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8 ADVENTURE

Perhaps it was the peculiar alertness
of Spain’s that set him apart from other
men. I saw him many times later where
I could watch that constant vigilance of
his, and I never tired of watching it.
Sitting at the end of the corner table in
the old Paystreak, his smooth voice
making a pleasant ripple in the gruff
talk that goes with poker, his eyes would
catch the smallest movement in the
crowded room. I've secen other men sit
there in that same chair; men wanted by
the law, and men who lived by the gun
and would die by it, who chose that
chair, as Spain chose it, because it put
a safe thick wall against their backs. But
Spain’s alertness was not like theirs.
There was no strain in it, no uneasiness.
Instead, it seemed to me there was an
ragerness, a keen anticipation. The same
thing that marked his play with cards.

Gambling, Dal Spain was a trial and
4 temptation to men who held a high
opinion of their skill. He seemed so
voung. so willing to be fleeced. He never
wore the poker face so many men as-
sume when they pick up a deck. His
face was constantly alive. Yet there was
always a growing stack of chips in front
of him.

1 owned the Paystreak then, and I
know that the four hundred dollars
Spain put in my safe the day he came
imereased until, within a week, I made
him take the bulk of it and put it in a
safer place. He played a skillful game,
of course; and yet I think the secret of
his winning lay deeper than that. He'd
scan a poker hand, and smile, and bet;
and you'd never know unless you called
him whether his grin meant that he
held a pat full house or that he needed
a six to fill an inside straight. Yet there
was no intention to deceive in that grin
of his. I'm sure of that. I honestly be-
lieve he didn’t care much what he held
or whether he won or not. He simply
had a zest, a bright curiosity, that made
the swift uncertainties of cards a sheer
delight to him.

SPAIN hit Comanche on a

Sunday. In order to get the

picture right you’d need to see

Comanche as the town was
then--a boom town newly risen there in
the foothills of the Shogun pcaks, noisy,
brawling, dangerous, like a great ungain-
ly boy too quickly grown to know his
strength or see the need of curbiug it;
a grinning, uncouth youngster drunk
with gold poured down on him out of the
hills. Those were the days when miners
paid for drinks with gold dust and a big
thumb was an asset to a bartender, who
took a thousand “pinches” of the stuff
out of bulging pouches in the course of
a single shift at work. The bigger his
thumb, the better the price he got for
his whiskey. And what if the price was
high? Yho cared? A man could always
hock his gun for the price of a pick and
wander oft into the Shoguns somewhere
and come back in a week or a month
with a pouch full of the stuff and, may-
be, with a new “location” worth millions.
So damn the price!

There was a stamp-mill working three
shifts of men a day, eight hours to a
shift, and there were more than twenty
major “diggings” within five miles of
town, from which an endless procession
of ore wagons came rumbling down be-
hind their long eight-span mule teams,
the mule-skinners’ long whips cracking
like rifle-shots as they lumbered through
Fremont Street.

Gold! No wounder we were drunk with
it. No wonder men went down in leaden
arguments in our saloons and in our
streets. Gold drives men crazy, like a
potent drug. We had too much of it.

Comanche had long ago been a way-
station on the long trail of the Texas
herds driven northward to the rail-ends.
When that traffic diminished before the
western reach of the railroads, a goodly
number of those trail-drivers, remem-
bering the rolling ranges and the sweet
water here in the shadow of the Sho-
guns, had come back to settle here; o






























18 ADVENTURE

it, because I was busy thinking about
the name I'd just heard.

Angel Spain. He must have had an-
other name, but Angel is the only one
I ever heard for him. Even Dal. the few
times I ever heard him mention him,
called him that. And if you'd ever seen
him, with his yellow hair and his clear
blue eyes and that seraphic smile of his
—if you’d ever heard him sing “The
Bells of Auld Scotland” as I heard him
sing it one night beside a camp-fire
somewhere south of Dodge—yvou’d un-
derstand that the name fitted him.

I didn’t know him well at all. That
night he sang. and casual contacts with
him during half a dozen hectic days and
nights in Dodge City, were the only
times I ever saw him. He was a broad-
shouldered laughing boy then with a
voice that could tear the heart right out
of you. What he became later is a ques-
tion that can still get you a world of
bitter argument.

One thing aii haads are agreed on.
and that is that Angel Spain was a
wizard with guns. I saw him, one night
in Dodge. bet that he could spread both
arms shoulder high with a hat balanced
on the back of one haud and draw two
gnus and fire a shot from each of them
hefore the hat hit the floor. Ile won the
het. The hat, when it fell, covered both
the bullet holes in the floor. Spain
laughed at that and said it was an acci-
dent; but T have my doubts about its
heing an accident. The bet was for a
hundred dollars and T happen to know
that Spain needed the money. I think
he put those bullet holes where the hat
would cover theny, so there wouldn't be
any argument about his having won. IHe
turned that hundred dollars into a
sizable roll at poker that same night. T
saw him do that, too.

T suppose it was inevitable that a kid
like Angel Spain, grinning, reckless. with
gun-magic in his hands. thrown into the
hair-trigger atmosphere of those hell-
roaring trail towns, should get himself a

reputation as a gun-fighter. He killed a
man here and another there and, while
those killings were all fair and square
and above hoard according to the code
of the times, they branded him. Take
any kid in his early twenties and give
him the scnse of power a skill like
Spain’s can give him and vou set him on
a narrow pedestal from which it’s mighty
easy for him to topple. You've given
him a dangerous contempt for other
men and for other men’s laws, and it’s
easy for him to get the idea that he’s
cut above ordinary mortals and not
bound by the same set of rules.

Spain married soon after I met him,
and soon after that they pinned a badge
on him and he went to work cleaning up
those same tough towns he’d made his
reputation in. He put in ten years at
that and the story of those ten years
would read like a Dead-Eye Dick dime
novel. Whether he was a hero or not is
something I can’t vouch for. Remember,
they made him a peace officer because
he was a killer, and as a peace officer he
had to be a killer. Call him a hero or
not, he made good at the job they
handed him. For ten vears he was the
most talked-of law-man in the South-
west. Then his wife dragged him out of
the peace-officer job and for close to
ten more years the Angel lived a more
or less domesticated life as a cattleman.

Then his wife died. or maybe she ran
away with another man. I've heard it
both ways. and either may be true.

Whatever happened, it must have
soured Spain on the life he was leading,
because he offered evervthing he owned
for sale. Everything, that is. except the
clothes he stood in and his guns and a
big red colt with a whitc spot the size
of a pic-plate on his left hip. He got two
customers. One was a big hombre named
Jorgensen, representing the A.C. Cattle
Company, and the other was a one-
legaed man named Ed Riley.

Their bodies were found some six
weeks later, the bones picked clean, in an


















24 ADVENTURE

was looking down at Manning Doran.
Paula had his head in her arms and his
eyes were open, but I saw the hole in
the front of his shirt and I thought,
“IIe’ll never see another poker game.
He’s through.”

He thought so too. e saw me stand-
ing there and he smiled at me, and when
I bent over him he said, “Take care of
Paula. Mac—you and Poe.” 1 said I
would. Then Doc White shoved me
away and I stood up again.

Link Morgan was telling Poe how it
happened. “So Paula rode ahead to get
Harvey to open the bank for us, and
Manning and I stopped here to put our
horses up. We'd watered them and
Manning was standin’ here in the door-
way while I unsaddled. I was in that
third stall back. First thing I knew. I
heard a man say, ‘Stick ’em up, Doran?”

