. By the time we'd reached a
fallen tree, whose dead branches hung
down over a twelve-foot bank at the dry
river's edge, my palms and knees were
thoroughly gouged. In wriggling over a
bone-dry snag, my shorts caught and
ripped up the back so they hung from
my waist like an apron. And then I heard
voices—white men’s voices.

A foot or two ahead of me, Gwy held
up a hand in waming. I crawled to his
side and peered through the twisted limbs
of the fallen tree. About forty feet out on
the river bed was a shallow pan of water,
and beside the pan sat Kotze, staring at
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his feet. Cronje, a .303 Lee-Enfield
grasped in a hairy hand, stood back a
little, eyeing Marais and Jorrisen, seated
side by side, directly below us. Twak,
looking like a skeleton covered with yel-
low skin, sat on the sand back of Kotze,
hands tied behind him, head resting on
hunched knees.

All were gaunt, the skin of their faces
stretched tight across checkbones, eyes
sunken like holes in a skull. Beards were
ragged and dusty, mouths hung loose. I
recalled that I'd scen no evidence of
their having caten at any water holes we'd
passed. They were starving.

Gwy twittered suddenly like a frantic
bird, and after a pause, Twak twittered
in reply. Instantly, the four Bastaards
turned toward Twak and stared at him
broodingly.

Kotze licked his lips, then said hoarse-
ly, “Fleisch! Mcat! I must have mcat!”
His voice rose hysterically.

Cronje twitched his rifle toward Kotze’s
belly, then indicating a pile of grass and
dried brush, said, “When the water bags
are filled, we'll eat. Four days to Ngami.
Without the Bushman, remember, we’ll
find no more water. Four men—four
days.” He tossed four empty canvas
water bags toward Kotze and ordered
him to fill them.

Kotze knelt and began dipping water
with a spoon-shaped piece of bark.

We had only our knives, and Gwy's
little shovel. Gwy’s knife could be
counted on for at least one Bastaard,
if we rushed them, but getting the other
three, I figured, would be up to me. At
best I was no superman, and now that
the big moment had come, I felt drained
of energy.

Gwy, eyes like a cobra’s, whispered,
“They eat Twak, Baas.”

“I know,” I said.

We were no match for four knife-
wiclding Bastaards, plus a .303. It
wouldn’t do Twak any good for us to
end up dead. With odds as they were,
we’d have to wait for an opportunity to
steal Cronje’s rifle. Of course, if they
decided to kill Twak before I could arm
myself, we’d do the best we could.

FLAT on our bellies behind the fallen
tree, we watched Kotze approach and
hang a filled water bag on a large,
twisted root protruding from the sand-
bank. It hung a bit above Marais’s hcad,
about five feet below us. Dark moisture
gathering on the bag’s surface set my
thirst raging, and I was tempted to try
to rcach it with a hooked stick. And
then I got my big idca—to wait until
all four bags were hanging, then steal
them. Without the bags, the Bastaards
wouldn’t dare leave the little pan.
We’d caten the last of the loroshua
and biltong, so I sent Gwy to hunt for
more tubers, and lay itching and sweat-
ing. Kotze dipped water monotonously
into a bag. Cronje sat at a little distance,
rifle across lap, eyes shifting continuously
from Kotze to Jorrisen and Marais. He
sat with open mouth, yellow teeth bared.
Below me, Jorrisen and Marais mumbled
together like a pair of baboons. I paid
little attention to what they were saying
until I heard my own name. Then cup-

ping hands to my ears, I listencd intently
for a long time. I couldn’t get all they
said, but gathered enough to figure out
their situation.

Evidently Marais, Jorrisen and Kotze
had agreed they’d kill Cronje if they
got a chance. None except Cronje be-
lieved that I was on their trail. Cronje
had fired all but one cartridge of his
ammunition at small night prowlers with-
out bagging even one cat. With that lone
cartridge, he'd held the others in line,
threatening to shoot the first one who
refused to obey. An attempt to kill Cronje
would take place after they'd caten and
had regained strength enough to fight.

AT DUSK Gwy returned with a small
turtle and one mokuri gourd. I chewed
on raw turtle leg, ate half the mokuri,
and felt stronger. Kotze filled the fourth
water bag and hung it with the others.
As he rctumed to the pan, Marais and
Jorrisen joined him there.

It was still too light to risk stealing
the water bags, so I trimmed a thomn
branch, tied my open knife to it, pushed
it down through the tree-branch screen
and punctured all four.

The water dripped silently, and it
wasn’t until the bags were almost empty
that Cronje noticed the moist spot grow-
ing on the sand. Herding the others
before him, he came over and stared
aghast at the four collapsed bags.

Kotze screamed, “Fleisch! Wil fleisch
krij! Meat! I'll have mcat!” as he drew
his knife and rushed Cronje.

Cronje shot him through the head.

Running, Jorrisen and Marais scemed
to realize suddenly that Cronje now had
no more bullets, and turning, drew their
knives as they came back. Knceling near
Kotze’s body as if cxamining it, Cronje
shallowly covered the dead man’s fallen
knife with sand. Then he stood crect,
drew his own knife and faced Marais
and Jorrisen.

Jorrisen gave Marais a push and said,
“Get behind him. Make quick.”

Marais circled like a wary dog.

Cronje, holding his knife by its point,
hilt out to Marais, said, “Take the knife,
Klaas. I cannot defcat two. Take my
knife, and we can talk, ja?”

Marais looked at Jorrisen. Jorrisen
said, “Take his knife.”

Marais rcached for the knife. Cronje
dropped it. As Marais stooped to pick
it up, Cronjc scooped up Kotze's blade
and buried it in Marais's back. Jorrisen
laughed aloud.

“We are two now, Jorrisen,” Cronje
declared. “Four were too many. Knock
the Bushman on the head while I light
the fire.”

Jorrisen said to Twak, “Stand up.”

Twak didn’t move.

Jorrisen took two quick steps and
kicked him in the face. Blood spurted
as Twak crumpled.

Gwy, only a shadow in the light ot the
mounting flames, leaped over the bank.
Two seconds later, his knife, driven up
through the stomach, was deep in Jorn-
sen’s chest. Jorrisen staggered a few steps,
went to his knecs, then fell. Gwy knelt be-
side his brother, making clucking noises.

I don’t remember dropping from the
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have hit me hard. This one, under the
sunbum and lumpy clothes, was pretty.
All T could do for a time was stare.

She looked scared, ready to run, but
that could be the gun I still held on her.
So far as I could see, she was unarmed, so
I holstered my gun, dismounted, shooed
the mare and mule toward the pool below
the spring, then walked over to the grave
where the girl stood.

“Who died?”

“My brother.”

“What did he die of?”

SHE didn’t get to answer that one.
There was a small sound back of me, a
click of metal on metal that is the coldest
sound in the world—the sound of a gun
being cocked.

I spun around, and I never drew a gun
faster, but there was nothing I could see
to shoot at. For a moment I thought I
might have mistaken a clink of the mare’s
shoe against rock, then a rifle cracked
from the rocks back of the spring, some-
thing socked my gun hard, and the gun
just disappeared from it. For another sec-
ond I stared stupidly at the graze across
my thumb and forefinger, then I whirled
toward my rifle on the mare fifteen feet
away. But a wamning bullet plowed the
sand in front of me, and then I pulled up
short.

“Don’t be a damned fool, mistuh.” Tt
was a man’s voice from the rocks back of
the spring.

“Don’t try it,” the girl begged from be-
hind me. “Bragan will kill you.”

If he was good enough to shoot the
gun out of my hand, he could sure make
a sieve out of me before I got to the mare.
I didn’t try a thing.

“Get your hands up.”

I put them up.

The man—Bragan she’d called him—
came from behind the rocks. He was limp-
ing painfully like his left leg hurt him a
lot. The pants leg was slit, and I could
see the bloody bandage under it. He
stopped ten feet from me, his rifle held
carelessly but pointed at my stomach.

“I reckon you’re the law.” His voice
was soft and southem, and he was smiling
a little, but not like he was amused.

That question took the last ray of hope
from me. He was on the run from the
law. I thought about all that gold packed
on the mule, and I got a sick feeling in-
side me.

“Well, are you?” he asked.

“NO."

“Then what are you doing here?”

“Prospecting.”

“Kind of late in the season, ain’t it?"”

Bragan was fully as tall as me, but so
lean that at first glance he looked gaunt.
His face was a narrow wedge broken by
a wide yellow mustache, and his faint
smile showed teeth that were strong and
discolored. He had a big blade of a nose,
and above it his eyes were pale gray,
somehow flat, and the cold unblinking
look of them tumned his smile into nothing
at all. '

“What you got in the way of grub?”

“Beans, flour, bacon. Not much.”

“It'll do.” The pale eyes watched me,
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and the smile widened a little like he
could guess what was going on inside me,
and he was enjoying it. “What’s your
name, stranger?”

“Miller. Roy Miller.”

“Well, rest easy, Miller. All we want is
your grub. And your animals.”

Behind me the girl let out a little sigh.
Maybe she was relieved, but I sure wasn’t.
Being set down in the desert thirty-five
miles from the next water hole, with no
horse and no food is serious enough; but
that wasn’t the real cause of the sick
feeling I had. It was the gold. Maybe he
didn’t intend to kill me now, but when he
found all that gold, things were going to
be different. He’d know I'd follow him
a long ways to get that back. Unless I was
dead.

“Kate, you rustle up a fire. I'll get his
grub.” Bragan limped over to the mule,
his eyes never off me more than a split
second and the rifle steady. He dug into
the mule’s pack.

I said quickly, “All the grub is on the
mare.” Which was the truth.

But I was too late. He was already in-
terested in what he saw in the mule’s
pack, his eyes flicking up at me and back
to the pack, the rifle unwavering across
the mule’s neck. My muscles tightened.

Beside me the girl Kate spoke in a low,
scared voice. ‘“Please don’t try anything.
He promised me he wouldn’t kill you un-
less he had to.”

