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gloominess conjured images of dour skies
bulging with avalanches of snow and of
savages screaming to attack with red-stained
steel. Why so formidable a fortress in this
-sweet, sleeping land? What was there to
fear from siesta-loving Spaniard and timid
Digger Indian? He frowned, thinking, but
then, the outposts of empire are always un-
easy.

He started past the clump of heliotrope,
walking lightly so as not to disturb the
girl. But she looked up and saw him, and
cried out in sudden fright.

He said, "I'm sorry I startled you.”

She answered, but he could not understand
ber words.

He spoke in Spanish, then, but she did
not understand. So he tried French, saying,
“I do not speak Russian. I am an Ameri-
can.”

Her eyes lit up wonderfully. Blue eyes
they were, so deep blue they were almost
purple. She was very pretty, he realized.

“American!” she said, answering in
French. “And you speak French! I thought
you were a savage. But no barbarian can
speak French. You will not kill me and
torture me and tear the hair from my head,
will you?”

“Indeed not,” he said gravely. “It is very
pretty hair, and a very pretty head.”

She smiled, and protested, “But I have
been crying until my eyes are swollen.”

“You have a loved one buried here?”
he asked gently.

“Oh, no.” She reddened. “This is—make
believe. I have been married one year, but
my husband was drowned when hunting sea
otter with the Aleuts. He was lost at sea
and I know not where. Here I bring flowers
when my heart overflows, and here I come
to sit and weep.”

“It's best so,” he said, nodding. “It’s best
to ease the heart with weeping.” In English,
he would have been self-conscious making
such talk; but in simple, formal French it
seemed natural enough.

“I did not love him deeply,” she said
matter-of-factly. "I did not know him long
enough, and he was a man of temper. Still,
he was all I had, and when I am lonely and
homesick, here 1 find solace.”

“I am going to the Fort. Will you show

me the way?”

“But gladly.”

SHE was tall, and shapely, and she car-
ried herself with supple grace. He
looked sidewise at her as they walked; and
it plcased him that the top of her head came
almost to his lips, and that the sun had not
tigned the smooth creamy texture of her
skin.

“But if you are lonely,” he said—"surely
at Ross there are lonely men who wish to
marry you?” "

She nodded and said, “But certainly.
There is”—she counted off on her fingers—
“Captain Kuprin, and Lieutenant Gobulov.
and Gospodin Rynin and the captain of hunt-
ers, Lurie, and—"

“But you care for none of them?”

“No.” She said it with pouting lips, and
yet it ‘was crisp and curt. “Captain Kuprin is
a widower and has a little boy, a darling,
sweet enough to smother with kisses! But
the captain is always hoarse and always
clearing his throat like a rusty cannon. Such
a barking and wheezing! He sounds like a
whole congregation being bored by a ser-
mon. My little lieutenant, Gobulov, is nice.
But such calf love! He sighs and swoons and
writes me poetry. But such bad poetry! And
once we were married he would consider
the job done and get fat and comfortable.
Gospodin Rynin is a different matter. He
is wealthy and handsome and ambitious. His
eyes devour me, and every Sunday when we
walk back from chapel he asks me to marry
him—"

“Every Sunday? Rain or shine?”

“Every Sunday, and twice on Easter.” Her
lovely eyes crinkled with laughter. “But al-
ways | say no, maybe—Dbecause if I married
him, if I got fat he would hate me and if
I had a fit of temperament, demanding this
and that, he would beat me, Which would
be all right, if he did it lovingly, but he
would mean it. So—" She shrugged elo- -
quently.

“But it’s a waste for a lovely girl not to

marry.”
“So I tell myself. Still I cannot say yes to

Gospodin Rynin. I think, perhaps, I am
waiting for someone. For a stranger to
come, someone different, someone strong,
someone—" she glanced around frankly at
him. “Like you, perhaps.”

“Good Lord, no,” he blurted in English.

“Of course, you are not handsome,” she
said judiciously, brow puckered, “except
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when you smile. But then, all great men
are homely men with an inner light that
makes their faces brilliant when they smilc.
You are a person of importance, I am sure.”

“Wait, hold on,” he protested, wanting
both to laugh and to run. Remembering
then, he said in French, “I am but a poor
traveler, Madame, a penniless trapper—-"

“What does it matter? I am rich. Both
from my family and from my dead hus-
band—"

He tock her arm firmly and firmly he
said, “Ple. Guide me to the Fort. [
must see Governor Kuskov.”

She smiled up at him, her lovely eyes
warm with approval.

“I think, when you have shaved and
bathed—you smell almost like an Indian,
you know—when you have got out of your
worn buckskin and put on linen of my dead
husband’s which I shall give you—I think
I shall like you very much.” She hugged his
arm against her breast. “My name is Ma-

rina. Marina Krylenko. What is yours?”
“John Randolph.”
“Randolph.” She gave the r a luscious

little trill; and murmured, “I like it, I like it
very much.”

“You've heard it before, of coutse.”

“No, never.”

“But you must have! How long have you
been here?”

“More than a year.”

He stared at her.

“Come on. I must see Governor Kuskov.”

S THEY" climbed the bluff toward the

fort, he studied the vessels at anchor
in the cove below. Three small schooners
lay there. The brig Sweet Ellen was not
among them. His forebodings deepened.
He had come so far, and perhaps for noth-
ing! . . . He had been going to school in
Boston when his widowed mother died.
Quitting his studies, he had gone to St.
Louis, then, to work for the uncle who had
been supporting them. But John Randolph
had not liked filling orders and marking
change in a store. When a chance came to
accompany a party of trappers headed up
the Missouri to take beaver on the Yellow-
stone, he had eagerly departed. Venturesome
of spirit, the party had followed the trail
blazed by Lewis and Clark a dozen years
before—from the Mandan villages through
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the Gates of the Mountains and the Lemhi
Pass of the Shoshones into the Bitterroots.
And there a war party of Assiniboins had
jumped the outfit. Only John Randolph had
escaped, afoot, alone, without grub or blan-
kets.

He did not turn back east, but continued
on west, to the Snake River. He shot deer;
friendly Indians gave him salmon. In a
patched up canoe he drifted down the Co-
lumbia to its mouth; and there found a trad-
ing vessel which had come from Honolulu,
put in at Sitka, Alaska, to trade with the
Russians, and now was bound for California.
It had brought him to San Francisco Bay.

But it was all for nothing! Luczen isn’t
here, He hasn’t been here for a year! Notw
maybe I'll never find him!

Outside the stockade of Fort Ross, he
saw, was a teeming village. Here were the
hovels of the Aleutian huntets whom the
Russians had brought from Alaska to secure
the precious sca otter pelts for them. And
here were workshops and barns for which
there wasn’t room inside the stockade.

Guards armed with cutlasses stood at at-
tention outside the gates of the enclosure.
They spoke respectfully to Marina; but they
stopped John Randolph, held him until a
runner brought an officer, crisp of speech
and regimental of garb. Marina quickly ex-
plained, but the officer’s appraising glance
was cold.

In French he said, “Come with me.” And
he did not permit Marina to accompany
them. In the officers’ barracks, John Ran-
dolph waited.

AT CLOSE range, the fort looked even
more formidable than from a distance.
The logs used for construction were thick,
heavy. Within the gate, guarding them,
stood two brass cannon. The snouts of
heavy cannon stuck from apertures in the
bastions, commanding approach from every
direction. And guards and lcokouts paced
on duty in strict alertness.

The officer returned, then, and conducted
him to the Governor’s Mansion. Within the
door a cannon stood ready—as if the Rus-
sians figured to fight to the last ditch even if
the stockade were over-run. Up a stairway
the officer conducted John, and at the top
rested a heavy barrier which could block
these stairs. Then down a hallway they
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walked—and here on stands reposed cut-
lasses and pistols and muskets.

It was a strong fort, this Ross; perhaps the
strongest north of Mexico.

He was conducted into a large sunlit
room. An officer in fine uniform rose ner-
vously from behind a desk. He was a small,
compactly-built man with a lined thin face,
prematurely gray, with an intense, command-
ing air about him.

“Randolph,” he snapped in heavily ac-
cented English. “The guard says your name
is Randolph.”

He seemed excited, incredulous and an-

“Yes. I'm John Randolph. Governor Kus-
kov?”

“Yes, I am Kuskov. Why have you come
here?”

Spots of color burned into John's lean
cheekbones. Ide wasn’t exactly polite, this
Kuskov.

“Captain Lucien Randolph is my brother.
I came here to find him.”

“He’s not here, and he’s not very likely
to come here, though we wish he would—
we wish very much that he would return,”
Kuskov said, a glint in his dark eyes.

John's fists clenched as his own temper
fired up. Sternly he checked his runaway
feelings, reminding himself that he had bet-
ter try using calm cool judgment instead of
impulse for a change.

“I do not understand your manner, sir.
You speak of my brother as of-—an enemy,
or a criminal.”

“You are quick of discernment. Or else
you know why we would like to get our
hands on Captain Lucien Randolph!”

“I have not heard from my brother in
two years,” John said steadily. “I do not
know to what you refer—and I do not like
your manner of speaking of him.”

Governor Kuskov flushed hot with anger.
He was, evidently, not accustomed to being
talked to in this way.

“All right, I'll explain,” he snapped.
“Captain Randolph was the last Yankee
shipmaster with whom our company made a
. contract to hunt sea-otter. Your brother fur-
nished his vessel, the Sweet Ellen, we fur-
nished Aleut hunters and their bidarkas.
It was your bother’s responsibility to takc
our officers and the Aleuts down the coast
to the Farallones, to the Channel Islands

and into the coves and bays along the coast
as far south as Magdalena Bay, and to bring
them back here with their catch of sea otters.
For transporting our hunters and the use of
his ship as a base of supplies, we gave your
brother a full half share of the otter pelts
gained by my men.  And that was generous,
considering that on some voyages as many as
1,600 pelts have been taken. Unfortunately,”
Kuskov said, “on this last voyage, your
brother was not satisfied with a mere half of
the cargo of pelts.”

“Go on,” John insisted.

“Even though it was a very prosperous
voyage, and some 1,700 fine otter skins were
taken—Or should I say, becanse it was such
a prosperous voyage?” Kuskov’s irony was
heavy. “No, Captain Lucien Randolph de-
cided to take the full cargo of pelts for him-
self! He did not return here to Ross with
them, but sailed straight across the Pacific
to Canton and there sold the otter furs and
kept the procceds for his own pocket!”

“No,” John said. “That’s not so. I don't
believe it. You can’t make me believe it!”

“Since 1803, the Russian-American Fur
Company has dealt on a contract basis with
Boston ship-masters. With men like O'Cain,
and Winship and Swift and Kimball. Never
before was there cause for even a hard word.
Never before were we cheated of a single
ruble’s worth!”

“My brother did not rob you!”

“The fact is that he did rob us. God in
Heaven, man, you dare set your mere word
against the fact?” Kuskov jumped up and
took a turn about the room, his face dark
with anger. “Robbery! Some 1,700 pelts,
fine pelts, cach worth almost a hundred
American dollars in gold at Canton. Bad
enough! But do you think #hat is the extent
of Captain Randolph’s crime?”

“I know my brother. An honester man
never lived,” John insisted vehemently.

But Kuskov scemed not to hear him at
all. .
“The pelts we could write off as a loss
due to bad judgment. But the men, sir! The
men. My soldats and Aleut hunters who
were aboard the Sweet Ellen! Lieutenant
Karsakov, and eight soldiers, and sixty Aleu-
tian hunters. Where are they? Where are
they, I ask you!”

“My brother did not harm them, I insist.”

“Whether Captain Randolph was merei-
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ful enough to merely maroon Karsakov and
his men and the hunters upon some empty
island—or whether my men were murdered
in their sleep and dumped over the rail for
the sharks—we do not know! But they are
gone! And for us there is but one conclu-
sion—"

“No! Not Lucien!”

“Captain Randolph is responsible for the
death of Lieutenant Karsakov’s detail and
sixty of our Aleutian men. And for that
crime, if Captain Randolph ever comes into
our hands, he will stand trial.”

Governor Kuskov plumped down onto
his chair.

“Sir, you've got to believe me,” John said.
“Lucien is eight years older than T am. We
were orphans and he looked after me. I
£now Lucien. In some ways he's a reckless
and hard-driving man, yes, but there is not
one drop of mean or dishonest blood in his
body! He would not steal, and he would not
kill to steal! I'd stake my life on it. He
did not often go to church, but Luciep was
a practicing Christian in the fine and real
sense of the word. He had too damn much
pride to lie and too damn much self-respect
to steal. He did not steal your cargo of
pelts—and he did rot kill your men!”

Governor Kuskov gestured to the officer
who had brought John to him.

“Volkof, you will lock this man up and
post guards over him.”

OHN'S lean bronzcd face went whitc.
With angry contempt he said, “Is it your
idea to take revenge upon me, sir?”

Governor Kuskov had worked off his
rage; he was cool, calculating, now.

“You are, no doubt, innocent of anything
your brother has done, 2nd you arc quite
right in feeling that reprisals taken upon you
are unjust. But I have no choice. I can
leave no single stone unturned in my cffort
to bring Captain Randolph to trial. Herc is
what I have in my mind: Captain Randolph
put his ship into the South American tradc,
after selling our otter pelts at Canton. He
changed the vessel's name from the Sweet
Ellen to the Santa Rosa. 1 shall send word,
by way of Monterey to Callao, that Captain
Randalph’s brother is held a hostage here
at Ross.” He shrugged. “That my plan
will have much chance of success, I doubt.
But I shall send word that unless Captain

Randolph retutns here to Ross to stand trial
for his crimes, I shall send jo# to Siberia
for my superiors to deal with. What they
will do with you, I cannot say.”

“Good Lord, man, what kind of justice
is that!”

“Did Lieutenant Karsakov and his sol-
diers and hunters deserve their fates?” the
governor retorted. “But you forget. You run
no risk. Your brother is a man of honesty
and Christian principle! He will not let an-
other suffer for his crimes. When he learns
that you are held here as a hostage for his
return, he will immediately return so that
you will be freed. Is that not so?”

“Certainly!” John said.

“I do not believe it! I tell you, Captain
Lucien Randolgh is a rapacious scoundrel!”
Kuskov banged a fist to his desk in his an-
ger. “He will not come back. He will not
lift a finger to help yow”

Quictly Johna said, "My brother did not
steal your cargo, and did not kill your hunt-
ers. From wherever he is, when he hears
that I am held here as hostage for his re-
turn, he will come, | know that.”

“For your sake, I hope that is so. Volkof,
you may take your prisoner now.”

John did not turn away.

“Tell me, sir,” he asked unsteadily.
“When my hrother returns here, you'll send
him to Siberia?”

Kuskov’s answer was prompt and em-
phatic. .

“Indeed not! We will hang him from the
highest beam in the fort!”

IEUTENANT VOLKOF took John to 2
storeroom at the rear of the stockade,
locked him in and sct a guard at the door.
The reom had no window and smelled of
musty grain. After a while the doar was
openced and a rough chair handed him. There
was no other furniture of any sort. Ruefully
he paced the floor. How long would he be
penned in here? Months?

At sunset, footsteps approached and the
door was opened. It was Marina Krylenko,
and she was carrying a tray with covered
dishes from which lifted aromas of cooked
food that made John realize suddenly that
he was famished. The way his face lit up
made Marina laugh delightedly. °

And then she looked past him and saw
the room in which he was confined and her
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sweet lips formed-an O of consternation,
and then she got angry. Eyes flashing, she
lashed the guard with words of such furious
Russian that he backed away, protesting his
blamelessness. She turned to John.

“My dear, what have they done to you!”
she cried in French. “A pig shouldn’t be
held in such a place. Come out! You will
eat in my quarters, and meanwhile I shall see
to it that you are given a room fit for hu-
mans.” She turned and spoke to the guard
again. He shook his head frantically—then
turned his head and bawled toward the bar-
racks.

Volkof came running. Marina turned her
scornful Russian on him, and Volkof, at
first haughty and superior, cooled and
dwindled under her superior haughtiness.

Marina linked her arm through John's
then. “It's all right, John! Volkof will ar-
range cverything. Come with me.”

The guard followed, embarrassed and
crestfallen. Marina took John to the gov-
ernor’s own mansion,; to her own suite with-
in it. The rooms were elegantly furnished
with fine Russian pieces. Pelts of the great
Alaskan brown bear covered the floor, and
upon the huge bed lay a coverlet of fine otter
pelts; hangings of Chinese silk hid the log
walls.

“Begin eating, John,” she urged. “I'll
start the samovar. Don’t wait for me—I'm
in no mood for foed.”

He asked, “Where's that guard?”

“Outside the door.” She pouted her lips
in distaste. “But don’t worry!”

Nearly lightheaded with hunger, he at-
tacked the cutlets and kasha and the fresh
vegetables that obviously must have been
raised here at Ross. As he ate, Marina
bustled about the apartment. The lamplight
was ruddy gold in her shining hair; and shc
had a way of standing, deep in thought,
a finger over her pursed lips, and then of
darting toward a ‘cupboard or drawer with
little exclamations, that delighted him. She
was lovely, he thought; sort of unpredict-
able, perhaps, but lovely.

Suddenly he realized that it was a man’s
clothing that she was so busy laying out on
the bed. Coat and trousers of fine dark
cloth, and linens of luxurious texture.

“Marina! Are you getting those clothes
out for me?”

“But yes, my dear! I told Governor Kus-

kov that you are a gentleman, and you
have simply got to Jook like a gentleman.”

“B-but—are those your dead husband’s
things?”

“Yes. He won’t mind.”

He gulped. Slowly he continued eating.

Marina said, “I have a tub ready in the
next room, and the Indian woman will bring
hot )vu,'ater. Would you like for her to scrub
you:

“N-no!” he choked.

“I will shave you myself, and trim your
hair.”

“I can do it myself.”

“Nonsense! I often cut my husband’s hair,
and he was finicky—he had a bald spot to
hide. You haven't, have you?”

Before he knew it, her slender fingers
were moving through his thick dark hair.
He jerked aside, with a “Hey!” that startled
her. She stared at him, wide-eyed.

“But, dear one, why do you move from
me?” Her eyes were suddenly brilliant with
tears and her lips quivered.

“But I didn’t mean it that way, ¥ just—"
He choked off, confused, realizing that he
was blushing hot. “Oh, go ahead and trim
my hair. G-glad to have you do it,” he
said miserably.

She brightened up wonderfully, and has-
tened to dig up scissors and mirror and
hardly let him finish eating before she got
busy. He fidgetted, at first; but the comfort
of a good meal under his belt, the glow of
wellbeing that warmed him, presently made
him relax. Marina was pretty, very pretty,
he thought as she cut his hair. Her skin
was smooth and creamy, and her bronzy
lashes were amazingly long over her bril-
liant eyes. Her youthful throat lifted clean
and fine from her shoulders, and her pro-
file had a cameo perfection, and the elusive
fragrance of her bright hair set his blood to
pounding. She was nice to have around,
Marina. :

John had his bath, then; and he shaved
himself. Marina handed the clothes into
the other room for him, and he dressed.

He really felt pretty good when he came
back into the room—well-washed, well-fed,
well-dressed. When Marina saw him, she
clapped her hands, her eyes shining.

“But you are distingué, my derling!”

Delightedly she flung her arms around
him and kissed him. For an instant he stood
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been of a mind to. But we dropped threc
of them as they camc, and they stopped,
fading right into the brush. Indians don’t
fight like white men. They count the cost
and they try to keep their own losses as little
as possible. Real sensible of 'em. Instead
of charging us, then, they set about sneak-
ing up on us. It's more fun that way, for
them. For us, it was bad medicine.”

Bill Wilson had cursed himself for a
chuckle-headed idjit. Expecting no trouble,
he had let his party leave camp with but a
few balls for their rifles. Now they had
left just a couple dozen bullets. No more.
John, lad, Bill had said, we’ll have to have
help. I'll go back to camp for the other men.
John had protested that Bill was wounded.
Not too bad. 1 got enongh Injun savvy to
crawl through these varmints. You haven't.
But John, since he was unhurt, insisted on
making the attempt.

“So, after sundown,” John continued in
French, “I crawled through the line of As-
siniboins.” He had never been so scared in
his life, nor so angry. Twice an Assiniboin
almost walked onto him. Then a brave dis-
covered him. The Indian had heard him
and asked something, turning. John sprang
at him. Caught the brave’s throat between
his hands. Desperation made John efficient.
The brave had no chance to yell an alarm.
“It took me until midnight to reach our main
camp where the rest of my party were to
wait for us. When I got there, I had a
surprise.” Even yet, force of that surprisc
had power to constrict his throat and make
a hoarse whisper of his voice. “The Assini-
boins had come onto our other partners first.
I found all four of them spreadeagled on
the ground. Dead, and scalped, and—" He
paused, steadied his voice. “Our camp was
looted. Furs and traps and gear and sup-
plies had all been stolen.”

Impulsively Marina put her slim hand on
his arm. Her lovely eyes were bright with
tears.

“I thought of asking the Shoshones for
help, then. But I realized that Bill Wilson
had to have help by morning or it would
come too late. There was just one thing I
could figure out to do. I started looking
for our horses, praying that the Assiniboins
hadn’t found them. I was lucky—I located
two of our saddle animals grazing where
‘I'd last left them. I mounted one and,

leading the other, I hcaded back toward
the fight.”

Such a hopeless thing to do! He didn’t
even have a gun, since he'd left his rifle
and powder and ball with Bill Wilson.

“It was dawn by time I ncared the grove
of aspen. I saw smoke from the Assini-
boins’ campfires. If I'd known more about
Indians, I'd have turned back right then.”
He had had premonitions. Indians attack
at dawn. Why was this war-party so calmly
cooking food? Afoot, he led his horses close.
Then abruptly he had mounted, and spurred
his horse into a wild run. “Right through
the Assiniboin camp I galloped. Caught
‘em completely by surprise. A brave lunged
to grab my bridle, but I swerved and hit him
and knocked him head over heels. Some
arrows whipped past me. But I rode straight
toward that clump of rocks yelling for Bill.”

Bill! Bill! he’d shouted. But he had got
no answer at all. He jumped to ground be-
hind the clump of rocks. Bill Wilson was
there, all right. And Lafe and Harris.

“My partners were there. But they were
dead. All three of them. T tried to take
Bill Wilson out, anyhow. I picked him
up and laid him across my saddle. But the
Assiniboins were coming on the run now.
Before 1 could mount, my horse plunged
away from me. He had an arrow in his flank.
Then I staggered as an arrow got me in the
arm. Somehow I got onto my second horse,
and spurred him into a gallop. Couple of
arrows whizzed past my head, but I got
away.”

AS HE finished talking, some of the gloom
and heartache of that black day was
again upon his spirit. Always he had felt
vaguely traitorous, for escaping; as if, by
rights, he should still be with his partners,
lying back of that rock clump in the aspens,
dead.

Marina was pressing his hand. “You did
all that could be done,” she said. “You
must not blame yourself any more.”

It startled him a little to realize how
plainly Marina could sense his feelings.

After a little pause, Governor Kuskov
said in friendly fashion, “I've been thinking
that you'd be more comfortable here if we
did not keep you locked up as a prisoner.
I am quitec willing to give you complete
freedom of the fort if you will give me
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yout parole to make no attempt to escape.”

t was a generous offer, and John's pulse

Ieaged wildly.
ut then he reconsidered.

“No,” he said. “No, I can’t. I can’t do
it. I must tell you, sir, that at the very first
chance I shall cscape!”

Kuskov rcddened. The others looked
shocked. Only Marina, who had been wait-
ing tensely for his answer, relaxed as if in
deep relief. She was locking at him now,
her lovely eyes warm with reassurance.

But later, as he was locked into his room
again, John wondered if he had not been a
fool. :
Marina had a surprise for him ncxt day.
In mid-afternoon his door was opened and
she stood there, with two guards.

Smilingly she explained, “I persuaded
Governor Kuskov to allow me to take you
out for a stroll about the fort. I convinced
him that you'd make no attempt to escape
with two soldats holding muskets at your
back. You'd like to come out?”

She made it sound like such an ecasy
trifle!

“You're 2 wonder,” he said unsteadily.

It was pleasant to be out in the sun
again, to be free to walk a space larger than
the confines of his dark cell room; and it
was pleasant to walk with Marina’s arm
linked in his. But he listened with only part
of his attention to her light talk, for he was
studying the fort, seeking a way to escape
when the chance came,

But discouragement grew on him. It
would be hard to get over the stockade.
Very hard. For it was made of heavy red-
wood timbers over twice the height of a
man, mortiseq at the top into a horizontal
timber and surmounted by iron spikes. True,
there were port holcs for the big 12-pounder
carronades; but he could not hope to
squeeze out through cne of the port holes
unless the cannon was pulled back into the
fort, and one man could not do that. There
were two sets of gates in the wall—on the
seaward side, and at the back; but thcy
would be vigilantly guarded.

Those front gates opened, then, and a
strange procession entered the fort.

A Russizn officer and several soldats led
a line of squat, strongly built men who
packed heavy burdens upon their bowed
shoulders. They were smiling little mcn

dressed in waterproof parkas of sca lion
bladder. Their broad cheekbones and the
slant of their dark eyes and the dark con-
trast of their skin against the white of their
teeth gave them a Chinesc cast of features.

“Qur Aleut hunters,” Marina remarked.
“The Chirikov has just brought Lieutenant
Tarasov’s party back from a hunting voy-
age.

“Those balcs they're carrving—they're sca
otter pelts?”

“Yes.” :

John uttered a low whistle.

“They certainly can’t complain about their

- luck?”

E AND Marina followed the procession

past,the soldiers’ barracks to a big store-
house. A heavy door was unlacked, and
the Aleuts filed in one by one to deposit
their loads of pelt. John caught a sharp
breath of amazed realization as he noticed
that the strongly built house was piled high
with the precious furs. Among them would
be scal skins as well as otter pelts.  Just the
same, here was a treasure of fine furs worth
at least half a million dollars. And this was
just the accumulation of pclts between ship;
ments to the main base in Alaska.

Marina introduced Lieutenant Tarasov to
him. The officer hardly glanced at John;
just stood there holding Marina’s slim hand
and looking at her in smiling pleasure. John
reflected that they all loved Marina, here at
Ross.

The Aleut hunters, after depositing their
bales of otter skins, were hastening away.
Hurrying out of the fort to their own little
village outside the stockade, where their
families waited for them. John watched
them go with a tightening in his chest.
Sturdy, likeable little men they scemed,
hard-wotking and good-humeored.

And then, in his mind echoed Governor
Kuskov’s stern, angry voice—I¢ was a party
of bunters fust like these, sixty of them, that
yoitr brother left to dic on sonze desert island
while be sailed off to China with a loot of
stolen furs. ‘ :

“No!” John teld himself. “You can't
make me believe it! Lucien could never have
done a thing like that!”

He walked outside the front gates of
the fort with Marina. She drew him to
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E HEARD the tramp of marching feet

as the guards were changed at mid-
night, the thud of musket butts hitting the
ground and low words of Russian, then thc
regular pacing of sentries. He waited a
quatter of an hour longer. Carefully, then
he tried the door of his cell room. It opened
to his push, hinges creaking slightly. He
waited, cvery ncrve taut, peering into the
darkness. Usually two soldats guarded his
door.

He saw them. Onc sat on his haunches,
back against the building, smoking. Thc
other was pacing his beat. At the far end
of his walk, he paused, lowered musket
butt to the ground and stood peering off
toward the governor’s mansion.

“They heard my door open. Must have,
if they aren’t stone deaf!”

Carefully he stepped out of the cell.
Keeping close in the darkness against the
house, he moved naiselessly toward the rear
of the fort. And then his hecart cholked up
into his throat, as in the darkness, hc
stegped upon a stick that snapped loudly
under his weight.

But the guards gave no sign that thcey
heard at all.

He hurried past the barracks, then, and

storerooms, toward the rear gates in the
stockade. Guards should be pacing in front
of those gates. But as he ncared them, he
saw no one at all.

For a moment he had the panicky thought
that perhaps this was a trap: the moment he
touchedrthe gates, hidden sentries would fire
on him. But he had to risk that.

Carefully he approached the gates. Then
hc saw that they were open, that the hecavy
bar which locked them shut was missing
from the iron brackets. Cautiously he leancd
against one massive gate, and it swung ajar
with a rasp of hinges that sounded like an
obscene shout to his cars. Instantly hc
sli out through the opening and started
tov{)’g).re:]l the orcha?d on th[c slopgc beyond.

He had taken hardly a dozen steps when
behind him he heard the gate hinges rasp
again, and then a heavy thud. Instantly he
lunged into a wild run toward the orchard.

But he heard no shouts of alarm behind

him, and no muskets blared fire. Glancing’

back, he saw no soldats racing after him.
“Nobody'’s chasing me, What I heard was

the gate being shut behind me and the bar

being dropped in place to lock it. That's
all!” He almost laughed aloud in his relief.
Marina had got good rcturn fer her gen-
crous rublcs!

Coanfidently he ran through thc orchard.
Waiting on the road beyond he should find
a good horse.

There it was! No, two horscs.

And then he stopped short in his tracks,
and crouched low, to hide. A figure moved
ncar the horscs. Someonc was therc.

“John? That you, John?”

Jt was Marina’s voice. He hurried for-
ward, his feelings in aching confusion. She
came running to mect him, and kissed him
and clung to him.

“Everything’s all right now!” she said,
and her voicc shook with relief.

“Yes—Marina, I can’t cven try to thank
you. Saying goodby is hard, too. But I am
grateful, with all my heart—"

“John! You're not leaving me bchind!”

“I've alrcady told you—"

“"No, John! No!"”

He grasped her clbows, gently shook hcr
out of the intcnsity of his feclings.

“I'd like to take you, Marina. God knows,
I want you. It tcars me in two to say no.
But I'vc got to say no. You're staying here.
You're going to marry some officer who'll
take you back to Russia and the kind of life
you're suited for.”

“But I love yox, John!”

“Listen to mc! Try to undecrstand. After
all you've done for me, I can’t let you in
for the risk and uncertainty that I've got to
face. It wouldn’t be fair.”

“You—you rcalize that if you lcave me
now, you may ncver be able to come for
me?” she asked, fighting to keep her voice
stcady.

He beat, kissed her hard, and held her
for a long moment as if he could not let
go of her. Abruplly he turied away and
grasped the rcins of the nearcr horse.

“Ride fast, John. All night, and all day,
too.” Her low voice broke, but she spoke
on, “Take both horses and change often.”

“Why? They'll be coming after me?”

“Yes. You see, my dearest, they've /ef you
escape.”

“But you bribed—"

“The guards would never have taken
bribes to let a prisoner escape. True, I did
give the sentries presents, but they shut their
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cyes and left the gates open on orders from
some of the officers. You see, everybody at
the fort thinks that y-you and I are eloping.
So, everything was—arranged. Governor
Kuskov couldn't simply pardon you, not
after the charges that are down on the record
against your brother. But if you escaped,
that could be put down in the books and no
blame would attach to him. But n-now—
now when they discover that you did not
take me with you, that you left me—they'll
be so very angry. I'm afraid they’ll try to
catch you. So ride fast. And take care, my
dearest! T shall love you always!”

He savagely siurred his mount into a
‘run. His decision had been the only possible
intelligent one; but if he delayed another
moment, he was going to break it.

PANIC held the town of Monterey.

Capital of the province of California,
Monterey was a tiny city of adobe. About
a dusty, sleep plaza were grouped the pre-
sidio and barracks and governor's house and
a few tiendas and homes. Below the slope
of the town, the empty harbor waters glis-
tened under the sun. Usually, at the hour of
siesta, in Monterey time itself seemed in a
pleasant trance and neither soldier nor padre
nor Indian acolyte stirred from his napping.
But today, this noon of Nov. 20th, 1818,
officials and citizens of the capital of Cali-
fornia were hurrying about in the frantic
haste that nothing but great fright could
induce in them.

Carretas were being laden with women
and children and started up the road toward
Soledad Mission, drivers raving and lashing
whips at the oxen in swearing, useless ef-
fort to urge them to speed. Youngsters were
frightened into crying by the rush, and
women were trying to soothe them, unwit-
tingly shrill in their own anxiety; and over
the hubbub the ungreased wooden wheels
of the carts raised a nightmarish caterwaul-
ing. At the presidio, muskets were being
passed out to the soldados, and powder and
bail; and in the fort, the cannon were be-
ing carefully loaded. Down along the beach
a group of 4 eight-pounder cannon were be-
ing emplaced behind a cover of logs masked
with brush, officers shouting orders and
bawling curses in their haste.

Amazed, John reined up his horse in the
plaza and sat in saddle, watching the activ-

ity which raged in the town like a runaway
fever.

“They’re panicky. No two ways about it.
They’re acting like they're preparing to
fight for their lives to the fast gasp.”

A corporal and a trooper stepped up be-
side him. He was asked in curt Spanish to
dismount and accompany them. Considering
it merely a formality, he obeyed. They took
him down the beach toward the battery bc-
ing readied behind the log barricade. There
Governor Sola was watching the prepara-
tions, and the two soldiers took John
straight to the Governor himself.

The graying, stockily-built official looked
at John, realized suddenly that he was no
Californio, and started with surprise that
sccmed, to John, to balloon into wild
anxiety.

“Who are you? Where did you come
from?” Sola asked sharply. “Where ate
your companions?”

“I do not speak Spanish well—"

"Talk English then! I can understand.
What's your purpose here?”

Briefly, John told of having come over-
land to the coast, and of visiting at Fort
Ross before coming here. “Now I want to
stay in Monterey until I can get passage on
a vesscl in the South American trade.” o

Governor Sola’s anxious face did not ease
its tension. .

“I'm going to have you locked up in out

rison.

“What in the world for?” John gasped.

“You are an alien. For all T know, your
story is all lies and you are a spy.”

John stared at him, dumbfounded.

“Good Heavens, sir, you must be joking!
I'm no spy.”

“Do these cannon look like a joke to
you, Senior?”

Sola snapped a command to the cot-
poral, then; and John was hustled along
the beach toward the presidio.

“What is all this about?” he demanded
of the corporal.

“We expect attack, Sefior.”

“From whom, for God’s sake?”

Corporal Trias jerked a thumb out to-
ward the horizon. Looking, John saw far
off the masts of two vessels coming up over
the curve of the sea.