Poc interrupted him. *“You sure he
said ‘Doran’?”

Link nodded. “It was somebody that
knew Manning, all right. I looked
through a crack in the stall partition and
I could see Manning. He was standing
about where you’re standing now, facin’
south. I didn’t see anybody else then,
but I saw Manning’s hand go up and I
knew I hadn’t imagined what I'd heard.
1 figured whoever'd said it was ouiside
the door. back of Manning, where I
couldn’t see him. But I was wrong. Ile
was hid here in the first stall on the left,
hack in the shadows.”

“Get on,” Poe said immediately.

“Well, I tignred if this jasper was out-
side. where I thought he was. maybe he
didn’t know I was in the barn and T
could get the drop on him. So I started
cdgin’ toward the back of the stall,
figurin® to get a shot at him, when he
stopped out into the doorway to lift the
money out of Manning’s pocket. T had
my gun out, but just as I poked it out
past the back end of the stall partition
there was a shot and somethin’ hit my
wrist. It was just a splinter the slug
had knocked out of the partition, but it

»

made me drop my gun. It went off when
it landed. I heard Manuning yell and saw
him whirl and start clawin’ for his gun.
There wa: another shot, and I saw the
flash of it in the stall here close to the
door, so then I knew TI'd made a mis-
take and the jasper knew where I was
all the time. Manning was hit. I saw
him going down.”

He paused for breath and I saw him
swallow hard, as if something were stuck
in his throat. “The man in the stall here
jumped out then and bent over Manning
and I saw he was wearing a hood. He
got what he wanted and ran. I couldn’t
find my gun in the straw back there, but
when he ran I ran up here, figurin’ to get
Manning’s gun and get a crack at him.
But he was gone, so I headed for the
Paystreak.”

IT SOUNDS crazy, I suppose,
us standing there listening to
Link Morgan talk while a man
was dying at our fect and the
killer was getting further away, for all
we knew, with every sccond that passed.
So some folks said afterward, anyway.
But I thought then, and T still think,
that Poe had already done all he could
do. It was an cven bet that the man
we wanted was slill in town. If he was,
Poe had already taken steps to keep him
there. And. if he wasn’t. there was no
use going off half-cocked until we had
some sort of a trail to follow.

Doc White had been busy while
Morgan talked. Ile’d sent a couple of
men running after planks and neck-
vokes to make a stretcher out of, and
they were back now and Doc stood up. I
heard him tell Paula. “ITe's got a chance.
The bullet struck bone and slanted up.
I'll have to probe for it. If I get it. he’s
got a chance to live.”

Paula stood up then., too: she was
crying and I guess she didn’t see Spain
until she stumbled into hiin. He steadied
her and she looked up and jerked away
from him. I'd never seen her face go
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hard and hateful like it did then, and
I never want to see it again.

“You!” She made it sting, the way
she said it. “You're looking for your
father, you said—Angel Spain. Well,
he's here, all right! You're not far be-
hind him. This is his work. You must
be proud of it!”

“What's that?”” Link Morgan whirled
and looked at her and his gaze turned,
following hers. to Spain.

Paula’s sinile was ugly, and thai was
something I'd have said was impossible
1f I hadn't seen it. She said, “Oh. yes,
his name is Spain—Angel Spain’s son.
At least he’s got more courage than his
father has. He doesn’t hide behind a
mask.”

Spain's face went white. 1 think if
Paula had been a man he would have hit
then, without a word. Instead, he said.
“There’s some mistake. My dad is
dead.”

George Poe was watching them, listen-
ing. and T knew he was waiting for some-
body to let a word slip out that he could
fasten on. Well, he got more than he
haraa‘ned for. When Spain said that his
dad was dead I saw Poe jump.

Panla said. “Of course you'd lic.”

Someone back of me let out a laugh.

I didn't need to turn my head to know
who it was. It was Zimmerman. I'd
recognize that laugh of his in heil.

Lie. It's an ugly word. It doesn’t
scerm to mean much new, but it did then
and men have died for using it. Using
it on Dallas Spain was like taking a whip
to a high-strung coil. But he was tied.
I saw him realize that there was nothing
he could say or do against Paula Deran.
T saw him look at Poe and realize that
Poe, oo, thought he was lying. But Poe
was toc wise to say so. Link Morgan
thoueht he was lying, too, but Link
didn't speak.

S0 it was Brick Zimmerman’s laugh-
ter 1hat cut Spaiu loose, that gave him
a target he could strike out at. He
turned toward Zimmerman and I step-

ped aside a little, because I didn’t want
to be standing between those two just
then.

“You’re laughing, Zimmerman. The
name 7s Ziinmerman, isn’t it? Or is it—
Jorgensen?”

Jorgensen. I saw Poe catch that name
and turn it over in his mind.

“You know my name, all right,” Zim-
merman said flatly. “Call in your wolf!
A man’s got a right to laugh, ain’t he?”

“It’s a hell of a time for it.” Spain
said, and I nodded. “A hell of a time for
it. It was a man named Jorgensen who
killed my dad. If I was Jorgensen and I
came face to face with somebody who
locked like Angel Spain, it’d startle me
sonie, I reckon. What was it startled
vou a while ago, Zimmerman. when yon
went for your gun against me? Who did
you think I was?”

I saw Poe nod. He saw the sense in
that, all right.

Brick said, “That’s my business!” He
was wearing his gun-belt again and his
gun was in the holster. There was de-
fiance in his voice and T saw his right
arm stiffen a little, his hand hanging mo-
tionless beside that gun.

I remembered then that Brick hadn’t
seen Spain draw. Brick had been
knocked out when that happened, and
I wondered if he would have talked
back quite so sassy now if he had <een
it. Maybe he would have, at that. There
was no yellow streak in Brick, so far as
I could ever tell, and Spain had hit him.
I reckon Brick was hoping Spain would
give him a chance to wipe oul the sting
of that knockout. I could have stopped
it, but T didn't try. [ fizured Spain
could take care of himself: and as for
Zimmerman, I had no love for him. Less
then than previously.

But Spain let the challenge pass.

“A man,” he said, “that knew my dad
could wear a mask and play bandit and
make folks thing it was Angel Spain be-
hind the mask and maybe get away
with it. Like this hooded bandit is
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“You see who that was I spoke to
just now?” he asked.

1 said, “No,” and waited for him to
tell me, but he didn’t. He pushed past
me and tossed his hat at a deer-head
hanging on the wall and watched it
settle accurately on one of the prongs.
He nodded and walked over and sat
down in the swivel chair behind the
desk. Spain was lighting his cigarette
now, still perched on the corner of Poe’s
desk, and Poe scowled at him.

“So Angel Spain is dead, is he?” Poe
said.

Spain nodded.

*1 heard different.” Poe jerked a cigar
out of his vest and bit the end off it,
still eyeing Spain. “Just who the hell is
Jorgensen?” he snapped.

“Ile's the man who killed my dad.”
Spain said. “T said that once before, if
you'll remember.”

“Which still don’t make it true,” Poe
told him. “I've been thinkin’ some since
vou mentioned that name. Check me if
I'm wrong. Jorgensen was the man the
A.C. Catlle Company sent to buy your
dad’s ranch. Right?”

“pain nodded.

“A man named Riley made an offer,
too. Your dad accepted both offers, de-
mandin’ cash payment. Jorgensen and
Riley took the cash money out to your
dad's ranch, neither of them knowin’
about the other one, and your dad killed
the two of 'em and took both the bank-
roll= aud dumped the bodies in a hole
somewhere, and sloped. That's the story
the wav I heard it.”