I looked at her in the fading light, and
she was so scared the whites of her eyes
showed all around.

I didn’t get a chance to try anything,
because by now Bragan had hobbled pain-
fully back until he was six feet from us.
He was still smiling but he was breathing
hard through his mouth now, and his pale
eyes were squeezed to slits.

“Where’d you get all the gold?”

“A long way from here.”

“How much you got?”

“About seventy-five pounds.”

Beside me Kate sucked in her breath
sharply.

Bragan said, “Any more where that
came from?”

“No. It was a small placer and I
worked it all.”

He nodded like that was all he wanted
to know. “Stand away from him, Kate.”

“No!” She stepped in front of me.
“You promised—"

“Stand aside!”

I had nothing to lose now. I grabbed
Kate under the arms, and I didn’t just
shove her—I threw her at him. Then I
dug out for the shelter of the rocks back
of the spring. Behind me I could hear
Kate scream something, then Bragan’s yell
that could have been the pain of her
crashing into his wounded leg; but there
were no shots yet, and I didn’t stop at the
rocks at the foot of the canyon wall. I
started up the steep slope like a scalded
dog. I figured if I could get far enough
up before he started to shoot, I'd be safe,
because he couldn’t climb with that bad
leg, and he sure couldn’t get a horse up
there.

I was a good thirty feet up before the
first shot cracked. It was a wide miss that
smacked off the rocks to my left. Below
me the girl was screaming something that

sounded like “Run! Run!” so I kept going.
The second shot was even wider, and 1
knew then that the girl must be knocking
the barrel aside every time he tried to
shoot. I kept climbing, and after what
seemed like a hundred years, I was over
the top, flat on my face on the other side
of the ridge, trying to get my breath back.

Then I heard some more yells from
Bragan; I pecked over the top, and I got
a surprise. Kate was scrambling up the
slope toward where I was; and below her
Bragan was waving the rifle and yelling,
“Come back, Kate! I ain’t mad at you!”

Kate kept right on climbing.

“Don’t be crazy, Kate! It's thirty-five
miles to water, and more like seventy-five
to supplies. If you go, you'll die.”

Kate kept climbing.

I called, *‘Over here, Kate,” and Bra-
gan winged a shot barely a foot to the left
of my head. I ducked and stayed down.

Finally Kate was over the top and be-
side me, breathing hard.

“Much obliged for what you did down
there,” I said.

She nodded. “Can you get us out of
the desert?” she asked breathlessly.

“Maybe.”

“That’s what I hoped. That's why I
made him promise not to kill you. I
hoped he’d leave you here alive, then
later I could escape from him to you,
and you could get us out of this hor-
rible—"

“Look, maybe you better start over at
the beginning. What’s Bragan done to
have the law after him?”

“He and my—my brother tried to rob
a stagecoach up near Lancha. You know
where that is?”

“Yes.” It was a silver boom town up in
Nevada.

“Bragan killed the driver, but the Wells
Fargo messenger stood them off. He
wounded them both. They rode into
Lancha where I—well, where I worked.
They said the law was right behind them
and they were going to hit for the desert
to shake them off. Oliver—my brother—
was badly hurt. I begged him not to try
it, but he figured it was his only chance,
so—"" She broke off, still trying to get her
breath back.

Below us Bragan yelled, “Honest, I
ain’t mad, Kate! You come on down.
Look, I'll leave that fella some grub and
a canteen, and you and me’ll ride out.”

He sure wanted her back bad.

“My brother was determined to go,”
Kate went on. “Somebody had to go
along and take care of him. I knew that
cold-blooded killer Bragan would leave
him to die if he became too much of a
drag on him. So I went along.”

“That sure wasn’t smart.”

“He was my brother.”

Well, that’s women for you. If it’s
somebody they love, that seems to be rea-
son enough to do almost anything for
them. I could guess the rest of it: The
horses pushed until they died in the heat,
her brother dead of his wounds, and then
me riding into the mess without sense
enough to listen to what the buckskin
mare had tried to tell me.

CHAPTER TWO

THERE wasn’t much light left in the
west now, but in the east a big moon was
rising back of the mountains, and I could

ADVENTURE

































ADDRESS
POSTCARDS
AT HOME/'/

wride BOX 14, BELMONT, MASS.




troops, like mad dogs, screamed and bel-
lowed and broke ranks. They ran into
the stream until it reached their lips
and pushed and crushed and drank so
deep that quite a few drowned in the
process. It should be said here as a
tribute to one man, who must have
been an unbelievable leader, that at this
time not one single member of his High-
land Brigade broke formation.

After this, one might have expected
that the army was in desperate condition,
but once having drunk their fill, the
men fell back into ranks, crossed the
river, and went on to face their greatest
challenge, the crossing of the Alma River
ahead.

When the men reached the near shore
of the river the cannons began and, at
last, the war with the Russians was on.
Even as the men were blown to pieces in
the ranks the officers and the noncoms
went up and down the files, lining up
their men and dressing up their ranks.
It was better to be dead than to enter
into the glory of battle in an undignified
way.

Krross the river and up the long, roll-
ing, sprawling slopes, the regiments
paraded. The famous French general,
Cranrobert, who had seen many an attack
in his lifetime, had never seen anything
like this before. “My God,” he said,
“they are going under fire as if they were
drilling in Hyde Park.”

IIEY never should have made it. It
was impossible and hopeless, but the
never-flinching line finally broke the
morale of the Russian defenders—they
had been told this couldn’t happen—and
they fled. The British had won one of
the most one-sided, preposterous battles
in military history. Once more their in-
credible courage had won victory in a
situation where wise soldiers never would
have ventured. But how long could monu-
mental courage cover up for the crimes of
monumental stupidity and monumental
inefficiency?

The answer was not too long in com-
ing. The war was far from over and the
routed Russians had holed up in the strong
fortress of Scbastopol. A siege was tried
but found futile, and while the British
staff was floundering about for a plan,
the Russians made a surprise counter-
attack. It was only partially successful,
but in the course of it the Russians cap-
tured a battery of “British Naval guns
which were manned by Turks.

This, according to the romantic folk-
lore of the day, simply wouldn’t do. Lord
Ragland, like most British officers and
in direct contradiction to historical fact,
went by the maxim that the great Duke
of Wellington had never lost a gun. Many
times Wellington had left guns behind
to save his men, but in the Victorian
age this was ignored. The great gentlemen
soldiers preferred to live by myths—even
though someone always had to pay for
those myths with arms, legs and lives.
The guns must be gotten back no matter
what the cost.

The situation was this. To the front
of the British position, defending the
little port of Balaklava, was North Valley.
It was about two miles long. On the
right was a high, trecless hill called
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the Causeway Heights. The Heights were
loaded with thousands of Russian rifle-
men and batteries of artillery and huge
mortars. On the left, ringing the length
of the valley, are the Fedioukine Heights.
They, that day, were likewise primed and
loaded for bear. At the head of the
valley was an unnamed hill on which the
Russians had crammed every gun, cav-
alryman and rifleman they could get
there. There was not one square foot of
the valley that was not under observation
and capable of being struck by every
weapon in the Russian arsenal. For a man
to walk into that valley was to commit
suicide.

On October 25th, Lord Ragland issued
his fourth order of the day:

“Lord Ragland wishes the cavalry to
advance rapidly to the front—follow the
enemy and try to prevent the enemy
carrying away the guns. Troop Horse
Artillery may accompany. French cavalry
is on your left. Immediate. (Sgd) R.
Airey.”

The order was given to a wild, hot-
headed young Irish officer named Nolan
who had little respect for any of his
superior officers. He felt that they had
wrecked the glorious cavalry by their
stupidity and their lack of guts.

Nolan rode up to Lord Lucan and
thrust the message under his nose. Lucan
tried to read the message and make some
sensc out of it. After minutes of studying
the cryptogram, Lucan, in charge of the
Heavy Brigade, rode up to Lord Cardi-
gan, his brother-in-law and eternal enemy,
and handed him the order, saying it meant
to attack at once. The facts are that no
one down below knew exactly where the
guns were. Ragland didn’t seem to feel
that was necessary. He, on top of a high
hill, could see the guns perfectly well.
The guns were to the right, on top of the
Causeway Heights. In attacking the
Heights the cavalry might draw fire from
the opposite hills and some from the end
of the valley, but at least an attack in
this direction was believable.

While Cardigan pondered the order,
young Nolan, mad with impatience, kept
insisting they attack at once. Pointing
down at the mouth of the valley, to the
hill at the end of it bristling with batteries
and thousands of men, he said, “There,
my lord, is your enemy; there are the
guns.”

The rest has been made so famous by
Tennyson’s poem that the story almost
doesn’t need re-telling.

LORD CARDIGAN lined up his Light
Brigade. In the first rank he put the 13th
Light Dragoons and the 17th Lancers.
In the second rank he put his own 11th
Hussars, resplendent in their tight little
coats and cherry-colored pants, topped
with gold trim and filigree. In the third
rank went the 4th Light Dragoons and
the 8th Hussars.

At the head of the whole force went
Lord Cardigan himself; alone, five lengths
ahead of anyone. Someone had blundered.
He knew that. He must have been think-
ing about it and was probably already
composing in his head a scathing letter
to send to Lord Ragland about the whole
business.

But now it was his duty to advance.

He was an officer and gentleman first,
not a petty squabbler.

He lifted his sword, dropped it, a
trumpet sounded, and in almost a hush
the seven hundred troopers of the Light
Brigade trotted, in perfect order, out
onto the floor of the valley. From the
first moment, they were greeted by a
deadly storm of everything the Russians
could throw at them. They could not
have been more amazed than was Ragland
from his hill top. The Light Brigade
failed to wheel toward the Causcway.
They were going straight down the valley.

“Cannon to right of them,
Cannon to left of them,
Cannon in front of them . ..
Into the jaws of death,
Into the mouth of hell
Rode the six hundred.”

