








1
*"':,.umm










































18 ADVENTURE

Owen Sinclair, no one would have suspected
him of distinguished service. Finlay liked
Wilson, though he didn’t quite know why.
Finally, however, the answer became clear—
he wasn’t sounding off, or telling anybody how
to do things, or playing up to Nadine. . .

One evening, Nadine asked him to show her
visitors the day’s take of gems. Finlay got the
packets of “rough,” and set them on the table.

“Quite pretty,” Wilson said.

The observation should have sounded vapid,
but it didn’t. He fingered one of the red crys-
tals, and squinted at it between tow-colored
lashes. “Romantic. Washed out of the muck,
and finally ends in some lady’s jewel case.”

This was a long specch for Wilson, who was
something of a human totem pole.

Sinclair's retort, perliaps only by contrast,
seemed impatient and belittling. “Brown ladies!
These won't get to white-man markets.”

The bald truth made Finlay redden to the
ears. He snapped to his feet, knocking over
the table, and scattering the corn-flower blue
of sapphires, the deep red of garnets, the fire
of rubies and of spinels over the floor. Startled,
Sinclair got up. The move robbed Finlay of
the instant he needed for cooling off. Instead,
he dished it out, without warning. He shook
Sinclair, but did not floor him.

“You run the show, loudmouth! You find the
kind for royalty and white ladies!”

Bleak-faced and half-smiling. Sinclair came
back at him. It was clear that he enjoyed Fin-
lay’s having made a fool of himself. It was
even better than he could have expected, for
Nadine, aside from a gasp of dismay, had re-
treated, saying not a word.

Wilson sputtered a protest which both ig-
nored.

Finlay had his hands full. The best he could
say for himself was that he wasn’t seriously
outclassed. Then he realized that Sinclair was
needling him, stinging him, tempting him to
blow up and lay himself open for a Sunday
punch. He tightened up, and socked the play
out of Sinclair.

All set to lay the man out—

But Finlay slipped on the scattered gems;
not enough to bring him down, but sufficiently
to break his balance, and leave him open.
Sinclair made it good.

The wallop floored Finlay. Though the lights
didn’t go out, he lay there, clawing teak and
rubies, entirely conscious, yet unable to get
up. Wilson said, with diflidence and embarass-
ment, “I think we should be leaving. Miss
Hudson.”

Sinclair, breathing heavily, paid his compli-
ments as though nothing had happened.

“I'll get your hats,” Nadine said, and she did
so.
The visitors were gone when Finlay was able
to sit up.

“Find a broom, and I'll sweep up the treas-
ure.”

Nadine helped him. And as they sat, sorting
the mixture, she said, “Don’t be so touchy,
Mike.”

CHAPTER III
LU SADAW DROPS A HINT

U TAW SEIN himself went with
Finlay to the bazaar where scllers
and buyers faced each other across
tables a foot high, to bargain for
parcels of gems laid out on brass

<

trays.
“Let a broker handle your first dealing,” the
Deputy Assistant Commissioner advised.

“Watcn. learn-—and beware of scoundrels. New-
comer is like dove venturing into serpent’s
den. Pray let me use influence to get fair
play.”

U Taw Secin hailed a sharp-cyed little man
whose smile showed only half a dozen teeth,
and all of them blackened. “This is Maung Ba,
integrity guaranteed. I commend you into his
hands. And now, official duty calls me.”

Finlay handed the parcel of “rough” to
Maung Ba, whom he followed through the
crowd of traders until, finally, the broker found
a customer, and seated himself at a table.

After preliminary sparring came the ancient
routine of secret bidding: buyer and seller
joined hands, the fingers being concealed by
the long sleeves of their jackets. Asked and
bid prices were made by finger-signals, so that
only the parties to the deal would know the
closing figure. One finger might mean ten or
a hundred or a thousand rupees, depending on
the value of the lot; two fingers, twenty, two
hundred, or two thousand. The point of it all
was that should the purchaser later wish to
re-sell in Mogok, he’'d not be handicapped by
having it known what the lot had cost him.

When the parcel was finally sold, and Maung
Ba got his commission, Finlay and Jang divided
the heavy bags of silver rupees and set out for
the diggings. When they came to the crest
from which the monastery spires were visible,
Finlay pulled up to give his pony a breathing
spell.

“Jang, how far is it to Sinclair’s lease?”

“Maybe two smokes.”

Finlay glanced at the sun. “Let’s go for a
look. Y. used to work for Irrawaddy Teak,
Ltd., didn’t you?”

“Sure. Driving elephant.”

“Hell you did! I thought it was a father-to-
son job, always kept in the family, no outsiders
allowed.”

“My old man driving elephants back home,
I learn elephant talk before I go to Indian
Army.” .
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Finlay decided that he could say little which
the abbot hadn’t heard before. Nevertheless,
he began with the discovery of the gem.

At last Lu Sadaw said, “Only a fool or a
stranger would have stolen before the ‘eaters’
got their due.”

Finlay jerked back.
didn't know that.”

“Even so, I don’t think you tried to swindle
Maung Tin.”

“I'd build a couple pagodas if you made him
believe that!”

“I am no man's advocate. I am to explain the
law. The precepts of the Lord Buddha, who
fasted forty-nine days in the wilderness.”

Lu Sadaw took up his rosary of one hundred
and eight amber beads, and silently recited a
litany. The man’s personality left the tiny cell,
giving Finlay a feeling of complete aloneness
and remoteness from all living things.

He became aware of gnawing hunger.

“Being a stranger, I

HE was startled when, at last, the
abbot’s personality returned to the
cell, as abruptly as it had left. ‘“Mr.
Finlay, there is a way for you to
eat. Put on the yellow robe of a
novice, let your head be shaved, and go out
with an alms bowl. The ‘eaters’ will respect the
robe. No one else will notice you.”

“You mean you’ll accept me as an apprentice
monk, when you know I don’t believe in Bud-
dhism?”

“Does your belief concern me? There are
Eighty-four Thousand Gateways to the Abso-
lute, and each picks his own.”

“Let me talk to Maung Tin first.”

“I advise you to show your faith by putting
on the yellow robe.”

In less than an hour, novices had shaved Fin-
lay and given him three squares of yellow cot-
ton, the last one large enough to drape in the
manner of a toga. And they had stained his
skin,

“Here is your bowl,” the abbot said, after
looking at Finlay and approving. “Go early,
and return before the sun is too high—Your
bare head won’t be able to stand it.”

When Finlay reached the gap in the cactus
hedge, there was the taste of dawn in the air.
In the murky gray, he could distinguish the
features of Maung Tin and his companions.
They moved as if to make way for him, re-
spectfully and fittingly. Then they were about
him, and cxcept for his bowl, he was empty-
handed.