“Which don’t make it true’” Spain
sand.

Poc scowled at that impertinence,
then grinned. “All right. Suppose you
Lell it, then?”

“You ever know a gun-fighter?” Spain
asked.

It was a little like asking a jockey if
he'd ever seen a horse. Poe grunted.
“Well, [ know Mac there. He'll do till
a better one comes along. And I know

Zimmerman. Yeah, now you mention it,
I've met a few.”

Spain shot a quick look at me, sort
of waist-high, and I knew that what Poe
had said had surprised him. He hadn’t
thought of me as a gunman. Most peo-
ple didn’t. I wore my gun where it
didn’t show. I had a Colt .45 with a five-
inch barrel, with the front sight knocked
off and a slip-hammer in place of the
Ligh-spurred one that came on the gun
and with some interior alterations of my
own, that I carried inside the waistband
of my pants, against my belly. I wore
a coat. now that I was a town man, and
that hid the gun.

Understand, I'm not going to start
any argument by claiming that a man
can draw faster from that position than
he can from the shoulder, or from a
holster on his hip. I'm not going to ad-
mit anything to the contrary, either. It
just happens that that’s the way I like
to carry a gun.

SPAIN looked at Poe again.

“Then you know,” he said,
“how cranky a gunman can
be and mostly is, about his
guns—about letting themn get out of his
reach, or letting other people handle
them. or about using any other guns
than his own himself.”

Poe nodded.

“My dad was like that,” Spain said.
“A town dad cleaned up once gave him
a presentation pair of Smith & Wesson
Schofields; pretty guns, all gold-inlaid,
with pearl butt-plates and everything.
Dad loved those guns. The nearest he
ever came to whipping me was once
when I swiped one of ’em while he was
aslcep and took it out to see if it’d snoot
as straight as my old Colt.”

Spain took a long deep drag at his
cigarette before he went on.

“Dad was a six-footer. So was Jorg-
ensen. Ed Riley, the other man inter-
ested in buying dad’s ranch, was a one-
legged man. Of the two skeletons they
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found, one was Riley’s. There was no
mistaking it. The other was a big hom-
bre with a one-gun harness around his
middle and a Colt gun in the holster.
The gun was Jorgensen’s. So the name
they cut on the head-board was Jorgen-
sen.”

“Sounds reasonable,” Poe said.

Spain paid no atlention to the inter-
ruption. “They proved murder by the
hole in Riley’s skull and the bullet they
found lodged against the big man’s ribs.
I've got that second bullet here.”

He reached into his pocket then and
laid something on the desk. Poe picked
it up and I walked over behind him to
look at it. It was a slug out of a forty-
five caliber gun, considerably battered
at the point but still recognizable. On
half of the length of the lead—the rear
half. of course—you could see the
grooves cut by the rifling in the barrel
of the gun that had fired it.

“That tell you anything?”
asked.

The minute 1 looked at it T knew what
Spain was driving at. Guns have been
my business and my hobby since I was
& kid. and it would be strange if 1 didn’t
know something about them.

Spain leaned forward. He had a pencil
in his hand ncw and he laid the point
of it on a narrow groove running from
the butt of the slng forward until it dis-
appeared under the mushroomed point.
“Sce that? That’s the mark of the rifling
iti the gun that fired this slug. If you'll
turn the slug around you’ll see six
grooves like that. That means there were
six lands—six hills and six valleys—
i the gun-barrel. Notice the size
of 'em. The groves are just about the
width of a pencil-mark. The distance
between the grooves is much greater
than their width—nearly a quarter of an
inch. And notice this: Looking from the
rear end of the slug forward along its
length you see that the grooves slant
from right to left. See that?”

Poe nodded.

Spain

“Okay. That’s the signature of a Colt.
A Colt barrel has six narrow lands and
six wide grooves that spiral down the
length of the bore. Those lands start
the bullet to spinning as it goes out of
the barrel. In a Colt, that spin is count-
er-clockwise. That’s the slug they found
in the big man’s body. Now look at
this.”

He reached into his pocket again and
produced another slug. This one wasn’t
mushroomed and I knew it had been
fired into something soft, maybe a bune
dle of rags, to save it. He laid this slug
beside the other one in Poe’s hand. One
slug had killed a man, the other hadn’t.
“Here’s a slug fired out of a Smith &
Wesson Schofield. Look at those grooves.
Wide and flat, aren’t they? The grooves
are as wide as the distance between the
grooves. Turn the slug and you’ll see
that there’s only five grooves this time;
not six. And, looking along the length
of the slug the same way you did with
the other one, you see that these grooves
slant from left to right—opposite to the
way they did on the other slug. That’s
the Schofield signature: five lands and
five grooves, equal width, clockwise. If
vou wanted to carry it down to fine
points I could show you other differ-
ences. The Colt slug, measured with a
micrometer. is about 455 at the butt.
The Schofield is smaller, about .448. The
Colt slug weighs about 255 grains
against the Schofield’s 230 grains. See
what I'm driving at?”

“You’re hintin’ that there’s a differ-
ence between a slug fired ont of a Colt
gun and one fired out of a Smith & Wes-
son Schofield,” Poe said dryly.

“Exactly! And the slug that killed the
big man—the one they said was Jorgen-
sen—was fired from a Colt. Dad carried
Smith & Wesson Schofields. What d’you
think? That dad borrowed a gun to
shoot those two men with?”

“He might’ve, at that,” Poe said.

“But it’s reasonable to suppose that
he didn’t,” Spain said. “Therefore, it’s
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“Seems like to me that I heard three,”
he said. “The first two were so close to-
gcether they sounded almost like one.
And another one, a couple of seconds
later.”

Now that I came to think of it I
wasn't sure he wasn’t right. T remem-
bered the blurred sound of that first
shot: P-pow! It might have been two
shots.

“Or it might’ve been a shot and a
quick ccho.” Poe said, finishing my
thought for me. “Look. Link said him-
self that Manning was facin’ down the
strect. What was to keep Link from
sneakin® up bchind Manning, having
put on his black mask while he was back
there in the stall? Mayvbe he figured to
stick Manning up. lift the money, and
then make Manning walk away from
him. so he'd have t'me to ditch the hood
and the money. Link could’'ve fired that
shot back toward the stall in order to
give himscelf an alibi in Manning’s mind.
Only Mannineg spoils it all by goin’ for
his agun, so Link has to shoot him. After
which. Link conld've tossed the gun
back where T found it figurin® it’d help
prove that he was where he said he
was. It eould’ ve happened that way,
couldn’t it? Link's ¢ot ideas about takin’
himself & wife. Four thousand dollars
micht come in handvy to him.”

“Link an’t a murderer.” T said.

Poe grunted. “Any man in a tight
cnounh gpot is a murderer if things
break vight for it. T don't say Link meant

to shoot Manning. Say he didn’t. But if
he was crowded—"

The hell of it was, I knew Poe was
right. Link wouldn’t have intended to
kill, but if Manning went for his gun and
Link got rattled—

“Besides,” Poe reached for his pocket
and pulled out the tclegeram Isaacson
had handed him. “Here’s somethin’ else.”

Ic read aloud:

“«

. WE IIAVE REASON TO BELIEVE
BANDIT CUT HIS ARM ON GLASS WHEN
HE BROKE WINDOW LOOK FOR MAN
WITH CUT ON RIGHT FOREARM.”