The horses and their riders began drop-
ping by ones and threes and fives. Mad-
dened and wounded horses tried to smash
the tight ranks of horses around them
and get away from this booming, seering,
pounding hell. From a cliff above, the
French general Bosquet cried out, “This
is magnificent, but it isn’t war.”

And still Cardigan rode on, refusing
to let anyone ride up to him and pass
him although the press was tremendous
from behind. Anything would have been
better, but they continued to trot. Never
in history had there been such a display
of incredible self-control and discipline.

All was lost from sight then, but a
few moments later those who could see
were grceted with an unbelievable sight.
Out of that bloody, horrible morass ap-
peared Cardigan, trotting down the cen-
ter of the valley alone. The entire might
of the Russian army trained its fire on
one lonc rider and still he continued to
jog along, ignoring the wounded, scat-
tered all around him and utterly ignoring
the thousands of rounds of artillery and
rifle fire that screamed around his head
and body.

That was the end of the glorious,
brilliant Light Brigade. The 13th Light
Dragoons came out of the valley with
two officers and eight men and the lead
17th Lancers had less than forty troopers
left. Out of the 700 brave men who rode
down into the jaws of death less than
two hundred ever came out.

It was glorious, yes, but the British
people and government finally saw that
it was impossible, also. Out of all this
tragedy finally did come good. Investi-
gations were held, the system of recruiting
officers changed. Henceforth, officers were
to be soldiers first, gentlemen second.

It is this world of transition, the old
breaking with the new, that Roger Fenton
has captured with his camera for us to
see today. All the stress of that struggle
is mirrored in the eyes of Captain Dames.
One senses the courage this man must
possess, but one can also read the sudden
and deep disillusionment mirrored in his
eyes. He, too, had to tear off the mask of
romance and myth and face the harsh
realities of life. His uniform speaks of the
reckless, gallant past and his eyes tell
the story of the new, real world.

Here is the end of a world and the
start of a new one, all thanks to the
work of one young lawyer who saw life
the way it really was. Roger Fenton be-
longed to the new. a s
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throwing the Dramarkises out on their
haircuts with the approval of the Racing
Commission. Then he asked me could I
handle the food concession—not the club-
house restaurant, but the hot dogs, pea-
nuts, soft drinks, things like that. I said
I'd get a crew out there the minute he
gave the word. It might not have been a
big contract for Whitey and Nick, but for
me—well, that’s something else.”

“When you got out there last night,
Joey—who saw you get out of your car?”

“I told you. There were about six guys
sweeping up near the grandstand, and
there was this Pinkerton cop you saw last
night. I asked him where Carpis’s office
was. I told him I was expected, so he took
me in there, under the clubhouse, kind of
a tricky way. This Pinkerton—his name is
Declaney—was with me every step, except
that he walked slow. That guy is fat. I
could see the light at the top of the door.
‘General Manager,’ it said. I was maybe
ten yards ahead of Delaney; I was right
on top of the place when I saw Whitey
come out of Carpis’s office. But that’s it.
Far as testimony goes, I can’t improve on
what I've told you.”

“All right,” said Finley. “Hold it there.
About identification. You know for sure
it was Whitey Dramarkis?”

“Look, Mac,” Joe said. “This is mur-
der. The D.A. can add what he wants,
about motives and things, and whatever
bag of magic he says he has prepared.
When I say it was Whitey, I'm not giving
myself the right to guess. The light was
right over his head. I was as close to him
then as I am to you now.”

“Tell me more.”

“Well, I've known Whitey all my life,
that’s all. His brother, too. In the sixth
grade Whitey beat me up. By the eighth
grade I was doing better. A few months
ago, at the age of twenty-nine, I had the
honor of hitting Whitey right in the nose
with beautiful results.”

Joe grinned at the memory.

“You hate him, don’t you?” Finley
asked. He was watching Joe shrewdly.
“How about that?> You hate him. Admit
it now.”

“No, I really don’t,” Joe said, and he
thought about it, trying to be honest. He
asked himself: Who am I, with all the
breaks I've had, with Mary and the years
ahead of us, to hate a madman with a
twist in his head?

“I don’t hate anybody.”

“You’re a nice good-natured slob, I sup-

se?”

“Oh, shut up,” Joe snapped. “You
asked me a question.”

OFFICER Levins had climbed in from
the fire escape. He said, “I think I've
looked menacin’ out there long enough.
The whole neighborhood knows there’s a
cop up here with a rifle.” Levins walked
stiffly, rubbing his back. “Cold out there
for a man my age.”

“Take yourself a nip,” Joe said. He
pointed to the liquor cabinet. “Go ahead;
the Scotch is older than the coffee cake.
You'll like it better.”

Levins poured himself a short one, then
declared it was truly fine. A drop like
that could renew a man, he said.

“I could hear you boys talkin’, Mr.
Sodalis, about who hates who and who is
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in love with who. I can tell you right now
the Dramarkises are not that delicate.
They hate you all over and they will
stamp you out like a ladybug before there
is any trial, if there’s a convenient way.
You should wake up and get scared.”

“I'm scared,” Joe admitted. “I'm scared
enough now. But what the hell do you
want me to do?” .

Sharp as a sandwich of new pins was
his memory of Whitey’s face the night
before—the man’s eyes big and glossy as a
pair of peeled cggs, his mouth all twisted,
like a length of lemon skin fetched from
a drink—a madinan, as he had said,
standing under that light before he dis-
appeared.

Finley was talking again.

“Why didn’t I do what?” Joe said.
“Chase Whitey? But I didn’t know what
he had done until we stepped into Carpis’s
office. The Pinkerton, Delaney, never got
a fair look at him.”

“Let’s take it from where you went into
the office then,” Finley said. “There was
Carpis, fresh killed like a chicken.” The
detective sighed, moistening the tip of his
pencil.

“You were there yourselves,” Joe said,
“in fifteen minutes. You saw it. Carpis’s
head was all spongy where he got
whomped. I don’t know how many times.”

“Two whomps,” said Finley, bemusedly,
“but nice ones. You fellows didn’t touch
anything, did you?”

“I told you the Pinkerton took care of
that. ‘Hands off,” he said, then he phoned
you guys. Look, I've got to phone my girl.
There were no prints on that baseball
bat?”

“No prints of anything,” Finley said,
“except Carpis’s head. You're the D.As
big prop, Joey; you're his summer, winter,
spring, his everything.”

He closed the book.

MARY SULLIVAN was not too
frightened, although she wondered, brief-
ly, whether this was a deficiency in her-
self. In any event, looking out the window,
she thought it was the best and brightest
of October Saturdays. It was a dazzling
day that flooded the neighborhood for all
the Greeks, Italians and dwindling Irish.

Mary was in her own room, stretched
out on the flowered bedspread, wishing the
hours would hasten, wondering how it
would be to go to dinner with a double
bodyguard named Levins and Finley. She
was glad Joe had phoned this moming
before her father, returning from the
comer stationer’s, had brought the papers.
Soon after that both her married sisters
phoned.

“You're not excited, Mary? You're not
scared?”

“I know he’ll be all right,” was all she
said.

It was an act of faith, she knew, but
faith, to Mary, was the fabric of survival.
She kept turning her left hand idly,
watching the sunlight play against the
facets of the solitaire Joe had given her.
“It’s a rock you can hock,” he had told
her. “They don’t make these at the glass
works.”

He’s a tough Greek, she was thinking
proudly, and a lucky one. Tender as he
was, he still was tougher, luckier, braver
than his enemies. “Lincoln-onis, the Self-

Made Pecanut Prince,” as she sometimes
liked to call him, always sounded like a
broken sound track on the phone. All the
hawking of edibles he had done at movies
and ball games as a boy had left him with
a peanut vendor's larynx. When he said
“I love you,” however softly, it came over
the wire like fingemails scraped on slate.
It made her twang all over.

In the afternoon her father said he was
going to have his hair cut. “What's left of
it,” Mr. Sullivan said. “Over the ears and
in my nose. You won't be here for sup-
per?”

“No, angel,” Mary said. “Would you
want to bring back something you like?
A nice pig'’s foot?”

“A pig'’s foot in a pig’s eye,” Mr. Sul-
livan said. “All they do in these local
markets is cater to the Greeks. I'll bring
back some beer, and maybe some liver-
wurst.”

“And a nice Greek salami,” Mary said.

SHE watched him descend the first of
three flights leading to the street. “A loaf
of bread, too, Pop,” she called. Through
a window, opening on the stairwell, she
could see the tower of the big church on
Acropolis Street. She was thinking of her
hair, and of what she might do to make
it different without growing another head.
A tall man, nicely dressed, was coming
down from the floor above. He was smil-
ing, waving back over one shoulder to
someone. He was holding a small, framed
photograph. He said in a neighborly way,
“Good afternoon.”

“Good afternoon,” said Mary.

But the man didn’t make the wum at
the base of the stairs. He just kept com-
ing toward Mary, a matter of two quick
strides. He said very softly, unexcitedly to
her, “Don’t scream, miss, and you won’t
get hurt.”

Behind this first man, moving quickly,
soundlessly, there came another.

It had not occurred to Mary to scream.
Through these first strange moments it
was like something to which she was
merely a witness—as Joe, the night before,
had been a witness. When she did attempt
to scream she found herself unable to
utter a sound because of the hand that
covered her mouth. . . .

Around five in the afternoon, Joe So-
dalis's precocious beard had attained an
cight o’clock shadow. A patient man, he
shaved again, meditating on the things a
man will do for love.

“Hey, Finley,” he called from the bath-
room, “be a nice fellow. Make us a
drink?”

“I had it in mind,” said Finley.
“What'll you have?”

“An old-fashioned, on the sweet side,”
Joe said. “I'm only a growing boy. Use
the good whiskey, Finley.” Joe had
worked the lather into his jaws. “All the
junk’s there. Do you think you can
handle it?”