In jumbled Spanish and English the cor-
poral said, "They call themselves privateers,
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John tried to ease his dejection by pleas-
ant thoughts—of Marina, at Fort Ross, of
the delight of holding her in his arms and
the ardour of her soft lips and the play of
sunlight in her bright hair, Then the realiza-
tion that he would probably never see Ma-
rina again was added gricf to the weight
already upon his spirit.

At daybreak, John peered from his barred
window. The Santa Rosa had promised to
send a boat ashore with her papers this
morning. Perhaps Capt. Lucien Randolph
himself would be in the

“No! Lucien’s taking no part of the do-
ings of the Santa Rosa. He's no pirate. If
he’s aboard the vessel at all, he's a prisoner.
Maybe he isn’t aboard. Maybe he came
down with fever in Callao, or maybe he
sold the brig and is master of another ship.
For all I know, he might even be d-dead.
But he's no pirate!”

How well, though, could one man know
another, even his own brother? Maybe
there were weaknesses in Lucien. Even the
best of men are sometimes twisted awry and
broken by harsh circumstance. Even as fine a
man as Lucien conceivably might be driven
to do murder. But not to marooning a whole
crew of Aleut hunters! Not to becoming a
pirate! Nothing on earth could force him to
that.

Commandante de la Guerra and Governor
Sola and their officers had assembled on the
beach, watching the Santa Rosa and waiting
for her papers. The tide had swung her on
her anchor chains, closer toward shore. The
latger vessel, the Argentina, was still hold-
ing out to sea, beyond range of shore can-
non.

The Santa Rosa did not send her boat
shoreward. Instead, as John watched, het
anchor came up, her sails were shaken out—
and then, from her starboard side, he saw a
line of fire, a dozen ugly bursts of sooty
flame tonguing from her gun ports, he saw
the brig heel from the recoil, and then he
heard the crashing roar of a2 whole broadside
as the eight-pounders round shot arched
shoreward and smashed into the fort and
presidio and houses bordering the plaza.

On the shore, the waiting men sprang
into action, officers and soldiers sprinting to
their stations in the fort and back of the
masked battery on the beach.

And off-shore, the Santa Rosa paid off
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and fell away before the wind, bringing her
port guns to bear. Again her gunners
touched off a whole broadside. Again ’dobe
walls and tile roof crumpled and shattered
under the crash of metal. Almost the whole
salvo struck the fort, and John felt a thud-
ding under his feet and a jarring quiver in
the "dobe walls about him.

Then he yelled. For the four guns in
the fort were reElying, and the battery on
the beach was hurling shot at the brig.
Though Governor Sola’s artillerymen num-
bered but a scant dozen who were veterans,
that dozen were men of skill and daring.
John yelled with satisfaction as he saw a
ball smash through the crosstrees of the brig,
and another hit her quarterdeck and a third
go through a gun port and smash an eight-
pounder and its crew into wreck and
shambles.

But here in the fort, men screamed when
the brig's next salvo hit; and John was real-
izing that a gun crew was hit when, over-
head, there was a crash, and tiles and
wooden beams and ’'dobe gave way—and
blackness enfolded his senses.

THE sharp bite of dust in his nostrils and
a throbbing ache at the back of his head
and a weight across his chest were his first -
sensations as consciousness returned to him,
He stirred, and groaned involuntarily as
pain darted through his head, and opened
his eyes and hastily shut them, wincing
from the glare of sunlight full upon his
face. Presently he looked again, and saw
that a corner of the cell had been caved in,
'dobe crumpled inward and rafters broken
down. It was a wooden beam across his
chest which held him in a debris of 'dobe
and shattered red tiles.

“That was close,” he realized- and won-
dered dazedly if he had any broken bones.
But he was able to move his arms, and
to twist and get his legs under him so that
he could back out from under the slanting
beam.

Outside, the eight-pounders were still
thundering across the harbor waters.

He swayed dizzily when he stood up,
and leaned against a wall. The vertigo
passed, however, and his strength was com-
ing back to him. He climbed over the de-
bris and out of the hole knocked in the
side of the room, into the open. Shielding
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the fort arch out toward Captain Bouchard’s
ship and strike the water short of the target.

The vessel pulled up, furling sails and
losing way. And then, one after another,
small boats were lowered from the Argen-
tina—small boats ctammed with armed men
Governor Sola studied them through a spy
glass, muttering to himself. In all, nine
boats pulled away from the ship, and four
of them carried small cannon.

The nine boats did not come toward the
beach at all, but were being rowed toward
Point Potreros.

Governor Sola lowered his spy glass, his
taut dark face quivering with angry hope-
lessness.

“They are rowing to Potreros, two hun-
dred men with four cannon. While we fight
the Argentina, the land force will attack
us from the rear. To remain is to be
caught in a trap. Ensign Gamez: Take
twenty-five men and rush them to Potreros!”

“Twenty-five men?” Gomez echoed, go-
ing white. “Against two hundred?”

“I don’t expect you to stop the pirates.
Delay them as best you can, but don’t sac-
rifice your men. Fall back when necessary,
and meet us at rancho del rey.”

From the Argentina, then, boomed a
salvo of cannon reports. She had moved into
range, now, and her round shot crashed
into the walls of the presidio. Sola yelled
further commands, and his officers and men
obeyed on the jump.

John was left to his own devices as Cor-
poral Trias and his detail left for Point Po-
treros. The Californios were too worried
now to bother about him, He moved down
to the beach, near the battery, to watch what
he realized now was a hopeless battle.

Until the early nightfall, Governor Sola’s
men kept up their artillery duel. Obviously
Captain Bouchard was holding his vessel
at long range, merely marking time, until
his land forces would come up onto the de-
fenders of Monterey from the rear. Then
the Argentina would move in close and all
her guns would work together for the kill.

But Governor Sola was not fool enough
to wait. When darkness came, he gave new

orders. ‘The eight-pounders on the beach

and in the ruined fort were overloaded with
owder and fired, bursting them. And his
egs of temaining powder, after his men
had taken as much as they could conven-

iently carry, were deliberately spilled and
set afire. Then, with a single two-pounder
gun on a cart, some 6,000 rounds of musket
ammunition, and the provincial archives,
Governor Sola led his remaining men in
hurried retreat to the rancho del rey at Sa-
linas, leaving the cannon-battered little
capital of Monterey unprotected before the
advance of the invader.

OHN did not accompany Sola’s men in

flight. Hidden in brush near the deserted
battery on the beach, he waited for motn-
ing.

The re-echoing report of cannons wak-
ened him. He had fallen asleep in the brush,
and now it was daylight.

Off-shore, closer to the beach than she
had been the night before, was the Argen-
tina. She was coming still closer, though
cautiously; and her guns were hurling their
hot metal into the presidio.

“Her shore party is due to attack, and
she’s raising a Eig hullabaloo to attract at-
tention,” he reasoned. “They're wasting
powder and ball.”

Captain Bouchard presently realized that
fact as no answering round shot came fly-
ing back at him, and as not one soldier was
visible on the beach. Bouchard silenced his
own guns. Fearing a possible trap, he
anchored off-shore, closer than the damaged
Santa Rosa, but still at a cautious distance.
Two boats laden with armed men put off
for the beach, slowing warily as they came
through the breakers, then tumbling out of
the boats and charging up the beach to rout
any foe lurking in hiding. _

A mixed, motley outfit they were, John
realized as he studied them from hiding.
Yankees, Englishmen, Chilefios and Freach-
men and even Argentinians, no doubt, fight-
ing under that Argentina flag. Adventurers,
that’s all, Rapacious for loot.

It took them but a few minutes to over-
run Monterey and to discover that the town
had been deserted by its defenders. Word
to that effect was signaled back to the Argen-
tina,

“Now,” he reflected, “maybe her whole
company will come ashore.” His pulse
jumped as he thought it. Maybe Lucien
Randolph would be among them. If not, he
himself would have to go aboard the Argern-
tira. One way or ancther, he was going to
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Captain Bouchard laughed. “Be patient.
With your share of the spoils, Lieutenant
Conde, you can have plenty women when
you return to Buenos Aires. Now, gentle-
men, let’s turn in. We have work ahead of
us!”

JOHN lay rigid against the dark side of
the boat at the water's edge, fighting
back anger and disbelief and alarm like
waves of racking nausea. If ever a man had
told him that Lucien Randolph could calmly,
cold-bloodedly plan a theft the way that his
brother had just now planned this raid
upon the Russians, he would have knocked
that man.flat in the dirt.+Lucien was hon-
est, Lucien was a man of decent impulse—
always he had believed that of Lucien, and
always he would have backed that bclief
with the last drop of blood in his body.
But right now, in his heartbroken despair,
just onc thing seemed right for him to do
—and that was to get hold of a musket and
take careful aim and put a bullet through
‘Lucien’s head. That was exactly what Lu-
cien deserved.

But he didn’t have a muskct; and even if
he had had a gun, he wasn’t sure that he
could imitate Lucien’s own -calm, cold-
bloodedness enough to shoot him. Though
that was the one way he could make sure
that Bouchard’s pirates would not pull a
sneak attack on Ross.

“There is another way!” he told himself
then. “I'll go back to Ross. I'll warn Gov-
ernor Kuskov about these pirates!”

If he did that, the Russians would prepare
an ambush for Bouchard’s land party—and
probably wipe them out to the last man. And
with them, Lucien Randolph would die. If
he did escape being shot, the Russians would
— How had Kuskov put it? I'll bang him
from: the highest beam in the fort!

“I can’t do that to Lucicn!”

But could he sit back, do nothing, and let
Bouchard’s pirates take Ross? He was trem-
bling, and there was a writhing agony
through his innards; but he set his teeth and
slowly, carefully, he backed away from the
raiders’ camp, into the brush at the end of
the beach. He swayed on his feet when he
rose, and for a moment he leaned against a
cypress bole to steady himself. Then he
started running at a dog-trot. He would
have to swing wide of Bouchard’s .camp,

then head north toward San Francisco Bay.
Somewhere en route he would get a horse
from a ranchero. At top speed he must
ride to Fort Ross!

T THE first rancho he came to, east of

Montercy, he told his need. Don Fe-
lipa Lugo gave him four horses and a pai-
sano to accompany him. They rode hard,
stopping at intcrvals to breathe the horses
and change mounts. At San José they ate
a hasty breakfast; then John rode northward
alone. He had to swing cast of San Fran-
cisco Bay, then cross the straits and head
northwest toward the coast. In late after-
noon he reached the Pinole ranch, and here
he fell asleep while eating. But within two
hours he awoke, and was riding hard again.
At dawn, he rested for an hour.

The countrysidc was fresh and green from
the first autumn rains, and the vistas of bay
and far-off hill and mountain was dream-
beautiful. But his mind was too full of con-
jecture and foreboding, his feelings too taut
and aching, for him to notice. At the end
of this furious ride would bc Fort Ross—
and Marina. Thought of her gave him
pleasure that made his pulse leap and race
giddily. But there at Ross would be Gov-
ernor Kuskov and his soldiers; and that jail
from which he had escaped so ecasily with
Marina’s help. Kuskov might not put him
in that jail when Kuskov learned why he
had returned: but Kuskov then would plan
a trap for Captain Bouchard's raiders—and
Il have helped set an ambush for my
brother to walk into!

But Lucien deserved it.
coming to him.

Damn it, that doesn’t make it easier! That
doesn’t make it any easier at all!

Lucien had it

IT WAS late afternoon again when he
neared Fort Ross from the south; and
again he approached by trail along the rim
of the bluff. And as he passed the clump
of fragrant heliotrope near the cliff edge,
he paused and glanced within it—and to
him came the strange, breath-taking sense
of having turned time back, of living the
past over again. For there in the sunny
little bower, a little cove of quiet sweet-
smelling with blossoms and so peacefully
ahum with bees and alight with butterflies
—there again he saw a girl who stood with
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bowed head, the sun bright upon her
bronzy-red hair, whose slim shoulders quiv-
ered as she wept.

“Marina!”

It burst out of him; and the next instant
he had flung himself off his horse and was
striding toward her. Marina had turned,
startled. For 2 taut, unbelieving moment of
stunned surprise, of wild dizzying happiness,
she started at him--and then flung herself
into his arms and clung to him, and then
kissed him, again and again, her swcet warm
lips salt with tears.

“John, my beloved, my dear onc—I was
so broken-hearted I wanted to die—"

“Eesy, now. Let’s dry your eyes.”

“You've come back for me! You couldn't
do without me!”

He couldn’t answer that, so he evaded it.
He said, just to make talk, just to ease her
wild emction, “What were you doing here?
Making a little shrine to-my memory, tco?”

“Yes,” she said, and he started, upsct.
“Look, darling.”

But when he looked, he saw that she had
an easel set up here, and had been sketch-
ing. It was a portrait of his own face that
she was drawing. From memory. And its
faithfulness of detail amazed him while it

,touched him to the quick. She had not ro-
manticized his features at all; she had not
made them more regular and handsome than
they really were. On the contrary, she had

“worked in every unflattering detail as well
as the flattering ones. The little scar beside
his lip, the little hump on the left side of
his nose left by a bad fall, the crow’s fect
of sunsquint about his cyes. So lovingly
exact the sketch was!  So sharply was his
face etched upon her mind—and hcart.

“John, you wait here for me. T will get
a horse, and a few clothes from the fort
and—"

Excitedly he interrupted her. Full-fledged
into his mind flashed a plan, a solution.

“Marina, listen to me! You—"

“Or if you prefer, darling, I won't go

ack to the fort at all. Right now I'll go
away with you.” ‘

“Marina, here’s what you must do. Hurry
to Governor Kuskov. Tell him that you
met me here—"

“But he’s so angry against you!”

“Tell him that I came back from Mon-
terey with a warning for him. Tell him that
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Cagtain Bouchard's privateers have locted
and burned Meontercy, and that now they
are on their way here to Fort Ross to loot
and burn again.”

Marina turned white. .

“They’rc not privatecrs, then. They're pi-
rates.”

“Of coursc! Tell Kuskov that they will
not attack by sea at all. Captain Bouchard
will send a strong party by land, at night,
approaching through the canyon of the
Slavyanka. Go at once, Marina. The at-
tack may come tomerrow—or even tonight.”

“I'll go. But you, John? You'll wait
for me?”

For an instant hc hesitated. It was his
plan, now, to travel up the canyon of the
Slavyanka himself—to mect Captain Bou-
chard’s party. He would go right up to his
brother and to Bouchard. He would tell
them that it was no use marching farther
toward Ross, for the Russians alrcady knew
of this impending attack and were laying an
ambush to crush this invading force. 1f
necessary to convince Lucien that he wasn't
bluffing, he would admit that he himself had
warned Kuskov. He hoped this wouldn’t be
necessary. ,

“John, you /! wait for me?” Marina re-
peated, pleading.

Deliberately he licd.
Hurry, now!”

But she kept looking up at him; and
then, shaking her head, she smiled tremu-
lously. “No, you won'’t wait. But, darling,
whatever takes you away—when it's done,
come back for me.”

Her arms tightened around him again, and
for a moment she laid her cool check against
his face, then she turned to go.

It was then that John saw the file of sol-
dats come up the trail out of the cove, on
their way scuth from Ress to Halfway Farm.
Captain Kuprin rode at their hcad—and
Kuprin had already sighted him, had already
turned his head to shout a command to his
soldiers. And as they spurred their horses
into a run forward, John rcalized that he
was caught, that to attempt to escape on his
worn-out mount was hopeless.

Wildly Marina gasped, “Ride, John!”

“No.” He tricd hard to keep his sicken-
ing despair out of his voice. "I guess now,
Marina, I'll take that message to Governot
Kuskov myself.”

“Yes, I'll wait.
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OVERNOR KUSKOV had a nervous

habit of pulling at a lock of his iron-
gray hair as he listened in concentration.
Lines about his thin-lipped mouth tightened
ominously and he leaned across his desk as
John finished telling him of Captain Bou-
card’s plans to raid Fort Ross.

“You say this raid may hit us tonight,
Randolph?”

“It may. You must be ready for it!”

“Count on that.”

“Now,” John said, hesitating a moment,
“I ask you to release me. I've earned it!”

“Yes. I think I can promise to release
you—in two or three days.”

“But—Iet me go at once, sir!”

Instead of answering, Kuskov demanded,
“Captain Bouchard’s ship was the Argentina,
you said. What was the name of the other
vessel?”

“It—it was painted out, sir. To hide its
identity.”

Kuskov's mouth hardened. “Captain Gy-
zelaar, who brought word to Monterey from
Hawaii that Bouchard's sea bandits were
planning to raid California—Captain Gy-
zelaar stopped in at Ross after sailing from
Monterey. He told me that the vessel ac-
companying the Argentina was the Santa
Rosa. And the Santa Rosa, as you know,
was formerly the Sweet Ellen.”  Abruptly
he leaned across the desk and demanded,
“Your brother is with Bouchard, is he not?
Lucien Randolph will guide Bouchard’s men
through the Slavyanka Canyon to attack us
in the night!”

“No—no, I tell you!"” John wet his lips,
thinking desperately. “I've f-found out
about Lucien, sir. Listen to me. He’s not
to blame for what happened to your Aleut
hunters and the cargo of otter pelts that was
stolen from you.” ‘

“Then who is to blame? What happened?
Tell me!”

“The crew, sit. Men of the crew, sir. It
—it was a mutiny. They had been gone from
home so long, sir. They were working for
shares, not wages, and they weren't satisfied
with what they were going to get after such
a long voyage. They took over the ship and
forced Lucien to sail to Canton with your
cargo of otter pelts.”

Kuskov shook his head.

“Your lie is a little too—frantic. I un-
detstand how much you want to save your
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brother, and I respect you for it. But I know
that the one likely man to guide Bouchard's
raiders to Ross is Captain Lucien Randolph.
I'm convinced he will be with this party of
thieves who will come to attack Ross; and if
we catch him, we will hang him!” Kuskov
looked down at his desk a moment, then;
and in a lower tone added, “But this much
I will do; I will give certain orders to my
soldiers. I will see to it that Captain Lu-
cien Randolph dies from bullets while fight-
ing.

John choked up, and couldn’t answer.

Captain Kuprin and Lieutenant Lurie and
other officers stalked into the room then.
Kuskov motioned for John to take a chair
to one side of his desk. The officers then
started planning an ambush for Bouchard’s
party of raiders. John listened, relief for
Ross forgotten in an increasing heartsick
dejection.

“Where the trail along the Slavyanka
goes through the narrow gap below that last
grove of redwoods would be the ideal spot,”
Kuprin was saying. “We can post our men
on each side of the narrows, with light can-
non loaded with grape that will sweep the
trail. ‘There the walls are cliffs which those
pirates would find very difficult to climb.”

“Flares!” Lurie suggested. “With gun-
powder we can make flares that will light up
the canyon as plain as day.”

“Our men will be hidden, while Bou-
chard’s men will be dazzled by the glare
upon them. They'll be easy targets for our
guns.”

And among those targets—a very special
target—would be Captain Lucien Randolph.
John blinked, to clear a hot mistiness from
his vision, and looked out the window at the
sunset. Soon it would be dark, soon the
Russian trap would be set.

The speed with which the detachments
of soldiers left Ross and departed up the
trail into the little Slavyanka River Canyon
was proof of their excellent discipline. They
would do a good job, John realized. Any
of Bouchard’s men who survived would be
lucky.

It was an hour after dark before Kuskov
had finished all his preparations, and the offi-
cers remaining in the fort went to the eve-
ning meal. John sat between Kuskov and
Marina; but he was too numb with grief of
what was coming to make even a pretense of
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eating. Marina pressed his hand once, and
when she looked at him her lovely eyes filled
with tears. But none of the tension which
had spread through the fort as news of Bou-
chard’s raid became known was obvious in
her manner. She talked easily and casually.
as if there was no reason for anyone in the
fort to be unduly concerned. She was as
smart as she was brave, John reflected; and
he wished that he could be alone with her
and find comfort for his own heartache in
her warm sympathy.

The long meal was almost finished when
the interruption occurred.

Outside the house was the sound of run-
ning feet, a sentry’s sharp challenge, then
excited words of Russian. Hurrying foot-
steps approached the door.

Governor Kuskov pushed back from the
table, rising, and exclaiming, “This must be
news from the Slavyanka!”

The door was flung open, and into the
room burst Lieutenant Tarasov and a sentry
—and a prisoner.

And seeing that prisoner, John cried out
and leaped to his fect, upsetting his chair.
He was a tall man, the prisoner, with hair
so light that the gray in it made it almost
silvery. His deep-set gray eyes were hag-
gard, and lines of pain and crushing fatigue
were cut sharp into his lean face. He wore
the serge suit of a Yankee shipmaster; but
now upon his side was an ominous spreading
blotch, and he sagged against thc sentry
who held him as if he would fall without
the soldigr’s help.

“Governor Kuskov,”
kov—"

Kuskov blurted, “"So my men finally
caught you, Captain Randolph.”

“No. No!” Lucien Randolph stiffened
up, and his voice strengthened. “I came here
of my own free will, sir. To bring you
warning, sir, to—"

His strength gave out and his knces
buckled and he started to fall. Tarasov and
the sentry caught him.

John left the table and darted across
the room.

“Lucien! Lucien!”

Lucien Randolph was being eased onto a
chair, and John bent over him and grasped
his arms.

“Lucien, don't you recognize me?
John! I'm John!”

he said. “Kus-

I'm

Lucien Randolph’s sunken cyes widened
in amazement, and for a long breathless
moment he just stared.

“But— How in the world— So you came
west, boy.” '

“Yes. To find you. We hadn't heard for
so long—"

Lucien Randolph was going slack with
weakness. He interrupted, his voice an an-
guished straining to be heard.

“Kuskov—I've lost so much blood—Kus-
kov, Bouchard’s pirates arc on their way to
raid Ross. You'd better—"

Consciousness faded from him then, and
he slumped inert.

“Just fainted, from loss of blood,” Kus-
kov said briskly. “Carry him to Dr. Cher-
nik’s cabin.”

But John whirled on Governor Kuskov,
and John's eycs were shining.

“I told you,” he said. "I told you that
Lucien was no thicf. He just pretended to
help Bouchard—and hc risked his life to
get here to warn you. I fold you!”

R. CHERNIK dressed Lucicn’s wound.
He began to stir out of unconsdous-
ness as the doctor finished. He didn’t come
to his senses peacefully but as if straining,
as if something was driving him.
“Kuskov,” he breathed then. “Kuskov!”
“What is it, Lucien?” John asked. “Kus-
kov isn't here.”
Lucien opcaced his eyes.  “Yow, John! 1
was thinking I'd dreamed it. Johnny, go

to Kuskov. Tcll him Bouchard's men are
coming—"

“He knows. They're coming down the
Slavyanka.”

“No! We started that way. But where the
trail cuts up over the cliff that juts into the
stream, I led them north and over into Deer
Creek Canyon. Then I ran off from them.
They took some wild shots at me in the dark
when they realized what 1 was doing.”

“So that’s how you got wcunded!”

“Johnny, tell Kuskov that Bouchard's

arty is on Deer Creck. Thcy're lost, and
they'll likely wait till sun-up to find their
way back to the coast. So there’s no danger
of them attacking the fort at all.”

John swallowed hard, nodded, and started
away,

“So you see,” he told Kuskov five minutes
later, “Lucien not only isn’t one of Bou-
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chard’s pirates, but he sidetracked them so
they couldn’t attack Ross at all.”

Governor Kuskov nodded thoughtfully.

“Now I must send word to Captain Ku-
prin to look for Bouchard’s men on Dcer
Creek.”

“Let me go to Kuprin, sir.”

Kuskov looked at him for a taut instant,
and nodded. ,

“Very well. But arm yourself, and—
Good luck, my boy.”

N HORSEBACK, with a hunter as
guide, John rode hard up the Slavyanka
trail to the ambush set by the Russians. A
sentry challenged John and his companion
—and led them, then, to Captain Kuprin.
Quickly John told Kuprin that the party of
raiders were lost in Deer Creek Canyon.
The guide had brought a written message
of confirmation from the governor, too.

Kuprin shouted orders.

Carefully, led by hunters who knew the
countryside intimately, the detachment
marched over a range of wooded hills onto
the watershed of Deer Creek. Then the sol-
diers waited, while their scouts searched the
stream. Two hours passed, and then the
hunters returned, jubilant. Bouchard’s raid-
ing party was up ahead some miles. Fecling
secure on a sand flat between steep walls
of the ravine, thzy had lit campfires to keep
warm. The Russian scouts had found them.

At dawn, Captain Kuprin’s strong force
was in place at the summit of the west rim
of the steep ravine.

As the sun rose and light slanted into the
narrow little canyon, the raiders camped on
the sand flat below began to stir. Cook fires
were lit and brealkfast started. There were
almost two hundred men in that raiding
party, John estimated. More than was in this
detachment of Russians.

Captain Kuprin, at John's side, whispered
tautly in French: “We must hit them like a
thunderbolt. Paralyze them with surprise.”

“Yes! The way that they planned to hit
Ross!”

Kuprin’s subordinates already had their
orders. The troops leveled their muskets.
Everyone took careful aim on a man in the
force below. And when Kuprin shouted his
sudden command, fifty muskets spoke at
once in thunder that re-echoed between the
narrow walls of the ravine. And in that one
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instant the strength of the raiding nacly
was broken. Hardly a bullet was wasted. As
the wind whipped aside the blue swirl of
powder smoke, John saw men of Bou-
chard’s party crumpled headlong onto their
own campfires, saw men stagger and collapse
in their tracks while their comrades stzred
in stunned amazement.

“Quick,” Kuprin ordered John. “In Eng-
lish, tell them to surrender!”

John obeyed, shouting the command.

Bouchard’s pirate crew looked up. They
saw the Russians. They saw a foe that they
could draw a bead on. Recklessly, fran-
tically, they sprang for their guns.

Again Kuprin ordered “Fire!” and the
fifty Russian soldiers who had waited with
loaded muskets in reserve, pressed trigger.
And again a deadly volley took a toll of de-
struction among Bouchard’s raiders. Dead
and wounded dropped there on the sand flat.
Not half of the whole force was left on their
fect. Wildly those who survived empied
their guns at the canyon rim.

Kuprin ordered John, “Tell them to
throw down their weapons or we shail kill
them all!”

Again John shouted. :
But the beaten raiders were caught up in
panic. The threat set them off. Down the
gulch they fled pellmell, crashing through
the brush like a herd of deer startled by
a gunshot. Some few had thrown down
their muskets and raised their arms aloft.
But they were bowled over in the rush, and
infected by the blind terror, and scramblicg
up they joined in the wild rout. Some Rus-
sian bullets fired over their heads was zn

added spur to their flight.

“We'll let them go,” Kuprin said. "We'll
be busy enough caring for the wounded.”

¢€NOVERNOR KUSKOV, I asked Dr.

Chernik to send for you,” Lucien
Randolph said. He was sitting up in Joha's
room in the barracks. The doctor had besn
a little reluctant to let Lucien talk; but the
wound in his side no longer looked dan-
gerous, and Lucien was insistent.

Kuskov ncdded gravely, and sat down in
the chair John pushed forward.

“\We have serious charges against you,
Captain Randolph,” Kuskov said. “If yecu
have anything to say in your defense, wo
will listen sympathetically. But I'm afraid
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that all the leniency I can promise you is
to send you to Siberia for my superiors to
put on trial.”

Lucien’s deep-lined face was very sober.

E NODDED. "“For months I've realized
that you've believed I slaughtered the
crew of Aleut hunters and Russian soldiers I
had aboard the Swee: Ellen. Believe me, that
hurt. But the truth is, I did not steal your
cargo of otter pelts, and I did not kill your
hunters. Let me tell you what happened.
“We'd had very good luck in getting ot-
ter down along Magdalena Bay and coves of
Lower California, and we came back and
picked up the hunters we’d left in the Santa
Barbara Channel Islands. We had about
1,700 fine otter pelts by that time. But we
were short on beef, and we anchored in the
cove off Refugio and I went ashore with a
party to kill some cattle grazing near the
beach, and to get some fresh water for our
kegs. We planned to pay if we could find
the ranch owner. But we had no chance.
The rancher must've seen us coming and
rode off to make an alarm, because we no
sooner had shot some beef animals when
a force of Spanish soldiers under a Sergeant
de Ortega jumped us. Caught us completely
by surprise. Lieutenant Karsakov and two
of his men were killed at the first volley.
To preveat any more loss of life I yelled to
my men to surrender. I figured to pay this
Sergeant de Ortega for the cattle we'd killed.
But he wouldn't listen. He started march-
ing us to Santa Barbara, to put us in a stink-
ing prison.

“Well, something had to be done. As
soon as it was dark, I ordered my men to
make a break for it. We did. Most of us
got away, but I got two bullets into me.
My seamen helped me back to the cove, and
a boat from the Sweet Ellen took us back
aboard. I was badly hurt. In fact, I was
raving with delirium by the time I was laid
in my bunk on the Sweet Ellen.

“My first mate, Johansen, took charge of
the brig.

“I've never trusted Johansen entirely. I've
known he was reckless and not too honest.
But I always figured I could handle him. I
never expected to be in such shape that I
coulda’t handle him.

“I nearly bled to death from my wounds.
Then I was in delirium for days. And when
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that passed, I lay in a2 coma. We had no
doctor aboard. It was Johansen himself
who took care of me. I was nearly bled
white—and Johansen wanted me flat on my
back and unaware of what went on. He
would change my dressings, so he said; what
he did was open my wounds afresh. So it
was some weeks before I was strong enough
to get onto my feet. And then we were
sailing to Hong Kong.

“And Johansen explained to me that since
I'd been hurt, he had sailed the Sweet Ellen
back to Fort Ross and landed the Aleut hunt-
ers and given half the cargo of furs to you,
Governor Kuskov. Then, with the rest, he
set sail—as I originally planned—to Hong
Kong to sell them. I believed him. I signed
the various ship’s gapers and cargo invoices.
The furs were sold and the Sweet Ellen left
China without any trouble with authorities
and no suspicion anywhere that the brig had
been taken over by thieving members of
the crew.

“One thing troubled me. Johansen said
I was out of my head with delirium while
the Sweet Ellen put in at Ross to land your
Aleut hunters. Why, I wondered, didn't
Governor Kuskov have me brought ashore
to be tended by Dr. Chernik? That wor-
ried me. Also, when I started going out on
deck for a few minutes each day, I noticed
that there were new faces among my crew
—and old faces missing. Johansen ex-
plained, when I asked, that he had put in
at the Sandwich Islands and hired new men
to replace a number who wanted to leave the
ship. I know now that some of the men
before the mast had been gotten rid of with
the Aleuts because they had no stomach for
piracy. The new hands were men of Johan-
sen’s own stripe.

“Still, T did not suspect the truth.

“Johansen was very shrewd. In China
we had put aboard a very fine cargo of spices
and goods and tea. He sold the stuff in
Callao and Valparaiso, adding double prof-
its to the money made from the stolen otter
pelts. Then we headed around the Horn—
for home, I thought. Still so weak I could
hardly stand, it was tonic to think that we
were finally headed home after a mighty
prosperous voyage.

“But we put in at Buenos Aires.

“I had not ordered that. T called Johan-
sen in and dressed him down. He knocked
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“The Hepburns,” said Howdy stifly, are
cultured folks.”

“They are, huh? Cultured. Uncle Ezra
got his in a penitentiary for stealin’ cows.
Oh, I know—you mean them that ain’t been
hung, huh?”

The stage from Caliente came down the
main street of Porcupine City and drew up
at the stage office, only a few strides away
from the two cowboys. They looked at it
indifferently, until Oswald Arkright Knott
got out of the stage. Oswald was short,
rather plump and decidedly pink, his expen-
sive clothes disheveled. Oswald was of the
Kewpie or Cupid type, decidedly out of place
in Porcupine City.

Oswald went over and stood in front of
the stage-office, trying to adjust his necktie in
his reflection in a very dusty window. Howdy
and Terry moved down and looked reprov-
ingly at “Coyote” Cowley, the driver, who
was taking the lash-rope off Oswald's two
valises.

“Don’t blame me,” whispered Coyote.
“He was drunker'n a fiddler’s pup, and
said he wanted a ride. Called me ‘Cabby.’
He ain’t my funeral” :

Coyote dumped the two expensive valises
on the wooden sidewalk, and went into the
office. Oswald turned from the window and
beheld the tall and shost cowboys.

He essayed a weak smile and said, “How-
doo-0-0-0.”

“Sounds like a nestin’ turtle-dove,” whis-
pered Terry.

“I am Oswald A. Knott,” said the visitor.

“Oswald a knot,” murmured Terry. “I'll
bet he left a hole where he came from.”

“I am still a bit irked,” said Oswald. “I
thought the man said Sacramento—and he
said Caliente. I got off, and the train left
me there.”

“And then what?” asked Howdy soberly.

“I met that man who drives the stage,
and asked him to have a drink. We have
many things in common, including a thirst.
I told him I wanted to go to California, and
he said he wasn't sure, but he thought it
would be a short-cut for me to come down
this way.”

“Yea-a-ah—it would be,” agreed Howdy,
“except that you'd have to walk about a hun-
dred and eighty miles over the hills, or go
back to Caliente.”

“I’ll buy a drink,” offered Oswald.

Oswald ran a poor third to the Oasis Sa-
loon, where the bartender looked with deep
compassion upon him, wondering, no doubt,
if this ornate stranger should be left to the

ender mercies of Howdy and Terry.

“Are you two gents workin' for Cut 'n
Slash McGowan?” he asked.

“We is, are and am,” replied Terry. “And
a fine gentleman, he is. A heart of gold, if
yo're interested in insides. Give that
bottle 2 nudge, Howdy."”

“I heard,” said the bartender, “that he
spent a year in the pen.”

“Purely a mistake,” said Howdy. “He
went there to visit his twin brother, and it
took ’em a year to find out which was
which.”

“How did they find out?” asked Oswald.

“They didn’t,” said Terry. “His brother’s
time was up; so they let both of ‘em go at
once.” -

“Interesting,” murmured Oswald. "I
should like to meet him.”

“He'd love yuh,” declared Terry. “His
tastes run to derby hats and shiny shoes.
And that necktie! Man, he'd love yuh like
a brother!”

“Has he lived here long?” asked Oswald.

“A year,” said the bartender. “He bought
out the Circle C, which was as poverty-
stricken as any cow spread along the Bor-
der.”

