























POOTPRINTS IN THE JUNGLE 7

the competent way in which she did
it. She took half the pack in each
hand, and her hands were large and
strong, deftly inserted the corners
of one half under the corners of
the others, and with a click and a
neat bold gesture cascaded the cards
together.

It had all the effect of a conjuring
trick. The cardplayer knows that it
can be done perfectly only after
incessant practice. He can be fairly
sure that anyone who can so shuffle
a pack of cards loves cards for their
own sake.

“Do you mind if my husband and
I play together?” asked Mrs. Cart-
wright. “It’s no fun for us to win one
another’s money.”

“Of course not.”

We cut for deal and Gaze and 1
sat down.

Mrs. Cartwright drew an ace and
while she dealt, quickly and neatly,
chatted with Gaze of local affairs.
But I was aware that she took stock
of me. She looked shrewd but good-
natured.

She was a woman somewhere in
the fifties (though in the East, where
people age quickly, it is difficult to
tell their ages), with white hair very
untidily arranged, and a constant
gesture with her was an impatient
movement of the hand to push back
a long wisp of hair that kept falling
over her forehead. You wondered

why she did not, by the use of a
hairpin or two, save herself so much
trouble. Her blue eyes were large,
but pale and a little tired; her face
was lined and sallow; I think it was
her mouth that gave it the expres-
sion which I felt was characteristic
of caustic but tolerant irony. You
saw that here was a woman who
knew her mind and was never afraid
to speak it. She was a chatty player
(which some people object to strongly,
but which does not disconcert me,
for I do not see why you should be-
have at the card-table as though you
were at a memorial service) and it
was soon apparent that she had an
effective knack of badinage. It was
pleasantly acid, but it was amusing
enough to be offensive only to a fool.
If now and then she uttered a re-
mark so sarcastic that you wanted all
your sense of humour to see the fun
in it, you could not but quickly see
that she was willing to take as much
as she gave. Her large, thin mouth
broke into a dry smile and her eyes
shone brightly when by a lucky
chance you brought off a repartee
that turned the laugh against her.

I thought her a very agreeable
person. I liked her frankness. I liked
her quick wit. I liked her plain
face. I never met a woman who
obviously cared so little how she
looked. It was not only her head
that was untidy, everything about
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descript, grayish color, and he only
filled about half the urn.

Howard Kiroshibu fastened on
the cover and continued to smile,
quietly and triumphantly.

For lack of anything else to say,
Paul said, “How much do they
weigh?” and regretted this cold-
blooded remark immediately. He
had forgotten for a moment that the
mound of ashes in that urn repre-
sented the remains of the imper-
turbable Dr. Kiroshibu’s beloved
brother.

But the Japanese gentleman was
undisturbed. ““Ashes very light, urn
very heavy. Hold in hand, please.”

Paul took the urn, and nearly
dropped it. Its weight was very de-
ceptive. It looked as if it hardly
weighed five pounds but it must
have weighed over twenty.

“One thing I can’t understand,”
said Paul. “A man’s ashes are —
well, they’re extremely — specialized.
I mean, there’s very little demand
for human ashes on the market. In
other words, as a commodity, eco-
nomically speaking, your brother’s
ashes are worthless. Why, then, do
you believe that a thief is going to
go to any trouble to steal what might
be considered as a —er — drug on
the market!”

Dr. Kiroshibu nodded. “I per-
ceive the logic of your reasoning,
Mr. Dawn. However, you have neg-

lected one important consideration.
It is, perhaps, not the ashes which the
thief wants to obtain — but the
urn.”

Paul was puzzled. “You told me
before that somebody was going to
steal the urn because of its valuable
contents.”

“And that is exactly what I meant.
They will steal the urn, because of
the ashes. 1 will explain. There are
throughout the country numerous
collectors of Oriental pottery of un-
usual significance. Until recently,
black urn which I hold in my hand
had no significance whatsoever —
therefore, no value to these collec-
tors. Urn, however, has gained value
within last few days. Iz has been used
to carry my brother's ashes to Miami
Beach. You can imagine, perhaps,
the feeling of pride and triumph that
would fill the heart of any collector
of pottery who might obtain for his
collection the very urn which was
used to carry the ashes of the world’s
greatest pottery dealer. And if those
ashes were still intact inside the urn,
the prize would have unlimited
value!”

Paul Dawn had heard a lot of
crazy stories in his days with the
D.I.C, and his imagination was
tough enough to take most of them
without a dent. However, human
ashes as a motive for grand larceny
were something new in his life. He





















































































































































































