Maung Tin said, “Good morning, Mr. Finlay.
We know now that you are no thief.”

“Right. But how do you krow?”

“Lu Sadaw searched your clothes. And the
drink he gave you would have poisoned a
thief.”

Finlay, remembering the bitter taste of the

water the abbot had offered him, understood
that in more senses than one, his search for
sanctuary had been an ordeal.

“So you're satisfied?”

“Yes, thakin. We know now that you are
really looking for the thief, you and the Eng-
lish lady. I followed you from her bungalow.”

“Let’s talk this over,” he said, and squatted
on his heels. '

When they made a half-circle about him, he
went on, “Lu Sadaw says that only a man who
didn’t know the ways of ‘eaters’ would have
stolen before you got your share. And you re-
member how that Hindu asked me to go to the
bazaar the following day, to make believe that
I was looking for a customer? He had no idea
of leaving. He expected to be hunted on the
road, while he stayed near town.”

Maung Tin made all this clear to his fellows,
who had difficulty in understanding Finlay's la-
bored speech; and they agreed.

“One more thing. A few days after I went to
work, a dacoit tried to cut me down with a dah.
Now, that man couldn’t have been an ‘eater,
though at first I thought he might’ve been. You
didn’t use your choppers tonight, when you had
your chance.”

“That is right, thekin. We followed to watch,
not kill.”

Finlay went on to tell of the betel-nut box,
and of U Taw Sein’s promise to trace the owner.
“U Taw Sein,” he continued, “may be trying to
help me—and maybe he’s been bribed to pro-
tect the man I've been looking for.”

“What has all that to do with the Hindu, Mo-
han Lal, thakin?”

“Nobody could be sure I'd be killed, but there
was a chance I'd be scared and quit work and
the thakin-ma would have to shut down the
mine. One man can keep his own secret, but
there were several men who robbed us. That
wasn’t planned in a minute. So—is U Taw Sein
stupld, or is someone paying him? What kind
of man is U Taw Scein?”

Maung Tin went into a huddle with his men.
When he had heard their opinions and guesses,
he spoke for them. “U Taw Sein brought false
witnesses against the old Deputy Assistant
Commissioner, U Bya. He made the British be-
lieve that U Bya had been friendly with the
Japs. The English believe anything a false wit-
ness says. Everyone knows that, of course, but
the English.

“So, U Taw Sein got U Bya’s office. He is a
very smart man—he takes bribes with both
hands. If he hasn’t helped you, it's because he
doesn’t want to.”

“If we had him here, do you think we could
get the truth out of him?”

“We could, and perhaps we could not. But we
don't have him here.”

“We'll get him. It'll be easy, if you help me.”

Maung Tin listened, and agreed to the plan,
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43 ADVENTURE

I can think of to get good rope than offn a
Mississippi Commission workings.”

“Down to Look Across Neck they’re revetting
nine thousand feet of the river bank so the
current won’t cave in a cut-off,” Pless declared,
he being one of those keep-track fellows,
knowing the answers, where and when.

Ever since Pless and me come out of Leaven-
worth we'd rubbed the Bottoms for our livings,
from above K.C., clear down Chafelli. Taking
every third landing down, two years to a trip,
after three trips we could work the same tie-
ins. Nobody would remember us after six
years, except where we had a serious difficulty
and were likely to be remembered.

Junking, patent medicines, cistern cleaning,
barbering, blockade running, pecans, turtles,
feathers—we had lots of main and side lines.
Now we didn’t feel right, not having five
hundred feet of half-inch handy-line. Even
if we’d had spare money for buying a thousand
feet of light rope, it'd been extravagant buying,
when all you needed was a heavy percentage of
good luck. Of course, Government Works with
lots of inducements hire a mean class for
watchmen to pester around the big temptations.

So we floated down the current close into
shore, first around Lost Water, then across
Snaggy Ridge Bend, and all that late evening
we didn’t see a soul, trippers, fishermen, nor
Swamp Angels. Pless sure bragged the loneli-
ness. Come dark, and the lower ten miles we
didn’t even smoke.

The night chilled and up-boiled a fog. Black
murk is a river man’s best friend, if he knows
how to use it. Around the point, we had to
drop a sinker to drag on the bottom so we’'d
know which way we was going, down river
or up a reverse-eddy. Long before we reached
Uncle Sam’s barges, we heard the gurgling
suck of water through the barge fleet. If any
one drawed under those overhangs he was
sure a good-by goner! The sound always
makes me shiver! But we come down well out-
side and side-slipped over to the long flats. We
could see the yellow fair-warning and red-
danger lights glowing, and we drew to the side,
still as a soggy cornshock.

We had a three-lock clinker-built rowboat,
light but sound. Pless swung up on the gun’ale
with the painter, between lights. Didnt hear
a sound. You couldn't see a haunt nights like
that! I snuck up, ton, and we skirmished
around, bare-footed, locking for rope. I don’t
reckon they’s any thicker gloom than a black
fog on Old Mississip

I snuck down stream; Pless mosied up; the
barge was all dark, and on the stern deck there
was a coil of rope a good eizht feet across, and
close to two hundred strands—practically
plumb sure a mile long, and half-inch! I scur-
ried back up the running board to the cieat
the skiff was moored at. Pless was back. He’d

run into three-four tons of four-inch stuff, but
nothing we wanted. We dropped the skiff down
to the stern and then we edged that coil of half-
inch over to the gun’ale, and if anybody thinks
handling a mile of line is boy-play, he'’s got a
think coming to him. I was scared to death,
but Pless he just took it calm and we eased it
down into our skiff—my land!

Working so hard and industrious, or maybe
it was the thick fog, we just didn’t notice. In
the old days, fleet and steamboat watchmen
carried lanterns. It had to be sure thick if the
light didn't show around ten or twenty yards,
anyhow. But these danged modern scoundrels
carry light-squirt flashes, and if they ain’t
smoking, a man hasn’t a show in God’s world!
Moreover, they even wear rubber-soft soles
and they might as well be sneaking around
bare-footed.

All of a sudden, there was a pipe
of light a good thirty-foot long
poking through the fog like a pike-
pole. Pless said I snorted like a
buck deer at a jacklight! As I said,
they hirc a sure bad-acting class for night
watchmen around Government workings. This
fellow no sooner heard me than he slashed
around and I ducked that pole of blue light
like it was a deadfall. And then his gun began
to talk. Course, I didn’t hang around none.
I just jumped! I hit the water head-on, and
I bet I dived down twenty feet! Pless takes
things calmer. He just slipped the cleat line
noose and shoved off the barge side. In fifteen
foot he was out of sight, nothing but some
bullets splashing around in the confusion.