“What do you gents do down there?”
asked Oswald, fortified with two good
drinks of Porcupine’s best. ‘

“We,” replied Terry, “are his go-be-
tweens, Oswald.”

“Go-betweens? Go-between what?”

“Between the Circle C and Paraiso. Yuh
see, Howdy's got a seen-yuh-reeta down
there.”

“Is Mr. Howdy a proxy for Mr. Mc-
Gowan?” asked Oswald innocently.

“Proxy?” queried Howdy. “Proxy? Itis
jist possible that it's a good thing I don’t
know what that means.”

“I mean that you are making love for
Mr. McGowan.”

“My Gawd!” breathed Howdy. “Could a
human sink so far?”

“John Alden did it for Miles Standish,”
said Oswald stiffly. “That is historical.”

“If Howdy done it for McGowan, it'd be
hysterical,” said Terry soberly. “Who
bought that last drink?”
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“Do I? They used to call me Boot Hill
McCune.”

“What does that mean?”

“Let’s not worry about it,” suggested
Terry. “Pass the salt, Howdy.”

After six drinks they were well organized,
and went hunting for Pancho Rojas. They
found him in a small cantina, playing a
jumping-bean game with some other Mexi-
cans. Howdy gave him the note from Mc-
Gowan, Pancho was short and fat, rather
wheezy in his conversation, and inclined to
look with suspicion upon any strange Ameri-
cano.

His liberty, possibly his life, depended
on not being caught across the Border, where
he had pulled successful raids on cattle and
horses.

“You tell Meester McGowan,” said
Pancho, after reading the note, “that those
calf weel come pretty queek.”

“Take yore time, Pancho,” said Howdy,
who didn't relish the shipment of calves,
which would mean days of branding.

“Much tiempo,” grinned Pancho.

“Yeah, that’s right—plenty time.”

THEY went back to the Joya Cantina,
where a maguey-cutter and a sheep-
herder got into a fight. It was a good fight,
while it lasted, and in the excitement they
lost Oswald A. Knott, when the sheep-
herder mistook him for his opponent and
chased him out the back door. The shepherd
came back, but not Oswald.

After stumbling around the town for an
hour, Howdy and Terry gave Oswald up as
being lost. The Mexican brought their buck-
board and team back to the cantina hitch-
rack. More tequila made Oswald’s absence
more poignant.

“Somethin’ has happened to our Ii'l play-
mate,” said Henry.

“He was such a joy,” sighed Terry. “I'll
never be the shame again.”

Howdy said chokingly, “Never to shee
his roshy cheeks again, nor hear the pat’r of
1i'l feet ‘round the housh.”

“Y’r breakin’ my heart,” declared Terry.
“Le’s go home.”

They made their way outside, but the
buckboard and team were gone.

“Oh, m’ - Gawd!” wailed Terry. “We've
been robbed, Howdy! Call th’ p’lice! Call
the—well, why don’tcha call shomethin’?”

Howdy, being a careful soul, felt all along
the top-pole of the hitch-rack.

“Shometimes,” he said owlishly, “tequila
makes things transhparent.” -

“Th’ thing t’ do,” declared Terry, “is to
fin’ Pancho Rojas. He's top man here. He's
responshible, Howdy.”

“Tha’s right. Good ol’ Pancho.”

They went hunting Pancho Rojas, but
couldn’t find him. Their search ended up
at the smallest cantina in the town, where
they tried to impress upon the bartender
that their credit was first-class.

“Two dreenk—wuno peso,” declared the
bartender. “No onnerstan’ cradit.”

“It works like thish,” explained Howdy.
“We pay some other time.”

“Sure,” grinned the bartender expansive-
ly. “Pay cash those time. Come back.
Mucho gracias.”

“I hope your chil’ren all have warts,” said
Terty, and they went outside, where they
ran into Conchita,

Conchita was the sefiorita that drew
Howdy to Paraiso. She was forty, looked
eighteen in lamplight, and knew all the an-
swers—in Spanish.

“Querido!” exclaimed Howdy.
have you been?”

“I "ave been ’ont for you, my ’andsome
Americano. 1 go every places, but you are
not there. You are een gr'at danger. Come
cen the shadow—queek!”

They moved away from the lighted door-
way.
XYou mus’ go 'ome—queek,” said Con-
chita. “Sometheeng ees wrong. Pancho
arrest those friend from you — those Os-
waldo. Now he look for arres’ bot’ of
you.

“Wait a minute,” said Terry.
Pancho arrested Oswald? Why?”

“Sometheeng terrible. I theenk maybe he
keel somebody. Pancho put heem een jail.
I try to find you. Go queek—biffore he
put you een jail. I mus’ vainoso, biffore he
fin’ me, too. Buenas noches.”

Conchita glided away in the darkness.
Howdy sighed deeply. '

“Ah-ha, I shee it now, Howdy. Pancho
stole our equipage!” said Terry.

“Yea-a-a-ah!” Oswald in jail, our buck-
board con-confishcated. Hm-m-m-m. Lemme
think. Terry, I've gotta idea. C'mon.”

They went back up the little street, cut

“Were

“You say
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down across a vacant lot and reached the
little adobe jail. It was only about ten by
fifteen feet in size, built of thick adobe.
There were no windows, and the one door,
which was hinged to open outward, was of
heavy oak, with the two huge padlocks.

Howdy hammered on the door, but got no
vocal response from-inside the jail.

“Knocked out or gone to sleep,” said
Terry. “Wha's the next foolish thing you
can think about?” :

“C'mon,” said Howdy. “I believe I ¢'n
open that jail, if I can find the thing I'm
hopin’ t' find—Pancho’s automobile.”

Pancho Rojas owned the one and only
auto in Paraiso. It was a Model T, sans
top, sans fenders, sans most everything else
—but it would run. They found Pancho’s
shack, and the auto was in front of it, the
wheels against a tree. It had to be started
in that way, because there were no brakes.
It was very dark, and the auto had no head-
lights.

Howdy got behind the wheel, while Terry
cracked it. After some back-breaking labor,
it suddenly came to life, tried to climb the
trce, but failed. Terry climbed in beside
Howdy, who backed the contraption away,
spun the wheel, and away they went across
lots, swinging wide of the main street.

“Hold her nose agin the wind!” yelped
Terry, clinging to the seat with both hands.
- “Look out f’r that housh. Wowec-e-e-e!”

They missed' the house, but took a corner
off the fence, waded through a pile of tin-
cans, and crossed the main street with all
the silence of a 50 caliber machine-gun in
full action. Howdy skidded the machine
around, tore through another fence, and
ended up in front of the little jail.

“Ropes in the back!” panted Howdy.
“Tie off to that door, and tie to the rear
axle. Use plenty rope! I'll back this jigger-
naut around.”

NO ONE seemed to pay any attention to
the sound of that car. Perhaps it was
a common sound for Paraiso. Terry tied
off plenty strong, and Howdy took up the
slack.

“Give ’er the gun!” whooped Terry.

Howdy stepped on the gas, and the an-
cient car reared like a frightened bronco,
but its weight and power yanked the door off
its fastenings, and it went off across country,

towing the gate, before Howdy could stop
it. He came back and stopped against the
wall of the jail with a crash.

“Whoa, Blaze!” grunted Howdy, and fell
out.

It was so dark inside the old jail that they
could not see anything, but they fell over the
prisoner, tied up in the middle of the floor.

“He ain’t dead,” panted Howdy. “He’s
still warm.”

“That tequila wouldn't cool off, anyway,”
grunted Terry. “"What'll we do with him?”

“Pack him in the back of the car. We'll
show Pancho that he can't steal our rollin’
stock and keep us in his village of vices.
C'mon!”

They carried him out and dumped him
into the back of the car. They were in such
a hurry that they didn’t cven stop to take
the ropes off. Howdy backed the car into
a tree, as he tried to turn around, but man-

“aged to only knock the step away from the

jail, when he made the turn. Then they
headed back into town, in order to get back
on the main road.

No one tried to stop them, as they nar-
rowly missed a post in front of the Joya
Cantina, but they heard a voice yell:

“Viva la Rojas!”

“"Pancho must be a good driver, too,” re-
marked Terry, as they bounced and clat-
tered over the rcugh road.

There was a gate at the Border, but they
didn’t sce it, until it disintegrated. Both
front tires went with the gate.

“Hit somethin’?” yelled Howdy.

“I think Oswald burped!” yelled Terry,
“Keep'on the road.”

"M’ valves need grindin’,” said Howdy.
“Hear that knock?”

“That's my knees!” whooped Terry. “Stay
on the road and don’t mind anythin’!”

They reached the ranch. The big gate
was open, but Howdy didn't see it; he took
out a low section: of the rail fence, and ended
up against the rickety ranchhouse porch so
hard that Terry flew over the smashed wind-
shield and knocked the door open.

The room scemed full of men. Terry
opened and shut his eyes several times, try-
ing to get in better focus. There was Os-
wald, standing beside a table. There was
also the three men from the Border Patrol.
Howdy staggered in, still carrying the steer-
ing-wheel. He looked at Oswald and said.
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the other lousy bums across the Channel. He
would keep himself in shape, in top-notch
fettle for his hour of triumph.

Most of his spare time was dedicated to
this purpose. There were interruptions, of
course, such as an occasional raid on Ger-
many, but Shane did not permit these in-
tesludes to interfere too seriously with his
training.

He had established his training quarters
in the corner of one of the big hangars. The
lay-out required but modest space, which was
gladly made available by Captain Foster,
Athletic Officer of the squadron, who rea-
soned logically that Shane’s activities might
serve as a stimulus and diversion to the en-
listed personnel.

The equipment was first rate. There was
a ring of regulation size with a padded can-
vas floor. There was a light bag, a heavy
bag, and skipping ropes. There were also
plenty of interested spectators, and no lack
of Zparring partners among those who were
glad to risk a moderate mauling for the
privilege of making casual mention:

“Yeah. Clipper Shane and me is just like
that. I used to spar with him when he was
tunin’ up to meet the champ.”

All of which, the watchers, the admirers
and the feeling of importance, was no han-
dicap to Clipper Shane. Grim as he was
in the ultimate achievement of his purpose,
his resolve was not impaired by this evi-
dence that others, as well as Shane himself,
considered him hot stuff. In fact, the effect
on him was noticeable. His performances
were sometimes more elaborate than they
had to be. He made it evident to all that
he was master of his trade, leaving no doubt
that, if he’d wanted to, he could have slaugh-
tered the lesser men who faced him.

E WAS engaged in this one afternoon.
His volunteer opponent was willing

but inept. Shane massaged him with light
punches. Shane looked good. He was good.
His one hundred and thirty-three pounds
were distributed with artistic care, making
him look almost slender, fragile, an optical
flusion. His G. I. haircut showed a well-
shaped head with reenforcement where it
counted in the ring. His jaw was rugged,
his nose not big enough to make it brittle.
His gray eyes iad an honest spacing, but
their clearness held a sultry look of discon-
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tent, the expression of a man who was stag-
ing a grudging effort to make the best of a
bad deal.

Inasmuch as his opponent did not require
his entire attention, Shane’s eyes kept flick-
ing toward a group o4 half a dozen British-
ers who had wandered over from a Spitfire
squadron based at the same field. They
were ground men, mechanics, wearing their
grease-smeared coveralls.

Their presence irritated Shane because
he’d schooled himself to dislike Englishmen
on general principles. Their long dead pans
annoyed him. Why did all Englishmen con-
sider it so damned important to look bored,
to stare with fishy eyes along their noses?
These were the first who had visited his
training quarters while they were in use,
and Clipper Shane resented the intrusion.

There was nothing he could do about it,
though, except to wish they’d take a powder
and relieve him from the pressure of their
flat, blank stares. In the meantime his con-
ceit obeyed a normal impulse to convince
the mugs that they were watching something
super-duper.

The name of the man in the ring with
him was Weld. Weld was the type of eager
beaver who made an excellent stooge. He
had a lot of uncoordinated energy which he
was willing to spend lavishly. He cavorted
about the ring and swung his mitts with
great abandon, secure in the knowledge that
CliXper Shane was pulling all his punches.

t which Shane was an artist. He speeded
up the pace and let his gloves slash savagely
at the numerous exposed places on Weld's
head and body. The glove would come in
like a thunderbolt, but would stop within
the space of its own padding. It would land
with an alarming smack, but would not
much more than tickle Weld.

Shane wasn’t sure, exactly, what went
wrong. Maybe Weld got clumsier than
usual, or maybe Shane let his mind wander
to the Englishmen too often, and got care-
less.

At any rate, Weld’s jaw was not precisely
where it should have been when Clipper
Shane whipped in a sizzling right. It didn’t
stop in time. He felt the solid impact
through his wrist and up his arm into the
shoulder. He had known the feeling much
too often to be kidded by it. He had landed
a Sunday punch dead on the button, and
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His legs were sprung a little at the knees,
but seemed to carry his weight well. Shane
asked:

“Three-minute rounds suit you?” Freddie
nodded. Shane said to Zombie Harker at

_the ringside, “Give us a bell, Zombie.”

Harker studied his wristwatch for several
seconds, and then said, “Bong!”

Freddie didn’t seem to get the idea right
away, but when Shane raised his guard and
moved toward him, Freddie followed suit,
got his mitts up, too, and fell into a posture
which he must have figured was a fighting
crouch, head in like a turtle, shoulders high.

IT LOOKED ludicrous, at first, and might

have fooled a less experienced man than
Clipper Shane. Shane sensed by little things,
however, that the man before him was no
novice. That sort of fighting stance, if
mastered, was a tough one to combat. A
guy drawn in like that was hard to hit. On
the other hand, a fighter of that type could
generally be counted on to hook, instead of
snapping straight ones.

Forewarned, Shane circled daintily and
flicked a left to Freddie’s head. There was
no steam behind the punch, and Freddic
bunted it away, unlimbering a left hook at
the same time. Shane, with the grace of a
matador allowed the punch to plow a fur-
row in the air beneath his arm, then coun-
tered swiftly with a straight right before
Freddie could recover.

The counter-punch was pulled, and nicely
timed. It spatted loudly on the side of
Freddie’s head, but scarcely rocked it. Fred-
die stepped back automatically, until it
dawned on him he wasn’t hurt. Some of the
blandness left his eyes. Shane’s considera-
tion seemed to peeve him. He came in fast,
ripping another left hook at Shane’s ribs.

Freddie’s speed was deceptive, but Shane -

caught the move in time to beat him to the
punch with a straight left calculated to upset
Freddie’s balance. It succeeded only to a
moderate extent, landing high on the Eng-
lishman’s head, but not overcoming his mo-
mentum.

Freddie got home with his hook, and
Shane didn’t get his elbow down in time to
block it. The clout landed with a bruising
force which bent Shane’s ribs and brought
a gruat out of him. It annoyed him some,
but amused him more. This humpty dumpty,

incredibly, was playing for keeps, impelled
by some fantastic belief that he could sneak
across a sleeper on the redoubtable Clipper
Shane. '

Shane grinned as he tied Freddie in a
clinch. He also winked reassuringly across
Freddie’s shoulder at his friends. He
thought to himself, “If this bimbo wants to
play rough, he’s come to the right shindig.”

Shane had no intention of pouring it on,
of course. His professional pride would
not permit it. But he was convinced, by
this time, that Freddie's ruggedness would
easily absorb an occasional stinger, and that
Freddie’s dumb aggressiveness needed ton-
ing down a bit.

Zombie Harker, acting in the capacity of
a remote referee as well as time keeper,
yelled, “Break!” and the two men moved
apart. Shane whipped in a left jab that
had a little juice behind it. It connected
with Freddie’s nose, and while Freddie was
still blinking from the jab, Shane stepped
in fast and rammed a punitive right hook
to Freddie’s midsection.

The wallop didn’t get all the way home,
a fact which surprised Shane some. Fred-
die's elbow got down in time to block it
partially, and, whether it was skill or luck
Shane wasn’t sure. He decided it was luck,
because he'd had that wallop nicely timed.
Freddie clinched, and Shane found that
Freddie knew the trick of tying his opponent
up. This was a surprise, too, and Shane
decided to be warned by it. Both men
broke at the command.

Shane, a smart fighter, began to take time
now to study Freddie’s style, and Shane
found the style to be definite and assured.
There wgs nothing haphazard to it. Freddie’'s
guard was sound and hard to crack. His
hooks were quick and accurate. The guy
could be dangerous to a2 man in his own
class.

Shane’s amusement increased slightly, as
he decided Freddie’s presence was by no
means accidental. It looked to Shane like
some sort of a clumsy frame-up. The Limies
were trying to pull a fast one by phenegeling
this pug into the ring with him. It was a
good trick if you could do it, but Clipper
Shane was not the sort of dope to fall for
it. On the other hand, he wasn’t dope
enough to let Freddie catch him napping.

Freddie kept swinging earnestly, but the
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set-up soon was clear to Shane. Freddie did
most of his swinging with his left hand.
His right was always cocked, ready for an
opening. Old stuff. The mark of a ham-
and-egger. Freddie probably carried knock-
out drops in that right mitt. It's where he
kept his Sunday punch, but, so far as Shane
was concerned, Freddie might as well have
stored that punch in moth balls. He’d never
have a chance to use it—not against Clipper
Shane. Shane knew the angles.

He kept circling to Freddie's left, keep-
ing the stumble-bum off balance, letting him
heave his left hook all he wanted to. Shane
had that left hook figured, but never for
an instant did he permit himself to forget
the trouble wrapped up in Freddie’s right.
Shane kept an eye on it, meanwhile giving
Freddie 2 moderate going over which should
serve as a good lesson to the Britisher.

Shane set a stiff pace, a strategy which
told him something else. At the end of
the first round Freddie’s breathing was not
labored. A novice didn’t know the trick
of breathing, had a tendency to hold his
breath. Yes, Freddie had been around.

T THE start of the second round, Fred-

die was still willing and full of beans.

He took up his earnest slugging where he

had left off in the first, constantly trying to

maneuver to a spot where he could use his
right.

No chance. Shane kept that right im-
mobilized, and gave Freddie plenty to think
about along other lines. He splattered him
with lefts, and put a little weight behind
them now and then.

But Freddie was persistent. He kept try-
ing to line his sights for a right punch. It
began to annoy Shane, bringing him finaliy
to the point where he decided to give Fred-
die the chance he wanted. Might as well
find out how much steam that right mitt
really packed. Let Freddie have his fun.
Let him shoot his Fourth of July fire-
cracker.

So Shane pretended to be negligent. After
shooting a left jab he stayed put instead of
moving to the left. He kept his shoulder
down, leaving his jaw an open target ready
instantly, however, to yank the shoulder up
to catch the force of Freddie's right.

The maneuver worked. Shane saw the
right get under way. His left shoulder came

up smoothly. Then something exploded
like a hand grenade on Clipper Shane’s right
jaw.

He was on his back when he came to.
Faces swam above him like a group of misty
moons. The faces gradually came into focus,
and he began to recognize his fans. There
were looks of consternation in their eyes.
Shane sat up slowly. Zombie Harker was
kqgeling on the mat beside him. Harker
said:

“My God, Clipper!
wrong?”

hane shook his head,
thoughts come flowing back.
bleakly, he admitted:

“I forgot to duck.” Then, looking around,
“Where’s Freddie?”

“They left, the dirty rats! They framed
ou!”

d Shane thought this over carefully, sitting
cross-legged on the canvas. “No,” he said.
“They didn’t frame me. I framed myse!f.”

“Come again,” growled Harker.

“I asked the guy to spar with me. I cou'd
have kept my mouth shut.”

“You're still slug-nutty,” Harker said.
“Don’t you know yet who that guy was.”

“Who was he?”

“Freddie Cribb.”

“"Well, I'll be damned.”

Cribb was the leading British lightweight.
Shane’s manager had tried to get a match
with him, and when Cribb had refused to
fight, giving the war as an excuse, Shane’s
manager had released some questionable
publicity on the matter, suggesting Cribb
was scared to battle Clipper Shane. It was
dirty stuff to print, and Shane had thought
so at the time,

“Do you still think you wasn’t framed?”
demanded Harker.

“Maybe,” Shane admitted. “But that
don’t make any difference. T knew the guy
had been in the ring a lot before, but I let
him fool me with that right. He can sock
with both mitts, and I was too dumb to done
it out.”

Harker stared at him disgustedly. "Ain’t
you the sporting gentleman,” he growled.

Shane let that pass, surprised at himself
for regarding the matter so dispassionately.
Mulling it over later, he could only arrive
at the solution that fighting, with him, was
a business, a strict question of the old

What in hell went

and felt his
Smiling
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mazuma, a fact which precluded any personal
feeling against Cribb as an individual.

The feeling he had on the subject, how-
cver, was intense. It grew in volume and
centered against the English as a race. He
did not minimize the catastrophe of being
cooled by Freddic Cribb. It was a formid-
able spectre in his scheme of things, because
when the news inevitably got out it would
chalk a nasty mark against his claim as log-
ical contender. The champ could sneer and
say, “Go get yourself a reputation.” Boxing
was a tricky sport, and shots at champion-
:ll:.ips had been decided by lesser things than

is.

The answer to his problem, though, was
clean-cut, simple. He fcund it out through
Zotabie Harker who possessed a dormant
talent which erupted, now, like Mt. Vesu-
vius. Harker suddenly came to his true call-
ing. All his instinas, all his latent force un-
folded in full bloom. He was prabably des-
tined from the first to manage fighters.

Zombie Harker was cadaverous, hotse-
faced but filled with cnergy and shrewdness.
Receiving Shane’s permission, he took over.
He handlcd a delicate situation deftly. In-
troducing just the right notes of interna-
tionalism, cntertainment for the boys, and
British-American cousinhood, he contacted
the right people and arranged another bout
between the British champ and Clipper
Shane.

HE idea was a natural. It took hold like

a flame-throwcr. The date was set, and
thc men went into training. Shillings, even
pounds, changed hands.  Short odds were
placed on Clipper Shar =, but Yank gamblers
didn’t quibble. They covered all the Eng-
lish dough which showed its head.

Zombic Harker wisely did not try to
coach his man in ring technique, but tried
cauntiously along other lines. He said
sensibly:

“Look, Clipper, bettcr watch your step
on what you say about the Limies. Sort of
keep the old lip buttoned till the match is
over. We all know you don't like British-
ers, but if the brass hats find it out they’re
liable to call off the fight. It's supposed to
be a friendly bout.”

“I've got nothin’ against Cribb,” said
Shage, “except that he’s an Englishman.”

“But what's wrong with Englishmen?”

insisted Harker. “Most of the guys like ’em
fine.”

“They got us in this war,” Shane recited
doggedly. “It’s their brawl, but they want
us to do the dirty work.”

“You got the wrong idca,” IHarker argued
patiently.  “It ain’t that way at all.”

“T'll change my mind,” snapped Shane,
“when some Englishman goces to bat for me.
Just think that over, son.”

Harker raised his shoulders helplessly.
“Okay, okay,” he said. “But you'd better
keep your trap shut just the same. Otherwise
you'l find yourself without a fight, and I
ain’t kiddin’.”

Thinking it over, Shane decided it made
sense. The coming scrap with Cribb was
almost as important to Shane as the cham-
pionship itself, because a crack at the cham-
pionship might depend entircly on how
quickly he could down Cribb for the count.

That part dido’'t worry him, because he
koew the fight would never go its scheduled
six rounds. Hec'd nail Cribb in the second
frame, or maybe in the third. Until then
he decided he could kzep his dislike for the
English to himself.

Meanwhile there was a war to fight, a war
toward which Shane’s attitude was warped,
illogical. He was abetted in this attitude
by his unqualified conviction he would sur-
vive the war inlact. He never doubted it.
He simply knew it, and the knowledge
wiped away all fear of combat.

He was a good man in the tail of the
huge B-17, which is to say, he was an ex-
cellent guonecr, cool and accurate. He had
been on scveral raids, and had two Focke-
Wulfes to his credit, a distinction he ac-
cepted stoically. It didn't mean much to
him. Ring fighting was his game, and he
never let himself forget it for an instant.
The war was a nuisance, an imposition. It
was England’s war.

As a member of the crew he was inade-
quate, impersonal, lacking the fierce pride
i his ship which the other men possessed.
Recognizing this, the others eyed him with
resentment, but Shane didn’t mind. He had
nothing in common with these men, and
didn’t want to have.

UNTIL one day when their Flying For-
tress was Ji_mpinﬁ back from Germaay.
Fighter opposition had been weak, but
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bushels of flak had smothered them above
the target area. The bombardier had laid
his eggs with nice precision, but the ship
was chewed up badly. One of its motors
cut out 6n the homeward trip, forcing the
big craft out of the formation. It was on
its own.

Shane didn’t worry. Faith in his own des-
tiny remained supreme. They'd get back
home okay. He wanted to polish up a little
on his short right cross. The timing was
a little off. Damn these cramped seats in
the tail. It would take a couple of rounds
of rope-skipping to work the stiffness from
his legs.

The Fortress was rumbling over Belgium
at twenty thousand feet when the Messer-
schmitts came up. The belly gunner saw
them first, and his voice showed frank
alarm.

“Jerries! A mess of ‘em! At least a dozen!
They've got us pegged!”

"%.'.ook‘sg like otlrgl(:%usy day,” the pilot said.
“No clouds around, so you'll have to take
‘em on, boys. Give 'em hell.”

An unaccustomed tightness came into
Shane's throat. Twelve Messerschmitts, one
crippled Fortress. The odds werce not at-
tractive, and it grew upon him swiftly that
the war had never been as close to him be-
fore. This was an element he had previ-
ously ignored—the actual possibility of
death. It was ugly in its starkness. It con-
fused him.

He tried doggedly to maintain his grip
upon the former solid belief he would sur-
vive, but found his hold becoming tenuous,
uncertain. Twelve Messerschmitts — one
crippled Fortress—these were facts.

He wasn't scared, but he recognized this
fact without much satisfaction. The sensa-
tion which engulfed him now was worse
than fear. It was a fceling of colossal lone-
liness, a black, dishcartening belief that he
was checking out all by himself.

It was a moment when he needed desper-
ately the things he’d thrust aside, deliberately
ignored. The men behind him had the things

- he lacked, the things he might have had if
he had known he’'d need them. The men
were kidding back and forth across the in-
tercom, boosting their morale with horse-
play, facing the thing ahead of them with
knowledge that their pals were also facing
it. Shane envied them' as he had never

envied anyone before. No word addressed
to him came back across the intercom.

The Messerschmitts gained altitude and
pounced. The Fortress trembled to the re-
coil of its many heavy guns, and shuddered
from the impact of the Nazi slugs which
poured into it.

Shane fought a cold, deliberate fight, be-
lieving, now, it was the last he'd ever stage.
The Fortress couldn’t last much longer, not
against the overpowering weight of Nazi
guns.

Someone yelped across the intercom, “A
Spitfire! The crazy flyin’ fool! He’s tacklin’
the whole damn Jerry air force!”

Shane caught glimpses of the miracle. A
single Spitfire doing everything it could to
save the Fortress. The Spitfire bagged a
pair of Messerschmitts, disorganizing the at-
tack. The Fortress staggered on, with a
chance, now, to get home. The Englishman
stayed with it. He downed another Mes-
serschmitt before they ganged on him and
blew him from the sky.

Shanc saw the end of it. He saw the Spit-
fire lurch, skid wildly, then explode. Its pilot
didn’t have a chance. He went down with
his ship. Shane’s face was very white, his
stomach drawn into a knot. The Fortress
crossed the Channel, found its field, and
landed safely.

Zombie Harker showed strong signs of
worry in the few remaining days before the
fight. Hé fluttered like a2 mother hen.

“Damn it, Clipper,” he accused, “you've
over-trained. Lay off the work, guy. You
look lousy. Your legs're dead, and you
couldn’t fight your way out of a paper bag.
Rest up, or Cribb’ll knock you kickin’.”

“Shut up,” growled Shane. “I know what
I'm doin’. I've trained for fights before.”

“But, damn it, Clipper, you—"

“Shut up, I tell you!”

IF SHANE had only had someone to talk it

over with, it might have helped. As it
was, he had to try to dope it out alone. He
racked his brain for a solution, and found
none. His thoughts kept banging hard
against dead ends.

He always paid his debts. It was a fetish
with him. He also played square with the
men who backed him—another fetish. He
had it in his power to pay back, partially,
at least, the greatest debt he'd ever owed. It
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was a sacrificc, combined with penance,
which he wanted doggedly to make, yct he
was blocked in this by all the dough the

Yanks had placed on him.
 The fight was held inside a hangar. Thc
place was packed with English and Ameri-
cans. Excitement ran high, tense, but it
had a healthy, friendly undertone.

The fighters were seated in their corners.
Cribb was stolid, unemotional, assured.
Shane looked as if he’d passed his peak.
There was too much color in his checks. Fine
lines were etched about the corners of his
cyes. The eyes themselves were slightly
glazed with the strained look of a man
who can’t come to a decision. )

When the mea were introduced in the
center of the ring, Clipper Shane stared
hard at Cribb, hoping probably, to find some
answer to his dilemma there, but Cribb
gazed blankly past Shanc’s car. They went
back to their corners. Then the bell. Shane
started for the center of the ring, and Cribb
came shuffling out to meet him. The ref-
eree, a captain, moved in with them.

This was the first fight Shane had ever
started without a plan of action in his mind.
He felt the absence of it. Cribb seemed like

a stranger to him, whereas Shane should

have known exactly how to handle him.

Shane risked a flicking left. It was a
sweet jab, but Cribb blocked it with the
glove of his right hand, and hooked a siz-
zling left to Shane’s ribs. Shane dropped his
elbow, blocked the hook and stepped back
out of range.

Cribb followed. Shane snapped another
left, but Cribb caught it on his glove again.
Cribb showed the decided cffects of train-
ing. His timing had improved. His reflexes
were more accurate, sharper. Shane stored
this knowledge automatically away, grasping
at any straw which might help him come to
a decision.

He fought a defensive fight in the first
round, scarcely knowing that he did so. He
was thinking hard, groping desperately for
some clue to aid him. He held Cribb off
with stabbing lefts, but Cribb kept boring
in.

Shane didn’t look so hot in that first
round, a fact which was brought home to
him by his impatient fans, They yelped for
action, a2 demand which Shane finally had

to recognize.

ITe quit retreating with a suddenness that
tcok Cribb by surprise. Cribb sent a loop-
ing left, and Shane stepped swiftly inside
it. Hc rammed a solid right against Cribb's
belly, but it was just like meeting a picce
of corrugated iron. The Englishman was
rcally in good shape. ,

Cribb didn’t clinch. He stepped back a
pace for clearance, and began pouring in
the hooks, ripping them at Clipper Shanc
from right and left. One of them smashed
into his ribs and hurt. Shane brought up
a short left uppercut, and rocked Cribb’s
head upon his shoulders. Cribb grunted,
settled back for an instant on his heds, and
started another Jeft hook.

E GOT it off too slowly, though. Shane
saw it start, and judged its arc instinc-
tively. Instinct also started Shane’s right
cross in a savage counter. It was halfway
to its target before something seemed to
grab the muscles of Shane’s arm. The punch
would have floored a buffalo if Shane had
let it travel all the way. He didn’t though.
Some outside power cut down its speed. It
landed hard enough to stagger Cribb, but
not to floor him. Shane let him move away,
then struggled with his own conflicting, tear-
ing thoughts.

Part of his brain was glad he hadn’t
knocked Cribb out. The other part raged
furiously at Shane with ugly epithets. The
mildest thing he called himself was a stink-
ing double-crossing louse.

The conflict made him reckless. A bitter
urge to get the business over with in any way
at all took hold of him. He went at Cribb
like a tornado, believéag, with some logic,
that the wallop to Cribb’s jaw might still be
having its effect.

So Shane went ripping in. He uncorked
a savage left, but let it go a trifle early. He
saw Cribb’s countering right hook coming
in, and seeing it in time was the only thing
that saved him. He knew he couldn’t block
it altogether, but he managed to hunch his
left shoulder high enough to save his jaw.

Cribb’s punch came blasting over like a
six-inch shell. It deflected from Shane’s
shoulder, and crashed against his head.
Shane saw the Northern Lights, and felt his
legs cave under him, He felt his shoulder
bang against the canvas, a fact which gave
him a belated satisfaction. He hadn’t been
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“I'd like to tar them white moostachers o’
his’n, damn blat ’im!” he swore. He drew
out his spike, snaked a marl hitch around its
point with an end of marline and heaved
viciously to tighten the seizing. “Reg'lar
walrus 1n a manger, he be. Wantin’ all him
own self and keepin’ first class rigger in
second class pay.”

The brittle marline broke with a snap.
Wimple took a header and swung from his
knees, head down. He espied a lone gull,
huge, ragged of feather and of great age,
flapping up the river. Taking advantage of
a down draft, the black, white and gray bird
swooped close to the little rigger on the
masthead, let forth a raucous scream.

Wimple looked at the old gull, beady eye
of rigger meeting beady eye of gull. “Get
on ‘ome, Pete!” he commanded, jabbing
with his spike. “Be seein’ ye turn supper
time.”

Pete glided past, wheeled high and then
winged his way back down river. Wimple
clutched the ratlines, righted himself in the
gantling, and stared affectionatcly aftcr his
pet. Pete, dependent on the splay fingered
hand that had raised him, was not much of
a scavenger—and this was winter. Wimple,
upset because Ingram had not come across
with the long looked for raise, had forgotten
to give Pete breakfast.

Wimple worked for a while longer, cast-
ing hopeful glances from time to time below
him and along the docks. Ingram, the pom-

ous old walrus, was down there somewhere
in that teeming hive of industry that was
a shipyard riding the boom. He would be
peeking around corners, fecling the wind
with his drooping mustachios, ever fearful
lest Wimple catch him alone—and ask him
for a raise.

Wimple sighed. Tough as he was, he be-
gan to feel stiff where the bowline in which
he sat pinched his legs.
catching sight of him aloft here, had already
scuttled back to the loft. Wimple doubted
that he had been seen, though, for Ingram
was so near sighted that he could scarce get
on the right ship more than twice running.