Poe looked at me.

“Link’s arm was bleeding when he
came into the Paystreak,” he said slow-
ly. “Which makes it look like he’d just
been cut. But if he’d cut his arm may-
be six hours earlier, and bandaged it,
and then ripped the bandage off just
after shootin’ Doran, the cut wouldn’t
have had time to heal much. Tt’d blead,
I reckon, the same as if it was fresh.”

Poc struck a match with vicious force
across his hip and chewed at his cigar
while the flame flared up and steadied.

“T wish to God I'd stuck to cattle!
he said plaintively. “This dosrone iob
is ruinin’ my faith in human n~ture. I'm
gettin® where. if I caught mv on grand-
ma eatin’ peppermint candy I'd suspect
that she’d been drinkin' avd felt the
need of killin® her breath! That’s how
damn suspicious T am.”

(to be continued)

O Why take chances w:th unknown blades! Shave with
Probak Jr.—product of the world's largest biade maker.
Thisbladeis made to whisk OEdPﬂ?t’,‘?‘.’i:‘}' whiskers with-
outirritation. Probak Jr. sells at 4 for 10¢! Buy a package
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AS he emerged from the bazar
entrance, a low voice halted
him.

“Tuan-ki' T am here.”

Schmidt looked down at the brown
fizure, squatting respectfully yet proud-
ly. It was the same Malay whom he had
scen i the street, wearing a scarlet sar-
ong with a kris melala thrust in it, a kris
of ceremony. An old and wrinkled face
like his own, a strong. springy body like
his own.

“You have made a mistake.” Schmidt
said in Malay. The squatting man
showed his betel-blackened teeth in a
grin.

“Tuan, I saw you when you came from
the ship.”

“You have another master. I do not
know you.” and Schmidt turned away.

“May fire be tupon my head, but not
shame!” drifted the soft voice after him.
Ile paused. glancing hack at the Malay
wilh his twisted smile.

“Neilher fire nor shame. Ali, but wis-
dem.” he said. and went his way.

His course took him to the Red Hot.

Iere he found the air blue with smoke
and oaths and loud talk. Oil men were
ranged along the bar; the gambling
rooms would not be open until the eve-

ning. Men blethered of Sydney and Tex-

as and Oklahom:. Two machinery sales-
men from Singapore talked women with
a Duteh commereial traveler. The of-
ficers from the steamer were drinking
steadily, and the American bartender
was kept busy with his native helpers.

Sehimidt gained a place at the bar.
ovdered gin and ginger beer, and looked
into the the big {ly-specked mirror. On
hi~ right, a voung fcllow stood discuss-
e freight rates with the sleamer's su-
percarzo: a voung man. brown. hawk-
nosed. unsmiling. Schmidt’s gaze gripped
the hard, alive face. and his own
thoughis roted.

They brideed the gap of twelve years,
the gap of cmptiness. They went back
to the first tobacco plantation in these

parts, two days up-river. He had carved
it out of the jungle himself. when the
Dutch did not have so much as a fort
up there. His thoughts toyed with those
days of budding prosperity and golden
futvre, before Piet Voorhis came to
Balikan. They touched on the smiling
woman—and shrank away. She was gone
now. Only the twelve-year gap remained,
and Voorhis, and this young man with
the brown hard face—his son, but a
stranger.

Then Schmidt forced everything back
and down, came into the present again
and here remained. One day at a time;
thus had run the orders of his brain.
Thus it must still be. One day at a time.
Life held nothing more than this.

“IIim? Oh, young Ferguson. Quite a
lad, they say. Been here most of his life.
His old man was sent up for iiiegal trad-
ing and murder, a long time ago. Can’t
get a better man than Ferguson to hau-
dle anything up-country.”

Schmidt heard the words subcon-
sciously. He was thinking of the twelve-
year gap. with no letters, no word, no
conununication. Across the island seas
and buried. No one heie wou.u even
know that he was pardoned and free and
out. No one would care, except poss:bly
Hoorn or Piet Voorhis. Then, wakening
to the words, he looked for the speaker
but could not locate him. Just a chance
remark. Sent up for illegal trading and
murder, eh? True enough. Tried and con-
victed and plucked out of life into a
living hell. And for nothing thal he
had done.

A smart fellow, Piet Voorhis. Clain:ed
he had bought the plantation, and had
a paper to prove il. Yes. he would.
IHoorn would have helped him with that.
Iloorn had helped him years azo, when
he wanted Ferguson out of his way.
Well, well. the talented Lim was quite
right about it all. Only the young should
bc in a hurry.

There was a fight down the room, a
hammering, thudding battle of cursing
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“Give me three minutes. . ..”
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“It came suddenly.”































“The shadows lengii-
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awful coastline of jagged black rocks,
glacier fields and tallow-colored sand.
Fredericksland, they called it, and the
auy can sure bave it. I'll tell you the
kind of place it was, and I can’t even
feel them drinks we had: It was the
furthest south of any land on any map,
and no tree or bush or blade of grass
had ever growed there. Everything there
had a hell of a shape, even the rocks
and skyline, if you get me. The sun never
shone there. 1t would show up a few
minutes at midday, away to the north,
like it swum in mustard; then the clouds
would clamp over it like a bun over a
hol dog, and the rest was mostly storm
and shadow. It made a man feel like he’d
been wanderin’ around there dead for
vears, tryin’ to find rest; like he’d been
goin’ nuts for a long time and hadn’t
heen able to make the grade. That gives
yvou some idea of it. A bit of the idea . ..

The sea and wind thereabouts was like
they'd been married too long. They bel-
lowed at cach other night and day. The
waves would come roarin’ in froin one di-
rection and the wind would clip the tops
off ’em and send ’em whistlin’ in the op-
posite direction. But the sea birds liked
it. All day long they swung low over the
shore, velpin’ and mewin’ pitiful, “like
hlessed kittens with ribbons on ’em,” as
Crummie said. Murres and gulls and kit-
tiwakes and albatrosses with six-foot
wings. They’ll tell you a raven or a owl
is the bird of ill omen, but don’t you be-
lieve it. It’s an albatross. Ask any sail-
ing man. All you got to do is see one of
them, dirty brown like a piece of storm
cloud. and looking older than God, sail
low over vou, turning his head to look,
like he knew the end was near.

BUT nuts with all that. I ain’t

g doing this to tell you about

that damn country, which all

I want is to forget I ever seen

it. It’s what we found down there, as
you’ll see when I get around to it.

Old Klegg, he put us ashore there,

eleven of us and the tmate’s dog, heavin’
some duffle bags after us, some jerked
pemmican, tack and other truck, and a

hundred heavy bilabong clubs with
knots in ’em.
Shake a leg up among the rocks,

says he, and keep an eye bloody
well peeled for what he was payin’ us for,
cause times was stricken hard. He’d
be back, he says, in two-three weeks,
when there was something to come after,
and that something better be more than
us.