“I just mixed a little specialty of mine
for Morris,” Finley said.

Joe was inclined to let brotherhood
prosper where it would and he did not
think one or two drinks before dinner
would peel the silver plate from any cop’s
badge. He continued dressing, aware that
by the standards of the neighborhood
sports, he would never be a dude. Even
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Nick—far more disapprovingly at Nick.

“That kid out there’s in a rut,” Joe
said. “He’ll keep pushin’ back and forth
until his mother calls him. Tell this pretty-
faced clown to use his gun now, Nick.”

“There's no hurry,” Dramarkis said.

“The hell there’s no hurry.”

It was the big man who spoke, while
Nick chewed his lips. Then Nick screcamed
back at him, “What did you expect to
find here, anyhow—a ten thousand-acre
farm?”

“The whole thing stinks,” the big man
said to Nick. “And with this maniac
thrown in?” He gestured to Joe. “Why,
it'’s a bad proposition all around.”

Looking about him, Joe figured it this
way: either the blond man with the cus-
tard eyes would use the gun, or he would
not. But it was not a riddle you could
solve by standing there chewing your nails.
Mary's glance met his and he said, “The
window!” He threw a remarkable punch
at the big man’s jaw, but he missed.

The big man swung the blackjack as
Joe moved to block the other one’s rush
for Mary. He absorbed the whipping
weight of the blow on the hunched meat
of his shoulder, but he had succeeded in
knocking the small man down. He saw
Mary go through the open space and he
grayed she’d escape any jagged glass. The

lackjack swung again—this time against
the arm Joe raised to protect his skull.

The pain of the blow possessed him like
fire. It made him scream aloud and smash
wildly with his other arm to drive the big
man back. He then felt the choking arms
of Nick Dramarkis around his neck, Nick
shouting obscenely and dragging him back
until the two of them fell heavily. He
could hear Mary howling—somewhere—
at this highly emotional time.

“Now!” Nick shouted from undemeath
him. “Now!” The lights of the living
room, undimmed and pitiless, glared
above them. Joe waited for the shot that
would kill him, or the blow that would
scramble his brains.

“Now!” Nick shouted again. “Now,
dammit, now!”

But Nick was only shouting to himself,
Joe began to realize. Clearly enough he
heard a car start off from the curb, de-
parting a “bad proposition,” and he could
still hear Mary’s voice, high-pitched as a
scorched canary’s, shrieking in the wide,
wide out-of-doors. His left arm was dead,
if the rest of him was not, and it was a
problem to turn around with Nick’s hands
clawing him. It was a problem and a
chore, with one good hand, to slug this
Dramarkis brother free of his wits.

Joe got up slowly, not feeling his
healthiest. After a moment he could see
Mary and some of the people standing
in the entrance to the living room. The
boy with the homemade scooter was there

THE CROSSING OF THE SEVEN ROCKS conrinuep rrom

Jimmy was in deep water now at the
end of the third rock. He was not yet half-
way over. He had the cedar pole braced
strongly downstream and the water was
hissing around his waist when he took
the step. I could feel inside me every-
thing he must have been feeling: the icy,
dragging pressure of the water, and the
foot feeling its way over the slippery
granite to the point where the rock ends,
the hesitation, the checking of his position
with the dead spruce on the east bank,
the blind step into the dark waters, and
the awful doubt that the next rock might,
somehow, not be there.

On he went. My hands ached, so tightly
was I holding the pike, and in spite of
the cold March air perspiration formed
on my forehead.

Then 1 saw the third of them! He
must have been there all the time. The
young priest, Thibadeaux, drenched with
spray, as we all were, was stretched mo-
tionless, like a lynx, on a high ledge at
the foot of the deep eddy, his clothing
piled beside him. His way was the most
direct of all; he was prepared to dive and
swim! He didn’t see me and couldn’t,
from where he lay, see the others. His
mouth was tightly clamped together and
his eye never left the painful progress of
the boy in the river.

At the halfway point the current was
strong, but not as it would be on the
east bank. There was a white sucking
froth around the boy and his cedar pole.

Then, just as he made the painfully
labored step on the fourth of the rocks,
the priest on his ledge snapped tensely
alert. I looked to see the cause. There,
tossed like a leaf on the boiling flood,
was a huge log, three feet in diameter!
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It was broadside to the current as it
came down on the boy, and if it had
stayed so would have swept him before
its two-ton bulk as if he had been a
frog on a lily pad. But, as it approached
the Seven Rocks, the slick caught and
turned it and so it passed the boy by no
more than three feet, and he never knew
how close he had been to death.

The young priest eased back from the
edge of his rock shelf again, and I, kneel-
ing concealed behind my boulders, spat
out the dead pipe stem which I had bitten
off in that tense passage.

A layer of fog moved across the river
and when it passed, the boy was on the
sixth rock. The step to the last rock was
the longest of all and it was the deepest
and fastest current. Suddenly he stopped.
Perhaps it was in that moment that he
grew up. No one will ever know what his
thoughts were then. He flung a wild and
panicky look back across the raging river.
He realized that he was all alone, and
could never return. His wet face looked
very small to me, very white, very young.

FOUR men were there, wiser than
Jimmy and stronger, and all mentally
taking that final awful step for him. But
we were on the bank and he was in the
water. And a broad and deadly river
flowed between us.

The boy had to take the step for him-
self. If he fell then, none of us could
get to him in time to save him from
the white waters. His strength must have
been almost gone. If he fell then . . .

But he did not fall!

Instead he tumed again to the east

—scooter and all. Mary’s dress was tom
and her hair looked like yam spilled from
a basket; there was blood on her left leg
and a scratch on her nose; she had never
looked more beautiful.

“What were you scramin’ out there
like a crazy woman?” he demanded.

“Peanuts!” she said. “What else would
I scream?”

She walked toward him slowly and
her hands were tender when they touched
his face. She kissed him once and the
people who watched appeared to be
pleased with the scene. After a while, two
local precinct cops arrived. They found
no lifeless bodies, but the prone form of
Nick Dramarkis was an engaging divi-
dend. They asked logical questions, but
not in logical order. It did get a little
confusing.

“In Finley’s own house,” one of them
said. He produced a notebook then in the
Finley manner and there was a pencil
stuck in his cap.

“I guess you’ll have to start from the
beginning,” this cop said soberly. “Think
about it, Mac—then try to give it to me
straight.”

Joe sat in a chair and admired his own
feet. He felt unhurricd, unworried and
greatly at ease in Officer Finley’s house.
He said, “Why don’t you fellows wait
until Nick wakes up? I'd rather talk to
my girl.” " .

PAGE 4O

bank as a man must do, and took a
final resolute grip on his bracing pole.
There is great hope for Adam’s breed
as long as they do brave and foolish
things and triumph over the world.

He took the last long step and almost
vanished in the seething current. The
foam was above his shoulders.

I thought he was gone! Then I saw his
head, steady as a rock against which the
current was cleaving itself in chuming
showers. His shoulders appeared. The pole
was shifted. Bit by bit, he edged across
that last great stone toward the guide
tree’s dead white roots which stretched
from the bank like arms of welcome. And
then he was safe!

The weight of my years was heavily
upon me and I remained kneeling for a
long time, my forehcad resting on the
solid boulder. I gave thanks that my
grandson was still alive and had dragged
himself through that baptism of violent
water to manhood. A strong cold wind
had sprung up, but I hardly noticed it
at all.

When I looked up at last the others
were gone. From the woods I watched
Jimmy bail the baddo and tie the rifle
to the seat. I stayed only long enough
to watch him begin to paddle across
the eddy below the white waters.

When I got back to the house Le-
Claron and my son were drinking coffee
with the priest, Thibadeaux, who had
come so early, he said, to inquire about
the health of Angelique. They were all
drenched to the skin, these stem-faced
men, and were steaming in the heat of
the kitchen stove behind which a box
of baby chicks were being kept away from
the March wind.
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They said nothing to me as I came
in, but solemnly regarded my wet clothing.

“The brush is very wet this moming,”
I said.

As one man they agreed. We looked
solemnly at one another.

Just then the door from the wood-
shed opened. Jimmy walked straight to
his father and handed him the rifle.

My son passed his hand over the oily
barrel which had not yet had time to
rust, the stock, the sights. He worked the
action and, satisfied that the magazine
was empty, placed a piece of white paper
in the chamber. He stared through the
barrel, looking there for rust. Finally he
said, “And the baddo?”

“Tied to the mooring in the eddy.”

The father looked from one face to

THE MAN WHO LOVED MONEY BEST

thousand of today’s dollars. To the mason
that represented all that life could offer.

He stretched his long legs, ridged with
muscle, and regarded them speculatively.
Ever since he was a little boy he had rid-
den a cycle. He was strong and seldom
tired. Sitting there, he calmly decided to
win the Tour de France. It did not occur
to him that the idea was fantastic, as if
he had set out to run a four-minute mile.
He had never competed in a race, and
this would be against the best cyclists in
the world. He knew nothing of the course
and its problems. He simply had an iron
will.

Bottechia was no idealist or dreamer.
A peasant-minded workingman, he ap-
proached the problem in a practical way.
First, he read all he could find about the
stars of the wheel, drank in every word
they let drop about their techniques and
tricks. He studied weather and tempera-
ture figures. He listed the best times made
under varying conditions, and worked out
a schedule that should be good enough to
win against any opposition. Then, saying
nothing to anyone, he drew his savings
from the bank, and went to France.

IN THE golden autumn wecather he
started over the Tour’s course all alone.
His gimlet eyes noted everything, and he
wrote down details in a grimy little note-
book. For the first time he began to un-
derstand the hugeness of the task he had
set himself.

As he pedaled along the lonely roads
of Brittany, white-coifed peasant women
stared at him. There were shrines where a
pious man might stop to pray, but Bot-
techia had no time for devotions. He ob-
served only what might be of use in the
actual race.