IT WAS almost hopeless trying to pick out
one man among thousands in that won-
drous maze that had mushroomed in two
short years since Pearl Harbor. Fiften ships

-on the ways, quivering, vibrating, tortured

Perhaps Ingram,

masses of metal taking shape hour by hour.
Myriads of shacks, shops, offices, tucked
away here, there, everywhere. New ware-
houses, welding flats, bending floors, the
sprawled immensity of the machine shop,
formed larger blobs of wall and shadow. Off
to one side, almost enwrapped about by the
other buildings, was the centuries old black-
smith pit. Dark, noisome tunnels, lapped
by tidewater, ran under the ways. Streets,
alleyways, railroad tracks snaked into what
looked like dead ends but were not. Gliding
by were flatcars loaded with big guns, giant
propellers, machinery—

Wimple's wonder at what war could do
was rudely disrupted when he saw Ingram
coming up the gangway. For once, luck
smiled on Wimple's wizened features—In-
gram’s cohorts, his right hand man, his sir-
cchocs, Nate Simpkins and Lew Hobbs,
were not riding his wake. Drunk probably.

“Haw! A-hoy! Below there!”

Wimple was a little man with a voice.
His bellow clubbed through the terrific din
let loose by a brace of riveters and a chip-

er.

He watched Ingram cranc his bullet head
on his neckless torso. His near-sighted eyes
flecked about him, baffled, then aloft. The
walrus-faced old foreman turned hastily and
waddled back down the gangway.

“Ho!" Wimple shouted. "Ye ncedn't
make him out he didn't spy me, Ingram. I
seen them walrus hair tooshers o’ yorn quiv-
erin’.”

In his agitation, Wimple's stiff fingers
failed to slip the safety knot that held him
aloft.

“Tamnation!” he muttered, casting a wor-
ried glance below. "Ol' Walrus-eye him be
gettin’ away from me ag'in.”

The rigging foreman was waddling as
fast as his stubby legs would take him. off
the gangway and up the dock. With a
sulphuric cuss word, Wimple watched him
duck into the alleyway between the black-
smith pit and the bending shed.

Wimple's discouragement gave way to
hope when he felt the wind of a four-foot
steel dump bucket sweeping past his head.
He signaled the craneman, sixty feet above
the dock in the glassed-in cab of his twenty-
ton crane. The crancman grinned. He
dangled the bucket a foot from the rigger’s
nose. Wimple wriggled out of his boat-
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swain’s swing and plopped into the bucket
like a spider into a thimble.

As Wimple was jerked aloft a good sev-
enty feet he clung to the chain holding the
bucket and studied the sky from which came
pellets of snow, stinging his face. He shook
his shaggy head until his too large cap wob-
bled. A storm was making up with the com-
ing of night and they had to shift the new
tug in another half hour or so. The job, to
be done after four o'clock in order to let the
workers ashore to punch out with the day
shift, might take longer because of bad
weather. Ingram, always braying his author-
ity, couldn’t see well even in good weather.
All of which meant that Wimple would be
late getting home to his bachelor quarters
—and his animals would remain unfed.

The craneman, enjoying himself hugely,
his freckled face split in a wide grin, hairy
red hands on control levers, snapped in the
whip until Wimple was high above the
yard. Then he swiveled the cab around on
its circular table, booming the one hundred
and five foot neck in a sweeping half circle
until Wimple could look down into the al-
ley into which Ingram had scuttled. With
omniscient clarity he spotted Ingram below
him waddling in haste, puffing and wiping
his beefy features with a red bandanna. Hav-
ing the upper hand, Wimple felt 2 wave of
pity sweep through him for the unsuspect-
ing rigging foreman. However, the little
rigger was adamant; he signaled the crane-
man.

LI.KE a bolt out of the gray sky the crane-
man dropped the whip. He jerked the
bucket to a stop before Ingram’s startled
eyes, then settled it onto a pile of frozen
snow with a clang. Wimple popped out.

“Ha!” he said.

“Ha!” said Ingram, foolishly.

“Nor’'wester makin’ up,” said Wimple.

“Ho!” said Ingram.

“How be ye, Walrus-eyc?”
Wimple.

“Kinda poorly, Cat-gut,” puffed Ingram.
“I got a touch o’ asthma. Breathin’ comes
kinda hard this afternoon. I get took real
sudden sometimes.”

“So I noticed,” commiserated Wimple.

“Yep,” said Ingram uneasily. “I got to
get back to the loft. The warm ajr—"

His little eyes shifted this way and that.

asked

He took 2 hopeful step to get past Wimple,
but his move ivas bloci:ed.g P d

“Cal'ate I could tooken some responsi-
bility off'n ye, Walrus-eye,” mused Wimple.
“For a raise.”

“Raise!” moaned Ingram. “Now, Cat-
gut—"

“Yup!”

“You gettin’ a $1.14?" asked Ingram as if
he dida’t know,

“Yup I wants a $1.20,” stated Wimple.
To be a swaggering first class rigger—that
was ambition personified. The money didn’t
matter. .

“Now, Cat-gut,” moaned Ingram. “The
office is orful hard on me ’bout recommend-
ing men for more money. Besides, 'tain’t
hardly patriotic, bein’ war time, to think o’
money.”

“"Tain't comin’ out'n your pocket,”
pressed Wimple. Despite the dire need of
scoring a raisc out of Ingram, he stooped tc
pick up a stray kitten, mewing and shiv-
cring 1n the icy wind. He stuffed the tiny
animal into the left pocket of his sheepskin.

Ingram wiped a tear from one metallic
eye. He patted Wimple on the shoulder,
and his voice took on a quiver. ““Them poor
sodjers an’ sailors—"

Wimple choked up, too. He wiped a tear -
from his own eye in sympathy. They both
had a good cry together and Ingram patted
Wimple again.

“Now get back to your job, Cat-gut.
Every minute’s precious; they want ’em
boats, you know.”

Ingram, hugging his big mackinaw about
him, started to step past Wimple. The little
rigger caught the flicker of smug satisfac-
tion that passed over Ingram’s fat cheeks.
Wrath exploded in him. He jumped off the
ground, got a tcnacious grip on Ingram’s
drooping mustachios and climbed aboard.

“Ye cheatin’ ol rascal!” he scrcamed.
“Las’ year ye tooken’ present o' nice twelve
hunnerd dollar bonus from the company for
keepin’ poor rigger men slavin’ eve’y minute
for less money. An’ ye hollar 'bout a six
cent raise for a man. Ye dirty—"

Quite beside himself at the injustice of
it all, the walnut sized rigger pummeled In-
gram with one gnarled hand while he hung
to his hairy anchorage with the other. The
yellow haired kitten poked her head out of
Wimple's pocket and spat. Ingram, bellow
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glared about him. “I been shang'haied. I'm
at sea! Nate Simpkins knows the feel o’ salt
water under his feet.”

“Yep! We be out'n the river an’ in the
bay by now,” agrced Wimple, getting set
to throw apother slap at Simpkins. “Get
down into the engine room an’ start ‘er up.”

~“I ain’t signed on, Chief,” argued Simp-
kins, trying to focus his swimming eyes.

“Ye'll wu'k or drown.”

Ingram, white-faced as the tug began to
heave to mounting seas, shoved his head out
tae lee door. The curling mane of a comber,
laced with snow, lashed over the tug, wet-
ting him. He turned a bedraggled mustache
to Wimple.

“Tide's settdn’ us straight out to sea!”

"I hopes we don’t grind up ag’'in a ledge,”
\‘(’implepcousoled hir%. B &

“Oh, Lord!” moaned Ingram.

On tip toe, Wimple slammed a pinc knot
of a fist into Simpkins’ jaw. Simpkins’ heavy
jowls quivered, his eyes swam together, and
he bent over in 2 fit of coughing. Quitc
by instinct, he wove a pattern to the door,
took the lee side and slipped down into the
cngine room. Wimple followed. By turn-
ing a switch, he filled the engine room with
light.

“Devil take the black-out reg'lations,” he
muttered to Ingram’s objection. “We're at
sca an’ I'm skipper.”

By the time Simpkins had sobered suffi-
ciently to handle the engine, two hecurs had
passed. Mauled by snow, wind, tide and
sea, the tug had drifted offshore. Where?

Wimple didn't know; he had lost any closc
reckoning.

However, with relief he felt the tug's
engine vibrate into life. Hurrying up into
the pilot house, he took the wheel. Ingram
was blown in through the windward door,
wheezing, wet, tired and hungry.

“Well?" he gasped.

"I dunno,” said Wimple, caressing the
ncwly varnished ash of the wheel. “Least-
ways we got power an’ can keep us'n off'n
the rocks.”

“You don't know where we be?”

"Nope. Not exact. We better take it casy
till the snow scales up.” )

“Can't,” moancd lngram. “We gotta get
‘er back somchow tonight, before the navy
finds out I lost ‘er. Nice lobster-man you
be, Cat-gut, to lose your bearin’s this way.”

“If'n I had a lcad line an’ could get a
sniff an’ a taste o’ a pinch o’ mud from bot-
torn, we could sound our way in—but ‘em
fool riggern o' your'n forgot to put ary
bos'n’s stores aboard.”

Ingram’s eyes glittered. “If'n you don’t
get mws to a wha'f before mawnin’, nary
first class rating for you, Cat-gut Wimple—
cver.

Sweat beaded on Wimple's wind-seared
forehcad. His beady eyes turned glassy as
he listened to wind, sea and snow skirling
a dirge about the tug. He'd have to feel
his way in! Hc'd just have to. But where
was in?

They might be ten miles out to sea and
a dozen miles down the coast by now. The
new fangled instrumcats in the pilot house
and chart room were meaningless to him,
except the compass and that only told him
where the coast lay. He shuddered as he
pictured the granitc ledges and cliffs mak-
ing up that coast. He bade Ingram turn on
the light and get the time.

E LEFT the wheel, shoved his head cut

the lee door to listen for breakers, A
flapping apparition, pointed beak wide in a
frightful screech, long tongue flecking a
caress, burst out of a sheet of snow and
spray into the electric light streaming from
the door. Pete! The old gull, up to his
old tricks again, had come out to look for
him. Many times in the past bad Wimple
followed the wise bizd home after a hard
pull at his lobster pots. Wimple's heast
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purred to the tune of the purring kitten in
his pocket.

“Get on 'ome, Pete!” he commanded.

Pete screcched in ecstasy. Hec whecled,
dove into the murk in a bec-line. Wimple
jumped for the compass.

“No'th by east a quarter cast!” he cried.

“You gone crazy?" rasped Ingram, nerves
taut.

“Yep!” agreed Wimple. "We're headin’
‘'ome. Shut off that light!”

Pete always made straight for the black
spindle, a half mile out from the entrance to
Wimple's cove. Wimple was as sure of
himself now as if it were broad daylight,
clear, and flat calm. He hauled out a half
point to allow for the set of the turning
tide, figured out the wind and let the new
tug have it. He turned his sharp features
toward Ingram.

“Get the lead out'n your pants an’ stan’
watch on the bridge. Listen for the bell
buoy off the Spindle.”

“I'll freeze to death out there,” Ingram
objected. "My asthma—'sides I can’t sece
more'n ten feet.”

“Seein’ won't do a mite o’ good,” Wimple
sniffed. “But ye got ears like a cat. Get!”

A half hour later, Ingram staggered into
the pilot housc.

“I hear it!™ he wheczed. “Your bell buoy,
Cat-gut. Closc—on—bow.” He pointed
and collapsed on the settee.

Wimple's heart softcned. The old man
had stuck it out. He turned to the engine
room speaking tube, blew, bent his ear close.
Simpkins answered.

“Stan’ by, Nate,” Wimple bade him.

He stuck his head out the door, saw the
bell buoy glide by ten feet abeam to star-
board. He jangled the telegraph to “slow
speed.” He felt like a sea captain, damned
if he didn’t. It wasn’t any harder handling
a deep water tug than it was a twenty-four
foot lobster boat, damned if it was.

Navigating by -ship’s clock and compass,
he made the Spindle a minute later. Five
minutes later and he was through the chan-
nel and in the harbor. Two minutes more
and he was alongside his own sturdy dock
with Pete shrieking at him from a spile.

At the “finished with engine” signal

Simpkins and Hobbs scrambled up from the
engine room. Frozen bights were thrown
around pilings and made fast to the bitts.

“Where we be?” asked Ingram.

“At me own wha'f in the harbor just
around the p'int from the shipyard,” grinned
Wimple. “Navy can take ‘er over ’ere in
the mawnin’. Ye can tell ‘em ye took 'er
out on ‘er shake-down cruise an’ that she
responded nobly.”

“Can't figure out how you made it, Cat-
gut,” said Ingram, awed.

IMPLE chortled a contented laugh.
He was home and he could feed his
animals,

“How’s 'bout some grub, ye fellers?”

He stopped only long enough in the fish
house to dig out some frozen cod heads
for Pete. Then he climbed the banking to
his white-frame house. Ingram, Simpkins
and Hobbs came in his wake.

A goat bleated. Cats rubbed about his legs.
A dog sniffed at the kitten in his pocket.

Safe, warm and drying out, Simpkins and
Hobbs kept staring at each other, at Wimple,
at the tame crow, the red parrot, the two
chirping canaries, the gold fish and other
animals crowded together amicably in that
kitchen. The riggers’ sagging pouches un-
der their sad eyes quivered, their hanging
jowls jiggled, their drooping lips pursed
in agreement as they nodded big heads up
and down.

Said Simpkins, “The little feller brung us
through.”

Said Hobbs, “It’s a gift.”

“Take off your gear belts,” Wimple in-
vited expansively. He turned bacon in a
spider, sniffed brewing coffee. “Eat hearty.
Don’t be afeered o’ ration p'ints; I grows
me own hog meat. I cal'ate I be a first
class rigger now.”

“Cal’ate ye be,” agreed Ingram, wolfishly
eycing the cooking food, bedraggled mus-
tache forgotten.

“They’s luck in animals,” said Wimple,
setting out milk for the new kitten.

“Cal’ate they be,” his three guests agreed.

Wimple grinned, and speared a piece of
bacon with his marlin spike with a swag-

ger.
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his body down a long hill. A man in a blue
mask waited at the bottom. He kept tossing
the head to the top of the hill and watching
it roll down again. That was because the
doctor had chosen to run with the wrong
pack. He had given his answer to the wrong
man. And his life must be the forfeit.

But there was something that overshad-
owed even the man in the blue mask. And
that something was, time. It was something
to laugh about if a man knew the whole
story. They couldn’t kill him. He had a
secret and they couldn’t kill him. As a
matter of fact, he was one of the most un-
touchable men in the world. They couldn’t
even hurt him. Not the Indigo Kid or
Deuce Le Deux, or cven the girl with the
cool lips hurt him. The secret was there in
the sheet of a calendar if anyone could read
it. It was in the very thick of a watch—

Time. . . . What time was it anyway?
Where was his watch?

“Boy, bring me my watch.”

“Here it is, Jefe. Bt it will not run. You
broke it on the head of the renegado, re-
member? Now the time stands still.”

So there 2as a boy! The doctor pushed
himself up. There was not only one boy.
There were a great many, all whirling
around. The boy said time stood still. That
was the one thing that must not happen—

He slumped down again.

The next time he roused himself he had
a headache as big as the world; but there
weren't so many boys. At increasing inter-
vals, in fact, they all came together and
formed one.

The boy held water to his lips. Strange
water. The doctor recoiled. The boy was
firm. He pressed the earthen bowl to the
doctor’s lips and tipped it until liquid ran
down his chin.

“Drink it, jefe. T have pounded the pulp
of a barrel-cactus, and tothe juice which I
got I have added Mexican pepper. Also
vinegar and some garlic. Drink. It will
make you well pronto.”

“As a man believeth in his heart, so is
he,” the doctor muttered.

He drank, shuddered, and felt better—
pronto.

He looked around. He was in a sm.oke-
blackened *“dobee,” a one-room hovel, re-
clining on the floor in a heap of rags.

"“What is this place?”” he asked.

-

“It is where I live, jefe.” E

“You're the boy from the saloo.., aren’t
you?”

I!SI"H

“You had them bring me here?”

S3.”

“Where are your folks?”

“Someday I will tell you about that.”

“You live here alone?”

“I used to. But now I live with you.”

The doctor’s interest in this forthright
little saloon waif quickened. Ragged and
undernourished, the boy certainly was. His
brown eyes peered out from his pinched
face, big and round. But undeniably he had
spirit.

“What's your name, son?” the doctor
asked.

“Cabeca de Vaca Salvador Goya Jaime
Leon Torre.”

“You're about as big as a button—or a
bean. Suppose I just call you Frijole.”

“Frijole,” the boy said gravely, "is a bet-
ter name than any of them. A frijole I could
eat.”

“You're quite a little man, Frijole.”

“Si, jefe.”

The doctor’s face hardened suddenly with
resolution, and the lightness left his voice.
“Where is my watch? What time is it?”

“Here is the watch.” Frijole put it in his
hand. "The time stands still.”

‘That’s only when you're 2 boy, Frijole.
As you grow older it races, it swoops, it
dives.” The doctor threw the broken watch
against the wall. Reacring in his coat pocket
he took out the folded sheet he had torn
from the calendar in the saloon at De Kalb.

Te fumbled until he found a pencil. Then
he looked at the boy. “How long did I
sleep?”

“All day and all night. It is now day
again. You werc very tired and very drunk.”

“I concur with your diagnosis, Frijole—
‘quite.” He bent his haggard face over the
calendar sheet, and with a jittery hand
crossed out the days that had passed since he
left the train at Deep Wells. He looked
again at the boy. "“Tell me, Frijole, wasn’t
Deuce Le Deux here? I seem to remem-
ber—"

Si, jefe. The lady also.”

The doctor stared. ““What lady?”

“I do not know. She wanted to take you
away. I would not let her.” .
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“No. Somehow I never could believe he’s
the conscienceless killer that they say.”

“1 hold with you just halfway. You're
right about Deuce Le Deux. He'd knife his
own mother if it put power or money in his
hands.

“I know, personally, of at least one man
he’s killed. But I'm also ninety-nine per-
cent sure that the Indigo Kid has killed
another man! Both killings have been pet-
petrated for the same reason. So even
though they fight each other we have to
fight them both.”

“You must be right, of course. Tather
says the same thing. It's anly—I've found
it hard to believe all the horrible things I've
heard about him, that’s all. Tell me, doctor,
what’s he like? They say he rides a steel-
blue roan and wears a blue mask. They say
he’s big. And his eyes—they say you can’t
look at them, can’t meet them.” She paused,
her own eyes dreamy, her lips slightly
parted. ““Sometimes I've even wished I could
meet him!”’

"I imagine it could be arranged,” the
doctor said dryly. “It’s the blue stuff and the
mystery that gets you, I suppose. Take my
advice; keep this killer for a dream and
preserve your ilusions.”

HE looked at him a little scornfully. “Do

doctors know about illusions?”

“This one does,” he assured her. He was
standing where he could see out the door.

- “Here comes Frijole with the groceries. Will
you have breakfast with us?”

“No, thank you,” she said hastily. “Tell
me, what are you going to do about this
boy?”

“The question is,” the doctor said, “‘what
is he going to do about me? He’s a stout
little fella, Frijole. Hc seems to have
adopted me.”

“But you can't stay here!™

“Why not? I'll get this place slicked up.
Frijole can be chief confidant and bottle
washer. What do you know about the little
rascal anyway?”

“Very little. He's been hanging arfound
the town like a starved pup. I was glad to
see him accept your dollar. He never would
take anything from me.”

“But where are his folks?”

She hesitated. ““There have been storics—"

“You mean,” the doctor struck in the

dark, “they’re victims of the big trouble
around here?”

“That's as good a name for it as any-
thing.”

“Blotted out by the anti-barbed wire boys
in their grab for land? So it isn't only the
big ranchers who are gunned out of their
way? The little felows too? It would be, of
course. Don'’t the little fellows always get
it, both ends and the middle?"”

“The little fellows, as you call them,
should never have come out here,” she in-
sisted. “From the very nature of it, ranching
has to be a big-scale operation if it's to be
anything at all.”

“Both Deuce Le Dcux and the Indigo
Kid would agree with you on that,” the
doctor said shortly. '

Her lip trembled. Shc reached a hand
to his sleeve, this self-contained girl, almost
timidly. “Where is this all going to end?”
she breathed.

“Just off-hand,” hec said, “I'd guess it
would depend on how soon you begin to co-
operate around here—big rancher, little
rancher, everybody who could be hurt by the
Indigo Kid or Deuce Le Deux.”

She won back her composure. “In some
ways,” she said, “you remind me a lot of
Lige Carson.”

The doctor bowed. “I take that as a com-
pliment. Incidently, next time you see Lige
tell him I have something to say that he’ll
want to hear.”

That very day the doctor went about set-
ting up office in this squatter’s “dobee” with
Frijole. Both of them pitched in and washed
down the house and everything in it.

“Will I have to wash my face and hands
too?” Frijole waated to know.

“If you're happy the way you are,” the
doctor said, ““why should you? Dirt on the
outside won’t hurt you.”

I waat to if you do.”

“Don't take me for a pattern in cvery-
thing, Frijole,” thc doctor warned.

While the doctor was opening his pack,
Frijole danced around like a wild Indian.

“Where are the dead snakes and the
monkey?” he asked.

“The what!”

“Another doctor came through here once
in a colored wagon. He had dead snakes in
big bottles. The doctor played 2 banjo and
made a lot of talk and sold his medicine.
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The monkey went around with a red hat and
everybody put money in it.”

, "Frijole,” the doctor said, eyes twinkling,
“you're pretty good medicine for me your-
self. The only monkey around here is you,
and I'll get you a red cap if you want me.
The only snakes are the ones I'm going to
start seeing if I go on many more benders.”

The doctor hung his medical school certi-
ficate on the wall, propped up a volume of
Rusk’s " Anatomy” and a Steinholtz’ “Hand-
book of Therapy’ on the shelf over the fire-
place, and laid out a few tools of his trade.
There was more space on the shelf, and he
filled that up with bottles of colored pills.

He intercepted Frijole’s speculative glance
on the pill bottles. He opcned a bottle and
let the lad pop a pink pill in his mouth. At
the first taste he made a bitter face and
started spitting.

“I'm sorry, son,” the doctor said. “But
you'd never have believed me. You had to
find out for yourself. Lots of grown folks
are that way too. There will be only two
rules around here, and one of them is about
the pills. Never touch them. Some of them
not only taste bad, but they’ll give you a
stomach ache. Candy’s better ever time, and
every time you want candy, you just let me
know.”

P\ROM among his gleaming array of
knives, forceps, scalpels, scissors and such,
he selected a tooth puller and gave it to Fri-
jole. ““That’s yours,” he said. “You can tear
the house down with it. But nevet touch any
of these other instruments. That's your sec-
ond rule. They’re bright and shiny, and nice
to look at, so take a good look before I cover
them with a clean towel.”

A little while afterwards the doctor stood
thinking. “I ought to have something for
an operating table, a couch or a chair that
tipped back—"

“I know, I know!"” Frijole shouted. "“The
barber got a new chair, and he put his old
one in the shed. It still works sometimes.
It goes around and tips and bends.”

“Just the thing, Frijole. We'll buy the
barber’s old chair.”

They bought it, and one of Frijole's
dreams was realized at that moment. When
everything else was ready, it was Frijole,
himself, who attached the doctor’s shingle
to the outside of the house. It was a magnifi-
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cent thing, with gold letters under thick
glass that spclled out:

DR. CLYDE ARINGTON.

Frijole stood off a little way and looked
at it, and then he wasn’t so much impressed.
The letters weren't anywhere near as big as
the ones down the street that spelled out:

CRYSTAL PALACE SALOON."

But at least the doctor’s letters weren't faded.
Maybe, some day, if enough people were
sick, the doctor could buy a bigger sign.

THE way it turned out, it didn’t seem to
matter much whether the doctor had an
office or not. He spent most of his time at
the saloon. The doctor and his black bag
came to be almost as permanent a fixture as
the crystal chandeliers. The hangers-on ac-
cepted him as an eccentric drunk, harmless
when let alone, uncalculable in his violence
when baited. They continued to call him Doc
Soak and Doc Barleycorn. He didn’t seem
to mind that.

One night while the Crystal Palace roared,
Deuce Le Deux quieted them down with a
short speech. “It’s come to my ears,” he said.
“that certain ones among us have been say-
ing we ought to have more legal law in
Gunsight. I don’t have to tell you it’s the
same ones who think Sweetgrass Basin needs
barb wire. The West is growing up, they
say. The railroad’s already here, and barb
wire ought to be, and we need more law.”

He paused. An ominous silence closed
over his words. There were men of both
minds in the saloon, and none of them knew
what he was driving at. They found out soon
enough.

“All right,” the saloon boss shouted.
“We'll give 'em more law! We'll give 'em
a town marshal and a judge. I've sent to
Chicago for a gold-plated marshal’s badge
and a judge’s hardwood polished gavel.
And here they are.” He held them up.
“Now, we'll keep this legal. T'll do the
nominating. But you fellows can do the
voting. All right, for marshal of Gunsight
I nonrninate Topaz Bane. All in favor say,
aye.

Deuce’s henchman brought the rafters
down with their ayes.

“Contrary, no.”
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There was no one suicide-minded enough
to vote no.

“Carried,” Deuce ruled, and pinned the
gold-plated marshal’s badge on Topaz Bane,
while his men cheered.

Dcuce Le Deux raiscd his hand for si-
lence. “"Now we come to the important posi-
tion of Judge of the Gunsight Court. I am
pleased to nominate a man you all know and
csteem, a man of culturc, education, and
refinement, a man of sterling character and
unswerving devotion to duty, one who can
be depended upon to dispense justice as it
ought to be dispensed. Gentlemen of Gun-
sight, I give you—Doc Soak!”

Again a din of cheers and laughter shook
the place. Doc Soak, braced against the bar,
gave them a bow.

“Put him to work, chief,” someone
shouted. “"Make him judge somebody.”

Deuce Le Deux played along with them.
He put the govel in the doctor’s hand and
told him to pick any man here and judge
him.

The doctor pounded the "bar with his
gavel —and picked himself! Turning to
shake an unsteady finger at his reflection
in the bar mirror, he harangued thickly, “I
pronounce you a no-good drunken bum. I
find you guilty on all counts of drinking
too much and too often. I hereby sentence
you in the name of the Gunsight Court to
bave you head tipped back and whiskey
poured down your throat until dead. Amen
—1I mean so be it—hear ye, hear ye. Court
is adjourned till the Ides of March. Let's
everybody have another drink.”

From that time on a subtle change came
over the town. The predatory restlessness
which touched Deuce Le Deux became a
thing of more deadly imminence. Months
before, Barb-wire Barncy, in reporting back
to his boss in De Kalb, had remarked that,
“There’s somethin’ squeezy about the set-up
down thete. It’s like all the time a tornado’s
about to blow."”

That same air of brooding and dark wait-
ing had permeated the basin cver since the
doctor had come. But now it was as though
the tornado wind had actually gathered its
destructive force, soundless as yct and high
up, but already on its terrifying downward
swoop.

So far as was observable the doctor did
nothing to stave off the tornado doom.
When he wasn’t jn the saloon, he was at

his office, or riding about the basin, presum-
ably safeguarding the health of such patients
as Deuce Le Dcux allowed to come to his
attention.

The doctor had a large potential practice
among the outfits of the small ranchers; and
the nesters from the Patch, those families
which had been induced by the glowing
promises of land agents to “pick up their
beds” and come west. The invention of
barbed wire, they had been told, had trans-
formed the West into a stock breeders’ and
dry-land farmers’ paradise.

But barbed wire hadn't come to Sweet-
grass Basin, and the nesters grubbed to keep
onc jump ahcad of starvation.

The doctor asked permission of his chief
to treat these people.

Deuce Le Deux told him flatly, coldly,
“No.”

Those of Deucc’s own pack whom the
doctor worked on were agreeably surprised
to find how steady his hands were for hold-
ing surgical instruments and dressings.
Night after night of reeling about the saloon
hadn’t shot his nerves, it seemed. He'd go
to pieces all of a sudden, they surmised.

There was one thing that only Frijole knew
about. No matter how late the doctor was in
getting to bed, he was always sober enough
the next morning to check off a spent day
on the calendar shect. This went on day after
day until the time came when there weren'’t
any more days to check off.

FRI]OLE would never forget that day.
The doctor wadded the calendar sheet
and threw it against the wall the same way
he had the watch on that first morning.
Then he started to whistle. Frijole had
never heard his God whistle before. It was
low tuneless whistling, but it sounded beau-
tiful to Frijole because the doctor’s face had
such a beautiful look—Iike one of the saints
1n the cathedral window in Old Mexico, the
time Frijole had gone there when his father
and mother were alive.

Frijole actually looked for the halo, and
the way the sun slanted in, touching the
doctor’s crow-black hair, it did look Eke a
halo there. The doctor was happy all day
long in a quiet bubbling way, as though
he knew a good joke which he was keeping
to himself.

Frijole thought he knew the answer to
all this. The doctor had visited the KZ
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ranch the day before. That was where the
lady lived. The lady who had come to sec
him the time he was the drunkest of all.
Frijole was certain it was somcthing about
the lady that madc the doctor so happy. ~

As a matter of cold record, however, the
doctor hadn't scen the lady. She sent.word
out that she wasn’t sick, and she couldn't
think of any other reason why she would
want to see him.

The doctor’s luck was no better when he
attempted to see Lige- Carson. Every time
_he had ridden to the T'res Pinos.spread, Lige
had been absent. No one would say where
he had gone or when he would be back. On
his last trip to the ranch the doctor made
note of a disturbing factor. He saw a hard-
bitten puncher come crab-stepping up from
the corrals. The doctor would almost have
sworn that he had seen this man at the
Devil’s Pasture!

He couldn’t be absolutely sure. He'd had
such a load of liquor on that day, that every-
one looked more or less alike. Nevertheless,
this was the kind of thing that might well
be expected. If the Indigo Kid aspired to
take over the basin, it would almost certainly
be a part of his strategy to spot his men
where he could keep track of the ranchers’
movements, to pave the way for cattle run-
offs or even eventual raids on the ranch
headquarters.

All in all, the doctor’s covert sleuthing
netted him more information than anyone
gave him credit for. In one respect, how-
ever, he ran slam into a stone wall. That
was concerning the girl he had met at the
Devil’s Pasture. She had made an indelible
impression on him. But his most painstak-
ing search failed to uncover the slightest
bit of information about her. She might as
well have been someone he had dreamed
about.

Then came the fateful night when the
doctor’s dream came true.

It was just after dusk. The chitter-spar-
rows were quarreling in their communal
nest on the roof. The doctor was preparing
to leave his office and go to the saloon,
when without warning, the door was pushed
open from the outside. The girl who entered
was the girl from Devil’s Pasture!

She stood there for the barest instant
against the door, slim and brown and straight
in her faded gingham dress.

“Turn out the lamp—quick!” she said.

CHAPTER XTI
THEY ARE ALL WOLVES

IN THE gray darkness that flooded the
room when he turned the lamp out, the
doctor was cxcitedly awarc of being alone
with the girl. He could still sce her in his
imagination, her hair the same tumbled dis-
array of brown ringlets held back from het
facc by the velvet band, her voluptuous lips;
her eyes, still challenging, still worried, and
still lustrous. Who was she? An outlaw’s
woman? Staked out, the Indigo Kid had
said. A captive, perhaps, at the Devil’s Pas-
ture? But now she had escaped and come
straight to him?

Her first words shattered his romantic
imaginings.”

“"The Indigo Kid sent me,” she said.

“Yes?” he questioned, the darkness hid-
ing his wry smile.

“For your answer.”

“My answer?”

"Have you forgotten? He promised to
send for your answer. He's warned vou
twice since then.”

The doctor thought of the barb wire signs,
the one that had been attached to his medical
license, and the one that had appeared on
his coat lapel the first night in the Crystal
Palace. "“The number is correct,” he said
tightly.

“Well?”

“I didn’t expect you to be the one to come
for my answer.”

“What you expect doesn’t matter,” she
told him, flatly.

"What choice have I got? The answer is
yes.

“Then get your insttuments and come
with me. Bring plenty of bandages. And
may God have mercy on your soul if you're
drunk.”

“You
hands—"

“My brother,” her low, taut voice cut in.

Out of instinctive sympathy he paused be-
fore continuing, “'And you're willing to have
me operate on another?”

“My answer must be the same as your:
what choice have I?” :

Outside with the girl, he asked, "“"Where’s
your horse?”

“I didn't ride,” she told him. “It was
safer to walk. Keep close to me. I[f you

saw one man die under my
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hear anyone in the dark, drop to the ground,
lie still and wait for them to pass.”

Before they had cleared the town, the
beat of hoofs sounded from the direction
of the saloon. They grew louder, then
stopped.

“I think it's somebody stopping at my
place,” the docter whispered.

“I think it is too,” she said harshly.
“Came on.”

They skirted the big livery barn and
stumbled into an arroyo.

“We'll hold to this cover,” she directed.
“It runs a quarter mile to Crooked Wash
Creek.”

When they reached the trickle of watcr
that ran in the creek bed, some of the squat-
ters’ shaclss loomed dimly through the night.
The girl threaded her way among them and
the doctor followed. They crosscd two gar-
den acreages.

“Is here were you've been all the time?”
the doctor marveled. “Right here in the
Patch?”

“Not all the time,” she said. “Keep
coming.”

At a shack where only a thread of yellow
light shoae beneath the window curtain, she
paused, rapped twice, softly, on the door.

The door opened and a big man stepped
out. He was so tall he had to stoop to clear
the door sill. There was just enough light
for the doctor to tell that has face was
masked.

The Indigo Kid!

When he spoke the doctor was sure of it.
“Go inside, Carolina,” he said to the girl.
“I'll take care of the doctor.”

IS hand lashed out to the doctor’s face.

The doctor wasn’t braced and the at-

“tack took him off balance. He fell with con-
siderable force.

*“A trap!” the thought flashed through his
mind, Then, bitterly, came a following
thought. “And the girl was the decoy!”

All thoughts were jarred out of him as
the Indigo Kid’s hands slapped right and
left across his face. Then the doctor felt
himself being picked up and dragged across
the yard.

*“Cool off in the harse trough, Doc,” the
Indigo Kid said. He dnnked the doctor in
the water and dropped him, sputtering, to
the groynd.

The doctor swore angrily. “Before you go

beating a man up and drowning him, why
don'’t you find out if he’s drunk first?”

“Can’t take any chances, Doc. The job
I've staked out for you requires steady
nerves.”