Yeah, you got the idea. We was to
hung out there without no shelter but
the rocks and a big strip of sail cloth
in that awful weather, waitin’ for sea
vlephants to come ashore, all for some
rotten chuck and about three bob a day
—less'n you paid for them drinks. By
cripes, what men’ll do at times! I tell
you if there was spme oil or pearls or
valuable mineral truck at the gates of
hell, there’d be some one like Klegg to
throw a gang in there and bring it out
in shifts . ... Sure, I'll have another with
you. Straight for mine,

Four, five days went by, the bunch
of us huddled out of the wind and
waitin’, and nothing showed up. We had
to catch our sleep in threes and fours
any time we could—there wasn’t cover
enough to go round. We'd catch two-
three hours cach and then be kicked
awake to make room for some other
hloke. We put in most of our time bat-
tlin® back and forth, workin’ the hell
out of our systems that way. Some bird
had brought a bottle of rum along, and
we broke the bottle first off fighting over
it, and that started things popping. We
all got to hatin’ each other’s guts, and
not a man but tried to kill some other
punk in the outfit with his bare hands.
And then there was four-five of them
tried to kill Sloper, old Xlegg’s mate,
and there was one whoppin’ free-for-ali
when the rest of us went in to save him,
and T guess it was too bad we done it,
too.
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five thousand dirty dollars. I'd see her
a hundred fathoms under before I'd let
vou gel her again.”

He waited intently, but Wright did
not flare up into specch that might re-
veal some clue. He was not the flaring
kind. He took it and managed a snarl-
ing smile as he turned away.

“All right, Captain,” he said softly
and a bit too confidently to improve
Nick Redruth’s peace of mind.

BY A line made fast to the
anchor windlass and hanging
over the bow of Starlight Nick
Redruth contrived to keep his
head on a level with the deck of his
schooner. Though the stars blazed in the
velvety black night the moon had not
yel risen; he was well concealed. The
drip of water from his soaked clothes
was lost in the splash of harbor ripples
against her sides.

With keen eves slitted to squeeze every
iota of vision out of them he stared
aft. In the cockpit of the yacht was
the answer to one of his most trying
perplexitics—where  Hurlburt  Wright
was to get the backbone for his game—
the strong arm man to handle Caplam
Nick Redruth for him. Redruth’s new
hand, Coffee Half Milk. was entertarn-
ing two surreptitious visitors—Wright.
and another man.

More by hLis flat, rasping voice than
by his bulk did Redruth recognize that
other man. He was Bart Slocum, ex-
master mariner, ex-jailbird, beach-
comber and wanderer from the Bahamas
to Trinidad. A tropic tranp, if ever one
existed hetween Cancer and Capricorn,
a broad-faced, gigantic, honest-looking
sailorman who could be trusted to do
what he felt was good for Bart Slocum.
Burglary or barratry. it was all the same
to Bart.

Redruth had seen him two days be-
fore. rowing around Starlight, circling
her like a hungry shark. A pirate out of
his rightful century and finding the pick-
ings lean in consequence. was Bart.

Unfortunately for Nick Redruth, the
poor assortment in his cockpit did noi
bawl their projected villainy to the
world; they spoke so softly that he could
anly distinguish their voices.

It looked to Captain Redruth as if
he had had a long swim for very little.
Not half an hour before. while he and
Coffee Half Milk had been stowing
stores in the forepeak, he had had an
urgent message from Sam Wiggins to
come ashore. Ashore he had gone, but
only as far as the dock, for there had
been for an hour a small boat under oars
lving well off the schooner's port side.
From a porthole in the main cabin, Red-
ruth had studied it through night glasses
and then slipped a rope end. with a
bowline knotted in it, over the bow
or Starlight. That boat, as Redruth had
rowed away. had drifted closer to his
schooner.

He did not fear an attempt to steal
licr out of the harbor; that was too raw
even for the Caribbean. But. chancing
a stray harracuda or shark, he had si-
lently slipped into the water and swum
back to Starlight’s bow to join the pariy
on her.

His feet. clad only in rope-soled espa-
drilles, ached in the loop of the howline,
but he hung on resolutely. And then.
with startled speed, he drew his head
down below the edge of the deck and
flattened himself against the side.

They were coming forward, all three
of them, toward the pile of gear and
food as yet unstowed on the fore deck.
Redruth got ready to take to the water.

But he did not need to rctreat. They
halted at the forward hatch. that led to
forepeak and the tiny forecastle that
once had housed Hurlburt Wright's crew
of four men.

“You’ll not disappoint me, Captain?”
Wright said nervously.

“Disappoint you!’ rasped Bart Slo-
cum. “Why God bless you. T'll surprise
you! What's there in it for me if T
don’t?"


















96 ADVENTURE

rope. Redruth nodded reassurance; the
wind would have swept words away. But
the schooner was taking it—so far.

Redruth, a prisoner at the wheel while
the mainsail was on her, saw Slocum cast
loose the halliard and grab at the down-
haul. The pressure of wind in the canvas
kept it up; but Bart Slocum’s corded
body. in the slightest lull between puffs,
brought it down in a tumbling flogging
mass, as Redruth luffed up. Lightning
stabbed around them; thunder—deafen-
ing crashes—jarred the deck under them.

Redruth sprang from the wheel to
reach into the deck locker for the stops
with which to secure the mainsail.
The wind veered a point or two with
swift malice. The heavy boom, masked
in billowing canvas. whipped across the
boat. Redruth was knocked into the sca.
is clutching hands slipped from a pre-
carious grip on the sail: then closed
again on the downhaul trailing over the
side.

Bart Slocum came jumping aft to help
get the sail under control. For an in-
stant he stopped, staring down at Red-
ruth’s helpless head and hands in the
water, with only the downhaul tenuously
connecting him with the schooner. Then
he flattened out on deck. snarling,
stretched down his long arms. gripped
Redruth’s hands and jerked him aboard.

“How about—fores’l an’ stays’l?” Slo-
cum roarcd.

“Take in the staysail?”’ Redruth shout-
ed back. “She’ll claw off under the fore.
If it carries away—" He jerked a hope-
ful hand at the motor; then clambered
back to the wheel.

She paid off on the port tack. Relieved
of the main, she thrashed through the
rising seas. With the wind veering to
west and southwest the long line of reefs
ceased to he a menace; she fought her
way steadily on against a bobble of
beam sea. The wind was terrific; any
moment the foresail might blow out.

Bart Slocum secured mainsail and
what remained of the jib. He came
wearily aft to the cockpit. The wind

lulled. The squall was passing as fast
as it had come. Sudden rain in solid
sheets drenched them.

Slocum’s foot kicked against some-
thing. He looked down. It was his auto-
matic, down on the cockpit floor.

Redruth tensed warily.

But Bart Slocum merely stirred the
gun with his foot.

“What a lug I was not to ha’ dropped
an anchor on you when you were over-
board,” he shouted bitterly, against the
roar of the rain. “It was a good trick—
your anchor. But you can handle this
ship, I'll say that for you.”

Redruth kept his eyes on the pistol.

Slocum looked astern suddenly and
stood up, searching the lifting gloom and
slowing rain for his motorboat. Finally
he made it out. running through a pas-
sage between two rocky islets and bound
for a bit of beach on a larger island. The
three hands were very busy pumping
and bailing.

“Trust those lads to look out for them-
selves,” Bart Slocum said sourly. “They
were going to be my crew.”

“Your crew? Was Wright—"

Bart Slocum snorted. “Wright!” he
said disdainfully. “That fat lubber! Il¢
only thought he was in this play. D’vou
think I'd turn over Starlight to him?"

He jerked a hand forward. “He’s been
hammerin’ on the hatch an’ screechin’
to get out ever since the first puff.”

“What was the play?” Redruth de-
manded.

Slocum scowled but spoke:

“Wright planned that for five hundred
I was to grab the schooner, strand her
on a soft spot somewhere among those
reefs and stick you on a rock somewhere
else with a busted dinghy. We'd claim
you'd wrecked her and then deserted
her, and that we’d come along and got
her off and salvaged her.”