When I came up, I snorted and Pless got the
square stern around so I could climb aboard,
and we leaned to on those oars. Course, I was
chilly and wet, but when you row a mile of
half-inch rope upstream on Old Mississip’ you
earn it, so much an hour, I'll tell you.

For a while we were anxious. We had to
thump and listen for the echo so we could tell
where the banks were. Then we got straight-
ened out and across the river, working up the
long eddy opposite the Government fleet. Then
we bucked the crossing. Then we hit the cur-
rent and made it into Snaggy Ridge Bend, and
if you ever tried angling up the current in
a night fog you know how good you got to be
to hold the course! But Pless, he could smell
which way the fog was running on the current.

Naturally, we felt rambuctious. A mile of
Government twist, best quality, half-inch
handy-line—why, if we could have spared the
breath, we'd sung! Pless and I had had nice
rope, now and again. We'd have two hundred
feet now and again, but the real mularkey
handy line is five hundred feet long, with a
spliced loop in each end! That coil was awful
heavy, solid! It reached up'one side and down




















































Jasper was ashamed
of himself. Neither
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faces. He took his time. She was still smiling
when he backed away.

She stopped smiling when a sea took him,
whirled him around, and slammed him against
the larboard rail. He almost toppled over. It
took him minutes, and seemed to take an
hour, for him to fight his way back to the
wheel.

Miss Wallace knew nothing about ship tech-
nicalities, but as far as she could see they had
been throwing themselves right up against
each oncoming wave, which thudded and shook
the ship from stem to stern, and now they
swung slowly around, so as to face the opposite
direction.

Mr. Green and the Chinaman were at the
wheel, from which they had brushed away
Lascars willing enough to be relieved. Nobody
else did anything, as far as she could see, ex-
cept hang on.

It was the worst experience she’d ever had.
Tied, straining at her bonds despite her knowl-
edge that they were necessary, she screamed
again and again as seas loomed high above the
Hannah, to hang, hissing, spray whizzing from
the top, for a terrible moment before they
broke. Each one, she was sure, would be the
last.

Several times great sticks of wood, entan-
gled with all sorts of gear, fell to the deck,
there to be lifted by the water and to swirl
around madly for a little while before finding
their way over the side. Three times she was
certain that they had heeled over, that the
masts were lying on the water or even a little
under the surface of the water, that she herself,
squirming, praying, was horizontal. Once she
thought for a little while that the vessel had
turned completely upside down.

She heard no thunder—she could not have
heard anything through that wind—and though
lightning often flashed, it seemed to flash all
around her so that she could not know in which
direction the sky was.

She did not know the time of day, whether
it was still day, or whether night had come.
Even when the lightning flashed she could see
very little.

She tried in those brief instants to watch
the wheel, where Mr. Green was standing. She
tried to fix all her faith on that courageous
man, and this effort kept her alive.

Once, in a lightning flash, he waved to her.
He was such a glum young man ordinarily,
and so serious-minded, that the signal both
astonished and cheered her. Mr. Green, though
he labored mightily, did not seem to mind the
typhoon. He acted positively gay. He seemed
to be having a good time. She remembered
how he had kissed her. Was .it that? Then
she remembered something else, the cargo, and
she glowered. She believed that none of them
would get through alive.

CHAPTER VI
BREAKERS AHOY!

WHEN the wind stopped, it
stopped with dramatic sudden-
ness, making the ears ring. And
though the vessel only joggled back
and forth on a series of small,
choppy leaping waves, which seemed to be
smashing against one another, it felt as though
it were still flying before the storm, thrusting
half its length clear out of the sea as each
wave shoved it. For the first time in many
hours the sky became visible. It was a lower-
ing dark-red sky, no pleasanter than it had
ever been these past thirty-odd hours, but at
least it was there, to show which direction was
up.

Mr. Green ran to her, leaping over spars,
ducking under tangles of rope. He unfastened
her, and when she tried to kneel in prayer and
found that she had scarcely any control over
any part of her body, he slipped an arm across
her shoulders and walked her, very slowly,
around and around. He shook her a little.

“That’s it. Get your circulation back. Then
go below and find us something to eat. But
hurry! This may last a couple of hours or
it may be over in a couple of minutes.”

“But—but isn’t this the end of the typhoon?”

“I wish it were, but this is just the core, the
center. We'll get the same blow again, pretty
soon, only it'll be coming from the other di-
rection.”

“I'll make tea,” she suggested.

“Good.”

He was already at work, barking orders to
the Lascars to clear the deck, when she tot-
tered toward the companionway.

The return of the typhoon seemed more ter-
rible than its onset. The agony of waiting for
it was all but unendurable. After having gone
through so much, and after no more than a
chance to catch a scant breath, it was cruel that
they should have to wait, trapped, helpless, for
a second inevitable assault. Miss Wallace shut
her eyes when the wind began to rise. It was
horrible to listen to. Very soon it ceased to
be a sound identifiable as such, and became
rather, as it had previously been, a state of
affairs, an element of existence, neither good
nor bad, to be accepted without a smile but
also without a grimace. It got so that she could
not remember what life had been like when
there was no wind.

It was dark now, definitely after sunset. The
air was cold. The spray hurt, again and again
raking her face with a many-thonged lash.

The seas came from behind them now, lift-
ing the Hannah as easily as they’d have lifted
an eggshell, and fairly hurling her forward
each time in a great crashipg of waters and a
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They were no more than whimpering, uncom-
prehending animals, who retained only enough
presence of mind to hold onto something.

‘“‘Breakers ahead,” My. Green shouted. “We'll
pile up soon.”

They could see nothing, nothing at all be-
yond the rail of the ship, for the darkness was
Stygian. But now, straining her ears, she could
hear a sound that penetrated the roar of the
wind and even strove to compete with it. It was
a deeper sound, throatier, less ferocious hut as
terrible to hear. Yes, it was the boom of
breakers, dead ahead and very close. Even
Miss Wallace knew that.

“Can’t bring her around,” Mr. Green shouted.
“Just have to keep going and hope we catch
the right wave and grind over it.”

“Will—is that possible?”

“One chance in a thousand, I guess. Thought
you’d want to know.”

She pressed close to him, and he kissed her,
while the Chinaman stared ahead.

The boom of breakers was much nearer. Mr.
Green pushed her aside.

‘““Hang onto that binnacle. Get both your arms
around it. At least it won’t take long to get
smashed to bits in this sea.”

He went to the wheel, and the Chinaman
moved over to make room for him.

“Here they come!”

The Hannah seemed to be trying to heave
herself clear out of the water, to escape the
fury of the waves behind her. She lunged
wildly forward, bows lifted. Nothing could be
seen in the darkness on either side, but Miss
Wallace, breathless, sensed high jagged black
rocks. Surely there were rocks below. And
now the Hannah touched these with her keel,
and there was a high piercing squeal of tim-
bers. The Hannah rose again, like a wounded
horse, when another sea hurled itself against
the reef. Again she came down, again there
was a squeal, but it was far astern this time,
right under where they stood. And the bark
shivered piteously, and leaned far to the right.
Then it gave a crazy lurch, like a playful animal
that flirts its tail, miraculously righted itself,
and then began to spin slowly around and
around.