Inside the house the scene was disquiet-
ingly reminiscent of the one in the shack at
Devil's Pasturc where the Indigo Kid had
warned the doctor that he must save one
man’s life, or the buzzards would feed on
two carcasses. Theré was water steaming,
and near the bunk where thec man lay with
a bullet in his back, the girl, Carolina,
hovered, rcady to assist with her capable
hands.

The patient’s face was in the shadow.
The Indigo Kid picked up the lamp and car-
ried it close. When the doctor saw that face,
the shock of recognition was so great that
his fingers spread wide; he dropped his
instrument case. The case fell on his toe. It
was 2 heavy case. At any other time it would
have hurt. Now he didn't feel it.

Bug-eyed in disbelief, he was sta.ri.ndgnat
his patient. He tried to speak. He couldn’t
All he could do was make a rasping sound
while his throat muscles jerked.

His patient talked to him. “Hello, Doc,”
he said weakly. “From how they built you
up, I knew it was goin’ to be you. ['m
glad. . . .~ His voice trailed off, then
steadied. “‘Reach in my coat pocket some-
body; put a stogy in my mouth. I want
somethin’ to bite my teeth into when the
doc starts cuttin’. What you goin’ to usc
for lacin’, old hoss, barb wire?”’

While the doctor stared, trembling, the
Indigo Kid reached over and put a stogy in
the patient’s round fish mouth. The man had
a round fat face, mild blue eyes; and with
his yellow-thatched head denting the pillow,
he looked absurdly like a child.

“Barb-wire Barney!” the doctor finally
wheezed the words out. He rubbed his
hands over his face and looked again. Even
now he couldn’t believe it. How could he
believe it. Barney was dead—wrapped in
barbed wire and rolled down a long hull. . ..

In the end, of course, the doctor had to
believe what his senses told him. He rolled
up his sleeves and washed his hands and
thanked the Gods that doctors live by, that
tonight he was not drunk. From then on
he moved with deft, mechanical efficiency.
The bullet had plowed an upward course
and lodged beneath the clavical. It was as
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The doctor told her the same thing he
had told Myrna Chilcott. *As between law-
less raiders of the type of Deuce Le Deux
and the Indigo Kid, your interests arc
clearly with those of the big ranchers. Why
don’t you band together? Big rancher, little
rancher. Oppose your common enemy with
a common front.”

Emotion shook her voice when she said,
“You saw my brother die. We had a small
ranch of our own in against the T'res Pinos
of Lige Carson. It wasn't much, but it was
a start. We were working night and day to
build up a blooded herd. With luck and
barb wire we could have done it. Who
wiped us out? Deuce Le Deux? The Indigo
Kid? No! It was a rancher’s bullet that
killed my brother!”

The doctor said nothing. Clearly there
was a bitterness here that words could not
erase.

Carolina Gilpin continued. "I have an-
other brother. You know him. The one you
knifed at the Devil’s Pasture. He’s outlawed
with the Indigo Kid. What clsc was there
for him? Nesters want to live too.”

*“The Indigo Kid permits them to live?”

“The Indigo Kid raids where the picking
is best,” she said tersely. “That’s not with
the nesters.”

“You make no exceptions among the big
ranchers?” 1

“Which one are you thinking of, doctor?”

“"Lige Carson.”

Her answer was uncompromising. “He's
a big rancher, isn’t he?”

The doctor swung the talk around to
Barb-wire Barney. Barney was resting easy
now, under the effect of the opiates the
doctor had administered. “He ought to pull
out of this in good shape,” the doctor said.
. “His physical condition is excellent. Was
this—" he hesitated—"a rancher’s bullet
too?”

“It was!”

The doctor's thoughts flicked back. “Those
men who rode up to my office just after
we left—"

“Yes,” she anticipated his question, then
added bleakly, “‘they may have caught a few
of our bullets too!”

The doctor made his next question sound
casual. “It’s a prevalent opinion around here
that Barb-wire Barney is dead. Where in
the world has he been hiding out all this
time?”’ '

“That's something you can ask Barney,”
she said tightly.

“Fair cnough,” the doctor said. "But tell
me one thing. If I'm the Kid's medico,
I'm in a sense part of his outfit now. What's
our attitude toward Barney? Arc wc friends
or arec we not?”

“The Kid's gonc to considerable risk to
secure quick treatment for Barncy. Doesn’t
that answer your question?”

“Not precisely. Why does he want him
cured? What's he using Barney for?”

“That’s something you can ask Barney
too.” ‘

It wasn’t much consolation for the doc-
tor. Between that grim death notice received
in De Kalb, and the Indigo Kid’s present
action in saving Barney's life, there were
stark unanswered questions. But there was
hope in this: he would have to treat Barney’s
healing wound, and somewherc along the
line he would have a chance for sleuthing.

Refore he left, he took the gold toothpick
from his pocket. “Let the patient amusc
himself with this when he wakes up,” he
told the girl. “I'll guarantec it will do him
as much good as my medicine.”

On the way back to his office the doctor
proceeded by a more direct route, but he
heeded the warning the girl had sounded
when he left, and took a course where he
wouldn’t risk meeting people. The course,
as he neared town, took him in behind the
Crystal Palace Saloon. He groped his way
through the clutter of kegs, broken bottles,
and packing cases, guided by a thin streak
of light that showed from the window of
Deuce Le Deux’s office. Opposite the win-
dow he stopped in sudden shocked wonder.

Between the partly drawn blind and the
window sash there was a space of a few
inches. The doctor could clearly see inside
the room. Two men were there, sitting with
a bottle of the Napoleon brandy between
them. There was a hard smug look on thc
face of each, as though they were in com-
plete and utter agreement about something.
As though in celebration, or at least in token
of an understanding, in that moment while
the doctor watched, they touched glasees
and drained their drinks.

One of the men was Deuce Le Deux. The
other was the KZ owner, bull-dog faced Ed
Chilcott!

The doctor drew away, stumbling in the
darkness—stumbling in his mind as well.
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What could this mean? Was the KZ owner
selling out the other ranchers, adding his
gunmen to those of Deuce Le Deux in the
interests of greater plunder for them both?
Or was he, possibly, an elected representa-
tive of all the big ranchers?

The doctor was reminded of the Indigo
Kid's words on that trip out from Devil's
Pasture. “The KZ is a hungry brand.” He
remembered Carolina Gilpin's passionate
damning of all the big ranchers. And he
remembered Myrna Chilcott’s own candid
worried face.

What was the meaning of this unnatural
alliance?

He learned a little more about it when he
reached his office.

The moment he entered the door he had
a creepy feeling that something was wrong.
He lit the lamp, turned the wick high. In
the spreading yellow bloom of light he had
ample evidencc that his feeling of unease
was justified.

CHAPTER XIII
WHOSE DOCTOR ARE YOU?

IN THE lamplight two men were revealed.
Chilcott men, the both of them. One,
*“Notches” Lablaw, stood against the far
wall, holding Frijole in a strangle-grip to
keep his mouth closed. The other man lolled
in the doctor’s second-hand barber chair, his

six-gun resting on his knees. This one was

Chilcott’s boss gunner, Ditch Tatum.

With that scar across his cheek pulling
his mouth into its perpetual frown, Ditch
Tatum swung the chair around to face the
doctor squarely.

“We been waitin’ on you, Doc,” he said.

“What can I do for you?” the doctor
asked. He turned to look behind him as
three more men pushed in from the outside
darkness. With exaggerated carelessness
they leaned against the wall.

“They’re with us,” Ditch Tatum said.
“They been waitin’ too.”

“'‘One of you need my services?’’ the doc-
tor inquired, his voice unnaturally quiet.

“Why, yeah, Doc,” Notches Lablow said.
He released his choke-grip on Frijole and
moved to the middle of the floor. One hand
hung by its thumb to his cartridge belt. With
the other hand, he waved out, indicating
the doctor’s instrument satchel.
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“I sce you're totin’ your black bag. Where
you been?”’

“Out counting stars,” the doctor told him,
in a perfectly grave voice. “Every sixth star
[ pull it down and put it in my black bag.”

The men against the wall stirred rest-
lessly. But Notches Lablaw followed the
doctor’s lead. *“Now Doc, that ain’t no polite
way to answer a patient. That's what we
been waitin’ for, to ask you some questions.”

“Where you been, Doc?” Ditch Tatum,
from the barber chair, demanded, his voice
turning uncompromisingly hard.

“The ethics of my profession—"" the doc-
tor began.

“Ethics, hell! Talk, Doc.”

The doctor’s grip on his black bag tight-
ened. “As I started to say, the ethics of my
profession dictate that I keep my patient’s
affairs a private matter—"'

“Listen, Doc,” Ditch Tatum chopped in,
“we'll talk a little. Then maybe you'll be
more rcasonable. A man was killed tonight.
A law-abidin’ Sweetgrass Basin cow-poke.
He was killed by an outlaw. One of the
Indigo Kid’s hellions. But we got reason to
believe we left one of our own bullets in
the killer. The man got away, but we got
further reason to believe he’s hidin’ out
close. Doc, you wouldn’t know anything
about that, would you?"

“Not a thing,” the doctor said.

“Doc, I'm givin’ you one last chance. You
can put yourself on the side of law and order
in Sweetgrass Basin, and tell us where your
criminal patient is. Or you can line up with
the rustlers—in which case you’ll be treated
like one. Where’s your patient, Doc?”’

“I haven't a thing to say.”

Ditch Tatum’s scarred face twisted in a
grotesque grin. "I'm goin’ to ¢énjoy what's
comin’ next, Doc. . . . There’s ways and
ways of makin’ a man talk, and we know
all of em.” Still relaxed in the barber chair,
Ditch Tatum's hand waved out. “All right,
boys; take him apart.”

The Chilcott gunners moved in on the
doctor, their faces ugly from the relish they
showed for the job at hand. It was evident
they intended to leave just enough life in
the doctor for his lips to talk.

Five range-hardened men to oppose one
lank, liquor-sodden doctor! that was the
way they sized up the situation. They cer-
tainly weren’t expecting any difficulty. That
was why, the next moment, they were think-
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ing that either a tornado or ten more men
had come in. _.

What happened was this: The doctor
rcached out and gave the second-hand barber
chair a swing that caught the three men
advancing from the wall and knocked them
one against the other so that all three fell,
like bowling alley pins going down. At the
same time the chair which, as Frijole had
expressed it, “worked sometimes,” broke
down and tipped Ditch Tatum on the floor
with the others.

Almost in the same breath the doctor
heaved his heavy instrument case at Notches
Lablaw, the only one of the KZ gun-hands
still on his feet. The case caught Notches
in the stomach. He jacknifed with a groan
of agony, and collapsed on the floor with
the rest.

For a moment then the doctor was a war-
rior victorious, lord of all he looked at;
himself unarmed, and five gun-heeled at-
tackers sprawled in a cursing tangle at his
feet. The way to the door was cut off; so
the doctor took the next best course. He
lunged forward, escaping Notches Lablaw’s
out-clawed hands. Sweeping the glass chim-
ney off the lamp, he smothered the flame
with his hands. The last thing he saw before
darkness swaddled in, was Frijole, bouncing
around the room like 2 jumping bean, sock-
ing all exposed legs, arms, and heads that
he could reach with his pair of tooth pullers.

At the top of his voice the doctor ordered
the lad out of the fight. “Lie down!” he
called. “Lic down by the wall.”

IN THE darkness he had no way of know-

ing whether or not the boy obeyed.
From the sound of curses scraping the air,
he had a grim suspicion that Frijole re-
mained on the job. This made the doctor’s
own job more difficult. He had heaved the
unlighted lamp with good effect; but now,
armed with a stick of firewood, hc was
slowed considerably because, in erder to be
sure he didn’t strike Frijole he had to feel
out contours before he swung his stick.

A six-shooter’s close roar rocked the room.
By the light of the saffron gun flame the
doctor saw dim movements.

Ditch Tatum’s voice followed close on the
six-gun’s blast. “Cut it out, you damn fools!
One of him and five of us. You'll kill each
other. . . . Get out of here. Not so dark
outside. We’ll get reerganized.”

The furor that swept the room died away
as Ditch Tatum's men stumbled after him
through the door. Groping around, the doc-
tor located Frijole.

“You all right, son?”” he whispered.

“I'm fine,” Frijole crowed. “Doc, you
know what? Sockin’ 'em with the tooth
pullers. One of ’em I pinched him with it!"

“That's fine,” the doctor commended.

He lifted Frijole to the window, pushed
him over the wide “'dobee” ledge, and heard
him drop softly on the ground. Quickly,
he prepared to follow. He had one foot
over the ledge when he heard heavy boots
grind in the gravel from around the corner
of the house.

“Cover the window,” a hoarse voice
called. “We'll smoke that sawbones out,
front and back.”

The doctor knew well enough it would
be suicide to go out. And yet if he stayed
here— He moved back as five guns opened
up in a murderous cross-fire through door
and window. The doctor froze back against
the wall, safe for the moment. But that
couldn'’t last. They knew he was unarmed.
They'd be forcing an entrance—

The words of Carolina Gilpin came back
to him. “They are all wolves. The big ranch-
ers are as bad as Deuce Le Deux.”

Now with Chilcott’s pack at his throat,
the doctor was ready to agree. It was going
to be ironical if now at the last he died, and
Barb-wire Barney lived. Barney would have
to live! Somebody had to organize and carry
on the fight of the dispossessed men of
Sweetgrass Basin. Barney was the man who
could do it. Would the Indigo Kid help
him? Was this desert desperado something
more than a plundering outlaw? Was he a
kind of rangeland Robin Hood? The girl,
Carolina Gilpin, thought so.

But was he? The doctor was forced to
admit he didn’t know. Certainly there had
been no proof of it. Even now the Indigo
Kid's intentions toward Barney were un-
known. With the doctor out of the running
there would be no one for sure to carry on
the fight. . . . Yet, in more ways than any-
one koew, it was going to be ironical if now
the Ides of March caught up with him—

There was a scurry of activity at the door.
The doctor hutled a three-legged stool. and
felt around for something else as bullets
streaked the room, }xltmg into the sun-
baked clay of the walls with sedden pluds.
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Curiously, perhaps, at this last minute, he
thought of Myrna Chilcott. She had stood
in the same doorway where now her father’s
hired gunmen were trying to blast his life
away. He could remember vividly how she
looked—her red hair in the wind under the
green linen hat. Would she learn of her
father's deal with outlaws? Would she wake
up and identify herself with the people in
their fight for freedom, for life? Or had
she been too long the unquestioning and
pampered daughter of her father?

“Inside again,” Ditch Tatum bawled.
“And stay in this time! Lead him down!”

The gunfire increased. But it wasn’t the
bite of gunlead into adobe walls that put
the extra tempo to the doctor’s pulse. It was
the pound of many hoofs outside, close and
coming closcr. New voices and new gun
blasts! Was Dcuce Le Deux buying into this
game? Were these his men bearing down
from the Crystal Palace? Wasn't five lo onc
enough without Deuce horning in?

All at once the doctor’s tragic speculations
ceased. They ccased because the close-in
firing ceased. There remained only moving-
away shots that cchoed distantly.

Then a quick pound of hoofs sounded in
the gravel outside the window. A stirringly
familiar voice wafted in. The voice of the
Indigo Kid!

“One good turn deserves another, Doc. . ..
Kecp your powder dry.”

Gravel scudded again under the horse’s
hoofs. Was it the steel-blue roan? It was
too dark to see, although the doctor craned
his neck from the window as the Indigo Kid
spurred away to join his Blue Blazers who
were already hounding Chilcott’s KZ gun-
ners out of town. '

Frijole crept back. The doctor found an-
other lamp and lighted it. An ominous si-
lence hovered over the place as he surveyed
the wreckage. This wasn’t victory, he knew.
It was only a breathing spell. Now in addi-
tion to everything else, he would be brack-
eted with the Indigo Kid. Deuce Le Deux
would certainly demand an accounting for
this night, because with Deuce Le Deux and
Chilcott teamed together—

The doctor’s face hardened with sudden
decision. He wouldn't wait for Deuce Le
Deux's third degree. He'd go to Deuce first
with a story. Carry the fight to the enemy,
that was the idea. There might be a slim
chance that the enemy would never find out
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that he had you beat. At the very least the
advantage of surprise would be on your side.

‘N?HILE the smell of gun smoke still
hung over his place, the doctor stalked
into the Crystal Palace to run his bluff on
Deuce Le Deux. Outside, the single strag-
gling street of Gunsight was alive with rest-
less men, questioning each other about the
source of the firing at the other end of
town. Inside the saloon, the normal catch-
dollar, honk-a-tonk activity continued.

The doctor presented himself at the door
of Deuce Le Deux’s office in back. The
chief’s grizzled watch-dog, Chewed-ear Mc-
Cabe, was on guard. The doctor demanded
an audience and got it.

Facing Dcuce Le Deux alone in his office,
he started right in dealing from his own
cold deck. With simulated fervor, he said,
“I want to thank you, chief, for saving my
life. I don't imagine your boys have had
time to report back to you, but I'm here to
tell you that you got them thcre just in
time.”

The Crystal Palacc gambler played the
deal around with the doctor’s cards. ‘'No, I
haven’t had a report on it yet. Go ahead;
feed down the details.”

“I'd been called out to doctor a horse that
had bloated himsclf on somebody’s garden
truck at the Patch. When I got back to
the office a pack of cowboys, waiting there,
ganged me. I put up a fight with a stick
of firewood. They started shooting. I
thought I was a dead doctor. But your men
gunned down on them just in time and
drove them off. It was Ed Chilcott’s cow-
boys who ganged me. I can identify every
one of them for you if your men bring any
of them in alive.”

Deuce Le Deux didn’t ante to that round,
and the doctor proceeded to build up his
own jackpot. “Those cow herders are ask-
ing for trouble would you say, chief, when
they come raiding us on our own home
grounds?”’

Deuce bought into the game then. The
way he bet his hand the doctor couldn’t tell
whether his play to attach himself securely
to the tail of Deuce’s kite, had succeeded
or not. ‘“Which ones of my men in the
rescue party did you recognize?” Deuce
asked.

"It was dark,” the doctor told him. “They
didn’t unhorse. They came in fast, and
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CHAPTER XIV
DOCTOR DEATH

THE Gunsight Court was convened that
hot summer evening in the Crystal Pal-
ace Saloon. When Hymie Wert arrived
with the doctor in tow the big hall was al-
ready overcomfortably filled, not only with
Duce’s men, but with cowboys from all over
the Basin, cowboys and a liberal sprinkling
of nesters.

One way or another, word of the trial
must have gone the rounds. Evidently it
was an affair of some moment. The doctor
noted Lige Carson in the tense audience,
and Ed Chilcott too. Suddenly, he caught
his breath as he recognized someone he
hadn’t seen since the first day he had
stepped off the train in Deep Wells.

It was Jim Juniper, the one of the Blue
Blazers that the Indigo Kid had introduced
as ““an ornery lookin® grizzly . . . old-time
hoss-thief and long-rider.” Jim Juniper,
the doctor guessed, must be so new with the
Indigo Kid that word of his affiliation hadn't
circulated. Otherwise he wouldn't be show-
ing his shaggy head here. The old outlaw
gave no sign of recognizing the doctor.

For that matter, no onc accorded him spe-
cial recognition. Tonight there were no
laughs and cat-calls when the doctor ap-

eared. It wasn’t a good sign, the docter
felt. This silence wasn’t natural. There was
menace in it.

Menace for whom? For the man he was
to judge? The doctor looked around. He
saw no prisoner. But Dcuce Le Deux mo-
tioned him to come to the bar.

Men parted silently to let the doctor
through. His apprehension mounted, and
his hand tugged nervously at his watch
chain. He had taken to carrying the watch
again, although it didn’t run.

Two empty beer kegs stood on the bar.

“One of ’em’s for you to sit on, Doc,”
Deuce Le Deux told him, “and the other’s
to pound your gavel on.”

Before the doctor knew what was hap-
pening, two men grabbed him and hefted
him to the bar. They left him teetering on
the edge with his elbows punching air as
he struggled for balance. Somebody reached
over and pushed him down on one of the
beer kegs.

“Who am I to judge?” he gasped.

“You'll find out, Doc,” Deuce Le Deux
mocked. “Have to open the court officially
first. This has all got to be legal and in due
course.” He caught the eye of one of his
gunners at the door.

In a leather-lunged bellow the gunner
sounded off, “Here ye, hear ye; the court
is now open!”

Barrelhouse had been appointed keeper of
the gavel on that night when “legal law"”
had first come to Gunsight. He rescued the
gavel now from among a case of empty bot-
tles and handed it to the doctor.

“Pound on your keg, Doc,” Deuce Le
Deux instructed, “‘and holler for order.”

The doctor pounded. “Order,” he bawled.
“Order in Gunsight Court!”

He acted drunk, and most of his audi-
ence thought he was. A few laughs broke
through the tension which had clamped over
the Slace.

“Order!” the doctor bawled fiercely, “or
the court will have you impounded for con-
tempt!”" He looked at Deuce Le Deux. “You
are the prosecutor, I presume?”

“I plead guilty, Doc Soak, your honor,”
Deuce said, and laughed.

The doctor banged his gavel. “Then pro-
duce your prisoner.”

“Prisoner,” Deuce bawled.

The door to Deuce’s office opened and
two men struggled forward, supporting a
third man between them. One of the crystal
chandeliers hung a little way in front of the
bar on a direct line with the doctor’s vision.
He couldn’t see at first, He craned his neck
and squinted his eyes against the yellow
glare of the lamps.

When he did succeed in identifying the
prisoner, a wave of weakness coursed his
body that left him limp and shaking.

The prisoner was Barb-wire Barney!

Deuce Le Deux, as the prosecutor, rushed
the case along.

“Doc Soak, your honor,” hc pleaded,
“there’s two charges against the prisoner.
One of 'em’s murder and the other is rus-
tlin’. T'll dispose of the murder charge first.
On the night of —last week sometime, when-
ever it was—the prisoner, known as Barb-
wire Barney, shot and killed a puncher who
rides for one of our most respected outfits.
I refer to none other than Ed Chilcott’s KZ-
Connected. The murder was without pre-
vocation and it was witnessed.” He mo-
tioned to Ditch Tatum and the two other
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Fight, men, fight . . . for your homes . . .
for your lives! Fight!”

Gun roar cut off the doctor’s appeal. The
bullets, aimed at the doctor, snarled low
over the heads of the milling men and
shattered the bar mirror. The doctor stooped,
heaved up the second beer keg.. Holding it
high over his hcad he lurched three steps
on the artificial mahogany, and put the keg
into the air against another of the crystal
chandeliers.

More glass flew. More burning oil
drenched down. The doctor let the descend-
ing beer keg act in the nature of a batter-
ing ram for him. He followed it closely,
leaping among bullets that drove up from
the floor. At finger's-length, jammed in
among the mob, he wasn’t such a likely
target.

The confusion had become pandemonium
now, a veritable stockyards brawling, with
‘men fighting firc and each other, trampling,
slugging, cursing, gunning. Through the
middle of it the doctor ranged up and down,
calling on the free men of Sweetgrass Basin
to stay free, to fight . . . fight . . . fight. And
while he ranged, exhorting, he did his sharc
of the fighting.

He had a formidable wcapon. He had
jerked his watch from his pocket. Holding
it by the end of the chain, he swung it on
its short destructive arc, chopping men down
as though by an ax. The hunting case of the
watch didn’t fly open now and spill the
works in every-which dircction. That was
because, since the time he had first broken
it on the head of Hymic Wert, he had doc-
tored it considcrably. Now the watch could
hammer through a high-domed sombrero to
knock a man groggy.

Here and there the firc was biting into
solid wood now, and smoke was added to
the other hazards. It grew thicker by the
moment—acid lo the cycs, a knife to the
lungs. Men on cvery side were giving up
the fight, following the scrcaming housc
gitls out of thc building. Windows were
shattered, the bat-wing doors up front were
torn from their hinges.

But many men still remained to fight.
Among them was the doctor. Through fire
and smoke and gun-lead he had chopped
his way to the place where he had last
glimpsed Barb-wire Barney. He had a dim
unreasoned hope of rescuing him.

But Barney was nowherc to be found.

Had he been taken out and and shot by
Deuce’s paid executioners? Had he been
trampled under foot in the smoke-reeking
room? The doctor had no way of knowing.

He kept looking. Driven before the ever
encroaching fire, the mob was thinning fast
now. . . . At the last, thc doctor was virtuaily
alone. Sounding far-away and unreal against
the closc scething crackle of flames, he could
hear the gun firing continue outside. So
maybe the men were continuing their fight
for lifc and land in Swectgrass Basid. A
little surge of gladness struck through to
him with the thought. He had bcen of some
use after all. It was he who had roused
them, given them the nccessary impulse to
band together against their common enemies,
against outlaws and range barons.

HE WAS weaving now, groggy from the
smoke and heat, and from exhaustion.
But he was still looking for Barb-wire
Barney. He was shrieking Barney’s name,
but he wasn’t aware of it. He was exhorting
men to keep on fighting too . . . when he was
the only man left to fight!

In between times he croaked passages
from Shakespearc.

“Graves have yawned and yiclded up
their dead. . . . Cowards die many times be-
fore their death. . .. " He didn't neglect
the Ides of March, of course.

He was stumbling over his own feet now.
Tach time he fell he was slower in getting
up. He senscd more than saw another man
loom finally through the fire-strcaked smoke.

“Barney?” he croaked.

But it wasn’t Barney. Barncy was fatter.
This was another one who had to feel the
weight of his watch! He still had enough
strength left for one more swing. . . .

He struck out . . . and collapsed in the
man’s arms.

“Easy, Doc, old fcllow,” the man rasped.
“Lasy.”

The doctor retained cnough of a grip on
reality to know that thc man picked him up
and threw him over his shoulder. . . . Out-
side the building the doctor felt himself
being dumped on the ground. He was
breathing in wrenching sobs. But with every
breath of the sweet night air that he put
into his tortured lungs, his strength re-
turned.

“You all right, Doc?”" It was Lige Carson
asking. Lige Carson, he knew now, who had
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come looking for him in the burning build-
ing.
Lige had saved his life.

But that was only the doctor’s first
thought. The second was that he didn’t want
to be beholden to Lige Carson or to any of
the big ranchers. The girl from Devil's
Pasture had the right idea—they were all
wolves, hide and fang of the same litter as
Deuce Le Dcux.

The doctor pushed out with trembling
hands. "Get away from me. Leave me
alope. . .. "

“Doc, snap out of it!"” Lige said sharply.
“We've got to ride. You've got to come
. alive enough to stick in saddle.”

“I don't ride with range hogs,” the doc-
tor told him defiantly.

Lige Carson gave him the same kind of
workout then that the Indigo Kid had twice
meted out. He slapped the doctor’s face.
The stinging flat-hand blows rocked the doc-
tor’s head from side to side. He fought
back weakly. Lige only laughed, reached
down and yanked him up by the collar.
Shadowy figures were struggling through
the night, bringing up tubs of water to the
fire Lige commandecred one of the tubs.

“All right, Doc Soak,” he said, “take a
drink.”

He forced the doctor’s head under. The
cold water felt good to his scorched skin.
He came up sputtering—and more inclined
to listen to reason.

“Like I said before,” Lige told him,
“we've got to ride and ride fast. Think you
can make your way back of the livery barn?
I've got a horse there for you, saddled and
waitin’. I had a man grab up your medical
truck at your office, and it’s there too.”

“Frijole—"" the doctor began.

"He's there too, waitin’.”

The doctor was still a little groggy. “I'm
needed in Gunsight,” he said stubbornly. I
came here for a purpose—"

“Whatever your purpose is, Doc,” Lige
cut in, “you can accomplish it better from
any place in the world than from here. From
now on your hide in Gunsight isn’t worth a
nlckel” He laughed shortly. “Mine isn't
either.”

*“Yours?" the doctor questioned, wonder-
ingly. From the first he had been dwarce of
gun shots echoing in the near distance. The
firing increased sharply now, drew neater.
The doctor added a second auestion to his
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first. “They're still fighting—the nesters
and the two-bit ranchers?”

“Give my men some of the credit, Doc,”
Lige Carson said.

“Yours! You mean to tell me that the
oroud Tres Pinos is throwing in with the
so-called rabble of Swectgrass Basin?”

“Listen, Doc,” Lige said tensely, “I've got
a hunch we both don’t know enough about
the other. I've had business that's kept me
ridin’ around, kept me too long from gettin’
icquainted with you. We'll correct that at
the first opportunity. For now it'll be
cnough for me to tell you that we were
set tonight to try and spring Barb-wire
Barney. You beat us to the gun, Doc. Be-
fore the time was right for us, you pushed
the fat in the fire—and how! We got Barney
out of it, but in the process I had to tip my
hand. I had to make an open stand. I'd
been avoidin’ it up to now because the time
wasn't right. You've pushed the clock ahead
for all of us, Doc.”

The gun shots were sounding every mo-
ment louder. Spent bullets commenced to
dig dirt within the wide circle of light
thrown out from the burning saloon. No
one was even pretending any longer to do
any good by throwing water on the blaze.

“The Crystal Palace is a gonner,” Lige
Carson said. “"And so will we be if we don't
start movin’. These are my men fallin’ back.
It's all right. They’ve been fightin’ a rear-
guard action to allow for the withdrawal of
the group that's got Barb-wire Barney safe
in tow. Feel strong enough to make it to
the barn under your own steam, Doc? We'll
join the rest of them out of town.”

Stumbling along with Lige Carson on the
way to the livery barn, the doctor asked,
"Where will we be riding?”

“To my place,” Lige said.

“You mean the T'res Pinos?”’ The ranch-
house?”

“Where else would I mean, Doc?”

The doctor put another question of his
own. “"What happened to Deuce Le Deux?"

“He's on his feet again.” Lige laughed
shortly. “After the way you hammered him
down with that gavel, T'll bet long odds
this is his last venture in ‘legal’ killin".”

“Let me get it straight once and for all,”
the doctor asked. “*You and your T'res Pinos
cowboys have dcclared open war on Deuce
Le Deux?”

“That's the size of it, Doc.”
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like those of a mission church. Framing
the house on two sides, a windbreak of
feathery salt-cedar made a jet smudge in the
night. To the front, as black under the moon
as the house was white, three pine trees
reared, like serrated minarets.

The pines were a little out of their alti-
tude, but through the years they had defied
the hostility of nature, clinging to life with
a tenacity that was at once a symbol of
promise and a constant reminder to Lige of
the fortitude of his pioneer father.

Under the shadow of the pines Lige
stepped from saddle, and the doctor wearily
followed suit. Lige had receatly sunk a
deep well on the place and installed a mail-
order windmill that pumped water to a stor-
age tank near the pole corrals. From the
tank he had water flumed to a wooden horse
trough in the ranchyard. While Lige and
the doctor stretched their legs, the horscs
dipped their noses in the trough and drank
noisely. :

The doctor looked about with interest.
“So this is the T'res Pinos ranchhouse?”

It seemed an obvious thing.to say, con-
sidering he had been here a few times be-
fore. Lige regarded the doctor with some
speculation. His hand waved out. “"Here's
the three pines, Doc, that give my brand its
name. The Old Man set out a hundred trees
before he even built the house. These werc
the only ones that survived the first winter.”

The doctor had been exercising himself,
moving aimlessly it seemed. He paused with
Lige between himself and the water trough.
He was very close, close enough to have
touched Lige without unbending his arm.
With his eyes still on the pines, he said in
an absent-minded way. "I guess this scttles
it—the Tres Pinos headquarters, yes.”

Lige stirred restlessly. “Where the hell
else could it be?”

“I thought maybe the Devil's Pasture,”
the doctor told him.

He didn't raise his voice. He gave
emphasis to his words in a more dramatic
way. With the speed of a striking rattler,
his hands lifted. He slapped Lige across
the cheeks; stuck out his foot, pushed, and
tripped him. Lige fell backwards into the
water trough.

He climbed out dripping, a slow, wry
smile on his face. All he said at first was,
I sce you've been in the West long enough

‘to learn our strenuous brand of humor,
Doc.”

The doctor didn't answer, and Lige said
again, in a low voice, “That isn’t all you've
learned either. Wherc'd I slip up, Doc?
When did you first learn the truth about me?
There've been plenty of folks who have
guessed and guessed wrong that the Indigo
Kid is Deuce Le Deux; but far as I know
you're the only one who's really called the
turn. I'd admire to know, Doc, when did
you figure it out that the bandit in the blue
mask, the scourge of the rangeland, is Lige
Carson?”

Subdued excitement tremored in the doc-
tor's voice. “In town tonight,” he said,
“when you slapped and splashed me back to
consciousness after dragging me from the
fire. It was the same technique the Indigo
Kid used on me twice before.”

Lige Carson’s low laugh sounded. He
slapped at his wet clothes. "I reckon this
pays off for that time I ducked you at the
Patch, the night you operated on Barney.
You weren't really needin’ it that time, were
you, Doc?”

The doctor laughed too, and felt more
emotional release than had come to him
since he left De Kalb. “No,” he said, “I
didn’t need it that time. I hadn’t been drunk
for a week. As a matter of fact, after that
first night, a lot of it was pretense. I could
learn more that way. People are careless
about talking in front of a drunk.”

“They won’t be careless around you any
more—Doctor Death.” Lige reached out
his hand. “Let me see that watch of yours.”
The doctor lifted it from his sagging pocket.
It slipped through Lige’s hand and dropped
on his booted toe. ““Wow!"" he exclaimed, as
he bent to pick it up. “Feels like lead.”

"Ought to.” The doctor chuckled. “"Lead’s
what’s in it. The works flew out the time
I first clopped Hymie Wert. So I filled the
case with melted lead.”

“First thing tmorrow,” Lige said admir-
ingly. “TI'll.have the boys start on your six-
gun and Winchester education. You'll be
Doctor Death up to a thousand yards!”

“I'll have to go some to develop as scary
a reputation as yours.”