He rode out of Brittany and down the
Atlantic coast, and over the humped
shoulders of the Basque country. White
coifs and bovine faces were replaced by
the tanned visages of woodchoppers,
bandannas wound pirate-style around
their heads. They waved, but Ottavio did
not notice.

Up those hills even automobiles
crawled in second gear. There was rough
country round Frioul, but nothing like
this. His legs ached and his eyes gorged
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another, and then he wmed to his son.

“Go and put dry clothing on.”

There was no surprise in Jimmy’s face
as he started obediently to go out. He
didn’t expect praise. He looked very tired,
but there was a new cast to his face, a
ncw bearing, a new set to his shoulders.
It was the look of manhood. But before
he got to the door his father spoke again.

“Jimmy.” The boy stopped. “You
might as well take your rifle with you.”
There was a hcavy emphasis on the word
“your.” Jimmy stared at his father and
at us all. His father went on.

“It was your grandfather’s and he gave
it to me when I was a man grown. Now
I give it to you.”

Jimmy took the rifle gently, stared at
it as if he was seeing it for the first time,

CONTINUED FROM

with blood as he forced his bike upward
at a snail’s pace. He counted the painful
miles, checked them against his watch,
and thought always of the money.

The Basque country was left behind,
and Bottechia rode through the dusty
Midi, over the rise and slide of the Crau,
the roller-coaster hills of Savoy and the
lower Alps, through Alsace-Lorraine, and
along the black roads of the North Coun-
try. And so, at last, into Paris.

Though he had made no effort to keep
a racing schedule, he was a very tired
man. Now that he knew the course, and
what it called for, he must train dili-
gently. He spent no time on the cafes or
pretty women of the French capital, but
hastencd back to Frioul. Having spent
most of his savings, he had to work extra
hours to make up for the loss, then ride
endless miles to toughen muscles and
strengthen wind.

The townspeople had no idea of what
was in Bottechia’s mind. If they had,
they would have howled with laughter.
That scarecrow win the Tour? Why, he
had as much chance as he would of be-
coming the world’s heavyweight cham-
pion, they would have said. So, the mason
kept his own counsel. He had not a single
friend to whom he might be tempted to
tell his secret.

An intense singleness of purpose is not
always sparked by ideals or love or hope
of fame. All Bottechia was interested in
was money. Lying on his straw mattress,
staring at the darkened ceiling, his skin
chilled with clammy sweat when he
thought of the great stars, Alavoine and
Brunero and Stockelynch, and how casily
they might make his success impossible.

On a blistering, cloudless July day, the
next year, the ficld of riders started on
what they called “the convict’s job.” Once
the starting gun sounded, each man was
on his own. He bandaged and iodined
wounds when he fell, changed tires and
made repairs to his bike. If he accepted
help in any way, he was disqualified.
There was no chance to cheat. Officials in
high-powered cars scurried up and down
the roads to check infraction of rules.

Otherwise the race was go-as-you-please
each day. A man ate when he chose,
rested when and if he dared. Food did
not digest, for it was crammed down in
a hurry, each snack followed by hard

caressed the stock as a man might touch
his sweetheart’s hand, then mumbling in
proud, wild confusion he backed out of
the room.

Anna and Angelique came back from
the milking then and the chicks began
peeping. The kitchen was suddenly sweet
with odors of warm new milk and
crushed wild thyme. Jimmy’s mother,
nodding to the men around the stove,
asked plecasantly, “Have you noticed, after
all that rain the wind has blown so, that
the brush is hardly wet at all?”

Joe LeClaron and Father Thibadeaux
both rose at the same instant as if they
had becn pinched, started to speak, then
both sat down together.

And we all began to smile as Anna set
the brcakfast table for five men. g g
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riding to make up for the minutes wasted.
And for Bottechia, it was worse, for he
was all alone. No handlers, driving ahcad
by car, waited for him in the town fixed
for the sleep-over, ready to massage his
exhausted muscles, see he was properly
fed, bring him the official report of that
day’s elapsed times, and advise him about
the peculiarities of the next day’s route.

No one conceded this crazy amateur a
chance to finish the race, to say nothing
of winning a prize. Somchow or other,
through nothing but inflexible resolve, he
hung on. There were times when he fell
into a coma, and tumbled off his bike to
suffer cuts and bruises, times when his
stomach revolted and he vomited as he
rode, times when his nerves shricked
against the monotony and torture. When-
ever he felt he could not go another mile,
he refreshed himself with the thought of
those 60,000 francs, and he went on.

Onc by one the professionals dropped
out. Only a few rode into Paris, gaunt
caricatures of the athletes who had started.
Bottechia finished in sccond place. His
achievement was hailed as one of the
most incredible any sport had ever known;
he was the sensation of the year. But he
himself was unhappy and bitterly disap-
pointed.

He went home a sick and exhausted
man. Months elapsed before he was able
to work again. The people of Frioul re-
garded him with surprised awe. They had
not drcamed that so great an athlete lived
among them. Second prize gave the mason
more money than he’d ever had before,
but he was just as loath to spend a lira.
Where that miserly trait had been sniffed
at in the past, it was now excused on the
ground that a great man was entitled to
idiosyncrasies. Finally he went into train-
ing again. He had no pride in winning,
no craving for applause or newspaper
headlines. But he wanted that money.

THE months rolled by. Again the heat
of July settled on France, and the
cyclists gathered for the Tour. Bottechia
straddled his bike at the starting line,
wearing a yellow jerscy and black trunks.
His gimlet eyes were narrowed to slits. His
rivals thought him a freak, but a danger-
ous freak, and he felt their opposition to

ADVENTURE

»



ETTIN
7 Caraiog




THE DEVIL'S SON

“All the rest have gone with the rajah’s
army after him,” the old man said. “They
will catch him in a day or two.”

“To shoot him?”

“Rama preserve us, no. He is Kala
Naga, the Black Cobra. The rajah’s
fighter. They will match him now with
Gwalior’s Shaitani Beta, the champion.
He is in the mood now and will fight.”

The old man blinked weakly in remi-
niscence. “Nobody has dared to match
the champion in four years. He has killed
them all. In the old days we of Kathiawar
would have found a contender within a
weck. But nowadays—" The ancient spat
in the dust to express modern decadence.
“This Black Cobra was just passing
through, on his way to the Mailabari fair,
when some  carcless  cultivator’s  young
male smelled him and rushed in to at-
tack. His mahout tried to restrain him,
but he was trampled like a beetle. The
Cobra pulled his picket stake and the
two of them crashed off into the jungle.
Yes, he will now fight. Aie-aie! If I could
but go to see it. This will be a one to
the death.”

Bleary in his age, the old man still
spoke the language of his country’s most
stupendous “sport.” To the death, was
the culminating thrill for him—and to
more than a few jaded, if more civilized,
“‘sportsmen.”

When animals fight freely, following
the decent natural law of the survival of
the fittest, it is a lusty contest for the
stronger to run the weaker off the lot,
the victor to procreate the herd. It is
when Man, the superior animal, stages a
fight that you have hysterical crowds, bets
and hell’s savagery demanding that the
loser must die.

DOG fights, ram fights and tiger fights
have a sufficient share of blood to attract
fans. But it is no piking gamble to match
your elephant against a neighbor’s. This
must be literally a “sport of kings.” So
now the Maharajah of Kathiawar would
match his Black Cobra against the Maha-
rajah of Gwalior’s Shaitani Beta, the
Devil’s Son.

Here some bright highbrow will up and
say, “But there aren’t any rajahs any
more. Both Hindustan and Pakistan have
taken over the fabulous estates and have
pensioned off the royalty.”

True enough. But they’ve been royally
pensioned. You won'’t find any ex-rajahs,
unlike European nobility, lending their
glamor to the business of making fancy
hats or waiting tables in Hollywood night
clubs. There’s still money enough around
the elephant stables to bet a couple of
emerald necklaces and a few dancing girls
against anybody who thinks he can put
up a contender worthy of a show.

This particular one was hurriedly ar-
ranged—while the Cobra would still be
in his fighting rage—in his home town.
Shaitani Beta, the Devil’s Son, came by
special train in a padded box car. It had
to be padded because a rutty elephant
isn’t sane enough to know what he is
smashing through. Seven train loads of his
own fans came with him. The maharajah
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with a splendid retinue, tradesmen with
money in their sashes, pauper coolies with
a few rupees dug from under their hearth-
stones. “Sportsmen” all.

An Indian train load doesn’t mean
standing room only. It means sitting, ly-
ing. being-stood-upon and clinging-to-the-
foot-boards room. This crowd would jam
the arena and squat like apes on the wall.

The ring was an oval corral with a
stout six-foot barrier across its middle
and a high wall all around. The barrier
was no more than a bluff to drag the
deadlines out a little and whet berting
fervor. The fourteen-foot wall was a dire
nccessity. The rajahs and their guests sat
on thrones four feet higher; for an angry
clephant has been known to reach up and
pick a couple of coolies off the wall
top and step on them just to let the
blood smell heat up his fighting spirit.

Is it permissable to digress a wee mite
here to tell about the Burmese execution
clephant? It was the method used to put
criminals to death under the savage, pre-
British kings. Tickets would be sold so
that the people could see some poor
wretch thrust into the corral with the
clephant. The beast would chase the man
around till he could catch him and step
on his head. The populace would bet on
whether it would crack like a coconut
or squash like a pumpkin. When the last
King, Thibaw, came to power he turned
his seventy brothers into the corral all
at once—just so there’d be no pretenders
to the throne. The seventy ganged up on
the elephant and tried to tear it apart
with their bare hands. But the elephant
won.

This, my masters, is history. It’s
dragged in by way of showing that a
mean elephant is really mean.