The wind was as high, the sound of the com-
bers as loud, but the water was different. No
longer did great seas slam the Hannah’s hull
and stream over her deck. No longer was the
bark lifted, dropped, rolled resistlessly. Now
she whirled around and around, and simply
shivered a little in the slap of wavelets, while
the water at her sides, though they couldn’t
see it, hissed and spicked and plopped, for all
the world like soapsuds.

“Grated clear over and into some sort of
lagoon . . .”

She ran to him.

“We're safe! We're safe!”

“Well, we're safe enough right now, if we
don’t get drove against the other side,” said
Jasper Green, “but getting out again’s likely
to be another matter.”

e thought of this an hour later, when Miss
Wallace was asleep, when the tvphoon had
twirled off and the dawn had come. He stood
amidships, at the rail, and looked out over
the lagoon and over the low broken jagged ring
of atolls and reefs which swrrounded it. Most
of the atolls showed no life at all, animal or
vegetable, and indeed the whole place was the
dreariest conceivable. But on one atcll, which
in fact was both the largest and the nearest one,
there was a cluster of coral huts. A wreckers’
colony, obviously. Nobody but wreckers, or
pirates, would live in such a desolate spot.
This was sufficiently alarming. Even worse,
however, was the sight of the vessels anchored
between the Hannah and the village.

There were five lorchas and a small junk.

Those who had fled from the bark in super-
stitious terror had encountered the typhoon
on their way back to their island home, but
they’'d known exactly where thcy were, as a
man knows the location of everything in his
bedroom, even though it's dark as pitch there,
and with their sweeps and their shallow
draught, they had easily cleared the bar to the
safety of the lagoon.

Meanwhile, the Hannah had darted this way
and that, had passed through the core of the
twister, had been whirled straight for an island
her own helmsmen couldn’t see, and had finally
fetched up right here at the mercy of the very
men who had fled from her.

“Sometimes,” muttered Jasper Green, “1
think that maybe she's right about the way
God feels toward opium.”

“No savvy, mastah.”

Jasper sighed. “Let the starboard anchor go,”
he said. “Draw the charges from all the pieces
and reload ’em with dry powder.”

“Aye, aye, mastah.”

IT was a quiet day, and Jasper
slept through most of it, and so
did Miss Wallace, back in her own
cabin. They were disturbed only
once, when the watchful Toby Loy,
spotting a couple of small boats approaching,
touched off one of the eighteen-pounders. The
bail landed between the boats with a splash
which capsized one and sent the other scurry-
ing for shore. And when Miss Wallace and
Jasper Green reached the deck, Toby Loy, who
had the four muskets, already had killed two
of the four swimmers and was expressing re-
gret that the others were out of range.

Toby knew his enemies. They weren’t play-
ing a game. They never expected to give any
quarter, and if they received it they took the
merciful party to be either a fool or a weak-
ling. War in these waters wasn’t a sport-
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body in it or near it. He would suppose it to
have tugged away its painter.

Jasper swam easily, without splashing.

There were four major openings or possible
openings in the ring of reefs. He needed no
charl to know where these were. He had al-
ready examined them through his own glass
and marked their positions in his mind. The
first and most likely one, the one over which
they’d been pushed by the typhoon, was the
southwest one, toward which the boat was
drifting. In less than an hour Jasper was
there.

He crawled ashore on hands and knees, and
Jay behind a boulder, shivering. He did not
care to move while the moon was out. The
boat nudged the shore some forty or fiity feet
away.

On the other side of the reef, so near that
he wondered why a big comber didn’t come
clear over now and then, the outer Pacific
boomed. In the pass, the water churned and
millraccd.

After a while the moon was covercd, and
Jasper ran to the boat.

It was well after midnight, and the moon
still battled with clouds, though it was much
lower now, when Jasper f{inished his work at
the fourth pass. He had jotted down no figures.
He had those in his memory.

There was a fire near the fourth pass, the
only fire except on the main atoll. Fishermen,
he assumed. He tossed the leads into the
lagoon, tied the rope around his waist, and,
when the moon shone again, gave the boat a
little push which he calculated would take it
past a place not far from the fire. Of course
it might not be seen, this piece of bait. Or
there might be too many fishermen there. Jas-
per was preparcd to swim back to the Hannah,
in any event.

Moving fast, for he was very cold, he went
to the point on the shore where he figured
that the boat would touch. He had estimated
wrong, but only by a short distance. He found
a tall Druidical boulder at the very edge of the
shore—there were no trees anywhere in this
bleak place, and no shrubbery or even grass—
and he stood bchind it, a belaying pin in his
right fist, a knife in his left.

It was like a petrified forest, this islet on
which he found himself. Only shards littered
the lumpy earth, only boulders made up the
horizon—f{an!astic shapes, leaning this way and
that, black against an all-but-black sky. A
wind moaned low among them. The breakers
thudded, far away.

When the man came running he secrned s
unrecal as his surroundings. A real mar, a
human being, was inconceivable in this 1» »n-
garden place.

It was, however, a shadow much interesied in
a drifting rowboat, a rich prize for the miser-

able islanders. He heard Jasper when Jasper
stepped out from behind the boulder, and he
turned—but Jasper was upon him by that
time.

Jasper didn’t have to use the knife. He
fetched the man a blow over the ear with the
knuckles of the hand that held the belaying
pin. He was afraid he might crack the skull
if he hit with the pin itseli. The man fell
like an axed horse, never having made a
sound, and Jasper leapt on him and slugged
his jaw several times.

'The second man was as unreal, for an instant,
as the first had been. Ther: was a stirring
of shadows, a gasp, and then onc of the rocks
split—and part of it was the newcomer.

He saw Jasper as soon as Jasper saw him.
He drew a knife.

Jasper was edging forward on his carpet
slippers, his own knife held close to his hip
when the Chinese turned and fled. Sheer
fright, perhaps. Or perhaps he sought rein-
forcements. Or it might be that he thought
himself obliged to report promptly ihe presence
of a white man on the isle.

Anyway, he went.

Jasper lost no time. He gave up the idea
of swimming back to the bark. He tossed the
limp Chinese he’d beaten into the boat, leapt
in himself, brought up the oars from the floor,
and started away. It was good to row. It
warmed him.

He did not even wait to truss up his pris-
oner. When the poor man groaned and lifted
his head a little, Jasper hit him with an oar,
and he was silent after that.