Lige nodded somberly. “Some of my rep-
utation as the Indigo Kid is deserved. But
the worst of the stories you've heard, the
‘shoot ‘'em down from behind, wrap 'em in
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barb wire and roll 'em down a hill’ stuff—
Deuce Le Deux is responsible. Hiding be-
hind a blue mask, it wasn't hard for him
to terrorize the little fellows, the nesters and
two-bit ranchers, and let the blame go to the
Indigo Kid.”
“You'll be glad to know,” the doctor said,
"“There was onc person he didn’t fool.”
“Who's that?”
. "Myrna Chilcott. She told me herself she

didn’t think you were as bad as you were
painted. I disagreed with her at the time,
thinking you had murdered Barney. She
cven said she'd like to meet you. There was
a flush on her cheeks and a mist in her cyes
when she said it!”

Lige Carson was non-committal. “Myrna
always was romantic,” he said.

“She thinks a lot of you, Lige. With
you and her father gunning at each other
across the barb wirc, what's the girl to do?”

“I don't know,” Lige said flatly. “It’ll
be the first real dccision she was ever called
on to make. She’s becn pretty much the
rangsland princess. . . . Shall we go in
and sce Barney now?"”

As they turncd toward the house, the doc-
tor heard a slight noise bchind him. He
turned, saw two men step out from the
shadows of the pines. They came close. Onc
of them was that “orncry-lookin’ grizzly”
Jim Juniper. The other was his silent In-
dian partner, Charlie the Utc.

“You know these boys, Doc,” Lige Carson
said. “They safe-conducted you to the Devil's
Pasture, remember?”’

“Will I ever forget! . .. You mean to say
they’ve been standing there all this time?”

Lige nodded. “I'm takin’ no chances. The
big trouble the Old Man talked about to you
in De Kalb is buildin’ to a high bullet-whine
peak tomorrow when my trainload of batb
wire comes in. I've emptied the Devil’s
Pasture, Doc. My whole range is covered.”
Lige rested a hand on the shoulders of both
his Blue Blazers. “'Just our good luck, Doc,
that it was this pair on guard here. A couple
of the more excitable boys in my string
would have plugged you when you pushed
me in the water.”

“I'm still wondering about this ‘outlaw
string’ of yours,” ‘the doctor said.

“We'll go into it more later, but just in
brief, 1 otganized the Bluec Blazers when
abuscs in the basin got so raw that men were
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being gunned off their holdin’s as an ordi-
nary matter of course. The blue mask wasn’t
just a pose. I had to disguise myself if I
wanted to keep on ranchin’ as Lige Carson.
It kept me some busy playin’ both games.
That's why I necver got around to talkin’
this out with you before. Summin’ it up, we
met pressure with so much pressure that
things have quicted down a lot from how
they were. We gave those gunnics plenty to
worry about on their own side the fence.
We rustled cows till hell wouldn’t have it,
we stuck up poker gamcs, lifted pay-roil
cash, and even on one occasion robbed what
passed for the Gunsight Bank. But in every
casc it was to get back value for value to
rcpay some poor sodbuster for losses un-
justly sustained.”

“But you didn’t havc to play Robin Hood
to the little fellows,” the doctor said, feel-
ing Lige out. “You're onc of the big augers
around here.”

“Ifar as thal gocs, it was to my own ad-
vantage,” Lige declared. "The main ptes-
surc play of the Deuce Chilcott combine was
to kecp barb wirc out of the basin. Long
as they could do that thcy had a chance
eventually of tyin’ everything up in a Deuce-
Chilcott knot. All the other big ranchers
more or less silently backed them on that,
claimin’ barb wire was only for the little
fellow. But Barncy convinced me I could
profit by it too.”

“The fact remains,”” the doctor insisted,

“you didn’t have to identify yourself as com-
pletely with the little fellow as you have.”
“Shucks, Doc; there’s no law says a big
rancher has to be a range-hog and killer. It
rubbed me wild when I saw the way these
new settlers were bcin® pushed around.



86 . SHORT STORIES 19

They’d come out here on the railroad to take
up land they'd bought in good faith. I be-
lieve in democracy, don’t you, Doc? I could
have hired me a bunch of gunmen and paid
‘em fightin’ wages for the rest of my life and
I reckon I could have held my own against
Chilcott’s gunners. But what kind of life
is that to have gunmen for neighbors, and
have to go gun-belted all the time yourself
just to keep alive? No, I figured I'd smash
the rule of the dictators in Sweetgrass Basin
once and for all. So I worked out this Blue
Blazer business. Wait till you get to know
my Blue Blazers, Doc. Toughest fightin’
men you'll find in the West.”

“You're tellin’ me? I met some of them,
remember? You might say I've got a knif-
ing acquaintance with them. You must have
a pay-roll like the United States army’s.”

“Doc, there’s not a paid gunner in the
bunch!”

“Then who are they?” the doctor gasped.

LIGE looked at Jim Juniper. "“Tell him,
fella.”

“They're men with a grievance,” Jim said
fiercely. “'The kind of men that rare up on
their hind legs and punch back when they’re
pushed around too much. Sod-busters and
two-bit ranchers, the bulk of 'em. And their
sons and hired hands that in one way or an-
other have been under the lash in Sweetgrass
Basin.”

“Honest men all,”’ the doctor echoed.

“Wouldn’t go so fer's to say that,” Jim
Juniper came back. “Not in your eastern
meanin’ of the words, some of 'em ain't
honest. There’s a few ex-hoss thieves among
us; a few Indians like Charlic the Ute here,
slipped off the reservations where they got
tired livin’ like monkeys in a cage; a few
Mexicans on this side the Border for their
health; and a sprinklin’ of genuine, double-
distilled longriders come down the owl-hoot
trail. You know, contrary to castern opinion,
an owl-hooter ain't necessarily a back-knifer
and a skunk.”

Lige Carson nodded. "“There’s reasons and
reasons why a man forsakes the company of
his more conventional fellows. And some-
times the reasons are all to his favor. Take
Jim here; he’s a hooter from away back.
His picture’s still on more reward posters

than he likes to remember. He's wanted by
the law—but its the kind of law that Deuce
and Chilcott make.”

“Yeah,” Jim Juniper snorted. I couldn’t
stand it. I ducked out on that kind of law
from a place in Montana thirty years ago.
Since then I been makin’ my own law.”

“Come on,” Lige said. “We'll all go in
the house and make some more of it. We'll
hold a war parley.”. He looked at the doc-
tor. “Barb-wire Barney's in there, with
Carolina Gilpin and Frijole both takin’ care
of him.”

The doctor's face brightened. ""He couldn'’t
be in better hands.”

They moved on. Before they reached the
low veranda, Charlie the Ute cupped his
hand to his car and uttered one word,
“Hear!”

They stopped, listening. Faintly, wafted
over the range, they could hear a drumming.
It grew louder, closer.

They all walked back to the water trough
and waited. Charlie the Ute’s guttural voice
sounded. “Somebody come so fast—kill
horse mebbe.”

While they waited, the rider shaped up
through the night. The drumming increased
to close hoof thunder as a bronc hauled to
a stop in a snorting lather. The slim rider
was curiously humped in saddle. He pitched
sideways off the horse, literally falling into
Lige Carson’s hands. Lige was alrcady wet
from his ducking in the trough, so at first he
didn’t feel the blood that soaked the rider’s
clothes.

But then he saw it on his own hands,
black in the moonlight. “Eddie,” he said
in alarm, “you've been shot!”

The boy—he wasn’t much more than that
—lifted his head. The doctor, with a little
pang he scarcely could account for, recog-
nized this hard-breathing rider for the tow-
haired youngster he had pinked with his
knife at Devil's Pasture. Carolina Gilpin's
brother—the one who hadn’t died. The doc-
tor started forward to offer what help he
could. But Eddy Gilpin pushed him away.

“Indigo, listen,” he gasped. “It's leaked
out! Deuce knows about our barb-wire
comin’ in tomorrow. And listen . . . him
and his pack, they’'re on the way out here.
You got to do somethin’ quick!"

(To be conciuded in the next SHORT STORIES)
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He had to figure some way to persuade
Johnny Bridges not to fly that little blue
and silver plane on the state elk census. He
blew a puff of smoke at the nose of his
crimson plane, and scowled. Kids were
like that; headstrong and wilful.

He'd been bullheaded when he was a
kid. He'd not be flying today if he hadn't
been.

Born Thomas Potfirio Cleery, the Chief
had run away from grade school near the
close of the first World War in a vain at-
tempt to join the Air Corps. He was cight
years old then,"and could not qualify. At
eighteen he was traveling with a barnstorm-
ing aerial «circus. At twenty-eight he had
started a flying school in the valley over the
mountains to the south. The field and
equipment may have been haywire, but the
instruction was iron-clad.

HE HAD picked up the name of Chicf be-
fore he left the flying circus. Someone
had tagged that title on him when they
learned Comanche Indian blood ran in his
veins; a good redskin heritage along with
a touch of Spanish, Irish and Yankee
ancestry. The Indian strain showed in his
high-arched nose. And something steady in
his eyes. It was revealed in the way his
leathery skin clung to the bones of his face,
in his lean body, in the way he walked.

As he saw the second World War com-
ing, the Chief had tried to get into it. He
was informed he was too old. In a spirit of
revolt he had taken his plane over the Cris-
tos that duy, dodging peaks, rifling through
passes, surging into the updrafts, plunging
through the down drafts, riding the winds
until anger passed. He knew the ways of
the eagles soaring through turbulent moun-
tain winds, and this was part of the lore

imparted to those youngsters who came to

his school that now trained men for war
combat. Those who finished the coutse un-
der Chief Cleery CFassed through something
resembling the old Indian ordeals that young
bucks endured before they became warrior
braves. Chief Cleery's students either hated
his guts or worshiped him. :
Johnny Bridges had been one who hated.
He had the makings of a superb flyer but
he was restive as a colt. He had quit, a
month before the end of his course, before
he had had that last man-testing series of

flights, through the torn winds of the moun-
tains. ,

Some fool had signed a contract with
Johnny Bridges for the elk census in the
Amonton district; the toughest, most haz-
ardous job of flying that could be encoun-
tered anywhere. The kid simply wasn’t
seasoned enough to tackle the job. The kid
was taking a small handbag from the cabin
of his plane when the Chief walked out
from the hangar.

- "I'd like to talk to you, Johnny,” said the
Chicf.

“Don't start lecturing,” said the kid. “I'm
not in your flying school any more.”

“I remember that,” said the Chief. “I'm
dead’ serious, son. Neither you nor that
plane can buck the down drafts in this part
of the Rockies. The plane hasn’t cnough
soup and you haven't enough savvy.”

“Thanks a lot for the advicc,” said
Johnny., “But I've signed a contract to do
the job. You don't mind my carrying out
the contract, do you, Chicf?”

“Those winds in the mountains don't
know about any contract, kid,” the Chief
said, as Johnny swung away toward town.

The Chief went back to the hangar, and
warmed up the engine on his crimson plane.
He checked the small blocks under the ski
runners of the craft. That was another
thing Johnny Bridges didn’t have; ski run-
ners instead of wheels. It wouldn’t mat-
ter down at the airport where the snow was
only an inch or two deep, but up in the
hills there were at least three feet of snow,
crusted, and a death trap for any plane
with wheels that tried to land. The Chief
shut off the engine, closed the hangar and
headed toward town. He decided to talk
to Doc Jordan about this.

Doc was game warden of the district. He
would be the observer in the plane making
the elk count. Last year and the year be-
fore, Doc had ridden with the Chief. Doc
knew how a pilot had to get right down on
the tree tops to drive elk out of timber. They
wouldn’t move out where they could be
counted unless a plane came low. And if
a plane got that low up there around Pin-
nacle Ridge where air torrents poured across
into the flats of Pole Park, the ship and
its occupants were in high danger. Maybe
Doc, who knew this business, could find a
way to sidetrack young Johnny.
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But Doc Jordan shook his grayish head
and said, "I can’t do a thing about it, Chief.
I know—it’s no job for anyone who hasn't
mountain savvy. There's some state regula-
tion that forces the Game Department to
take the low bid on any job. Johnny was
low.”

“But you ought to be able to telephone
someone in the Department and explain
that—" began the Chicf.

“I couldnt explain a thing,” said Doc
hotly. “There’s a new man, a curly-headed
know-it-all in charge, who believes he's the
right hand of godalmighty. All that would
come out of it would be a hell of a bawling
out. I know that.”

“You're going to ride on that count with
Johnay?”

“Orders,” said Doc. “Under this new
guy, it's all orders. You follow orders—
or resign. That's the way she’s run now,
Chief.”

Doc’s hand was shaking a little as he lit
his pipe. Ile was a slight, wiry, darkish
man; the nerviest observer Chief Cleery had
had on previous elk counts. Doc knew the
technic of airplane counts on clk. Knew
about elk; how they could be spooked out
of timber by a plane raking thc tree tops,
while deer would not leave cover. Doc was
worried, too; because he knew the trouble
Johnny Bridges might get into trying to drag
right down against the ridges where the
wind currents boiled.

“1 guess this job’s got to be done,” said
Doc slowly. “Some of the ranchers say
there’s too many game animals. Sportsmen
are hollering as loud that there aren’t enough
elk on the range. This is the last count,
sure, before the end of the war, Guess I've
got to ride it out with Johnoy.”

“Look, Doc,” said the Chicf, “if you're
uneasy abeut this, I'll ridc as observer.”

Doc looked up out of small, brown eyes,
and said, “I'vc got orders to ride with
Johnny, whether I'm uneasy or not.”

THE door to Doc’s cottage opened and
Sue Jordan entered. She halted, and
Chief saw Johnny Bridges directly behind
her. Sue was dark, almost as tall as Johnny;
they made a sightly couple, framed there in
the doorway.

“Looks like you two were holding a post-
mortem on this flying job,” said Johnny

thinly. “Better wait until it’s finished, hadn’t
you?”

“Son,” said Chief, “I'm just trying to
kecp you from getting into trouble. You're
one of the best prospective flyers I ever
trained—but you didn’t finish. You haven’t
had that mountain training. Your plane
hasn’t ski runners on it; wheels are poison
if you have to land in high country snow.
Some of the worst down drafts in the moun-
tains are on the east side of Pinnacle Ridge
and that’s where the Pole Park elk will be
hiding so you’ll have to skim the timber to
put them into the open.”

“Yaah,” breathed Johnny, “I've heard
about down drafts.”

The Chief smothered a retort, because he
always was lecturing his students about that
wind trap found on the cast sidc of most
meuntain ridges. He got up slowly and
said, "I'll be going. I wish you'd listen,
oM.

Outside he looked toward the Pole Park
and Pinnacle Ridge country.  The sky was
cloudless; metallic blue. But the roar of
high country winds came in a sleady growl
from the far heights. In January the weather
sometimes held like this for days, wind
pouring in tumbled torrents ever peaks and
parks. A storm might follow, but for days
it might merely blow.

Chief was at the airport next morning
when Johnny and Doc teok off.  Sue Jor-
dan had brought them cut in the warden’s
car and she saw Chicf at the hangar; swung
over thete to pick him up for the short ride
back to town.

“They're flying Carter Creek ranges to-
day,” Sue told the Chicf after he had asked
a4 question.

“Not bad there,” said the Chief. “The
tough stretch is Pinnacle Ridge. With that
flat stretch of Pole Park cast of the ridge,
there seems to be an up draft on the far
side that sucks the air down. It's bad.”

“You shouldn't have said what you did
to Johnny,” said Suc earnestly.

The Chief turned on the car scat, stared,
and asked, "Why?”

“You think Johnny despises you,” she
said seriously. “He acts that way. But he
thinks you're the most wonderful flyer that
cver lived.  You simply undermined his
confidence when you told him he couldn’t
handle the plane on an elk count.”
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“I hope I undermined it enough,” said
the Chief dryly.

“All you did was to make him more de-
termined than ever to go through with it,
and make him uncertain about his ability to
do it. Hcll get up there, get in trouble,
and do something wrong. Chief, I'm wor-
ried!”

“Therc's two of us in the same boat.” He
saw the haziness of tears starting, reached
a hand to pat her shoulder, and said, "I
meant it when I said the kid is one of the
best potential flyers I ever had. But he’s
bullheaded—as bullheaded as I was at his
age. Maybe he’ll come through.”

The silver and blue plane came in that
night. Chief was there at the hangar to see
it drop to a perfect landing. The shipment
of high-test gas the Chief needed to get
back over the Divide had not arrived and
he'd have to have it before he started on
his way back to the school.

The wind continued to roar under a bluc
sky the next morning. Chief saw the blue
and silver plane wing out. It headed to-
ward the elk ranges that lay around Pole
Park.

The train from the east was late, but it
carried the shipment of gas. Chief got the
local trucker to cart the gas cans to the
field. There still was time, after he filled
the tank of the crimson plane, to cross the
Divide, and be that far on his way back
to his school in the valley. Hal Turner was
in charge but it wasn’t quite the same with
the Chief absent.

The Chief went to the hotel, packed his
kit bag, but delayed checking out. He kept
straining to hear the solid shiver in the air
that would announce the return of Johnny
and Doc. He finally threw his kit bag back
on the bed and walked out to the field.

Dusk was in the purple shadows where
pine forests blotched the snowy hills. The
sun set in a clear pool of flame orange.
The sound of a motor hurried him to the
door. It was the warden’s car, driven by
Sue, and she came on a run when she saw
the Chief.

“They've not come in, Chief.” Her voice
caught,

“There’s still light,” he said. “They may
have stayed out hoping to finish the count
in that section all in one day.”

"It isn’t that,” she stated. Her slim hands

began to twist inside driving gloves. “Chief,
after what you said about the risk, I'm—"

Tears came. He tricd to soothe her. She
whirled as the sound of an exhaust began
drumming in the air. But it wasn't Johnny's
plane; it was the section car on the railway
sputtcring in with chilled men clinging to
it. :

Darkness was coming swiftly. A first star
twinkled. A coyote began singing across
the river. That ecrie- voice and the soft
quarreling chatter of the ice-fringed river
were the only sounds after the section car
passed.

“If he got into one of those down
drafts—"

“Chief, they've crashed!” Sue’s voice
trembled. He felt the shaking of her hands
as she caught his arm.

“I've got to know if—" He left the sen-
tence unfinished as he turned to haul back
the doors of the shed hangar.

Sue helped him shove out the plane. Just
before he climbed in to start the engine, he
heard the coyote yammer rise from across
the river. It was a lonely sound in the
new night. Then the racket of the motor
drowned all other sound. Sue had clam-
bered into the plane beside him. He started
to order her out, then said nothing as she
fastened the safety belt.

The ghostly runway that had been
dragged out the sage, lay like a strip of
white cloth before them. The ski runners
bounced over little mounds and depressions;
then they were riding the air.

Fields lay like white cement aprons.un-
der the darkening sky. From even a little
height, they looked smooth and flat. That
was an illusion because there were no shad-
ows.

The winds in the higher levels poured in
a steady, hard-thrusting stream. The freez-
ing cold stabbed through crevices in the lit-
tle two-seater cabin. They entered a stretch
where the plane bucked like a frantic horse.
They hit a pocket where the plane dropped
two hundred feet. The propeller caught in
the first sound air and the plane bored up-
ward.

There was something the CAA didn’t
know; something the Chief had kept to
himself. He had built up the power in this
engine beyond its allowed rating. He had
to have that overpower margin in this kind
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of flying. That was agother point whete
the little silver and blue plane was short.

He saw the serrated crest of Pinnacle
Ridge and the spread of white on the mead-
ows of Pole Park beyond it as he turned to
Sue and shouted, “This is going tq be rough.
We've got to go right down over the ridge.”

As he side-slipped the plane down to the
west side of Pinnacle Ridge, the up draft
tossed them toward the ragged crest. Then
the down draft hit,

They were falling, falling, falling—

The black mass of forest swept under-
neath; pine stands reaching a thousand
spires to catch at the plane’s wings. The
Chief was flying more by instinct than cal-
culation. He had met down drafts at other

oints, but this had a force that was fabu-
ous. The flats of Pole Park came flying
at them. The Chief straightened out and
they skimmed the mecadows a hundred feet
above the snow.

Maybe, thought the Chief, he had prayed
a little as they came shearing down that
slope. Not prayers such as are printed in
books or intoned from pulpits, but an un-
voiced appeal to wind gods—gods he knew.

He turned the plane to traverse the edge
of the timber along the west side of the
white-blanketed meadows. He would have
missed the tiny spot of fire in the timber
if Sue hadn’t been along. Her cry, her
pointing, headed them toward that little
flame,

One figure, only one, raced out into the
open, a tiny form against the white of the
snow. They could sce arms waving. Then
‘they hurtled by.

“Aren't you landing?” Suc’s shout came
thinly throngh the wind racket. She tugged
at his sleeve until it threw the plane off
course.

“Not without daylight!” There was no
chance to explain; maybe she would under-
stand the impossibility of putting down on
the meadows without light enough to show
shadows of half-buried rocks, the tip of gul-
lies, the bumps of little mounded earth. It
would be risky enough to land in full day-
light.

g"Whjch one came out of the timber?”

Suc asked, as the engine shut off after they
had taxied to the hangar at the Amonton
field.

“I can't say,” said the Chief sobetly.

He wondered what might be in the girl’s
thoughts. Was she hoping it was her fathet
who had signaled the plane—or Johnny?

They got into the warden’s car and Sue
drove to the forest ranger station. There
were maps there, and the Chief pointed to
the spot where the fire had blazed just in-
side the timber bclt.

“No trail open back there,” the ranger
stated. “It's going to take a day in, and a
day to come out. Skis—and we'll take a
toboggan along in case—one of them is in-
jured.”

After he had sat an hour at Doc Jor-
dan’s, watching Sue stare out of the win-
dow into the night, after he had triad to
get her to talk and she just sat, not hear-
ing his words, Chief went to the hotel. The
innkeeper had to speak to him twice before
he understood; long distance had been call-
ing all evening.

Chief still was thinking of that speck of
fire in the mountains, the one moving fig-
ure seen against the snow, when he heard
the voice of Bourgett, the CAA man, com-
ing over the wire.

“Where have you been?” demanded
Bourgett. “I've had hell's own trouble get-
ting hold of you and it's impartant. A
Major Scott is here; will be here until to-
morrow noon. There’s an opening for you
in the Army, Chief—if you get here to-
morrow morning to sign up for the job,
but I've got him to hold off a final dccision
until tomorrow noon. Come on in.”

“Tell this Major Scott if I'm not over
thete by ten I'll not be in,”” said Chief.

“Don’t talk foolish,” said Bourgett. I
can’t tell you what this job is over the
phone. But it's good. You get in here. And
if you can get hold of that young Johnny
Bridges, tell him the area air commander
wants him in here before tomorrow eve-
ning at nine. He's due to leave for train-
ing in the cast on an Army transport at
ten; tell the kid he’s in the dog house if
he misses this. See you tomorrow.”

“Or at some later date,” said the Chief,
and hung up.

E CLIMBED the stairs slowly. Some-
way, that meeting with Major Scott
didn’t seem so darned important; not so
important as what lay out there in Pole
Patk. Later hc rcasoned more deeply; the
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ranger and the rescue party would get
Johnny and Doc out. The kid had gone
bullheaded into his own trouble. Let him
get out of it.

Or had he done just that? Was what Suc
had said the truth; that the Chief’s own
talk had undermined the kid’s confidence?
No way of being sure.

What pea-brained sort of an official had
set this up, anyway? Someone that old Doc
had said believed he was the right hand
of godalmighty. Chief paced. Later he
was tramping the street as dawn came.

A rescue party already was forming at
the ranger’s house. Sue was there, clad in
field clothes, carrying skis.

“Call it off,” said the Chief, shortly.
“All T need is a planc and a pair of snow-
shoes. After I set down in Pole Park, one
of the party will have to mush out on the
webs. The other two can come in my planc.
If my plane isn’t in here before eleven,
start out with a couple of toboggans. I'll
be up there, too.”

At the field he warmed the plane. Sue
had driven him to the air field. He blocked
her request to go along before she made it.

“That plane’s a two-person job,” he said.
“As it is, someone’s got to come back on
foot. You'd make it two who would have
to mush out. I've got to make this ride
alone.” .

The ski runners, skimmed the light snow,
the wings breasted the chilly air, and hc
swung the machine into the low-slanted sun
flood of early morning. In that direction rose
the crest of the Divide; beyond it he could
meet Major Scott. For several moments, the
Chief traveled in that direction. Then he
veered toward the slopes of Pinnacle Ridge.

He hit the race-ways of air over the ridge
and rode the up-lift streams pouring over
the top from the west. The plane was tossed
up like a leaf. He felt the quick tug of the
down draft on the east side. The pines
smeared into a ragged carpet beneath him.

With all his skill, with all the power the
little plane possessed, Chief Cleery threw
into the down draft. There was no chance
to fight it. Like a swimmer who rides a
freshet, he had to go with it, using its push
and by the power in the engine, going faster
than the wind itself.

But the down draft was mastering him!

The spires of the evergreens reached to

tickle the wings. In an instant they would
be tearing those wings.

This was what Johnny Bridges had hit;
a force of which he often had been told
but never could realize until it had thrown
him to a crash.

With a desperate twist the Chief turned
the planc into a canyon. The trees on the
sides were above the wing tips. There were
rock walls that Joomed on cither side. He
was rifling down the straight gulch like a
thrown dart.

He came out past portals like an eagle
swooping. He hit the up-curling edge of the
down draft. The plane bucked into the air,
rising a hundred fect in one frantic leap.

The Chief smiled. He’d made it.

THE white spread of Pole Park lay all
around. He could sec the light shadows
of snow-covered rocks brushed out over the
snow. There were dimples of shadows on
the westerly side of little hummocks. And
there were smooth stretches, in flat white
where lay safe landing.

It was Johnny Bridges who stood in the
open as The Chief skidded his crimson
plane to a stop just out from where the
twisted wreckage of the silver and blue ship
hung on a furry thicket of lodgepole pines.
There was a moment when the Chief stood
gravely waiting for Johnny to speak. A lot
depended on what was said.

“You were right, Chief,” said Johnny.
“Down draft got me. I didn’t have the soup
in my plane to pull out nor the savvy of
mountain flying.”

There was no good reason to rub it in.
The Chief nodded and asked, “What about
Doc?” :

“His leg is hurt. Can’t stand on it.
Wrenched badly, or a small break. You've
come to take him out?”

The Chief ‘pondered a moment. He réal-
ized now, that he had carricd a hazy hope
that Doc could use the snowshoes; that he
and Johnny could both fly out, and on to
the city, answering their calls to service be-
yond the Divide.”

“I'm snowshoeing out,” said the Chief
finally. "“You're taking Doc out in my
plane.”

He saw uncertainty leap into the kid's

- eyes. Sue had been correct. Johnny’s con-

fidcnce had been undermined. The crack-
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up in the pincs had finished that job.

“There’s down drafts as you go out of
this park,” said Johnny, and his hands be-
gan to grip.

“Sure,” said the Chief. “You know where
they prowl now. Sure there’s down drafts.”

“I can't—risk it!”

“Son,” said Chief Cleery, and he laid his
hand on the kid’s shoulder, “every man’s
got to learn for himself, more or less. You've
found out the hard way. All right. Now
you know. Remember what you've learned
when you're flying hilly country in combat.
The winds are your friends if you’ll play on
their side. If you know how to meet them
and ride them through. Just remember
that. When there’s some enemy pilot on
your tail, and there’s a ridge below, there’s
a down draft there that’s your friend—and
his destruction. Take him into it. He'll
probably not pull out but you will, now.”

Jobnny shook his head and said, I
cracked once, and I'll do it again if I try to
take your plane out of here.”

“Listen,” said the Chief, “you’re going
to fly that plane in with Doc.  You're due
to catch the noon train to the city. You're
riding an Asmy transport out tonight for
advanced training, And remember, son,
every time you’re in the clouds, there’s part
of the old Chief riding with you.”

Johnny turned toward the crest of Pin-
nacle Ridge where the winds curled over
and swooped into the flats of the Park.
Chief saw the tight, drawn corners of
Johnny's lips. _

The kid had to fly out of here or he'd
never recapture confidence.

DOC JORDAN came hobbling, using a
forked stick as a crutch. They helped
him into the plane. OIld Doc’s face was
sweat beaded, his lips tightly clamped, his
cyes closed as he sat there, letting the pain
dull. Chief took the snowshocs out of the
cabin and fitted the harness over his shoe
acs.
“Listen, Chief, I can’t risk—'
Johnny.
“You go to hell,” said the Chief and then
started away.
He had gone but a little way when he
heard the bursting roar of the engine. He
paused to see it lift gracefully into the air;

>

began
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watched it circle for altitude. He saw it
sweep high over the crest of Pinnacle Ridge
to the west and disappear. He looked back
toward the wrecked plane. It wasn’t too
badly damaged for salvage. After he fin-
ished the elk census, he could rig a wind
sled and come in here over the snow to sal-
vage much of that plane; it could serve other
young flyers at the school.

He had plodded to a point near the lower
end of the flats and the encircling ridges of
the park rose before him when-he heard
the voice of the planc again. He turned in
surprisc.

The fleck of crimson came floating over
the ridge to the west. He saw the fangs of
the down draft catch it and shake it fiercely.
He saw the deft swoop of the plane as it
began that fearful downward plunge. He
held his breath; letting it out in a gusty
sigh as the plane straightened out over the
park and came skimming toward him.

Johnny Bridges was grinning as he
opened the door for the Chief. His blue
eyes were dancing, the cocky kid again.

“No time to lose,” said Johnny. *‘Let’s
0. .
° They hit a down draft again over the
ridge, and rode it. Chief watched, knowing
he need say no word. Something big, and
spongy and full of pride bunched up in
Chief Cleery.

Sue waited at the field, reporting her
father already had had a doctor’s care. A
bad sprain in the knee might take days to
heal, but that was all.

“You're due in the city to see some army
oficer named Scott,” said Johnoy. “You'll
have to ride alone over the divide. I've got

" time to catch the train, Chief. Let’s go.”

“You go,” said the Chief. “I don’t.”” The
kid looked at him quizzically. “I'm too
old a flyer to learn new tricks,” said the
Chief thoughtfully, “but I'm still good for
teaching young flyers old ones. I'll be rid-
ing with you, Johnny, over there; with every
one of my kids who fly in battle.”

The Chief suddenly felt as though he was
caught in a down draft of his own. He’d
ride it through. He knew the how and he
knew where it would take him. There was
work here. The elk census to finish, winds
to ride, and young eagles to train to follow
Johnny Bridges into the skies.
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“Things change,” Pete said. “We've zot
to move with the times.”

“Things change, but people don't!” Old
Clem snapped. ~“Crooks and killers ain't
chantged any in the forty years I been carry-
in’ the star. Maybe my methods are old-
fashioned, like you say, but they gct results,
and that’s what counts.”

Pete and Old Clem had endless arguments
on the subject. Good-natured arguments,
until the day Pete arrested Bill Vance for
the murder of Ben Griscom, the bank mes-
senger who drove up Saddletop every Fri-
day afternoon with the mining company’s
payroll.

Griscom's car had been found halfway up
the mountain road, with Ben slumped over
the steering wheel, riddled with bullets, and
the canvas sack of money gone.

“Don’t be a danged fool, Pete,” Old Clem

barked. “I've known Bill Vance for some
twenty-odd years. Hc's no thicf—and he’s
no killer.”

“His fingerprints were on the door of
Ben’s car,” Pete said.

“He told you how they got there,” Clem
replied. “He met Ben on the road and stood
talkin’ to him for a minute.”

“That's Vance's story,” Pete said. “But he
only told us that after he’d been arrested.”

“Fingerprints!” OIld Clem scoffed. “I
supposc if you'd found my paw marks on
the door, you’d have arrested me! Pete, I
always knew somethin’ like this'd come out
of your foolin” around with all those new-
fangled gadgets.”

“Clem, I'm standing pat on the legal evi-
dence,” Pete said.

“Apd I'm standin’ pat on my original
statement that you're a danged fool,” Old
Clem shot back.

Nobody except Pete Carter had any idea
that Clem believed Bill Vance was innocent.
Everywhere there was talk about Vance’s

prospects in the coming trial, and Old Clem
just stood around and listened, saying noth-

1ng
BUT Pete knew Clem carried a paper
with a list of names on it. Once in a
while he’d see Clem cross off one of the
names. And Pete knew that a certain visi-
tor went on the quiet to Clem'’s frame cabin
on Sweetwater Creek. A couple of times he
caught a glimpse of a bone-white Stetson

hat fading out on the back trail—the hat of
Tex Corey the gambler.

“What's doing between you and Tex?”
Pcte asked.  "Not taking him on as assistant
dcputy, are you?”

“I could do a lot worsc,” Clem replied.
“Tex is a mighty handy man to know, Petc.”

‘Then one day the bone-while Stetson came
to the cabin on Swectwater, but Tex wasn't
under it. The hat was floating upside down
in the lazy current. Old Clem fished it out
of the water, took onc look at its battered
crown, and empticd his Colt into the air as a
summons for help. Pete Carter and more
than a dozen others came running.

“Something’s happened to Tex,” Clem
said, showing them the hat.  “We've got to
make a search upstream.”

Just beyond the footbridge at the Forks,
they found Tex Corey’s body, with his head -
all battered, stuffed into a ledge between two
rocks.

“Clubbed!” Pete Carter said.
as a doornail.”

“Let's make sure of that,” Clem said.
f Anybody here got a broad-blade knife?”

One of the men handed over a hunting
knife. Clem rubbed the blade on his sleeve,
then knelt down and held it close to Tex
Corey’s nose. :

Clem looked at the polished surface and
then hopped up, all excited. “Look, boys,
it'’s misted over! He’s still breathin’. Quick
—carry him back to my cabin! Samcbody run
for Doc Fentriss!”

They put Tex Corey on Clem’s bed in the
back room. Doc Fentriss arrived, and Clem
cleared everybody else out of the room while
Doc made his examination. In a few min-
utes Clem appeared, closing the door care-
fully behind him. He spoke in a cautious
whisper.

“Tex is still breathin’, boys, but that's
about all. Doc says he can't save him, but
there’s a chance of revivin® him long enough
to tell us who did it. Now everybody but
Pete wait outside—Doc wants it quiet while
he’s workin’.”

Clem drew Pete over to the window.
“Pete, this links up direct with the Griscem
killin'. Tex Corey’s been helpin’ me check
up on a certain person. Tex must have turned
up somethin’ definite, and so he was am-
bushed on his way here to see me.”

“That’s not jury proof, Clem,” Pete Carter

“And dcad
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pointed out. “It’s no good unless Tex Corey
lives long enough to make a statement.”

“I know that,” Clem said.