THIS Cobra-Devil’s Son match was, of
course, a matinee show. It began with
drums—for the fans. Since they’re not a
people to whoop up their temperaments
to the proper betting pitch with a few
nips of the bottle, they've got to have a
substitute. What they respond to is drums.
A ceaseless pounding of the same rcpeated
rhythm that beats its way into your blood.
Till you pulse with it. Till you’re hot and
then cold and then ready to run amuck.
You don’t think drums can do that? Then
think for a moment on the origin of war
drums.

So the drums pounded endlessly in a
gradually increasing tempo. The crowd
woke from Oriental apathy to uneasy
shifting on their seats, to wordy quarrel-
ing about nothing.

A muckna, a tuskless female elephant,
was let into the arena. The crowd didn’t
cheer or whistle or stamp feet. It just
went off BANG in one piece. The jammed-
in thousands were on their feet at once,
neck veins thick, eyes fanatical.

The muckna behaved as witlessly fool-
ish as any coy old maid. She ambled out
into the hot sun and stood sucking dust
from the ground and blowing it non-
chalantly over her back. She managed
to look positively demure.

A smashing thud shook another thick

door. The muckna pretended she didn’t
know what it meant. From bchind an-
other green door on the other side of the
barrier a trumpet scream blasted. The
crowd began to make bets based on noth-
ing more than the power of the unscen
noiscs.

The thrashing bchind the rival pens
swelled to a scrcaming crescendo. Ring
attendants came in with spears to herd
the female out. Spears, because the de-
mure dame didn’t want to go. The at-
tendants yelled ribald Oriental crudities
to encourage her.

“Go on. He’s bchind this door. The
magnificent one. He awaits you. The
he-male of all time.” And they prom-
ised elephantine dclights with obscene
details.

SHE must have believed them. She let
herself be shoved into her own pen.

A mere servant—in embroidered clothes
at least five times as expensive as this
scribe’s—stood before the rival mahara-
jahs, holding a silver tray. They took
turns depositing bets upon it, raising the
ante with jeweled rings and necklaces.

The crowd sucked in its breath. This
was a preliminary bout of the show and
the people loved it. The maharajahs laid
down each bet with proper deliberation
and showy gestures. It was only proper
for a king to show his greatness before
the pauper mob.

The clamor from the rival bull pens
caused demands for the main bout. The
rajahs went through a courteous cere-
mony of offering each other first entry
for his fighter. But everybody knew the
tradition that the champion would have
the honor. His owner gave the sign.

The great door ground up like a port-
cullis, and out he came!

It was like a thunder blast. A gray-
black magnificence of rage. Ears like
sails. Trunk out, questing the air. Little
eyes red with the musth madness. Letting
out a pig grunt with each thump of his
hassock-sized feet that roiled up the dust
to add bulk around his own gray mass.
As was proper to a thunder cloud, his
long tusks flashed out white from the pall.

The out-of-town fans howled their de-
light. “Jai, Shaitani’ Rama! Mahadeo!”
They gave their champion names of their
gods.

A cracked comet blared foolishly. An
announcer intoned the titles and exploits.

“Shaitani Beta! The Royal One. The
Undcfeated One. Killer of Seven. Eleven
feet and an inch high. Five and one
half tons weight—"

He droned on. But from the other side
of the barricr the home-town adherents
applauded the entry of another dust cloud
—Kala Naga, the Black Cobra, in all his
fury! He rushed across the arena and
smashed his head blindly into the six-foot
barrier. For the muckna, of course, had
left her scent on the other side.

The contender gave an impression of
being not so tall, but chunkier. His tusks
not so long, hut as thick as a man’s thigh.
He drove them savagely into the barrier
of heavy boards and twisted rope. The
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man’s thigh. Up to their hilts through
the wide timbers of ribs deep into the
opponent’s vitals.

A great sobbing windy groan came
from the Devil’s Son. His bulk sagged,
the great knees slowly buckling. His
weight dragged the Cobra’s head down
with him.

The crowd gasped and then sat silent.

The Cobra backed away, jerking his
tusks free. They were red now to their
hilts. He flung up his trunk and screamed
high to the world. A giant blaring victory
for all the jungle to hear. Then he knelt
on his enemy, to crush the body, to break

THE GOLDEN EMBLEM

“Haw, haw, haw! That’s a good one!”
laughed an old gray-bearded man. An-
other laughed. Laughter, mocking laugh-
ter, came from a dozen pairs of lips.

The mate went up to the poop, where
the skipper stood. “We've got a good
crew, mister,” said the skipper.

“Yes, sir. They can always raise a
laugh,” said the mate.

The skipper, his eyes on the bark’s
name on a life buoy, thought, “I wish
she was in Falmouth.”

Having set sail, they washed the decks
down. As they put away the brooms and
buckets, there came a puff of wind; it
flapped the sails full and died instantly.
From the sails, a cloud of guano dust
drifted to the deck, covering it with a
reeking gray film. Astem lay the Chin-
chas, fading very slowly from view.
Ahead, a glazed horizon glimmered; be-
yond, a glazed, hot sea. The bells struck
for midday. A sailor went to the cook’s
galley for dinner.

“I ’opes therc ain’t no guano in the
pea soup, doctor. We're tired o’ guano
soup,” he said to the cook.

“You’ll ’ave to be tired then,” said
the cook.

“You could keep your door shut, and
keep the dust out, doctor,” said the sailor.

“An’ get roasted alive in ’ere, eh?”
said the cook.

FOR twenty degrees of latitude, for
twelve hundred miles, the bark sailed
slowly over a glazed sea toward a glazed
horizon. Sails, ropes, riggings, masts, spars,
all were thick with gray dust that fell in
a cloud to the decks each time the braces
and halliards were tightened. Day by day
the pitch bubbled from her deck seams.
Moming, noon, night, they flung sea water
on her decks to swell the seams.

After more than three weeks the sky
grew cloudy. A drizzle fell. A brisk wind
rose. The bark rolled, her bows squatting
heavily down on the seas. Losing his foot-
ing on the slimy deck, a sailor fell. Ris-
ing, he said, “I don’t want to never see
no more sea birds. Look at the slime a’
flowin’ from the riggin’ an’ drippin’ on
the deck. Ugh!”

“You'll be a sea bird yourself w’en yer
dead,” said another.

“Aye. We'll all be sea birds w’en we'’re
dead,” said another. “That’s wot *appens
to dead sailors.”

“We ain’t dead yet,” said another.
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in the rib case, to make absolutely sure.
The crowd’s frightened hush choked
and whispered and broke to the puny
screaming of men quarreling over bets.
The kings smiled and bowed cere-
moniously to one another. Nobody knew
how great the fortunes won and lost.
Nobody rushed into that arena to ac-
claim the new champion, to slap his back,
to figuratively hoist him to their shoul-
ders. That fighting rage would take two
or three days to subside.
The bizarre indignity of Oriental humor
closed the show. Men scrambled down
bamboo ladders to attach ropes to the
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“Mister mate, how many mugs o’ Fal-
mouth beer could ye drink, sir?” asked
one.

“Quit thinking of beer. Get on with
your work,” said the mate. “Get her gear
in good shape for the Hom.”

The breeze freshened. The bark wal-
lowed on, her crew all busy in her slip-
pery rigging.

It was morning. The sun hung low and
black above the rolling mastheads. Under
topsails and course, her topgallants and
royals furled, the bark staggered south-
ward, pushing the sea from her bluff bows,
rolling so that the water gurgled in at
her scupper holes and flowed to and fro
on her deck. Presently rain fell. A drown-
ing torrent that ran down her rigging,
washing away the last of the guano dust.

“It’s coming cold,” said a sailor.

“It'll be cold, you bet,” said another.
“This ain’t nothing yet. She’s steering
cast by south, for the Hom.”

“It wasn’t no fun in them Chinchas,”
said one, “but it'll be fun in Falmouth.”

“Haw, haw, haw! We ain’t there yet,”
laughed an old fellow, with a throaty
cackle.

“I wish I was mate in a tea clipper.
They don’t overload the tea clippers,”
said the mate to himself.

“What are the men laughing about,
mister?” asked the skipper.

“God knows, sir. They’re always laugh-
ing at something or other,” said the mate.

“Laughter’s good. Let them laugh,”
murmured the skipper, his eyes on the
bark’s name on a life buoy.

It was eight o’clock in the moming.
The bark had all sail furled but her four
topsails. An inky sky closed above her
rolling mastheads. Her bulwarks dipped,
first on onc, then on the other side, till
they dipped under the sea; her decks were
aswirl with foamy white water.

“First you roasts and then you freezes,”
said a sailor, munching hardtack and sip-
ping bitter coffee from a dirty old tin
pot in the fo’c’s’le. “I’d sooner be a dog.”

“All sailors is dogs. Wot ye kickin’
about?” said another.

“Fore topsail downhaul!” shouted the
mate at their door.

“Hi-lee-oh! Haul-away-oh!” cried a
sailor, singing out that all might pull to-
gether on the topsail downhaul.

“Aloft and make it fast!” ordered the
mate when the sail was down. They
swarmed into the rigging, in oilskins and
sea boots. A few snowflakes fell.

“We must be off the Hom, sir,” said a

dead champion’s hind leg, scrambled
quickly up again before the victor’s
charge. In fury he smashed the ladders
into tooth picks. Through a hurriedly
opened great green door the female cause
of the fight was permitted to haul the
body of her champion from sight. Men
jeered.

“Now you’ve got him. He’s all yours.
The almost mighticst he-male. But,” they
promised her, ‘“have patience.”

The drums softly muttered again, re-
leasing shaky laughter from too tight
throats. The drama of death was
over. "=

young fellow to the second mate beside
him on the foot rope.

“Two more days yet,” said the second
mate.

“Cripey! It ain’t goin’ to get no colder,
is it?” asked the young fellow. An old
gray man laughed.

“That’s the way we’ll pay Paddy Doyle
for his boots!’ they sang, clawing at the
snow-covered canvas with bare, cold
hands.