There were two shots, two flashes, from the
shore. Where the bullets went Jasper didn’t
know.

The questioning did not take long. The
fisherman expected to be tortured, and he
talked fast and freely in order to put off the
fearful experience. He almost collapsed with
relief when Toby Loy told him he could have
something to drink and go to bed. They
wouldn’t even tie him: they'd only lock him
in the forecastle.

The bosun had interpreted the running story.
He'd had some difficulty with the dialect, a
strange one to a Cantonese, but they were
both expressive men, given to gestures, which
helped.

There was a pirate band from the mainland
stopping for water. The pirates weren’t many
—fifty-five or -six—while there were more
than three hundred wreclers and fishermen
on the atoll, besides their wives and children.
Nevertheless the pirates get what they wanted.

They wanted not only water, it seemed, but
about a dozen hands. There wasn’t any ques-
tion of bargaining. The pirates simply picked
the strongest men. They were very strong men
themselves, and well armed. The junk and
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lieve it? Swear some Chink oath, then. Some-
thing strong.”

This went on for a long while, Jasper putting
his talk to Toby Loy listlessly. Jasper once
even managed a yawn.

They caused Toby to swear something by
something or other. Whatever it was, it im=
mensely impressed them. After that, the pirate
chief looked at Jasper with a new interest,
though in fact his tiny dark pig-eyes had
held admiration from the start. Jasper nodded,
made a polite smile, and sipped tea.

Toby Loy never had a hand far from either
his pistol or his cutlass. Jasper, to the con-
trary, never touched a weapon—for the good
reason that he didn’t carry any. Jasper figured
that you shouldn’t try to bluff at all unless you
bluffed the whole distance.

“Tell him that I shall crunch his boat like
a nut that is crunched in a nutcracker,”
Shap’ngtzai said.

“Tell him,” Jasper directed wearily, “that
unless he agrees to my terms I'll blow his
whole island off the map—not to mention those
cockleshells of his. But say it with politeness,
Toby.”

It had been so easy! Their very boldness,
as Jasper had hoped, had done the trick. The
boldness—and their arrogant manner. There
had been no violence. Once Toby had drawn
a pistol, but Jasper, hands on hips, had
smiled deprecatingly, clucking his tongue, and
had calmly directed Toby to put the thing
away.

There had been some attempt to steer them
to an adjutant. This Jasper disdainfully refused
to talk about. They would return to the Han-
nah if Shap’ngtzai himself did not receive them.
He had even started back toward the beach.

Now Shap’ngtzai looked at him intently,
never looking at Toby Loy or at his own inter-
preter.

“Tell him that he has no men or he would
have destroyed us already.”

“Tell him,” returned Jasper, “that I only
lost a single hand in that blow. Tell him that
the deck was bare all day only because I had
permitted the men to sleep as a reward for
their good work. But add,” Jasper added, “that
I keep lookouts. He saw what happened to
those scout boats of his, eh?”

“Tell him that those boats were going to
offer him his life for his cargo.”

Jasper indicated with a shrug that he couldn’t
be bothered by such silliness. For the first
time he permitted himself to look impatient.
He did not lower his dignity to make a verbal
reply.

“Tell him that he cannot take his ship out
of this lagoon!” There was just a hint of
bluff in the pirate’s tone, now.

“Tell him that I should like some more tea,
please.”

THE tea was provided by one of

the cutthroats who lurked in the

.4 background where the torchlight

flickered red. Jasper, after sipping,

delicately wiped his mouth. Then

he recited the depth and width of each pass.
He lied about how much the Hannah drew.

However, he had not lied about the sound-
ings at the passes, nor about their location.
He knew his tides, too. Shap'ngtzai, though
he commanded small vessels, was too good a
sailor to come into a place like this without
first determining the nature of the exits. He
knew that Jasper’s figures were correct. For
the first time, the little pig-eyes wavered.
Jasper smiled.

“Tell him,” the pirate said, staring hard, “that
perhaps, since he is an Englishman, he would
like a little wine?”

“Tell him I'm an American, not an English-
man. Tell him that I thank him kindly, but
I don’t drink wine.”

“Tell him that I regret this. Ask him if he
would be desolated if Shap’ngtzai himself drank
perhaps a little wine?”

Jasper made something of his next speech.
He smiled most graciously. He all but rose
from his chair.

“Tell him that I would be given honor if the
distinguished Shap’ngtzai were to drink some
wine in my poor presence. No, better not say
‘poor presence, Toby. But lay it on thick,
anyway.”

The pirate chief bowed. Jasper bowed. The
pirate chief clapped his hands—and there was
wine. Jasper had great difficulty in keeping
astonishment from his face when he saw the
label. Though he never drank it, he knew
something about fine wine. He didn’t suppose
that there were three dozen bottles like this
in the whole of the Far East. Some unfor=-
tunate French wallah? Something with a
provincial governor aboard, supposedly lost in
a typhoon? He sipped his tea. The Chinese
drink green tea very hot, in tiny cups without
handles. It is polite to drink a lot of it.

“Tell him that I regret that a feeling of
tiredness comes over me, or put it something
like that anyway.”

“Tell him that I believe that he threw all
his cannon overside to lighten the ship in the
blow. Otherwise he would attack us now.”

“Ask him if he thought that was a pea-
shooter that capsized the boat today?”

Jasper wondered sometimes what Toby Loy
was saying to the pirate chief. Toby obviously
was awed. Jasper didn’t care. The manner of
the man who spoke was the important thing.
He smiled.

“Tell him that if he does not think my men
and my guns are in good shape, I could give
him a little exhibition. That means ‘showum,’
Toby.”
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EL GAUCHO

round and of equal weight, about the size of
billiard balls—which, incidentally, make excel-
lent bolas. These can be thrown much farther
than horse balls, and when they connect, wrap-
ping themselves tightly around an animal'’s legs,
they frequently break bones.

Avestruceros are two balls on each end of a
cord about eight feet long, used mainly for
catching ostrich, the common name for the
South American rhea. Gauchos and Indians
alike used the avestruceros also as blackjacks
with which to knock the young birds on the
heads on the run, a dangerous stunt even for
an expert. If the rider, galloping at full speed.
missed the ostrich’s skull, the ball was almost
certain to hit horse or rider.

Guanaco skin is very tough, much tougher
than horse- or cowhide. The best skin for bola
cords is made from the neck of a guanaco doe,
cut spirally in one continuous strip. Bulls’ necks
are too ridged and scarred from fighting for the
skin to be of any use. The strips are then
braided with the balls at each end and the
manique cord braided into the exact middle.

For hunting bolas, puma skin has advantages
and disadvantages even guanaco skin lacks.
Extremely elastic, the puma-hide cords will tie
so tightly around a quarry's legs that it may
take the hunter half an hour to work the bolas
off. Continued use, however, makes the cords
stretch so much that eventually the manique
cord must be shifted to the new middle. Hence
the cords cannot be braided into each other;
they must be only tied.