He nodded. “A thin yarn. but could
you alone ha’ made a tale about piracy
on the high seas stick against all
Wright’s cash—when he had possession
of her? Not a chance. Your yarn would
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midst of a claw and fang, range war for
the rights to the rich Bearpaw range,
and it was necessary to align himself
with one side or another. Knowing little
of the affair, he signed on with Hand,
who was fighting to the death against
the rich Petrie spread.

While fighting off an attack by Petrie
riders, one of them was trampled to
death in the resulting stampede, and
Petric had the victim’s hody carried over
to his own lands and “discovered”,
whereupon Hand was arrested. accused
of the very crime Petrie had tried to
comuil.

Bnt Petrie had not counted on one
{iing—the fact that Margot, his fiancde,
vould not stand by and sce an innocent
man framed. Warned by Flood, Margot
revenled 1o the marshal that he had been
hoaxed with false cvidence. IMleod con-
vinced Margot that he was not the hired
kitier she had heen led to believe.

Doubly marked for death now, Flood
fled Clearcreck and went to Cienga,
huwnting the men who had beef contracts
for the town. Somcwhere the stoien
beeves had to be marketed.
There he had the rare luck to meet a
danee-hall girl who had been friendly
with his brother, aud through her he
mad- contact with the man who was a
sub-chief in the rustling ring.

Aiithin

In the meanwhile, Margot had learned
the full power of Petrie’s vengeance,
whien her brother was murdered almost
before her eyes. Realizing that, come
what may, her destiny was welded with
Flocd's, she followed him to Cienga—
only Lo learn that Flood bhad found an
catrie to the chief of the rustlers—and
that this well-hidden person lived in
Clearcreck!

Later, pcrhapsz, there would be a
chance foc happines«. But for the pres-
ent the course was ¢+im and plain. For
her—flight in the nisht, through a hill
trai! studded with foes. For Flood, her
lver—a relurn to a town where he was
merked for de- 7, (<1 a final, ultimate
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showdown with the man who had killed
his brother!

CHAPTER XIX
VENGEANCE TRAIL

IN LIFE, Breckenridge was

as hard with horses as he was

with men, so that in death, his

horse did not ignore the trail-
ing reins until along toward night. when
he got both hungry and thirsty.

Darkness found him wandered back
along the trail to the pasture hetween
the two ridges. He fed there through the
night, fretting only a little at the bit
in his mouth and saddle on hLis back.
By the next morning there was enough
dew on the grass to quiet his thirst, so
he continued to graze there through the
morning until the heat made him thirsty.
He started moving then. and was around
the end of the first ridge when a rider
picked him up.

The rider was one of those who had
followed Coe in the stampede, and he
regarded the saddled, ground-haltered
horse with some reflection. Tie knew it
was Breck’s horse. The trailing reins
had been scarred and cul. and were wet
with grass stain. A few iuches of one
rein had been tromped off, all of which
indicated that the horse had been rider-
less for somne time.

Like many of his companions, this
man, who had joined Coe out of spite
and bravado, had been a little appalled
at what he had helped do. At the com-
ing of the Wagon Hammer riders, these
men had scattered and slunk home, and
were wondering now, with a kind of
craven fear, if their names were known,
This man had been to Clearcreek most
of the day, just listening to talk. With
much patience, he had discovered that
the names of the men with Coe were not
known. He was still uneasy, however, so
when he saw Breck’s horse, he had an
idea.

What could be more indicative of a












104

ner and went out, followed by Hartley,
who closed the door behind him.

Petric was immediately at his ease.
Ie rolled a smoke and offered his sack
to Emory, who refused it, then motioned
him to a chair. “Sit down, Wes. This
will take some time.”

They both drew chairs up to the table,
Emory with a kind of stiff and hostile
suspicion. There was a look of utter dis-
couragement in his lean face, and he
moved listlessly. In his dark eyes, how-
ever, lurked a hint of curiosity. Ilis
clothes were untidy and soiled, as if he
had slept in them, and hc needed a
shave. He toyed with a match, revolving
it in his fingers and watching Petrie.

Finally, after an uncomfortable silence,
Emory said: “Get it over with.”

“Get what over?”

“Iartley said you wanted to sce Ben.
He said you wanted to call this fight
oft.”

“What Jo you think?” Petrie asked
carelessly.

Imory said slowly: “I don't think you
meant it.”

Petrie’s laugh was easy, unforced. as
e leancd both arms on the table. “What
arc you going to do now, Wes, since
vou've lost your job?”

“I didn't know I'd lost it,” Fmory
replied carefully.

Petrie shruggged. “Hand is wanted
for nurder. He’s through in this coun-
try, after what he put Coe up to. Do
you think even if that murder charge
was dropped that Hand would dare
come back to the Bar Stirrup and run
it?”

“Flood did that,” Emory said. “You
hate Ben, DPetrie, but you know he
wasn't to blame for that.”

“Mayvbe T do,” Petrie said, “but you'll
have a hard time making the widows
and familics and friends and relatives
of those seven dead men believe that.”
When Emory said nothing, Petrie add-
ed: “IHand it through, Emory. He won’t
live a week if he comes back here. He'll
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stand about a month of this hiding out,
and then maybe he’ll try to come back.
He'll face a murder charge and a lynch-
ing—if I have to breed the lynching
mysell. Understand that?”

“I understood it long ago,” Emory
sneered.

Petrie nodded and smiled. “All right,
there’s one thing for Hand to do. He'll
have yvou get rid of his land and stock
and he’ll pull out. Wherell you be
then?”

“I know cattle. T can find work."

“Exactly,” Petrie said. He said in a
pleasant voice: “Did you hear that
Breck was bushwhacked?”

The surprise in Emory's face was
genuine, but he did not speak for a
moment. He regarded Petrie suspicious-
ly, then shook his head. “No use, Petrie.
I won't work for the Wagon Hammer, if
that’s what you're offering me.”

“I thought not,” Petrie said softly.
“Who killed Breck, Emory?”

“Y don’t know. If I'd been given the
chance. 1T would have.”

“ITix gun was still in its holster. Who-
ever shot him didn’t give him a warning
or a chance. They just shot him.”

“How much of a chance did you give
Morgan when you rode him down?”
Emory countered grimly.

“He had a gun. He knew his risk.
He shot at us, and we got him. It was
a killing, but it was an open one, almost
necessary.”

“Maybe Breck’s killing was necessary.
I never knew you to draw the line
between a murder and a fight until now,
Petrie.”

“Hand killed him,” Petrie said blunt-
ly, slowly, smiling a little. “There was
somebody riding with Breck when it
happened, so Hand got out in a hurry.
He had to. We don’t know the man that
was riding with Breck, and we never
will, because that man is probably afraid
to give himself up and lay himself open
to the charge of murder. He ran. He
didn’t even bother to look for Breck’s
killer. He probably pulled off into cover
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Emory gave up. He sat down and
stared vacantly at Petrie and Petrie
was quick to take advantage. His tone
was businesslike now.

“I can show you the knife and the
tracks if you like. We'll ride down now
and see them. But if I do that, you'll
get only twenty-five hundred dollars
from me.”

“Why only half?” Emory asked.

“Because Nosey might follow us, or
Hartley. Ie’d think it would look queer.
He might warn Hand to change his hide-
out, and all this would be wasted. If
you take me there now, the five thou-
sund is yours.”
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“You'll get half now—
the rest after it’sdone.”