TWO days were gone. It was evening.
Sea and sky were black and thunderous.
Ice covered the rigging, the sails, the
spars. Snow and spray had frozen on the
quivering shrouds. They sat in the fo'c’s’le,
smoking black baccy, while outside the
sea raged, the wind roaring in a steady,
ceaseless monotone.

A sailor rose, drew on his mittens, and
left to go to the whecl. In a minute the
man he had relicved entered the fo'c’s’le.

“How is it on deck?” asked one, as he
beat his cold hands on his sides.

“Hark to that? D'ye hear that?” said
another.

“Ice about?” asked another, looking up
at the man from the wheel.

“Pancake ice all round her. We come
into it a few minutes back,” said the man
from the wheel. “That’s the cakes
a-clinkin’ against each other.”

“Cripey, I ’opes as there ain’t goin’ to
be no bergs,” said another.

“I seed one berg, a bit ago. A big un,”
said the man from the wheel.

“Ow’s she steerin’?” asked one.

“Like an old cow whale wot's had a
fin cut off on one side. I couldn’t hardly
hold her. Me arms and me shoulders
aches,” said the man from the wheel.

“Another man to the wheel!” shouted
the mate, looking in on them.

“If it was beer, now, I'd want mine
hot, sir,” said a sailor, looking up at the
mate.

“Hot heer! Haw, haw, haw!” laughed
an old fellow.

“Kecp handy, all of you. Don’t take
your oilskins or sea boots off,” said the
mate. “When she gets to Falmouth you
can have all the hot heer you want.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” they laughed. “The mate
says we can have all the hot beer we
want.”

“How’re the men, mister?” asked the
skipper when the mate came up to the
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I'd like to take her in if we can possibly
make it.”

“We'll take her in, and then we’ll all
’ave a good swig o’ Falmouth beer, sir,”
said the other gray fellow.

A cheer rosc from the crew, and loud
rollicking laughter.

“Think it over while you have the
chance, men,” said the skipper. “There
may be no other chance. We may meet
no other ship.”

“To hell wid other ships, sir!” cried
a young fellow. “We stays wid th’ old
Golden Emblem, sir!”

IIE bark was tacking to and fro in a
stiff wind from dead ahead, from north-
east, making little but leeway because of
her foul bottom and crippled top hamper.
She had been tacking to and fro for nigh
a full month. They had seen no more
porpoises, no other ship. The mate came
to the skipper on the poop.

“Two of them have scurvy, sir,” he
said.

“Look ’ere, sons,” said a sailor in the
fo’c’s’le, and poked a finger into his
forcarm. When he took it away, the hole
it had made remained.

“Look at me gums, byes,” said another.
Raising his upper lip, he showed a black

m.

“We could ‘ave abandoned her,” said
one. “Then we'd not be ‘avin no scurvy
now.”

“Wot ye kickin’ about?” asked another.

“Who's kickin’? I ain’t kickin’!” said
the other.

Night set in, bringing a thick mist that
hid all things a few feet from the wallow-
ing bark. A vessel could have passed a
hundred feet away and not been scen.
For three days the wet mist hid the sca.
Late in the fourth night the lookout man
shouted clear and high, “Ship two points
on the port bow, sir!”

All hands ran to the deck to see a
red and green light coming out of the
mist.

“Down helm!” shouted the skipper to
the man at the wheel.

“Down helm it is, sir!” said the man
at the wheel. And then, “She’s steerin’
like a washtub, sir. She don’t pay off!”

“Stand clear, all hands!” shouted the
mate. There was a loud splintering crash
forward. The other ship had struck the
bark a glancing blow, brought her fore
topmast down, and gone clear.

“She’s holed forward, sir,” said the
mate.

“Man the pumps, mister!” said the
skipper.

Clank, clank, clank, came the creak of
the pumps. All night the watch on deck
pumped, the water flowing in as fast as
they could pump it out.

“If it wasn’t for the scurvy—if they
weren’t so weak—they could keep the
water down, sir,” said the mate. “We
can’t spare any onc to clear the wrecked
topmast.’

“Lash it so it can't roll about, and leave
it hang, mister. She’ll crawl like a snail
now, more than cver.”

At dawn the skipper called all hands
to the quarter-deck.

“If we take to the boats some ship’s
sure to pick us up. We're in the track
of ships,” he told them.
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“Does you want to abandon her, sir?”
asked a voice from the mist below him.

The skipper made no answer. From
the thick mist there came the sound of
a low laugh.

“Lots o' good beer in Falmouth, sir!”
a voice called. The laugh spread from
man to man, a hoarse ripple of amused
defiance. The watch on deck returned
to the pumps.

Twenty-four hours dragged on. The
mate said, “The water’s gaining on them,
sir. They’re too weak.”

A squall whined over the mist-hid sea.
The bark began to roll heavily.

“It’s going to blow. We can't leave
her now. The boats couldn’t live. We
must stay till she sinks beneath us. Order
all hands to the pumps, mister!” said the
skipper.

“They’re all at the pumps, sir. They
didn’t wait for orders,” said the mate.

All day all hands pumped. The bark
rolled drunkenly, creeping along like a
crippled snail, the water gaining inch by
inch. Two men were at the wheel; no one
man was strong enough to hold her now.

“We're all goin’ to git drownded,
boys!” said a voice from the murk.

“We ain’t drownded yet. Wot ye kickin’
about?” came instant reply.

“All the way from the Chinchas to get
a bottle o’ Falmouth beer!” called a
hoarse voice. Someone laughed.

“They can still laugh. T wish I could,”
thought the skipper.

All night, all day, all night again, they
pumped. Next dawn the mist thinned.
Just visible in the dim light, land lay
ahead. The bark was far below her
Plimsoll mark, the water gaining.

A ship came driving up from astern,
flew a hurried signal.

“She’s asking if we want to abandon
her, men!” called the skipper.

From the pumps, a sailor called husk-

“Tell her to go to hell, sir!”

The other ship drove on, cheering as
she passed. Scarce heard by those upon
her decks, a feeble cheer replied.

The sun rose. The wind ceased.

Clank, clank, clank, on and on, un-
ceasing, from the creaking pumps, the
old bark crawling like a crippled snail.

In Falmouth harbor the mate lowered
her topsails, let her fore and main sheets
go and dropped anchor, while the men
still pumped. Tugs came speeding toward
her. Men leaped lightly over her low
rails and ran to her pumps.

The old bark’s sailors fell, lay and sat,
cxhausted, on her decks.

A bumboatman came aboard, his arms
filled with fresh meat and vegetables. The
bark’s sailors munched, lying and sitting,
exhausted, on her deck.

Another bumboatman came aboard, his
arms full of bottles.

“Beer!” cried an old gray-headed sailor.
“Falmouth beer, boys!” Weak, eager
laughter rose from man to man.

“All the way from them Chinchas,
boys! Here’s how, Captain!” cried the
old gray-bearded man, lifting his bottle
in salute.

“Here’s how, sir!” they all cried, tip-
ping their bottles high.

The skipper glanced at the old bark’s
name on a life buoy.

“Courage,” murmured the skipper.
“Courage—and with it, laughter. Thats
the Golden Emblem!”
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I LIVED WITH THE WORLD'S FIERCEST BANDITS

that these tents had been precisely what I'd
guessed them to be.

I was taken unceremoniously past a
group of four or five men who were frying
eggs and chunks of ham over a wood fire.
They fell silent as they watched me, and
I was struck by their strange expressions.
I was expecting hostility, but their eyes and
faces showed neither unfriendliness nor
friendliness. In fact, they were observing
me with complete dead pans, almost as
though I were something less than human.
I didn’t feel precisely encouraged.

A word here about the men themselves.
All of them had a healthy, outdoor look,
but otherwise they scemed quite ordinary
in size, appearance and dress. A stranger
sceing a couple of them would assume they
were typical Sicilian farmers. Certainly no
one would have taken them for bandits.

They took me to a place past the last of
the tents, and there two men stood guard
over me. I tried a couple of times to make
conversation with them, but it quickly be-
came obvious that they were under in-
structions not to talk to me, so I kept quiet.
I spent a lonely and very dull day. No one
mistreated me in any way; actually, the
little contact I had with my guards was
surprisingly pleasant. They gave me a huge
portion of ham chunks and eggs for my
breakfast, a thick slab of coarse Sicilian
peasant bread and a half bottle of wine
for my lunch, and a steaming bowl filled
with a meat and vegetable stew for my
dinner.

By dusk, I was beginning to feel pretty
nervous. No one had said anything to me,
and although I suspected that this was the

band of La Bella Morte, I couldn’t be
sure. And I had absolutely no idea of
what fate might be in store for me. There
had been very little activity in the camp
throughout the day, and judging from
what I had seen of the comings and goings
of individuals, I estimated that the group
numbered twelve or fifteen. All were men.

Then, almost immediately after I had
finished my evening meal, a man with a
.45 hanging from his belt came out of the
early evening gloom and beckoned to me.
I followed him into one of the German-
made tents, not knowing what to expect.
A couple of opened blanket rolls were on
one side, and at the rear was a rough-
hewn wooden table on which stood two
candles. My first reaction was that although
it was cool outside, the interior of the tent
was stuffy, airless.

Suddenly I saw the woman sitting on
a three-legged stool behind the table. Her
black hair was cut short like a man’s, and
she wore a man’s shirt, open at the throat,
and trousers. Very prominently displayed
was a shoulder holster with an automatic
peering out, ready for business.

The woman studied me silently for sev-
eral minutes. She was attractive, with large
eyes and good bone structure. And al-
though she was considerably heavier than
the typical American glamour girl, her
figure was all right. I guessed that she was
about thirty-two years old.

The guards had left, but the man with
the .45 was still there, standing slightly to
my left. Without waming, he produced a
long, bone-handled knife, seemingly from
nowhere, and held it close to my throat.
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“Who are you?” he demanded. “Why
have you been seeking us? Are you a
police spy? How did you know where to
locate us?”