An expert boladero, using a set of small,
heavy hunting balls and riding as fast as his
horse can sprint, can ball a running target as far
away as seventy or eighty yards. Unlike the
Gauchos, the Tehuelche Indians, experts with
the bolas, never balled an animal from directly
behind. Instead, they threw from one side al-
most at a right angle—and rarely missed.

A thrower, holding onto the egg-shaped
manique stone, whirls the balls above his head
like a lazo, then swings them vertical with the
ground, then horizontally again, judging the
distance and the angle he must “lead” his quar-
ry. When the balls, whirling horizontally, are
strung out behind his head, he throws the
manique as if he were pitching an unattached
stone. The balls spin through the air spread
out, cords taut, and wrap tightly around any-
thing they hit. This art is based almost entirely
on riding skill. Standing still, practically any-
one can master the bolas almost as easily as
learning to throw a ball. But to control the
heavy, whirling balls so as to be instantly able
to shift your aim when mounted on a speeding
horse, that might in a split-second have to turn
with the agility of a good cattle cutting-horse,
you must be a real rider.

A Gaucho hot in pursuit of a racing ostrich,
swinging his bolas at full speed, frequently had
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his horse fall headlong. The rider, true to boy-
hood training, usually landed on his feet, then
without losing control of the whirling bolas,
changed his aim and balled his horse before the
excited beast could leave him afoot.

MANY of the mountain and some

of the pampa Gauchos were just as

expert with the lazo. Though they

used braided guanaco-hide “ropes”

seventy feet long, they were as
adept at snaring snakes in thorny thickets as
our own “brush-poppers” of Texas, Arizona
and New Mexico.

Clad in knee-length rawhide coats called
coletas, with their lower legs and their wiry
ponies’ chests protected behind winglike raw-
hide shields—guarda montes—these riders
would charge full-tilt into thorn thickets so
dense one would think even a snake could
hardly squirm through. They rode their cat-
footed little criollos everywhere, ducking and
dodging from side to side to escape treacherous
limbs. Like the North American cowhand, they
boasted that wherever cattle could run they
could follow.

They were probably the world’s fastest, and
perhaps most accurate, long-distance ropers.
When they hit a small savannah. clear of brush,
they had to get that lazo around the animal be-
fore the racing steer, wiry and agile as a cat,
could reach the other side. They had no time
to waste whirling their loop. Holding three or
four coils and the loop in their rope-hand and

Gauchos loved to listen to
two payadores compete in a
payada, a kind of impromp-
tu singing-rhyming contest.
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garments. They fill the air with the vapors of
the black death.”

“Senor Zorilla, it is so,” confirmed an attend-
ant. “The sailor reeks with the poison. Close
in his arms he held Sefior Salcedo when the
honorable serior was dying. His clothes are
saturated with the disease. A noxious fever is
given off from these garments, from his skin,
from his plague spots.”

“Have they broken out, Francisco, are the
plague spots breaking out?” asked Pico anx-
iously. with drops of sweat upon his forehead.
“I still don’t feel anything. But are the spots
there now, Francisco?”

“Not a one, Pico. Upon my honor, not a one
yet.”

He continued to advance upon Zorilla, who
began backing away and calling out: “Why
do you come here? What do you want?”

The sailor. grim and unsmiling, made no an-
swer but moved forward with slow steps. I
trod upon his heels without knowing what his
purpose was. Zorilla walked backwards a dozen
short paces, then turned face forward and
passed round a corner of the masonry. Pico,
quickening his steps, followed. I stopped. He
went on until pursued and pursuer had circled
the quemadero, while all the people crowded
farther and farther off and watched.

“He has become a madman!” shouted Zorilla
io his attendants. “Arouse yourselves! Attack
him with your lances! If afraid, use ropes!
Lasso him!”

A single attendant of all those there stooped
down and took up one of the coils of rope
used to wind around and bind victims to the
stake. He did no more than fashion the end
into a loop when Pico started toward him. He
let it fall to the ground. Pico went on to where
it was, lifted up an end of it, and pulled the
whole length through the palms of his polluted
hands.

“Who will pick it up now?” he asked the
attendants. “Which one of you will use it as
a noose to take me?”

He dropped it. I took him by the arms, fear-
ing indeed that he was sick with the pestilence
and was going out of his mind.

“Pico,” I urged, “let’s just stand here in the
heat of the fire. All this exercise and excite-
ment will bring on an attack.”

He shook off my grasp. Fascinatedly, fear-
fully, the people watched his next act. He un-
fastened the yellow sanbenito that reeked with
plague germs. Then he removed it, and held it
out with both hands toward the torturer.

“Here is a fine garment for you, Senor Zo-
rilla. Will you come and get it or shall I bring
it to you and assist you to put it on?”

Instead of stepping forward. as if to suit ac-
tion to his words, he wadded up the sanbenito
and tossed it toward the torturer. Falling short
of its target by a dozen feet, it unfolded some-

what in its passage and a sleeve landed in the
blazing quemadero. He hastened to it, rubbed
out the fire, and very carefullv put it back on,
with the one sleeve blackened and uneven.

Then he resumed his pursuvit of Zorilla. The
latter under ordinary circumstances would
have lost all dignity with the crowd. but now
in their sympathetic fear they did not seem to
look upon him as a craven as yellow as our
sanbenitos. Both began to travel in a trot.
After Zorilla had made a third circumference
of the quemadero, he darted off at the south-
west corner and went through the crowd to-
ward town. Pico still followed. with me coming
many yards at the rear and calling out in vain
for him to stop.

Their progress quickened to a run, and for
block after block they seemed to be about
evenly matched. I was the one unable to keep
up the speed, and having much ado in the

‘narrow, winding streets not to lose sight of

them altogether.

Near the cathedral there came athwart their
route, deflecting it, a train of attendants bring-
ing to the quemadero the seven other heretics
and the remaining black box. Behind these,
afoot and on horseback, was a long column of
people who had seen us remove Salcedo the
Smiler from the plaza and now drew back from
the contamination of our nearness.

In the crowd rode Cortes and Pieces-of-
Eight. Cortes spurred his horse out of line,
overtook and drew up alongside of the run-
ning Pico, and tried to dissuade him from
further pursuit.

The interruption gave Zorilla increased head=
way, and he kept going as fast as his legs
would carry him toward the Castle of Triana
to find sanctuary within the Inquisition walls.
He had reached the farther end of the Guadal-
quivir Bridge before Pico was more than mid-
distance across it. Two minutes later the In-
quisition gates clanged shut behind him, and
within the protection of those gates he stopped
and waited for Pico to come up. Just behind
the latter, arrived the two horsemen. I joined
them tardily and out of breath to hear Zorilla
say: “The man has the pestilence. He is mad.”