He was counting on Emory’s greed,
and he counted rightly, for he had won
and he knew it.

Emory said wretchedly. “A man has
got to live, hasn’t he? He can’t trust
anything in this world but money.”

Petrie said nothing.

“All right,” Emory said wearily, ris-
ing. “Let’s go.”

Petrie rose quickly. “Call Nosey in
here and tell him you are taking me to
Hand for a parley. Insist that you go
alone. Tell him you aren’t sure of me
yet, and that you want a rifle. Tell him
he’s got to stay here in case this is just a
trick to draw you away while I raid the
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THE CAMP-FIR

here readers, writers and adventurers meet

\ 11N The Comanche Kid,” K. B.
/Mauu makes his first appearance
in our magazine—a new member of the
Writers' Brigade which lias marched for
fwenty-six years and ineluded most of
the noted Amcerican men authors in its
raiks. Mann lives in Florida. His story
vou will judge for yourself, and T hope
vou will like the people in it as well as
I did. Mann makes this introduction of
himzelf to the Camp-Fire eircle.

1 would hivve suid, it asked, that my life so
fir had been an interesting one. 1've found it
inieresting, and  anasing, even--—--from
tise to time-—-exeiting, Yet when I come to
setting it down on papee it seems insipid stuff,
... Perhaps it's asking
a fHctioneer to stick to

and

{ike Yast nighi™s beer,
tno much
fncts!

o expect

1 was bora in Kansas in 19025 was grad-
valed from Decatur County Konsas) High
Sehool in 1920, cond Tor some time after that
mostly as ononon-paying passen-
~r o from Butie to the Brazos and to and
fro. The teails my father had traveled in a
covered wagzon {otraveled o boxears and in
Vuiiinans, working on ranches here and there,
foilowing the wheat harvest, wielding a bil-
liavd cue, seiting fype in varions print-shops,
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1 feanveled-

r—~
e
4

earning a little, learning a little. I heard the
lingo and the legends of the west from child-
hood on, and read omnivoronsly.

I came to Florida with the birth of “The
Boom” but 1 went to collexe while the other
boys soid subdivisions. ‘They made more
money than I did, but they lost more too
when the bubble burst. T had plaved foothall
in high school and baseball afterward; in col-
lege, I played politics and found the game
more fun, if not mwore profitable.

I arrived in New York Cily in 1927 and
within a month I knew men in scores of fine
offices all up and down Manhattan Island.
They had said, “No,” when 1 asked them for
jobs. One gentleman finally suid, *Yes,” and
I became an advertising man.

I sold wmy first story in March, 1928, and
bhought an overcoat. 1 needed it.

Some six months later I said gondbye, with
some regrets, to advertising and devoted all
my time to the writing of the franker forms
of fiction.

Was married
Cubberly.

Children: none.

Recreations: ‘I'ennis; shooting.

Hobhy: guns.

Ambitious? To live pleasantly; to acquire
a backhand drive; to shoot &« shotgun as well
as 1 do a pistol; to have a hand in the re-
demption of the western story from its past
and present low estate,

in 1928 to MHelen Frazier
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E have heard with much re-
gret of the death of Lieutenant
Commander Vernon Chamberlin
Bixby, known to many comrades as
Asle Adventure expert on navy mat-
ters. He was retired from active
service in 1932 because of a heart
affliction. He lived then at Or-
lando. Florida, keeping up his navy
interests and contacts through an-
swering varied queries from our
rcaders. His father wrote after the
burial: “He enjoyed this work and
many interesting letters came to
him.” Commander Bixby was born
al Providence, Rhode Island. in
1891 and died on September 21.
1986, at Naval Hospital, Charles-
ton. Sonth Carolina. Burial was at
Arlington, wherc the service was
conducled by Chaplain Vogler who
had been a shipmate of his on the
US.S. Rigel.
Commander Bixby’s service rec-
ord in the Navy follows:

He enlisted in the U. S. Navy on
September 19, 1910, and was discharged
on September 18, 1914, For this serv-
ice he reecived the Mexicun Campaign
Medal.

At the onthreak of the World War he
enrolled in the U, S Naval Reserve
Force. on May 10, 19175 was ordered
to active duty the next day. and ac-
cepted appointment as Ensign, Naval
Reserve Foree, on October 5, 1917, to
rank frowm that date. He was under in-
struction at the Naval Academy, An-
napolis, Maryland, from QOctober, 1917,

to February, 1918, and reported for
duty on board the U.5.S. St. Louis on
February 16, 1918. He was temporarily
appointed Ensign in the (1. S. Navy
from February 1, 1918, to August 15,
1618, 1In November of that year he
reported for duty at the Naval L'raining
Station, San Diego, Californisa, in con-
nection with instruction and training,
at Training Camp, ‘Training Station,
Recciving Ship, College Naval Unit,
Officer Material School and other spe-
cial Training Schools.

In May, 1919, he was transferred to
the Naval Air Station, San Dicgo, und
on July 6, 1919, reported for duiy in
command of Subchaser No. 273. He
was transferred to the U.S.S. Hamilton
in August, 1921, and on November 21,
1921, he accepted permancent appoint-
ment as Lieutenant, junior grade, in the
Navy, to take rank July 1, 1920. He
wax  commissioned Lieutenant from H
Januvary 1, 19225 reported for duty on
bourd the U.S.S. Newport Néws in
April, 1922, and in January, 1924, was
transferred to the U.S.S. Hancock.
(This was at Pear] Harbor, Honolulu.)
In October, 1925, he reported for duty
on board the U.S.S. Altair; was at- L
tached to the Naval Station, Key West.
Florida, from October, 1928, to June.
19380, and was Exccutive Officer of the
U.S.S. Elliott, from June, 1930, to De-
cember, 1931, He reported for duty on
board the 1).S.S. Rigel in Navember,
1931. 1

He was retired to the Retired st
of Ofticers of the Navy, from Marchk 1,
1933. Subsequently, he was connnis
sioned Lieutenant Commander on the
Retired List, to take rank frow Junc
14, 1932.

For service during the World War
he received the Victory Medal with Eg-
cort Clusp.

CEDRIC W. WINDAS, marine paint-
cr of California, begins for us an
illustrated feature showing the sea
origins of many expressions we com-
monly use without stopping to think
where they came from. Along with its
general interest, the feature may lead
to some discussion and argument, and I
hope it does. There’s Bill Adams. for
instance—he hasn’t hailed us for a time,
and nobody can snort better than he if

R

therc’s snorting to -be done. Mr. Windas
explains:

Now with regard to the authenticity of the
“Traditions.” In the main, and with but very
few exceptions, } cun quote as wmy authority
for my explanations, volumes frowe the libra-
ries of Jondon. New York, Meclhourne, San
Francisco and Hollywood. Volumues such as
the Ercyclopedias, the Oxford and other die-
tionaries, and of such famous historians ay
Esqueweliing, Lovar Fraser, and others. In
fact. T am glad thit von brought ap thic ques-
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were quite vicious. The “owner” said that he
first becume acquainted with them while
swimming in the stream and gradually taught
them to accustom themselves to him.

I hope this will be of some interest, and of
value in your next argument with your friend.
Iikewise hope that your increase in pages will
work out successfully, for we can never get
too much of such a good thing!