“Who is it you've been watching?” Pete
asked.

“I'll wait for Tex Corey to name him,"”
Clem replied, and looked through the win-
dow at the gathering crowd outside, grow-
ing larger by the minute as the news spread.
“But he’s out there right now, Pete, hangin’
around the edge of the crowd. Prayin’,
probably, for Tex to die with his mouth
shut.”

Then Doc Fentriss stuck his head out of
the door and motioned to Clem. They whis-
pered together, and Doc gave him a slip of
paper before he closed the door again.

“It’s a list of stuff Doc needs,” Clem said
to Pete. “Take Doc’s car and rush this note
over to Mrs. Fentriss. Tell her the main
item is this ad—ad "

“Adrenalin,” Pete said. “That keeps the
heart going.” *

“Hurry it up!” Clem urged. “We don’t
know how much longer Tex will hang on.”

ETE CARTER raced off, and was back
in a matter of minutes with the required
atticles. Clem snatched them from his arms
and handed them in to Doc Fentriss, who
had his coat off and his sleeves rolled up.
The crowd outside the cabin was still
growing when Clem came out on the porch
and held up his hand for silence.

“Boys, Doc Fentriss is tryin’ to bring Tex
around long enough to talk. I want two in-
dependent witnesses to stand in that room,
so they can swear in court to what Tex says
—if it works.”

A dozen men pushed forward, and Clem
picked out two, waving them toward the
back room.  “Pete,” he said to his deputy,
“I got a special job for you. Get on the
outside edge of that crowd, and if anybody
tries to sneak off, stop ‘em.”

Clem disappeared into the back room. The
tension of the waiting crowd grew tighter
and tighter as the minutes passed. Then
Old Clem came out again, and this time he
didn’t have to hold up his hand for silence.

“Gillis!” he shouted. “Dan Gillis!”

As if by magic a lane opened up through

the crowd, straight as an arrow, to a thick-
shouldered, heavy-browed man loitering on
the outer fringe.

“Come on, Gillis!” Clem roared. “You're
wanted inside!”

Dan Gillis sprang backward, and a hasty
circle widened around hirm as a gun appeared
in his hand. “Damn you, Warner!” he
snarled, and squeczed the trigger.

His bullet nicked the porch post beside
Clem’s head and chunked into the wall. The
sound of Gillis’ shot was smothered by the
sharp bartk of Clem’s long-barreled Colt.
With a yelping cry Gillis spun around and
flattened out in the grass.

By the time Clem reached him, Gillis
was sitting up, both hands clutched tightly
over the flow of blood from his wound. “Get
me a doctor!” he moaned. “Quick! I'm
blecdin’ to death!”

Old Clem looked at him with a face like
granite. “You'll get a doctor, Gillis—uafter
you've told us where you hid the payroll
money you got by murderin’ Ben Griscom!
Now talk—and talk fast!”

And wracked by pain and panic, Dan
Gillis talked—and talked fast—before they
lifted him up and carried him away.

“Well, Pete,” Old Clem said grimly,
“next time mix your fingerprints with a little
old-fashioned horse-sense. Better go let Bill
Vance out of jail, hadn’t you?”

“Clem, I'm still sweating in my shoes,”
Pete Carter said. “Only this stroke of luck
kept me from sending Vance to trial. Just
think, Clem—if Tex Corey had died si-
lent—"

“Stroke o' luck, nothin'!” OIld Clem
snorted. “Listen, Pete—Tex Corey did die
silent! He was dead when we found him.”

“Dead!” Pete Carter stared at him. “But
—-but his breath was on the knife blade!
I saw it!”

“Sure, because I breathed on it, while I
was kneelin’ over him,” Old Clem said very
quietly. “I saw Tex was dead, and I had to
do some fast thinkin’. This whole thing at
the cabin was just an act I fixed up with
Doc Fentriss; I was sure Gillis was the man
and hoped if he thought Tex was still alive,
he'd get panicky. Guilty conscience, that’s
what tripped up Dan Gillis.”
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then yelled, "Zus-maria-y-zef!” and fol-
lowed as fast as his short legs could carry
him. Camera kit in one hand, bolo in the
other, he bounded.

Burke halted, took a good stance, and
began to grind. As the fantastic action filled
the finder, he flicked the turret to get the
hundred milimeter lens into play, and re-
sumed shooting. Those faces! He had
filmed faces in battle, faces in victory, faces
in defeat; stolid Sikhs, Mongoloid Gurkhas,
horse-faced Britishers; and Japs aplenty, but
never any Jap like this one.

“What in hell are you doing?” he yelled,
becoming aware of Santiago, now well to
his right, and racing toward the rail em-
bankment. “Nail the son of a gun! I got
him!”

He drew the Colt which he carried, in
wilful violation of the international regula-
tions pertaining to correspondents, and
propped the barrel across his cocked left
forearm, hoping te pop the Jap who bobbed
up and down, pumping the handle of the
hand car which was carrying him to safety.

The Colt bucked. The frantic pumping
did not miss a beat. Santiago was charging
up the bank. Burke’s first thought was, “The
fool’s going to board it with a bolo!”

Typically Filipino, the coffee colored
shrimp would tackle a battleship or a loco-
motive with a bolo and a grin.

BUT once, for just once, Santiago’s cold
clear intelect functioned. He had a hefty
rock, it was so large that he narrowly missed
flinging himself with it, and into the path
of the pounding section gang car.

A crash.

Derailment.

Car and Jap tumbled end for end. San-
tiago, clear by an inch, pounced down grade,
bellowing like 2 mad carabao and making
blinding arcs with his bolo.

“Hold it, hold it!”

Burke stretched his legs, yelled himself
hoarse. He managed to intervene, just as a
badly battered Jap drew a tiny 6 millimeter
pistol. Colt barrel whacked down, the pea-
shooter’s bullet went wild, and Santiago,
bolo still swishing, hurdled the group; he
had been unable to check his charge.

“Ay, chingado!” he yelled, wheeling
about. “A colonel, cru.mpin like hell.”

The officer was damaged nowhere but in

101

his dignity. He had a good face, for a Jap;
sensitive, and intelligent. And his decora-
tions showed that he had a record of valor
in an army whose dead-level of fortitude
and courage has few cquals. A soldierly
looking man, not the one to succumb to
panic. The fantastic flight puzzled Burke.

And then Ming-chung came up with his
guerrillas. They were loaded with loot, and
they looked as if they had spent a week in
a slaughter house. Nothing remained be-
hind them, except the dead and the burning,
though a few Japs had retreated according
to plan.

The pie-faced leader was not the least
embarrassed at facing the movie man he had
double-crossed. “My men,” he said, blandly,
“are ignorant persons, they fear that being
photographed will capture their souls, you
understand.”

Long pent-up wrath made Burke forget
that shouting at a2 Chinaman is worse than
useless. “Then why didn’t you say so! Why
didn’t you tell me?”

Ming-chung smiled with studied effect.
“That would have been unpolite, sir,
brusque answer is always bad for friend-
ship.”

gurke gulped and cooled down. "Well,
here’s something that may interest you, the
high-speed colonel. 1 photographed him
on the run, I emptied my gun at him, and
he's still alive, tell your men that having
your picture taken is harmless.”

Ming-chung beamed. "Oh, yes, Mr.
Burke. My men have great sensc of hu-
mor, laughter and mirth promoting good
fellowship and mutual understanding, mak-
ing them laugh will help. But—this offi-
cer’s fate does not give confidence in being
subject of photography.”

The way he said that last made Burke al-
most sorry for the captive colonel, whose fu-
ture was going to be unhappier than his
past.

I

HE screen was sun-bleached canvas

stretched against the sandstone wall of
the cavern in which Ming-chung’s guerrillas
bid; the wobbly projector came from the
ruin of a well-bombed mission; and by a few
shortcuts not difficult to a field photog-
rapher, Burke had contrived to make a post-
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indolent people. When alive, working like
hell, not forty hours weekly with overtime
for next eight hours, but seventy, cighty,
ninety hours, all the time not squawking.
But, when dead, Chinese do not want to
work.”

“Huh?”

“Today’s dead, their ghosts worked over-
time tonight, every timc you crank the film.
Generously giving pleasure to surviving
friends, very good, but going from movie
to movie, all over United States, too damn
much, Mr. Burke. I do not believe this
tripe, but I must humor my ignorant men.”

“Please, Ming-chung, by didn’t you tell
me that a couple days ago, right after the
raid?”

“Sorry, anxious to see picture of pumping
colonel. Now, the colonel wishes to bar-
gain with us, come, Tod-Burke, you listen,
he will speak English.”

“If you just wuntied bis bands, he'd soon
be cutting paper dollies,” was what Burke
thought as he went with the guerrilla chief.

The forthcoming bit of frankness prom-
ised to be impressive.

Ming-chung said to the captive, “Colonel
Hakamoto, your orders were interesting, but
I do not have enough men to take advantage
of what we learned.”

“I hear that with pleasure, but without
surprise.”

When the guards had unwired Hakamoto
sufficiently, Ming-chung offered him a tiny
tea-cup of #g ka pay, which was around a
hundred proof, and tasted like a blend of
kerosene and orange shellac. Burke and
Santiago drank with captor and captive. The
- difference between 7g ka pay and the death
of a thousand cuts was that with practice,
one could become accustomed to the former.

“As liaison officer,” Ming-chung went on,
“you know about the movements of Tsen
Ling-tze, Minister of the Navy.”

Hakamoto did not deny this, because his
papers had revealed enough to justify the
guerrilla’s statement.

“Now, I do not ask you to sell your Japa-
nese comrades, because there is nothing I
can do for you to persuade you.”

“That is right.”

The Jap’s words were sure and well
weighed. He knew all about Chinese meth-
ods of inducing confidential conversation,

and he knew that he could face the worst;
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and Ming-chung also knew, hence this bar-.
gaining.

“Now, Tsen Ling-tze is a Chinese you do
not respect any more than I do.”

“That is right.”

Ming-chung smiled amiably. “Tonight's
movie would distress your fellow officers.
Out of fraternal reciprocity, I might not
send it to them. Also, you are the only sur-
viving officer of your train.”

Hakamoto’s silence was more impressive
than speech.

Ming-chung continued, finally, “You can
always buy another traitor to be puppet min-
ister of the navy. You have no loss, I have
some gain. ‘

“Otherwise, I have no gain, and you have
much loss when fellow officers see this
film.”

“I will tell you,” Hakamoto decided,
“provided that you allow me an honorable
departure.”

“Granted.”

So he told, and Burtke listened. The an-
swers rang true. And to cap the compro-
mise, Ming-chung made another; he told
Burke that while accompanying the guerril-
las into the mazes of the delta could not be
permitted, it could easily be arranged for
Burke and Santiago to go in their own boat
to the ambush, and film the raid from cover.

“House boat, fishing boat, manure boat,
any suitable boat,” Ming-chung elaborated,
“furnishing concealment.”

“Will this be at dusk, or dawn?”

“Heaven has not spoken. But if by
night, very good chance of artificial illumi-
nation for much of action.”

“You'll furnish parachute flares, huh?”

Ming-chung ignored the heavy irony.
“Once the show starts, you are welcome to
set your flares for good pictures, unless
enemy objects. But we may furnish nice
lighting.”

“That train,” Burke admitted, “would
have given plenty at night.”

So he went to his corner, packed his
equipment, -and rolled up in his blankets.
Regardless of Ming-chung’s bargain, the
pumping colonel would be grand for Ameri-
can consumption; and he went to sleep with
that good thought. .

Santiago awakened him when the sun was
well up. He was almost stuttering from try-
ing to grin and talk at once. Burke rubbed
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Santiago answered. “Each time I ask, they
say, plenty quick.”

“If they’re going by landmarks, it is just
too bad.”

Everything looked just like everything
else; villages squatting behind low walls,
rice fields hiding behind dykes, an occasional
knoll whose grave markers were bright
against the darkening background. Here
and there, stubby gray watchtowers rose
from the junction of channel and smaller
slough. And by now, mesquitoes interfered
with Burke’s queries; they at least knew
where they were going. '

When anything is on time in China, it is
news. “We won't get there on time,” he
muttered, “But neither will the Minister of
the Navy, and ncither will Ming-chung, it’ll
all work out.”

ONE consolation was that the gucrrilla, re-
gardless of preliminary dawdling, in-
variably got to the point of a situation ahead
of the other fellow. But Ming-chung was
not convinced of the value of cameramen
to publicize civilian resistance, and now the
recollection of his politeness made Burke
straighten up with apprehension. “Look
here, did you hire these dopes yourself, or
did you let Ming-chung fix things?”

“Oh, Seiior, I fix it myself. At the boat-
man’s bong. In that little town the Japs
blown all to hell, they do not like Japs, so
I tell them—"

“That we're friends of Ming-chung?”

“No, Seitor, I show them one little piece
cut from the film, and they laugh and say,
ting hao!”

“Which means cither great stuff or turtle
soup or a silk hat, depending on how you
sing it.”

Santiago retorted, with dignity, “Seiior, 1
do this like you order, not telling Ming-
chung. ybe if I told him, we get boat-
men who know the way.” _

“Okay, okay, you win.”

An hour after dark, the w#pan ran
around. Ah Lin and Ah Sam began to
jabber.

Santiago translated, "They say, cannot
find the way until morning, but is small
town nearby.” :

Ah Lin wanted to carry Burke ashore,
pick-a-back. *Uh-uh, I've had enough of

your bungling, I am taking no chances of
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your stumbling again,” he counteted, and
grabbed a camera case,

He went over the side, and into water
not quite knee deep. Santiago followed
with the rest of the cquipment. The
scramble up the bank was casy enough, and
the smell of cooking made it even ecasier.

Everything, in fact, proved to be just
too easy.

Burke and Santiago found themselves
wedged in the center of a clump of jabbet-
ing Chinese who fairly carried them along
a stone-paved path. In the branch slough,
a motor idled; there was the smell of gaso-
line. A hinge creaked, and the blackness
of a low, dark mass straight ahead momen-
tarily broke; by lantern light beyond, Burke
saw a compound jammed with armed Chi-
nese.

“Seiior, do not go for the gun, there is no
chance.”

Burke snorted. “Don’t worry, someone
just grabbed mine. And if this is a mis-
take, then I am the King of Siam.”

, A MIDDLE-AGED Chinaman wearing a

tweed suit and a red necktic was wait-
ing in the first room off the compound. “Sit
down,” he invited in English, and gestured
toward chairs. “I'm Willie Pao.” He
chuckled affably, hitched up his gunbelt, and
dug for a pack of Golden Bat cigarettes,
whose Japanese origin did not give Burkc
pleasant memories. “Smoke? Guess you
fellows are wondering what the score is.”

Burke took a cigarette, and jerked his
thumb at the dozen rifle armed men who
lounged on benches, and divided their time
between smoking and spitting at the white-
washed wall. “More guerrillas?”

Willie Pao shook his head. “Yes and no.”
He grinned. “For your purposes, probagljz
no. I guess you're sore at Ah Lin and
Sam?”

“I'd not recommend them for medals.
Where'd you learn English?”

“I was raised in Frisco, and came home on
a visit, and got shaken down by pirates be-
tween Hong Kong and Pakkai, so I had to
go to work on the. railroad, and I didn’t
Hke it. How are you fixed for dough?”

“Not so good. They hold out most of my
pay for War Bonds.”

Willie Pao nodded. “Patriot, huh? Wcli,
I'll give you special rate, I usually get $20,-
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000, U. S, byt I'll make it $15,000 for
you. Including the cameras and evesything.”

“What is this, pirscy?”

Pao rubbed his nose, cocked his head. “In
a way, yes. It always has been tough, mak-
ing a living farming or fishing on the Dita.
Not enough farm, not enough fish, and too
many Chinese. So it's $15,000, and I'll al-
low for war time delay in raising the cash.”

There wasn't a trace of the tough guy,
but his matter of fact attitude madc it necd-
less for him to add, “—or else.”

HE Chinese government couldn't do a

thing about it; even before the war, its
autharity dwindled a few miles down the
river from Canton, and reached a vanishiog
paint past the middle of the Delta. The
Hong Kong-Macao ferries, despite 3 guard
of soldiers, and boiler plate armar about the
wheel house, were regularly looted, all hands
and passengers shakea down, and thosc
with ransom possibilities taken ashore. Stub-
bormn customers were tied to stakes at the
low water mark, and were not removed at
high tide.

On the other hand, the pirates were real-
istic; they didn’t ask a dime more than the
prisoner could dig up.

Buske's real danger was that the home
office would stall and dawdle, and comc
across after Willie Pao’s patience had been
exhausted.

“Haw mueh for my assistant?”

“Who'd pay for a Gugu? But I got to
keep him here till things are fixed up for
you, ane way or another.”

“Look here, we're 2llies,” Tod Burke pro-
tested. “We're fighting the Japs. I've been
in plenty of front line action. With a gun,
not just & camera.”

“That’s not paying my ovcrhead,” Willie
Pao copntered. “Angway, the Japs aren't
bothering the Dekta.”

“Damn it, you're Chinese, and they'rc
bothering the rest of China, and me, I've
been pitching. And Santiago was at Ba-
taan. We're entitled to a break.”

Willie Pao considered for a moment.
“Back in the States, you mean, a fellow that
fights the Japs wouldn't be knifed, like
that?”

“That’s it, emactly.” ,

Pao jerked his thumb at the radio in the
corncr.  “How about thosc strikes in the
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war preduction plants? Think up a better
one than that.”

“Fifteen thousand is too mwuch. Five
wauld be laying it on, and three would be
pretty stff.”

“I'll study on that.” Pao spoke to the
bench warmers on his right, and they got
up, rifles in hand. Then, to the prisoners:
“Don’t try to make a break. You'll get hurt.”

Burke chuckled sourly. “How far would
a fellow get ‘without a native guide? Prob-
ably to the next piratc nest.”

“\Well, cat hearty.”

So the guards marched Burke and San-
tiago out of the room, and into an inner
court glong three of whose walls were brick
cubicles. :

Holding the lantern aloft, the leader of
the guards pointed. A coolie, coming from
the rear of the gronp, set out a bowl of rice,
some soy beag curd, and a pot of tea

A lean, rangy, thin-faced man came out
of the dog house 2djoining the one to which
Bntke and Santiago had been assigned.

“Thank God, a blogdy Christian!” he
exclaimed. “Cobber, how’d you blunder into
this bloody corner of hell?”

“Well, 'm damned! Long way from
Australia.”

“Too far, chum. What's that, your
striker?”

“That, Sesior,” the Filipino informed
him, “is Santiago Garcia y Guevara, assis-
tant camera man.”

“Allies home week,” Burkc went on.
“Where's the rest?”

“The rest,” the Australian answered, “is
in the corner over thcre, a bloody little Jap,
a majar or the like.” '

Burke divided the rice and soy bean curd
with Santiago and fell to, all the while lis-
tenipg to Hubert Piggot’s account of his
cscape from internment in Hong Kang.

“And so when I get to Macao, and a mis-
sionary arranges it for me to go up the
bloody river, what'n ‘ell has to bappen but
my boatman gets lost and, here I am, held
for enough to ransom a tegiment. And
sitting here trying to keep my hands off that
Jap, throttling him would cost me his ran-
som. Valuable groperty, that’s what he is.”

Burke sighed. “If I weren’t short of
money,” I'd say, “let’s split the expense and
enjay outselves before Willie Pao feeds us
to the fishes.”
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Piggot snorted. “That ain’t funny. I didn't
half like the sight of the bones wired to the
stakes at low water mark.”

v

URKE settled down to convince Willie

Pao that cameramen were expendable,
and that Globe Newsreel would not go a
great deal higher than the cost of sending
a replacement, along with equipment, to the
theatre of operations. “Hell, I don’t own
the company, I just work for it, you hear a
lot of crap about Americans being humani-
tarian and sentimental, but that’s just on
special occasions. Sorry as hell for China,
but selling the Skibbies all the war supplies
they wanted. And would they dig up to
fortify Guam and Maniia? They said the
Japs wouldn’t darc get fresh. And I'll get
a horse-laugh, asking for all that dough,
they’ll say teday no Chinaman could
possibly get tough with an American
buddy.”

Willie Pao was open-minded. “"Lucky
I lived in the Statcs, there's not another
farmer on the Declta who'd listen to that
line.”

“I got no rich relatives.”

“Some Americans are that way.”

" “Those 1 got, they never invited me over
for the week-end.”

“That’s another thing most Chinamen
couldn’t understand. We'd bail out a rela-
tive even if we hated his guts. Anyway,
I'm reasonable, maybe $15,000 is a bit steep.
Make it $12,000.”

Burke got up. “If it’s that way, up it to
fifty, it's mote dignified giving me the
works for lack of that amount. I don't
want to lose face along with my neck. For
rice field fertilizer, how much am I worth?
But two thousand is good when it's put into
Chinese currency.”

Pao eyed him. “Losing everything, in-
cluding face, that's tough. You're making
me cry. Get out, while I think.”

“Mind if I take some pictures?”

“Go ahead. We're all wanted and known.
Just don’t wander too far.”

He was at it when a motor boat purred
into the inlet. The coolies who tilled Pao’s
rice fields unslung their riflcs and covered
the launch until they recognized the crew
members who came ashore. That two Japa-
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nese officers were with the party did not in-
terest the farmer-pirates.

Pao’s black hulled cabin cruiser, quite un-
guarded, had enough en§ines for a PT.
However, making a break for it ranked high
in useless occupations. Given a clear start,
which way would one go? As far as Burke
could see, there was nothing but low-lying
rice fields, and criss-cross canals. All the pre-
vious day, he had been comparing the delta
with the Louisiana bayou country, in which
many a stranger and cven an occasional na-
tive had disappeared for keeps. So, going
back to the prisoners’ compound, Burke was
convinced that bargaining was the only out.

He sat down to think on that. Hubert
Piggot sat in the sun, his long face puckered
in a scow] as he played solitaire with a deck"
of Chinese cards. Santiago, with no chance
to usc a bolo, was stretched out on the flag-
stones, sound aslecp.

Ming-chung, Burke admittcd, was not re-
sponsible for this jam; the way it all added
up, Ah Lin and Ah Sam, having some kin-
folk or friends in the pirate industry, had
turned the trick for a bit of cumshaw, Or,
though Pao remained non-committal, they
might well be spotters, on a par with those
outside agents who shipped as deck hands,
boring from within and making it easier
for the boarding party.

A puppet minijster must have dough, lots
of it; unless the job paid off, no Chinaman
would want it, if only because of the dan-
ger. Only a month previous, three agents
from Kungming had assassinated the gover-
nor of Kwang Tung Province, and very
handily, too.

“Uh-huh, turn Willie Pao a bit of busi-
ness,” Burke reasoned, “and if we crab
Ming-chung’s game, okay. Once the guy
has paid his ransom, Ming-chung can have
another go at him.”

Then Burke met the captive Japanese offi-
cer. He wore horn-rimmed glasses, promi-
nent teeth, and a uniform which, despite
captivity, was clean and well pressed. He
halted some paces from Burke, bowed,
hissed ceremoniously, then said in intelligi-
ble English, “Mutual hestility can be sus-
pended by common peril.”

“I'm Bill Smith,” Burke said, for his
name was on a number of Japanese black
lists, “but I'm not so sure this is a pleasure,
Major—"
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HE COULD not risk telling his compan-
ions about the visitors who had come
to bribe the pirates into ploughing under
a year's output. There was a chance that
Oroku’s ransom request had been pigeon-
holed, and that comforts he had asked his
friends to send had been supplied by Pao;
in a word, the major's fellow officers might
consider him as missing, and after suitable
civilian reprisals, had written him off; and
that they'd not learn their error until after
Pao had collected for not raising hell with
shipping.

All guesswork; but so was teaming up
with a Jap. The fact that there could not
be any motive for trickery was exactly what
made Burke suspicious; Piggot was right,
regardless of his reasoning.

Sa they knelt about the tiny table, and
went through the solemn foolery of bou-
quet-inhaling, and listening to the conven-
tional beautiful thoughts tumned into man-
gled English.

Santiago sipped his tea as though it were
poison. Piggot uncompromisingly refused.
Burke said, "More than seven lines is too
. long for a poem. But four would not be
right.”

Oroku’s face brightened. “Ah—so you
know? Yes, Five %incs, or three.”

“Like blosscms on a stem.”

“Or stems in 2 vase.”

The Jap was homesick enough to get a
1ift out of this lead-hoofed ersafz. To Burke,
the ritual was gibberish, on a par with flower
arrangements, or the keeping of pet crickets;
but he sensed that the Jap was doing his best
to show his cultural side in hi campaign
to win allies. It was ridiculous, and it was
pathetic, and finally, revolting; because while
the man seemed on the level, he must cer-
tainly be playing a c.

By o!:mlyd fgmot 1%:;; but wogder when
one crossed the fine line that divided per-
missible loss of Japanese dignity, and the
loss which demanded “honorable exit.”
Maybe Oraku was stir-happy.

Finally Burke thanked him for the tea,
and doubtless completed the raping of rit-
ual, “We'll think it over, Major,” he said,
and got off his cramped knees.

Oroku drew in the most ceremonious hiss,
and went into his dog house, where he had
a wooden pillow and a straw mat.

An hour or two later, Piggot reached in

to grab Burke's ankle. He followed his
warning by crawling into the cubicle and
whispering, “If he’s in danger of costing his
family the last bloody yer they've got, or if
it’s his neck, he may mean business. What
do you say?”

“He’s in danger, but there’s more to it
than that. But what he didn’t say was how
four guys with paddles can outrun a power-
boat.”

“Shifty little stinkcr.
facts.”

Burke said, “Wait.”

He crept toward the Jap's cubidle, until,
huddled against the wall, he closed his eyes.
Oroku’s breathing indicated that he was
asleep. So did the man’s stirring, and the
mumbled half dozen syllables, scarcely audi-
ble.

Once be had his head within the dark-
ness of the dog house, Burke opened his
eyes, giving them time for further dilation
in the gloom. His business made him far
more than ordinarily aware of the eye’s
power of accommodation; a darkroom which
at the start seemns utterly without light will,
after half an hour, seem alarmingly bright,
yet not sufficiently so to fog even the most
sensitive film.

Tca instead of

H'E LISTENED to the sluggish lapping
of the water in the canal outside the
wall; the tide was coming in. Elsewhere,
water trickled from one dyked rice terrace
to a lower onc. Immobile, he endured the
maddening mosquitocs.

Finally be was able to spot the tea-box.
Holding his breath, he inched along, until,
reaching the bursting point, he had to ex-
hale in an agonizingly slow trickle, and then
inhale just as cautiously. But at last he had
the hamper, and was moving it, without any
betraying rustle or clatter.

Back to the doorway, and into the now
brilliant outer shadows; he paused before
turning to scuttle away with the prize which
might well be a false alarm.

Too late, he sensed the scarcely percepti-
ble tug as he moved; there was a thread con-
necting the box to the owner’s toe.

“Please, box contain only cultural ob-
jects,” Major Oroku objected from the dark-
ness. “But willing to share luxuries with
ally to be. Allow me to make rationing.”

Burke did not let embarrassment at bemg
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caught at sneak-thievery hamper him as it
normally would have.

“Major, we want to check this box, not
steal it. It’s just that asking you to dump
lit out for a going over would have been tact-
ess.”

The little man smiled. “You have almost
Japanese manners.”

Piggot had crept up. *“I ought to bash
in your bloody head for saying that, but let
it pass. We're both looking.”

Oroku took out item at a time. "Tea pot,
nothing concealed. Tea parcel. More of
same. Preserved plum jar. Object of art.
First aid kit, American made, very nice.”

They frisked the dog house. They studied
the pillow, which was a cylinder of wood
supported at cach end on trestle-legs.

It was not as heavy as it looked. Burke
shook it, and heard a muted sound. “Do I
break it open, or will you open it?”

“Ceremonial tea,” the major insisted,
after unscrewing the end of the cylinder and
taking out a package.

“Ceremonial nuts! What're these sockets?
And these sticks of bamboo?”

The last named were threcaded to screw
together into an assembly. “Fly casting,
what?” Piggot grumbled. “Only I don’t be-
lieve it.”

“Nice rocket, Major,” Burke said, and
proved his point by unmasking the fuse.
“What for?”

Oroku went poker faced.

“Speak up, you little bum, or I'll tear you
in half,” Piggot whispered. “No one’s go-
ing to ransom me, not a bloody shilling
will any one send, and that pirate’ll feed me
to the carp anyway. I have nothing to lose
and a lot of fun to gain.”

Oroku didn't twitch.

Burke thrust at Piggot's chest. “Get back,
Hubert.” Then, “"Major, I'm taking this
rocket to Willic Pao and scc if he is inter-
ested.”

The Jap smilcd. “Keen perception makes
you respectful ally. Do not be hasty. The
Chinese say, wz wei wu pn wei. Do noth-
ilng,’ and there will be nothing you cannot
o. :

“Bloody rot, a Chinaman knows better,”
Piggot scoffed.

“No, it makes sense,” Burke corrected. “It
means, until you've made a move, you've got
a choice of all moves, but once you've made

m

a move, you've lost your choice. It doesn’t
mean, sit on your pratt never doing a thing.”

“Ha!” Piggot brightened. “But a silly
way of talking. Let's quit the bloody dia-
logue and 4o somcthing!”

“I begin to sec why they send in an Aus-
tralian when therc’s nothing left but to do
something hard and do it quick. But the
major is right. Once we tell Pao, we have
told Pao. Okay, Major, but I am not crap-
ping you, I will see Pao unless you sound
good.', - ' N,

“Yes, and how’ll we outrace a bloody
power boat?”

“This,” the Jap answered, “is Nipponese
cleverness. A rocket fired marks a position.
I can find my way out, yes, but how could
I find my way back, leading soldiers? This
is 2 marker for obscrvers. Pirates are ob-
noxious, this one most of all.”

Piggot caught the point. “Observers ‘on
both ends of a basc line, spotting the rocket
rising, they figure out this position like in
artillery practice?”

“Yes. And person lingering here after
setting off rocket—need I say more?”

He didn’t. Even if he escaped the pirates,
the saturation bombing of the square mile or
so around the marked spot would finish
the hero. The Japs considered that obliter-
ating Willie Pao, and at the cost of but one
officer, was doing a necessary job and doing
it economically. As a guess, the capture
of Major Oroku had been a set-up.

“I think this is a good bet,” Burke said,
and Piggot agreed. “Wherc’s the boat?”

Oroku gestured toward the corner of the
compound. “Beyond wall.”

“Let’s be sure.”

He went to look. ‘

Burke got to work with the fragment of
a broken bottle, and while he slashed his
fingers, he also mangled the sides and end
of the rocket cylinder. The job was done,
before Oroku, after intent myopic squinting
into the darkness, returned to say that all was
clear.

He set up the rocket and arranged the
time fuse. The prisoners made a circuit of
the compound, looking and listening. There
were guards on duty, and awake, but they
were more concerned with a game of ma
chenk, judging from the mutter of voices,
than with any considerations of security.

On the basis of sounds, there were quite
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met his bedraggled prisonets. He addressed
Oroku.

The Jap straightencd up. His face be-
came composed. The little man was unde-
niably dignified. He spoke a few words,
precisely, ceremoniously, as though instead
of standing bcfore a captor, and in the midst
of an cver widening puddlc of mud, he was
at a palace reception.

Piggot whispered, “'The little stinker is
facing it likc a man. Hopce we can take it
as well,”

Pao answered, just as ceremoniously. The
two exchanged bows. Then a man stepped
up behind thc major, held a pistol to the
back of the battered head, and pulled the
trigger. He holstered the gun, and went
back to his fellows.

Pao turned to the remaining captives.

“You fellows want separate trials, or—"
~ “We were together in this,” Piggot cut
in.

“That is right,” Santiago affirmed.

Pao nodded. “You men don’t have much
cash value. No matter how much the Jap
had, I am not moncy minded cnough to
care. I figured out easily why the rocket.
Observers could locate our position to with-
in a few yards, and saturate us with bombs.
We were paid off not to snatch the Minister
of the Navy, so we are here, doing a bit of
sociable gambling, all of us. To be wiped
out, like that. Major Oroku seems to have
koown the country, but he didn’t know we
could open a couple of sluices, and make
water flow backwards. The Si Kiang is
damn near twenty feet higher than the Chu
Kiang. Funny, isn’t it?”

Burke drew a deep breath. Sweat was
beginning to wash the mud from his face.
“Look here, Willie, there is another thing
the major skipped. I slashed the sides of
that rocket and the end of the tube so it
wouldn'’t rise, so it'd go ff# and jitter around
the compound, like a nigger-chaser.”

Willic Pao rubbed his snub nose for a
moment. “Proving that might make a dif-
ference.”

“Get the tube and look, I hacked it with
a bit of glass, and I hacked my fingers.” He
held his hands out. “Find a bit of bloody
glass.” '

“Why that trouble?”

“T'll go find it for you.”

“No, the trouble of cutting the rocket.”
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“Using a Jap is one thing, helping one
is another. You were to be saturation
bombed. Man to man, I'd be all for that—
but not when a Jap wants it done. He was
against you, so I was for you. I could have
plugged the rocket with dirt and made ’er
blow up like a firecracker, but I wanted you
to know it'd been tinkercd with, and you'd
not know from a few scraps of paper.”

“Mmm—why care, you cxpected to be
away from here, one way ticket?”

“I was hoping you'd put two and two
together, and dccide to double-cross the
Japs, and keep on raiding them. And take a
crack at the Minister of the Navy when he
comes down the river to prove that pirates
don’t cxist.”

Pao considered, then said, “Find me that
glass and that rocket.”

They found the cvidence.

The pirate said, “Okay, Oroku goes
alone.”

And then Burke played his advantage.
"“Big-hcarted Willie Pao, not shooting us.”

“You've carned your ransom, all of you.
No cover charge cither.”

“Oh, nuts for that! Ming-chung brushed
me off, he wouldn’t let me track along to
film the surprise party for the Minister of

‘the Navy. Are you game to tackle a gun-

boat? Can you beat him to it?”

Willie Pao yawned. “You're talking me
into something. But suppose you don'’t really
know what Ming-chung cxpects to do, he
brushed you off.”

“He just didn’t want us with his gang.”

“But he trusted you with his plans?”