TO the captain of the gatekeepers
Pico counted off three demands on
his fingers. One was for Zorilla
to be handed over to him. He was
told to file a complaint with the
Inquisition. The second was for his confiscated
money to be returned. This the captain prom=-
ised would be done later if any remained after
expenses were deducted. The third was for
them to give back his parrot. No such bird had
ever passed through the gates as part of con-
fiscated property, the man asserted.

“Bring me my parrot,” repeated Pico. “Bring
him at once if you haven’t killed him.”
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“But, Pico,” I put in, “he would get the
plague from you and die like the Duke of
Alcor’s horse.”

“That's right. Cortes, will you or the other
caballero take care of him?”

“I would be glad to,” answered Cortes, “but
the gatekeeper tells the truth. Fonseca kept
the parrot. He did not give the bird to the
Inquisition and did not intend to. Don’t you
remember. he said he would turn him over to
the king and queen.”

After fifteen minutes or so, Pico was suffi-
ciently calmed down to discuss matters coolly.
“Have plague spots broken out in my face
yet?” he asked. “The running could speed up
the disease, I suppose.”

“Did you ever have a mild case of the plague
before,” Cortes inquired, “or anything like it?”

“Only the New World fever at the town of
Isabella in Hispaniola, the same as Columbus
and most of the crew.”

“That may give you immunity. It looks like
the odds are in your favor. It’s a good sign
that you haven't felt any symptoms yet. Stay
isolated. Build a fire, as I told you to, and
keep it burning all the time. If you don’t come
down with an attack within five days, and if
Francisco doesn’t, report to Columbus at the
Franciscan monastery. He’s waiting for you
and wants you to go with him to Granada to
see the queen.”

“Does he want me, too?” I asked. “Does the
great admiral really want me?”

“He said to send both of you to him.”

“Maybe you can go, Francisco,” remarked
Pico fatalistically. “You didn't hold the dying
senior tight in your arms. Pico of Hispaniola
will be dead before Columbus starts to Gra-
nada.”

“You won’t die,” declared Cortes. “At least
you’ll have a chance not to, if you quarantine
yourselves and bake your bodies day and night
before a big blaze.”

“But how can we?” demanded Pico. “How
can we isolate ourselves and have a fire when
the Inquisition has all our money and won't
give it back, as you just heard?”

“We'll furnish you with all the money you
need,” said Pieces-of-Eight. “Also, there is a
house at Number 13 Guadalquivir Street that
belongs to my father. It's an out-of-the-way
place in the north end. The old woman living
there will supply you with a room and wood
and food. Here is money to pay her.”

He asked Cortes if he wanted to go to the
quemadero and Cortes said he had little
stomach for such entertainment. So they rode
in advance of us back across the bridge, then
along the river to a short east-and-west street.
Before we came to the house numbered thir-
teen, Pieces-of-Eight suggested that we take
off the sanbenitos and conical caps, folding up
the latter in the former, and carying both
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tightly under our arms to be burned in our
fire. This was to avoid a long explanation to
the old woman that we were not really heretics.
She was to know, of course, that we had been
exposed to the plague.

Immediately upon being located in the room,
we started a big fire. Upon this we threw the
two sanbenitos and two caps. Then we opened
a window upon the quiet, drowsy strcet, partly
to let out the fumes of burning cloth but espe-
cially to talk to the two young hidalgos sitting
on their horses several yards off.

“Did you find Columbus’ Bible?” I inquired
of Cortes.

He turned to his companion: “Pieces-of-
Eight, shall I tell them the whole story?”

“Yes, Cortes, everything so they will know
we weren’t mean enough to desert them in
trouble.”

“Did the Inquisition ever get hold of the
book?” I asked.

“Did it?” added Pico. “By Hurtado’s cat, I've
spent hours wondering what became of the
Bible.”

CHAPTER VII
THE BIBLE'S FATE

This is the account that Cortes gave as he
sat there in his saddle in Guadalquivir
Street talking through the open window to
Pico and me:

AS soon as Fonseca’s soldiers let
me leave, I hurried off, but the
priest was already out of sight—
unwittingly carrying Columbus’
Bible under his arm. He had en-
tered the cathedral by the time I arrived there;
at least I assumed this was the place into which
he had disappeared.

I had paid no partieular attention to his face,
the lineaments of which were not strongly
enough impressed upon my memory so that I
could recognize it again. I knew only that he -
was a Franciscan friar, from the simple habit
of that order which Columbus liked so well
because of the kindness, as immortal as it was
blessed, shown to him and his hungry little
boy at La Rabida Monastery.

All the priests, punctually hearkening to the
same noon-day summons, had gone inside the
cathedral. A number of people were entering
and a few were leaving, but no man in black
robes was anywhere to be seen.

Just what hours they would finish their
duties and come out, I had no way of know=-
ing. I did not consider it safe to let the en-
trance go unwatched even for a brief moment,
lest the duties of this one might be of the brief-
est nature,

How then could I get in touch with my com-
rades who were to gather and wait for me at
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way leading up to the bell tower, and climbed
the steps as hurriedly and as noiselessly as I
could, looking back a score of times in fear I
was being followed and, even after I was
nearly to the top, listening for the far-below
sound of rapid feet in belated pursuit. But I
heard nothing.

The bell-ringer sat upon a big cross-timber
close to the bells. He appeared as physically
and mentally inert as anvbody I had ever secn.
He was not looking out the window at the bay
and the ocean and city spread out all blue
and white in three directicns. He was not
looking at anything. And he wasn’t doing any-
thing. He seemed neither surprised to see me
nor curious as to who I was, though he prob-
ably did not have three visitors in a twelve-
month. I sat down beside him and he began
at once to let me know how mistaken I was
in considering him inanimate.

In front of him a sandglass emptied. As the
last grain fell through the narrow outlet, he
tilted it over. “In five minules I do it again,”
he said. “Every ten minutes I tilt the big one.
Every fifteen minutes I ring the bells. Five
minutes is all I ever have to myself. My mind
is full of responsibilities. I can’t let it get in-
terested in anything or be occupied with any-
thing. I can't look, or think, or read, or work.
I get so tense I could almost scream just wait-
ing for the end of those interminable five-mir-
ute periods.”

“What time does your relief come?” I asked.

“At six o’clock.”

“When you leave, will you carry a package
for me? There is a gold doubloon for you if
it is faithfully and successfully done.”

“For what you offer I will do much. Just so
I don’t have to carry it to a dangerous place.
I can hardly count the times I have to ring the
bells in order to earn a gold doubloon.”

“It must remain conccaled, absolutely con-
cealed, and no mention must ever be made of
it.”