RIGHT on the heels of the good letter
above came another from F. S. Carr,
of New York City, covering scme of
these points and adding, as others do
also: “Look up the storics of the late F.
St. Mars. Unless I am mistaken, I re-
member one on eels similar to the one
vou remember reading ‘somewhere’
(was it Adventure?)” Heard from on
the same subject to date are Tom Elliot,
Deer Lodge, Montana, and Charles Har-
rington, Robarts, Montana. And Cpl.
Chas. W. Seeley, Headgunarters Com-
pany, Seventh Infantry, Vancouver
Barracks, Washington, writes to tell us
of a thorough-going article on the sub-
ject: *“The article ‘Mysterious Life of
the Common Eel’, by Smith, is in vol.

XXIV, 1913, of the National Geographic

Magazine.”

From Walter C. Ellis, of West Somer-
ville. Massachusetts, comes more infor-
mation and a touch of advice—hc is
mindful of the fact that I got into this
discussion by the catching of an eel
on the Maryland eastern shore and ran
into complete disbelief when T tried to
explain what I thought I had read
“somewhere” about its breeding habits.

One circumstance which puzzled the early,
and even recent, ichthyologists is that the
newly hatched eel is of a totally different form
from that of the adult. The larval form for
many vears was even classed as a different
species of fish. This larval eel is a flat, ribbon
like creature, completely transparent, with a
small head whose mouth possesses a ridicu-
lously ferocious appearing armament of long
projecting teeth. All this in a fish but a frac-
tion of an inch long.

‘Fhe larvae grows to what is known locally
as a glass-cel by the process of shrinking. Ap-
parently, it does not feed in the transforma-
tion from a ribbon shape to the rounded adult
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form and there is a consider:ble shortening
of the body. The dragon’s teeth are also lost
in this change.

The eel still retains its trunsparency until it
approaches the coast and fresh water, when
the adult pigmentation gradually appears. The
eel, now about three to six inches long, is
twelve to eighteen months old, in the Ameri-
can species. Here still another factor enters
which confounded the older investigators. The
cels which ascend to fresh water are all fe-
males; it is oniy rurely that the male goes
further than to brackish water and then only
in streams where casy access is had to salt
water.

The females after growing 10 maturity in
fresh water migrate to the sea and are there
joined by the males. At this poiut the sex
organs, while developing, are far from bheing
ripe. These countless billions of eels migrate,
drawn by some unknown impulse, to the mid-
Atlantic, there to spawn and die. their life
cycle completed.

Now for your friend's querics.

We establish the first premise; the Ameri-
can and Furopean eels are two (or more) en-
tirely separate and distinct species. T'he proof
of the life history is entirely a matter of de-
duction and induction; no one of course can
chase an eel while it cruises on the broad
Atlantic. There have been numerous expedi-
tions in many parts of the occan at different
times of the ycar. These collection trips gath-
ered and classified all manner of fishes, and
other pelagic animals, and through the ycars
there has pradually accumulated time and
fquantity data on thousands of species which
has been collated by our hard working sci-
entists until all the parts of the jig-saw puzzle
have been fitted together to make a complete
and cohesive pattern which is the life story
of the movement and growth of our American
fishes.

‘The cels of course are marked, not by man
but by a Greater Power which dictated that
this species of cel shall have such a number of
vertebral segments, such a forim of scales,
such a proportion to the body parts, such a
number of tecth, such a design of cranial
bones, and that no other spccies shall have the
exact same features.

I hope what I have said will be of some
value to you, but don’t hope to ¢onvince your
friend. 1 know from experience that it can't
he done.

ND F. A. Partridge, of Auburn. Cali-
fornia, adds another point:

Terrific pressure is necessary for the expel-
lation of the eggs, (or young, I forget which),
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during summer floods.) Or was one of the
pair thrown out of the boat and the otker
Jumped in to the rescue, both drowning?
According to their notes, found later, this
same incident had happened once before with
however a happy ending.

The couple had been on the water 40 days,
had run 400 miles of some of the worst water
in the world, and the irony of it is that ten
miles below where the scow was found, they
would have conquered ull the cataracts and
vapids of the Colorado River.

I' Comrade Mallory still wants to try

the Colorado River trip after reading
the letter above, here is another plain
don’t for him to digest. This one was
written in camp at Mancos, Colorado.
I hope it is faithfully translated into
type. The pencil that wrote it had been
out of touch with civilization for a long
time. and maybe it had stirred the flap-
jack batter along the trail. I hope we'll
hear from Dutch again, as he says we
shall, and if he loses that pencil he can
just sharpen a stick and write with that
—we'll be glad to have his letter.

You have said in one of your issues that
no matter what anyone wants to know or
what corner of the globe it is in, somewlherc
a Camp-Fire comrade will know the answer.
So here poes. I noticed in Ask Adventure that
R. D. Mallory of Oberlin, Ohio, asked infor-
mation ahout a trip down the Colorado river,
from its source to the Gulf of California. I
just left the Colorado in Utah, after spending
five vears in the deserts on both hanks of it.

But 1 had better introduce myself. 1 am
Dutch Henry Ziplinsky, a saddle tramp. 1
travel with horse and pack outfit all over the
southwest, and punch cows when I need a
grubstake. 1 just spent five years riding over
the southern part of Utah, from Bluff City to
Saint Georze to Panpnitch, the dirty Devil,
the Sian Iaphael and Colorade Rivers. I
crossed and recrossed Utah from the Colo-
rado and Arizona line and the strip, to the
Nevacda line and as far north as Mount
Pleasant. .

For God's sake, tell that Ohio Pilgrim to
lay off of that trip, and stick to the highway
and o car.

He will never last half of the trip. Only a
seasoned desert rat can make it. Alkali water
will kill him if nothing clse. Feed is scarce,
so is drinking water. It is all alkali and will
kill horses or any other stock. It got me, but
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I made it out and I am not over it yet by &
hell of a sight. My stomach is as sore as a
boiled owl. I broke my leg in Sinbad. Only
sheer luck brought a cowpoke along, about
noon. I had been lying there since sun-up,
after my horse fell on me,

That is the dope on that couniry, and it is
all bad.

I can get no reply to this, as I am leaving
here for Farmington, New Mcxico, and don't
know when I'll get there, but will write again
later. I want A. S. Hoffman to know I am
still among the living, only 64 ycars old at
the present writing. Best to yvou all.

YEARS ago we had a department
called “Lost Trails”. I don’t know
who discontinued it, or why. It had gen-
eral interest, and it served in many cases
to renew old friendships between men
situated thousands of iiles apart. It
was long enough ago so that a great
many trails have been lost since then,
and we’d like to see the department re-
vived.

It happens that two requests are on
hand now.

T. Glenn Harrison, of 187 Baldwin St.,
St. Paul, Minnesota, asks that Barrett
Philip get in touch with him. He heard
from him last in 1917 from 42 Washing-
ton Square, New York City.

J. Russell Leland, 2084 Eastburn Ave.,
Philadelphia, Pa., would like to hear from
any fellow members of the crew of the
submarine 0-12 who were there “in the
Windward Passage in 1922. Average 51
degree roll for 20 hours, and every gyro
compass in the flotilla gonc haywire.” Or
the time they hit bottom nose first in
twenty fathoms and the stern was out of
water ten feet.

I wish that you would write in at once
and inquire for some comrade whom you
wonder about now and then, and help
to start the ball rolling. Tt is surprising
into what odd corners of the earth this
magazine goes, and this gives you a
pretty good chance of getting news of
that friend wherever he may be.

H. B.
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