I explained carefully, in my broken
Italian, that I was a Scottish-born Ameri-
can citizen, a novelist who wrote an occa-
sional magazine story, and that my inter-
est in La Bella Morte had been aroused
by newspaper stories of her exploits.

The woman spoke for the first time.
“That is a stupid name,” she said scom-
fully. “It is typical of the press. The press
always exaggerates and lies.”

THIS, 1 thought, was my opportunity,
and I immediately urged her to tell me
her true story, which I would then write.
That, I said emphatically, was why I was
here. But neither the woman nor her husky
companion was ready to accept me. They
began to cross-examine me; they scruti-
nized my passport, my credentials, every
scrap of paper in my wallet. They called
in two men, who studied every document
carefully, holding some papers up to can-
dlelight. Then the questioning started all
over again.

And through it all the knife hovered
near my throat. At last the men seemed
satisfied, but then the woman took over,
and her questions were the sharpest, the
most direct and penetrating of all. Again
and again she tried to trip me up; again
and again she worded her queries in such
a way that the slightest slip would make
a liar out of me, with my life as forfeit.

It was almost dawn when they finally
stopped, and it was the woman who called
a halt. “I am satisfied that he is all right,”
she said. “We will take a chance on him.”

I was taken to one of the tents and
given a blanket. I curled up in it and slept
until noon. Then, after a hearty peasant
breakfast, I was finally granted my inter-
view with La Bella Morte. We sat near
some stunted pines as we talked, and I
soon noticed that the man who had con-
ducted my interrogation on the night be-
fore hovered constantly within sight.

Her real name, she told me, was Elena
Marguerita Rosponi. She was a native of
the Sicilian interior and had grown up on
a farm. As a young girl in the early days
of the war she had become a Communist
and a member of a Partisan guerrilla unit.
At the war’s end she and a number of other
Partisans had become disillusioned and
had quit the Communist Party. By this
time they had become accustomed to the
free life of roaming through the moun-
tains, and as none of them wanted to settle
down as farmers or storekeepers, they
drifted into their life of banditry.

Most of the men were married now, and
their families lived in various commu-
nities scattered about the countryside. I
gathered that these men spent about
half their time with the gang, the rest
with their wives and children. Elena her-
self had never married. However, she
lived openly with her husky lieutenant,
whom I came to know only by the name
of Benvenuto.

She was undisputed leader of the or-
ganization and planned all of the raids on
banks, wealthy merchants, supply cara-
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bad time to dic. Then I had no time to
think.

Four or five of our riders had reached
the base of the watchtower before the
men inside the concrete blockhouse quite
realized what was happening. Then, sud-
denly, bullets seemed to be everywhere.
The man to my left screamed, grabbed his
stomach and toppled from his mount. The
rest of us fell back, somehow maintaining
a semblance of order.

Unexpectedly, the machine guns fell
silent. Benvenuto and two others had
climbed the steel ladder at the rear of the
tower and had taken care of the team of
guards inside. I never did learn whether
the poor devils had been killed or merely
put out of commission. All I know is that
Elena was standing up in the saddle,
cursing loudly and beckoning to us to
come on.

We rode back down to the arsenal, this
time without opposition. And the robbery
moved into high gear. The gang had
studied maps of the place, and cach man
knew preciscly where he was to go, what
he was to take. I stood with Benvenuto and
Elena at the rear door of the building.
from where they directed the whole fan-
tastic operation. In five minutes—it was
certainly no longer, although every minute
seemed like an hour—the gang reassembled

THE DUELLING

old warrior could answer, a knight in
black, seated on the king’s right, replied
hurriedly, “Your Majesty has no doubt
forgotten that young Aubry was entrusted
with a message for the Barons of Cour-
ances.”

“My son,” the duke declared, “could
have reached Courances in twenty-four
hours and he has been gone four days.”

AT THIS moment there was a com-
motion at the far end of the hall. There
was a scuffle as the guards tried to prevent
someone—something—from entering, but
it streaked under their pikes and halted,
panting.

“That's Verbaux, Aubry de Montdidi-
er’s greyhound!” a courtier cried.

The dog was already halfway down the
hall. Skirting the great round fire in its
center, he jumped up on the royal table.
Two guards thrust their shields before
Charles, but the beast had no interest in
the king; he had seen the knight in black.
He leaped for the man’s throat, missed,
and buried his fangs in his shoulder. For a
second no one moved. Then there was a
great outcry, and several men rushed for-
ward to tear the animal from the knight.

A serf grabbed the hound’s collar and
wrenched him free. Meanwhile the knight
fell back, clutching his shoulder. Snatch-

ing a slab of meat from the table, the -

greyhound streaked to the nearest window,
slithered through the bars, jumped ten
feet to the ground and disappeared
through the dark streets of the town.
The black knight rose groggily from
his bench and with two friends support-
ing him staggered out of the hall, fol-
lowed by the surprised stares of the guests.
The Chevalier Macaire was a strong man
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under the watchtower, and we headed
back up to the cover of the hilly forests.
Our progress was fairly slow, for our
horses had truly become beasts of burden.
They were laden with cases of ammuni-
tion, with carbines and pistols and a new
type of submachine gun. The raid had been
a success, but there was no jubilation—
two members of the gang had been killed,
and no one knew the fate of the decoys.
After a silent ride of perhaps thirty
minutes we emerged into a little clearing,
where a young boy drowsed ncar a cart
to which a team of mules was hitched. The
boy jumped to his feet, grinning and
shouting. And the thoroughness of Elena’s
planning immediately became evident.
Naturally, the authorities would be
searching for mounted men carrying arms
and ammunition. But Elena was prepared
for that. From beneath a jumble of vege-
table-filled crates in the cart, she quickly
pulled a peasant dress, which she donned,
and a shawl, which she tied over her head.
The men, meanwhile, loaded the stolen
weapons and ammo boxes onto the cart
and covered them with the vegectables.
Elena and Benvenuto took their seats on
the cart, looking for all the world like a
typical Sicilian peasant couple.
The other men scattered, taking the
spare horses with them. I presume that

and a good fighter. What was most im-
portant, the king trusted him.

But not all the knights shared their
king’s opinion. Born in Mainz on the
Rhine, Macaire spoke with the harsh ac-
cent of the North, and the powerful clan
of which he was the leader including
many Teutonic barons, who hated the
French. As for the white-haired Duke
de Montdidier, too old to be ambitious,
he was the king’s most trusted counselor.
His son Aubry, a brave youth who had not
yet taken the orders of knighthood. was
also fanatically devoted to the king. As
the courtiers heatedly discussed the im-
plications of the incident, the king rose
abruptly and left the hall.

Back in his own house, where his
wounds were dressed by his barber, Ma-
caire gave an order to the members of
his clan.

“That beast may come back 10 the
palace. If he does, chop him down!”

A few days later the dog did retum to
the palace. Macaire, despite his wounds,
had been careful to take his usual place at
the king’s right, his shoulder still heavily
bandaged. Again the hound hurled him-
self at the chevalier, but this time his fol-
lowers were cxpecting the attack and
warded off the beast.

“Your Majesty,” said the old Duke de
Montdidier, “we must be prepared to
follow the dog the next time he appears.
I am sure he will lead us to my son.”

A third time the dog showed up, then
fled.

The king and his knights hastily
mounted their horses and the wild chase
began. Night was coming on, and it was
difficult to follow the racing dog up hills,
across meadows and through the brush
and watercourses of the forest of Bondy.

The greyhound led the men to a clear-

each member of the band was going to
his own home, intending to stay there
until things quieted down. I don’t know
for certain, as no one bothered to tell me.
In fact, I was mostly concemed by the
fact that the horse I had been riding was
taken away. Elena called to me, and when
I approached the cart, she was succinct.

We had come to the parting of the ways,
she said. It was now all right for me to
go back to my own world. If I would
cut north through the woods for about
a mile, I would come to a road. About
four miles to the cast I would find a vil-
lage, and presumably some means of trans-
portation other than my own fcet. She and
Benvenuto then shook hands with me, and
the donkey cart creaked off.

That was the last time I saw La Bella
Morte or any member of her band. My
mind was filled with the story I would
tell the police if they accosted me on the
road. I was afraid I'd be up to my neck
in trouble—perhaps literally—if they dis-
covered my part in the raid, inactive
though it had been. But I saw no sign
of the authorities, and when I reached the
village I was finally able to arrange for a
car to take me back to Palermo.

From there I flew to Rome at once. I'd
had enough of the world’s fiercest bandits
to last me a lifetime. s a
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ing, paused uncertainly, and then plunged
into a thicket. The knights lifted high
their flaming torches: the clearing was
empty. Macaire, at the king’s elbow,
grinned with satisfaction.

But branches moved deep in the thicket
where the dog had gone, and the courtiers
spurred their horses into the brush. The
duke paled. Before them lay the body of
a young man. A servant bent down,
picked up the emblazoned sword and
handed it to the king.

“It's Aubry’s sword,” said Charles.

The dog, who had seen Macaire,
bounded out of the bush, leaped up and
bit the chevalier in the leg.

“Down, Verbaux!” cried the duke un-
expectedly. To the surprise of all, the
greyhound released his grip and dropped
to the ground. “Your Majesty,” said the
duke, turning to King Charles, “I ask for
justice. I believe that the dog is acting as
an instrument of Divine Will. Seize
Macaire and you will leam the truth.”

At a signal from the king, two yeomen
stationed themselves on either side of the
chevalier.

“But first, my friend,” said Charles,
laying his hand on the old duke’s arm,
“we must bring back the body of your son
and bury him with full honors.”

COVERED with sweet-smelling herbs,
the body of Aubry de Montdidier was
carried back to the town and preparations
were made for the funeral. Meanwhile,
outside the palace, a growing crowd be-
gan to call for justice.

“Question Macaire,” the old duke re-
quested, and the chevalier was brought in.

“Why,” demanded Charles, *“does
everyone accuse you of the death of
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