“I will take it, senor, though it sounds like a
very guilty package.”

“It is only a Bible.”

“I do not understand such secrecy about the
most innocent and greatest book in the world.
But where does it go, sefior?”

“On the wharf the city cannon stands, the
one that was fired this morning, the old lom-
bard. Leave the Bible in the cannon’s mouth,
and promise me you will not conceal it there
without being as sure as anything in the world
that no one sees you do it.”

“I promise, senor.”

“I will watch you from this window. I can
see every movement you make.”

“I know, sefior. I saw Columbus this morn-
ing. I saw him standing on the gangplank in
chains. But I had to think of the five-minute
sandglass and keep an eye on it and run to it.”

THE relief bell-ringer came at ex-
actly five minutes before six but
it was my friend who rang the six
o'clock hour, and this person who
was outwardly so placid displayed
astonishing energy and zest in producing the
loudest possible clangor.

“Antonio,” he said to the new man, “this
young caballero wants to remain a little while
so he might from this height enjoy a view of
Cadiz as day turns to night.”

From that lofty lookout I saw our mes-
senger go to the cannon, near which still stood
the empty keg that had not been returned to
Bernardo Cruz. He looked all around care-
fully, two or three times, to make sure no one
else was on the wharf. And no one else was,
as my more comprehensive gaze told me to my
great satisfaction. Next he stood by the can-
non’s mouth, leaning against it a little while
and looking idly out to sea. Then he departed.

There was not another visitor for so long a
time that I became worried. At last a second
man came. Meanwhile dusk had gathered in
the shortened November day and at the dis-
tance and in the gloom I could not be certain
that it was Pieces-of-Eight. He took the keg
on his shoulders and walked away. This seemed
a little unusual until I realized that Pieces-of-~
Eight might be using the action as a disguise
of his main purpose.

Pieces-of-Eight broke in then, and said:

But it wasn't I. It was some maan who
came, took up the cask, started away with it,
put it down, looked into the mouth of the can-
non, stuck his hand in, drew out a book. I was
on my way there and was already close enough
to see all this without his seeing or hearing me.
It was getting darker and he did not open the
book, apparently satisfied that it was only a
Bible, but he stood there as if hesitating
whether or not to take it. I removed my hat
and cloak and rose up from behind some boxes
and called out in a hoarse voice: ‘Put it back.
Would you steal a Bible? Who are you?’

‘1 work for Bernardo Cruz and come for his
keg.’

Still keeping my voice hoarse, I directed him:
‘Put it back, back in the cannon’s mouth. Take
the keg. Go! He lost no time in shouldering
the keg again and starting out. ‘Halt!’ I cried so
loudly and unexpectedly that he dropped the
keg to the planking. ‘Never speak of it,’ I said,
‘never mention the fact that you were about to
take a Bible from a public depository, and I
will not report you.’

‘No, no, seitor, I will not, he said, for the
third time gathering up his keg and fleeing.

Cortes now resumed the narrgtive as follows:

When I came out of the cathedral, Fonseca’s
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MOTORIZED jackrabbits in the jackpines.

Query:-Can you give me any dope on
that famous motorcycling event, the “Jack
Pines Race,” the story bchind it, and just
what it is? I've got into a little discussion
with a buddy who, now that we're out of
the foxholes, plans to go partners with me
in opening a motorcycle shop, and I'm not
sure eilher of us is quite certain just what
we're talking about. Can you send any in-
formation along and straighten us both out?
Also we understand that Harley and Indian
both put out a short course in motorcycle
mechanics. What are the requirements and
do you have to be an established dealer to
take one of the courses?

—Sgt. Alfred Nichols

71st Joint Assault Signal Co.
APO 331 c/o0 Postmaster

San Francisco, Calif.

Reply by Charles M. Dodge: - I'm not too
unfamiliar with what post-foxhole plans
and arguments with a sidekick can be like
—they called ’em “trenches” in the last
fracas (which I personally won with some
help from the AEF) and I also did consider-
able planning and dreaming of what we'd
do when we got back. More power to you
both, and I'm glad to be of any possible help.

That “Jack Pines” run you mention is one
of the toughest in the history of motorcy-
cling. It is almost impossible to describe
the miserable going they put the boys
through. In the first place it is run off year-
ly as a national feature and the riders flock
to it from all over the country. One of its
points of fame always used to be that
whereas it was one of the most difficult runs
ever conceived, the prizes amount to prac-
tically nothing: thus a winner isn’t neces-
sarily classed as a professional. But the
prestige he enjoys is tremendous, among the
rest of the throttle twisters.

There’s an old-timer by the name of Ivan
Stretten who has won the thing himself sev-
eral times. He tells me it’s one of the trick-
iest and toughest events he ever saw. And
when the going gets bad for Ivan, who has
won nearly two thirds of the 1,004 contests
he’s entered, then the going is really bad
business.

They start off together, with not the
slightest idea of where they are going, or
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how they’re coming back. They only know
it will be a run which “should” take them
approximately so many hours—usually
twenty-four. It is definitely NOT a speed
contest in any way, but one of endurance
and riding ability entirely. As a matter of
fact, the riders can lose points for hitting a
given secret check too soon, as well as too
late. They are instructed to hold their speed
to a certain average—and from then they're
on their own.

In one of the last ones in Michigan, the
first man was checked out for Lapeer, a
known control some 23 miles away. The
rest left at intervals one minute apart and
fifteen miles out they ran afoul of the trial
riders’ worst enemy—the secret check. They
don’'t know when they’ll go around a turn
and suddenly come upon a bland fellow sit-
ting by the roadside with a stop watch and
score pad, checking their numbers and the
time they got there. The boys who got there
too soon lost several valuable points, of
course. At Lapeer a freight train held them
up with no way around but to ride the rails,
which several of them finally did.

Then the trail markers shot them off the
road into wilderness with only a bumpy,
snakelike, sandy rut filled with rocks to call
a road. This horrible stretch eliminated a
few more riders for good. Then they hit a
section of sand and woodland trail that was
just about impassable. They had to “walk”
the machines through it. To make things
worse they ran into another secret check
with only Ivan and one other fellow on time.
Stretten finally won this godawful ordeal
with a total of 994 points, having lost only
six. He had plowed through tall grass, sand,
across brooks and streams, cross-country
stretches with no trail or road at all, and
you may be sure he was very much all in
when he rolled back to the finish line amid
several hundred cheering spectators waiting
to see which of the road weary cyclers
could make it all the way through.

Both Harley and Indian operate a very
fine school for motorcycle mechanics in
normal times. They are supposed to be for
their own dealers, but I'm sure you and
your buddy would be more than welcome—
especially as you'd be there for the purpose
of becoming better prepared for one of their
dealerships.

Best of luck!
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