“It's a cinch he knew we'd not get in
touch with the Japs to sell him out. We
were to wait at Tam Chau till the show
opencd. Your stooges, Ah Lin and As Sam,
fixed that!”

“If we don’'t snmatch the minister first,
what do we get? Settling a gunboat costs
money, and how will we find our man in
the shuffle?”

“Where's your—your—"

“Patriotism, huh?”

Burke faced the man’s smiling contempt.
“I hate the word too! Every stinker and
four-flusher in the world uses it for a dec-
oration,” he fairly shouted. “The Minister
of the Navy claims he’s a patriot. You've
got a record as long as a box car, you've
got a datc in the plaza some day, with your
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The Dragon’s prow loomed up, though
V;iguely, for the floating smake screen was
rising slowly. Her forward rifles blasted,
sharp, ear-splitting whacks against the in-
sane chattering of machine-guns. Burke
filmed perhaps five fect when Willie Pao
yelled, and the cngines revved up, and sud-
denly cnough to pitch Burke to the deck.
The swerving and heeling rolled him from
locker to bulwark, and Santiago, trying to
check him, was added to the scramble.

Piggot laughed and shouted, “Give me
another clip!”

Someone understood his gesture.

And when the lanky Australian had re-

loaded his automatic, there was no target.
The speed boat, after skating on her beam-
end, dug in and piled on the knots—fifty
—sixty—sixty-five—
" Burke cursed. Now that he was on his
knees, he could see nothing to film. OId-
fashioned Chinese battle tactics; a lot of
noise, smoke, firc-crackers, nothing missing
but the whanging of gongs to frighten the
cnemy! Though it'd made a grand sound
trick, as a picture it was a flop.

And then there was sound: a rumbling
blast, a concussion somewhat a blow, and
somewhat a numbing compression as of a
monstrous strait-jacket. Contemptuously ig-
noring the floating stink-pots, the skipper
had overlooked the two cans which con-
tained explosive instead of stench, and when
the prow hit the cable jeining the mines,
they had whipped back, hitting the gun-
boat’s thin plates at thc water level.

“All right, Yank, there’s your picturc!”
Piggot yelled, and the pirates howled as the
black hull completed her arc and swooped
back to close in.

What followed was a three-ring night-
mare. The Golden Dragon, plates on either
side blown in, was settling in the mud. Her
Pedestal guns were useless at close range;
and from the branch sloughs, farmer-pirates,
packed into swiftly paddled boats, were clos-
ing in on the stalled gunboat.

Smake bombs, hand grenades; long
swords and axes to slash the barbed wire;
and the defenders broke out steam lines to
hose the howling mobs which boarded the
Dragon amidships, and from the fantail. But
there were too many pirates now, and not
cnough crew.

Along the rail, and sunk below deck level,
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was a runway which reached from poop to
forepeak; a sea-going trench, Burke called
it, as he lurched through a gap in the barbed
wire and took a header to the bottom in-
stead of getting a footing on deck.

Santiago had an ersa/z bolo; Piggot, 2
tommy gun. With lead and stcel, they won
working room, and clambered out of the
trench. “Here's your bloody picture,” the
Australian yelled, “it'd better be good!”

They were mopping up when a powder
magazine let go. Fire raced through the
hull. In the smoke and confusion, Burke
saw Japanese officers, and Chinesc members
of the puppet minister’s staff hustled over
the side and into the waiting boats.

There was no time for looting. Reprisal
would quickly follow from the air.

Later, Willie Pao handed Burke a parcel,
the size of a mclon, wrapped in a piece
slashed from a blanket. “Give this to Ming-
chung when you sce him.  He'll be sore as
hell, but he’s got no business muscling in
on the delta. I'm running it these days.
When do I sce the pictures?”

“Depends on my getting up the river.
And what'll you do for a projector?”

Willie grinned. “I got a boat for you,
and don’t worry about projectors, the Skib-
bies'll furnish me that.”

Some hourts later, they were ashore, and
watching the pirate boat racing downstream.
“I still can’t believe they let us go,” Piggot
muttered. “'Craziest blighters I ever heard
of.”

“The real grief is what Ming-chung will
think, if he doesn’t like his present.”

Santiago said, “Sefior, is nicc present, he
will not be sore too much.”

HEY found Ming-chung in his limestone

cavern. Hec had not been down the
delta, and apparently neither he nor his
guerrillas had any intention of going in that
direction. The maps he had spread out on
his straw mat were of Shensi Province.

He accepted the present with both hands,
and unwrapped it.

“Willie Pao,” he said when he looked at
the badly damaged face which stared up at
him, “is a very nice fellow.”

“You're not griped?”

“Not at all. Willie gets face for doing
the work. I get face for having this souve-
nit.” His smile made him glow like a full
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an antagonist. Among a herd of other cat-
tle, he loomed colossal, standing nearly five
fect to the top of his ponderous shoulders,
with an estimated weight of fifteen hundred
pounds, all bull from the tips of his pointed
horns to his broad rump—arrogant, un-
compromising, a born fighter. He was feared
and hated in that vast stretch of rugged ter-
rain between Apishipa Creck and the Rattle-
snake Buttes.

Late winter snow, still visible on the
higher levels surrounding Rattlesnake
Buttes, was rapidly disappearing under the
carly May sun. From the upper-slopes, the
whole area resembled a huge green fan with
its diverging streams and arroyos, now filled
with torrents of rushing water which emp-
tied into Apishipa Creek.

This vast stretch of country, dotted here
and there with cedar thickets, grass-covered
valleys and rock-edged mesas was known
as the Burkett Range, operated by Joe But-
kett, a hard-bitten cattle baron whose enter-
prising genius resulted in yearly profits while
other cattlemen in the surrounding country
regarded his success with increasing eavy.

Red Terror's sudden appearance wasn't
without provocation. Along the highway,
on the farther side of the creek, Bob Warren,
ex-foreman of Paradise Ranch, was riding
a high-spirited Hambletonian horse and was
staring resolutely at the approaching tull,
secure in the Lnowledge that the high-
banked creek was between them.

Torredor, too, had heard the terrifying
bellow. Gripping the bridle bit in his
teceth, he pulled sharply to frce the rcins
from Warren’s grip. Then rearing upward,
he lunged toward the creek’s edge, vigor-
ously pawing the air with his fore feet. Tor-
redor had been bred for the race track. But
following Warren's enlistment a year pre-
viously, his training had been pushed into
an indefinite future. Now, after a year of
freedom on the grassy slopes of Paradise
Ranch, he had become unmanageable—al-
most to the point of viciousness—a beautiful
horse, tall, rangy, whose sleek chestnut coat
;et cl;im apart from the others in the range

erd.

He was unlike others, too; he had an
intense dislike for cattle. Whenever they
strayed into his feeding grounds, he would
chase them away with vicious lunges. A
great change had come over Torredor during
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Warren’s year of absence on Overseas Duty.
On the first day of his furlough, before he
could adjust the saddle on his prized race-
horse, he had been obliged to muzzle him
for his own protection.

Now, the high-spirited Torredor was
recady for battle. Reaching over, Warrep
patted his neck. “Calm down, Old Boy,
you're not going to be messed up with that
fighting bull. We're just going to bag a few
sage-hens before going home,” he soothed,
thinking what a dangerous antagonist the
bull would make in a free-for-all battle.

P‘OR a while after that, Warren thought
little about Old Joe Burkett's bull until
one day he was making a short-cut toward
the oaly crossing over the creek. Riding
along a little used trail, he turned down
into a gully where he saw a herd of Bur-
kett's cattle, the Red Terror among them.
The first intimation of trouble camc when
he heard an explosive roar. Torredor,
sensing disaster, refused to be restrained,
wheeled suddenly and bolted up a slight
rise of ground in the direction of the creek
bridge. This was of a temporary nature,
being constructed by loggers in the previous
summer.

Arriving at the top of the ridge, the bull
was about one hundred yards behind War-
ren. In a short race, the Terror's speed
ncarly equaled that of the horse. Reaching
the temporary bridge, Warren could hear
the explosive efforts of the maddened bull.
To his horrified surprise, his horse refused
to cross over the bridge. Instinctively grip-
ping the 12-gauge shotgun, Warren jumped
then raced across the wobbly structure. Two
jumps more, and he threw one leg over
the framework of an open well, then let
himself down into the boxlike hideout.

Bewildered for several seconds over War-
ren’s disappearance, the horse whinneyed
wistfully, then, swinging around, he planted
both hindfeet on the Terror’'s jaw. The
bull wavered for another second, then be-
gan pawir; the soft earth. Desperately,
Warren leveled his ineffective shotgun and
pulled both triggers. The charge of shot
seared a spot on the animal’s neck as he re-
sumed his bellowing and tried to locate his
intended victim in the sawmill area. He
stood there, grimly, challenging, like the
uncompromising fighter that he was, then
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with a long, deep rumb’e proceeded back to
the herd.

ETRIEVING Torredor, Warren started

back to Paradise Ranch, which is lo-
cated five miles above the Burkett Range.
The two properties are separated by an
intervening hog-back covered with scrub
cedar and jack-oak. The ridge ends abruptly,
providing ample space for the Apisiipa
School, which to his surprise had been re-
opened after being closed down during the
previous year. Instead of its former ram-
shackle appearance, improvements had been
made. New outbuildings had becen erected
with a fresh coat of paint on the whole
property. The most surprising thing about
the improvements was a newly constructed
steel-mesh fence surrounding the whole
schoolyard.

Warren had ccased to have any interest
in academic pursuits, but the presence of
the blond-haired teacher, Louise Trevor,
led him into the schoolyard. It was her
first experience in the tcaching profession
—a slight, blue-eyed girl who seemed little
older than some of her pupils.

“So you're a teacher?” he chided laugh-
ingly.

“I'm trying to be one, Corporal Warren.”

Warren’s face puckered, “This place re-
minds me of the stockades that are erected
for prisoners in the Solomons. Is the school
board afraid you'll run away?” he grinned
incredulously.

Miss Trevor colored. “Mr. Burkett put
it up to keep his range animals out of the
schoolyard. I refused to accept the teach-
ing contract until it was done,” she ex-
plained.

“Range animals? You mecan—oh, I get
it,” admitted Warren, thinking that the girl
had more faith in the effectiveness of the
steelmesh fence than she should. It rc-
quired no imagination to figure out what
would happen if that maniac bull slipped
into the schoolyard during one of the re-
cess periods. It was outrageous to permit
such a vicious animal to run at large, he
thought, watching the apparent nervousness
of the girl even when she mentioned the
matter. Red Terror was a very appropriate
name for the treacherous brute, he thought.
Suddenly the school bell clattered sharply
above his head.

119

“I must go now,” Miss Trevor said. Then
ventured in a more pleading voice, “You'll
come back—won’t you?”

Warren grinned. “T'll be seeing you
again,” he said. Saluting discreetly, he
rode out from the schoolyard. Might just
as well do a little reconnaissance work here
too, he reflected. Over in the Solomons, it
was the treacherous Japs—while along the
Apishipa it was old Joe Burkett’s bull.

HE conversation with Louise Trevor

came into Warren's thoughts on the fol-
lowing day. Red Terror was in the same
area of the ranch property. He watched
the grim-looking animal approaching the
creek’s edge with a slow, malcvolent tread.
Taking out his glasses, what he saw made
his blood run cold. It was little wonder that
everyone was afraid of him, he thought. The
ogreish eyes, the sharply pointed horns, the
drooling slaver from his muzzle told far
more than mere words about the Terror.
Halting briefly, the bull began pawing alter-
nately with each forefoot, his stubby tail
lashing against his heaving sides.

Warren shook his head. “Darned if you
aren’t a tough-looking baby!”

Recalling the first encounter on the pre-
vious day, Warren wondered whether the
‘Terror had any retentive faculties. It might
be the scent of his horse or the reflection of
sunlight against his shotgun barrel had regis-
tered in the animal’s brain. But whatever
it was, there was little doubt what would
happen if the creek wasn't between them.

Obviously, the Terror had no sense of
fear. Warren, cven though he had sworn
vengeance on the vicious animal, had to
admit that there was many things to 1dimire
about him. He fought openly, engaging a
foe whenever and wherever he found them.
Across the creek, he watched the bull in
puzzled amazement. Suddenly, the animal
began roaring with increasing fury, jerking
his head upward, then downward as if to
impale an imaginary object on the pointed
horns, then he began throwing chunks of
mud over kis back.

Warren estimated the distance across the
creek at twenty yards. The seared scar along
the bull’s neck gave mute evidence where
the charge of bird shot had struck that ‘ught
when he found safety in the open well. He
regretted the fact that he hadn’t a .50-30.
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Glancing up the slope, Warren's eyes
widened. Directly in line with the enraged
bull, he saw a lanky white horse proceeding
toward him with long, easy lopes. He recog-
nized the man in the saddle immediately.
“Old Joe Burkett,” he said half audibly.
He looked again. The features now were
plainly visible. Not a hard face but never
without determination. The large protrud-
ing jaw, wide-open mouth with firm, thin
lips that could smile or as easily twist into
a curse.

Formalities are unknown in cattle-land.
An unwavering glance presupposes more
than words. Neither man spoke. Warren
sat motionless on his horse—waiting for
Old Joe to make the first move. Instantly,
the gaunt face took on a stony hardness.
Warren adjusted himself in the saddle.

A deep, rumbling bellow again rose in
the Terror’s throat. Burkett had a long
braided blacksnake whip in his hand. Cir-
cling around, a well-aimed thrust of the
whip bit into the bull's rump. “Beat it,
you—you cantankerous old son-of-a-gun!”
he cried angrily.

Whether it was the sting of the whip or
respect for Old Joe’s authority, Warren
couldn’t tcll. But the enraged animal
shook his head with apparent disgust, then
trotted up over the slope.

Burkett's lips twisted. “Is this all you
have to do, sitting over there tormenting
my bull?”

Warren shifted again in the saddle. "I've
as much right sitting here on this side of
the creek as that murderous beast has on
that side. I guess you're reasonable enough
to admit the fact,” retorted Warren.

“I knew you'd think of somecthing like
that to say,” retorted Burkett, "but if you
had paid no attention to him and gone
about your own business, he wouldn’t have
noticed you.”

“Perhaps not,” admitted Warren, think-
ing about the narrow escape he had experi-
enced when he climbed down into the open
well a week previously. "One thing is cer-
tain, if he belonged to me, I'd either pen
him up or make hot-dogs out of him be-
fore he kills somebody,” he ventured testily.

Burkett sniffed. 'I've signs posted all
over this property which plainly state that
trespassing is forbidden. So whenever any-
one disregards this warning, they do it at
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their own risk,” he rcturned meaningly,
spurring his horse into a lope up the same
route that the Terror had taken.

Warren watched Old Joe until he disap-
peared over the ridge. It was preposterous
that any sane person would stick up for such
a vicious animal. Then he thought about
the similarity between Red Terror and his
owner. Their natures were cxactly alike.

Warren realized that Old Joe was within
his rights when it came to any question
of trespassing on his property. There was
no legal point to be decided in that re-
spect. But would Red Terror pay any at-
tention to boundaries? That was a moot
question. It seemed strange that no action
could be taken until some tragic incident
occurred.

It was Burkett's attitude that irritated
Warren, He sat there for two minutes
longer in stony silence. The morc he thought
about the Red Terror, the angrier he became,
then the hard lines on his face softened as
he heard the soft chimes of the Apishipa
School bell. He glanced at his watch. Nine
o'clock. Stirring restlessly in the saddle,
fear came suddenly into his mind. Would
the newly constructed wire fence around the
schoolyard offer sufficient protection for
Louise? A grim scowl settled on his face
as he reined the Hameltonian around and
started down the rutted road that followed
the creek. Then he complained aloud bit-
terly, “That girl shouldn’t have accepted that
school in the first place. OIld Joe Burkett
wouldn't care if that devilish bull of his
killed all the youngsters in the district and
their teacher along with them.” ‘Warren
shook his head over such sordid contem-
plation. e

WO miles down the rutted trail, War-

ren saw Mike Wallace’s farmhouse.
Mike’s chief interest in the Apishipa School
came from the fact that he held a yearly
contract for furnishing firewood for heating
the building.

Mike’s industry was apparent when War-
ren rode into the yard. A well-rounded
load of firewood had been placed on a small-
sized jeep ready for delivery.

“Howdy nerghbor,” Mike greeted.

Warren'’s thoughts were on the Red Ter-
ror. A forced smile came into his serious
face when lhe said, “Hello!”
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“Travelin' ‘er just goin’ somewhere?”
Mike grinned.

Warren came to the point immediately.
“Just came over to see if something can’t be
done about that maniac bull of OId Joe
Burkett’s.”

Mike gave Warren an amused glance.
“I guess you're more interested in the lit-
tle schoolma’am than you are in Old
Joe’s bull. Don’t blame you though,
‘cause she’s prettier'n a bud on a peach-
limb.”

Warren smiled over Mike's comparison.
But his appareat indifference to Louise’s
safety was disappointing. *“You know Old
Joe pretty well, don’t you?” he ventured,
attempting anothcr approach.

“Ye-ah, I know him too well to want
any trouble with him,” said Mike.

“Afraid of him, are you?”

“Not exactly that. But he’s never caused
me any trouble. So I don't see any reason
for me to butt into his affairs. There’s
one thing I do know, Old Joe thinks a
lot of that bull. Ever since he's had him
—that’s six years—he's got top price for
+his yearlings on the open market and it's
my guess if you go tramping on his toes,
you'll have a fight on your hands,” Mike
returned, codding his head with conviction.

Fight! Warren was amused. Home on
a furlough from the South Pacific. Am-
bushed for. three weeks. Fought his way
out over the bodies of a platoon of yellow-
bellics. Thrusting his hand under his
shirt, he rubbed an itching .scar, now
healed, but still annoying, the tell-tale evi-
dence of a bursting shell that had kept him
in a base hospital for two months. Then
had come a furlough 2nd home.

“Fight, did you say?" Warren repeated
with a Jaugh.

“Ye-ah, Old Joe is a tough hombre!”
cxplained Mike. _

Warten realized that there was nothing
to be gained in discussing measures to
get rid of the Terror. He knew that Mike
had erected the wire fence around the school-
house for Old Joe and he also knew that
he had been well paid for the job. Money
talked! It bad talked loud enough for
Warren to realize, too, that Burkett him-
self was uneasy over the fighting proclivi-
ties of his prized bull, even though he
wouldn’t admit it.
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Warren bristled, “It’s a dead-cinch that
I'm not going to let that vicious animal
cause Louise any trouble, and I don’t mean
maybe!” He knew that the ultimatum
weuld be carried to Burkett.

HORTLY after daylight the next morn-

ing, Warren headed back toward the
Burkett Range. The tang of growing
things was in the air. Even the spirited
Hambletonian shied at imaginary objects
along the highway. A quarter-mile up the
slope where the hogback dips toward the
schoolhouse he saw the Terror on the outer
fringes of a large herd of cattle. "A deep
guttural roar shook the early morning
stillness. 'Warren stood up in the stirrups
and raised his glasses. \What he saw filled
him with anger.

Directly across from the spot where the
Terror was putting on a demounstration was
the home of Seth Robbins, partially hid-
den in a grove of clm and cottonwood
trees. Robbins, a retired farmer, cven in
his more robust days would have been un-
cqual to maich strength and wits against
such a formidable adversary.

Nearing the little farmhouse, Warren’s
eyes widened with an explosive curse. The
aged Robbins was sitting astride of a large
obtruding limb in a gnarled cottonwood
tree. The Terrcr was pawing viciously on
the ground, roaring with vengcful fury.
An empty porcelain bucket was sitting ncar
the base of the tree.

Warren rode slowly up to the tree. His
sun-tanned face becamé a shade lighter.
“Are you hurt?” he cried, pulling out a
formidable looking .38.”

“Can't tell. My left shoulder fecls
pretty sore where he struck me. Hope it
ain’t broke!” explained the old man nerv-
ously. “I was coming back from the well
with that bucket full of water when the
damned varmint struck me. If it hadn’t
been for this here cottonwood I'd be a gon-
ner right now,” he deplored shakily.

The Terror advanced a few steps to-
ward Warren, pawing and roaring with
demon-like fury, then paused for a second,
bracing himself for a charge.

Warren backed his horse to one side of
the cottonwood, then gripped the .38.

“Don’t use that gun!”™ cried Robbins.
“Old Joc’ll kill both of us if yeu do!” ‘The
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old man stuttered in excitement. “Get over
behind the barn where he can’t see you!”

“I'll get him if he comes too close,” War-
ren said, wheeling the horse around as he
flashed bchind the barn. Ten seconds later
Warren circled around behind the Terror.
He had a long-tined pitchfork in his hands.

“Fight now, you son of Satan,” he cried,
dashing up-—and two tines s2nk into the
bull's rump. The animal, writhing in pain,
rcared defiance as he swung loose from the
sharp-pronged fork.

Warren was too quick for the ponderous
Terror. Another thrust of the sharply
pointed hay-fork, and there came a frenzied
grunt as he tried to swing around to bring
the sharp horns into action. Furtively War-
ren sank the fork-tines deeper—prodding
with all the force he could command. Un-
able to escape from the harrowing attack,
the bull sank down with an agonizing roar,
then gave a leap forward and broke into a
run while Warren followed, jabbing sav-
agely.

Breathing heavily, Warren returned to
the Robbins’ farmyard. Glancing back, he
saw that the Terror had rejoined the other
cattle that were moving slowly back toward
the slope.. Suddenly, he paused on a slight
rise of ground and began bellowing re-
vengefully at his erstwhile tormentor.

Seth Robbins, climbing down from the
- cottonwood, grinned, “You didn’t take all
the fight out of him yet!”

“Apparently not. But I gave him some-
thing that'll stick in his brain for a while,”
Warren said, abruptly reining his horse
around and riding away.

It was a strange situation; nearly every-
one with whom he talked expressed him-
self as being afraid of Old Joe Burkett.
But stranger still was the way that Old
Joc condoned the bull’s actions. Perhaps
he was only blufing, but what was worse
he might actually have an utter disregard
for the rights of others in permitting the
animal to run at large.

Warren's nerves were a little taut from
the fact that his furlough expired in an-
other week. There would be no one to
protect the teacher and school children from
the treacherous bull. He needed no further
evidence to place the facts fairly before Old
Joe. Spurring the horse, he rode directly to
Burkett's home.
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Warren had no intention of bringing
others into whatever discussion he might
have with OId Joe. So long as the neigh-
bors put up with the situation, it was their
affair. But the thoughts of the teacher and
he; charges at the Apishipa School made
it his.

Burkett was repairing a corral when War-
ren rode up. Neither of the men exchanged
a greeting. After a prolonged silence Old
Joe glanced up briefly. :

Warren cleared his throat. “Burkett, I
came over to sce what you intend to do
about that maniac bull of yours. As I see
it, there's no use in mincing words, eithet

en him up or run the risk of having him
filled full of lead.”

Burkett stiffened. “The hell-you-say!
And where do you come into the picture?”

ARREN hesitated for asecond. “'I came

into the picture as you call it, when I
talked to the teacher at the Apishipa School.
I also knew about a few other fracases that
your bull has pulled off. Now, get this
straight, Burkett; I'm not afraid of you. I
can’t be bluffed nor scared. You'll either
pen up that animal or take the conse-
quences.”

Old Joe regarded the younger man with
sullen contempt. Not a quiver came into
his sallow face. "“That bull is as peacc-
able as a lamb. He never bothers people
until he’s molested,” he said without emo-
tion. “Therc’s a good many who would
like to hunt on my range but they're afraid
of the bull. He's better than any watch-
dog I could get,” he said with a mirthless
chuckle.

“Watchdog, hell!” Warren scoffed. “It's
quite apparent that you don’t know what
you're talking about. There’s no use in
continuing the argument over that treach-
erous animal. ‘There’s only onc thing that’l]
stop him and that’s a rifle bullet.”

Burkett gave Warren a meaning glance,.
“An eye for an cye, is my code, young
fellow.” It was steel rasping against steel.

Old Joe remained true to his reputation,
Warren thought as he rode away. It became
quite evident why all the other ranchmen in
the area were afraid of him. Come to think
about it, there would be some difficulty in
deciding which was the more dangerous,
OId Joe or the Red Terror.
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TWO days still remained of Corporal
Warren's furlough. He would be
obliged to leave the day before school was
out. The greater part of his time had been
spent in daily reconnoiters around the Bur-
kett Range. He hadn’t seen the Terror
since the morning he had had the argument
with old Joe. Apparently his visit to the
rancher’s hacienda had borne fruit. Be-
yond a doubt he was keeping the bull with
his cattle on the upper-slopes near Rattle-
snake Buttes.

On the way down to the Burkett Range
that morning, Warren rode over for another
visit with Seth Robbins.

Robbins was delighted to see his former
rescuer and friend. “Morning,” he greeted
amiably with outstretched hand.

Warren grinned. “How are you and
the Red Terror coming along?”

“Ain't seen the critter since the morning
you chased him with that pitchfork. Gosh-
‘amighty, that was some battle!” chuckled
the ald man.

“Perhaps Old Joe has penned him up?”
ventured Warren.

“Not that brute. There ain't a pen in
the county that’ll hold him,” returned Rob-
bins.

Warren felt that the old man’s conjec-
ture was probably correct. It was the pre-
vious year when the Terror had first begun
to demonstrate his contempt for man-made
constrictions. “If my memory serves me
correctly, he stirred up a lot of trouble some
time ago,” he observed.

“They closed up the school two months
before the term expired,” explained Rob-
bins. “A lot of people thought it was on ac-
count of money matters, which wasn't the
case at all. The school directors got into an
argument over which one was to file a com-
plaint to have the animal killed. But on ac-
count of Old Joe being the biggest taxpayer
in the district, they didn’t want to make him
sore. So they closed the school.”

Burkett remembered that he had made
an attempt to impound the Terror at that
time. It seemed that an enforced confine-
ment within the eight-foot walls of a prison-
like structure had fanned his evil nature to
a demoniacal degree. In the first place, it
had taken six of the best cowhands to drive
him along with ten other three-year-olds
into the prison. When the decoys were let
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out, one by one, he began to sense his plight.
Enraged over the loss of accustomed liberty,
the Terror had become as ferocious as a
caged lion—pacing slowly along the sides
of his pen, raking the heavy poles with his
horns, throwing his pondcrous weight
against the unyielding walls.

Wearied over repeated attempts to dis-
lodge the heavy beams which formed the
main portion of the corral, he had then di-
rected his attention against thc heavily
barred gate which had been constructed with
greater permanency than the other parts of
the pen. Two upright twelve-inch posts had
been sunk into the ground and sccured at
the top by a beam of equal size. The gate
was constructed from eight-inch plank and
swung from the post with heavy iron hinges.

Circling around the inclosure, hundreds
of times cach day, the bull would return to
the gate, rubbing his shoulders against the
upright posts, bellowing deeply, pawing the
ground. For two weeks he kept up this on-
slaught. One day at the rear of the corral,
he swung around quickly, no one knowing
whether it was the pent-up fury of his long
confinement or a crazed determination to
escape from the corral that inspired his sud-
den bolt for freedom. Head-on, he struck
one of the upright posts—there was a splin-
tering crash as the Terror galloped down
through the narrow lane leading out to his
old familiar range.

Perhaps it was the impressions of his con-
finement that had been seared into his brain
that had made him wary and suspicious of
the inventions of men.

“Burkett has made his bluff stick with his
neighbors,” remarked Warren, thinking
about the conversation he had had with
him a few days previously. “But I got him
told. Don't be surprised from now on at
anything that happens.”

LATE afternoon, a brisk wind was sweep-
ing down from the Rattlesnake Buttes
whose familiar outline was covered by heavy
dark clouds. Warren's eyes swept the upper
slopes. Old Joe's cattle were drifting slowly
down toward the creek.

Riding along slowly, Warren heard the
deep, rumbling bellow of the Terror roll-
ing down from the slopes above the creek
not a quarter mile away. Turning suddenly,












10 THE HONORABLE WILLIWAW

canneryman Mike learned that the Japs were
- fishing—and taking soundings — all along
the Alaskan Coast and the Aleutian Islands.

“The hell they are!” Mike exclaimed.
“Isn’t something being done about it?”” But
brass hats weren’t listening to ensigns.

Mike made a bee-line to the chartroom.
Our charts revealed large, inadequately sur-
veyed areas. “I'd hate to command a ship
in those waters during 2 war,” he said. “Ye
gods! We've almost nothing on the Kurile
Islands. They're an extegsion of the Aleu-
tian stepping stones to Japan. It's high time
we sent a fleet of fishing boats to the Kuriles.
If there’s a war there’'ll be hell to pay and
we'll be fresh out of pitch.”

Someone smiled quietly, and someone
else expressed the opinion that the Japs
weren’t crazy enough to become involved in
a war with us. Ashore it was the general
conclusion that one American could lick five
sz, any way. “Not without charts of the

eutians and Kuriles you can’t,” Mike
argued.

It was then that Mike began studying the
Japanese language. “So that hc can curse
them in their own tongue,” maany said.

When Mike was a lieutenant-commander
and skipper of one of the World War I
destroyers he worked a couple of angles and
found himself in Aleutian waters. He'd
send boat crews ashore to climb mountains
with the hope of catching Japs on the other
side of the 1sland.

Late one afternoon a boat crew raced
down a mountain, and MMike knew a Jap
ship had been spotted in our waters. “Tak-
ing soundings,” a bosun’s mate panted.

ER forced draft, through tide rips

and heavy seas, Mike's destroyer sped

to the scene. The Jap fisherman, was already

tearing through a strait, bound for the open
sea.

Instead of opcning fire, Mike tried to
drive the Jap, the Ofxda Marx, onto the
beach. You'll remember Mike's ship hung
up on an uncharted reef. The Jap missed it
neatly because he had charted a break where
the depth of water was ample. Mike tossed
a shell into the Okxda Marx with the idea
of stopping her. He slowed her down and
she limped into Dutch Harbor.

The ?ap government, you'll recall, raised
meery bell. The Okuda Mare's skipper
stated that he had taken refuge in American
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watets to escape ““The honorable Williwaw.”
(A sudden gale, often with a wind velocity
of eighty, or more, miles an hour.)

“We saw no honorable Williwaw,” Mike
testified. And that was how he won a nick-
name that would stick through life.

You'll remember the Japanese govern-
ment demanded an apology and punishment
for Mike. The apology was forthcoming
and one of the Navy's biggest brass hats
reprimanded Mike—and gave him the
warmest handshake in naval history. “But,”
the admiral asked, “why the devil were
you trying to beach the Okuda Maru? Why
didn’t you sink it?”

“It looked like a swell idea, sir, at the
time,” Mike answered. The admiral, on the
theory that what he didn’t know, he couldn’t
recognize officially, did. not press Mike
further. But the gleam in the younger offi-
cer’s eye intrigued him.

That’s why Mike was given command of
a crack new destroyer several months aftet
Pear] Harbor and sent on partol duty to the
North Pacific, “And don’t hang her up on 2
reef,” the admiral warned, “unless—it’s
worth while.”

MIKE'S radar picked up a swiftly mov-
ing mass nine months later. “A de-
stroyer,” he concluded, well aware there
were doubtless mine fields this close to the
Kurile Island. He had a bunch the Jap’s
radar wasn’t up to ours, and that the watch
might not be too alert in home waters.
Besides, he was thinking about recfs and
mines. He drove ahead at full speed until
he picked up the enemy’s wake, then fol-
lowed it through the fog.

She was a half mile dead ahead, when
the fog lifted slightly, and his forward guns
knocked out the Jap’s after turret and messed
up her deck with the first salvo. She turned
to bring her forward guns and tubes to bear,
and Mike’s second salvo knocked out every-
thing up front. “"We can blow her to hell
with a torpedo, sir,” a chief said, almost
in tears. He'd spent a lifetime in torpedocs
and had never fired one for keeps.

“We aren't going to sink her,” Mike
yelled. “We're going to board her.”

The boys thought of the old days of John
Paul Jones and Decatur and they rather liked
the idea. Some of them had been at Pearl
Harbor and there were personal grudges to
pay off.
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g big ons, but his thoughts now centered on
Joonic Blair. Whose name, by the way, was
Clive; hut ever since Kirk and another lad
had stolen 2 rowboat and got caught out in
a thunderstorm over the bay, back home,
Kirk had assumed a deep responsibility for
this Clive's career—and had thought and
talked of him as Jonnie. Far Clive’s brother

onnie had drowned, that day on the bay,

d come up under their overturned boat
and screamed for help which Kirk could not

a.
g‘fl‘roday Kitk Vail still felt to blame for
Jonnie Blair’s death, felt guilty for stealing
the boat, for their venture cut around the
 Point where searchers found him alone,
clinging to the skiff—much too late to save
Jonnie,

Through years of advaneement he had
been making amends by doing for Clive
what he believed Jonnie wounld have done.
Now, in the face of a northeaster with Jon-
nie—Clive—Blair out ahead, already fight-
. ing the weather in a river vessel, Kirk
doubted his own judgment in the matter.

For he had warned Jonmie in the Roads:
“The other skipper in that Canadicnne got
by in her by avoiding the big storms. Your
glass and the weather stations farther north
warn you this’ll be a bad one. Anchor. Wait
out the worst,of it.”

“Listen,” Jonnie countered, “you pushed
and coached and steered me around for
years. Okay, I appredate that. Todzy I'm
an my own, been years waiting for it, 50
Il decide what the Canadienne can
weather. Old man Syphers says ‘Quickcoal’.
I'll captaig a white S collier only so long
as I play the Syphers game.”

“But look to your own futurc as wcll,”
Kirk reminded him.

“Dammit, T tell you that’s my business.
I'm on my owna!”

Kirk could do no more. Now he reflected
belatedly that he’'d brought this lad to thc
top too fast for his good. For a green skip-
per to acquire hasic judgment by experience
can prove disastrous to himself, his crew
and his vessel.

The wind struck up a wilder tune in the
stays. He watched the Coalway's bow go into
it green, burying the winch on the fo'castle
head, deiwing a bow lookout pellmell off
there to the safety of the bridge. Kirk should
have called him above befere; he was too
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engrossed in a mental picture of the Cana-
dignne, somewhere up ahead, pounding her
bow with only eight knots power.

Restlessness and anxiety drove him inside
the wheelhouse if for no better reason, to
be with people. In there, veteran Mr. Tan-
ner, his First, hung to a halfdown window.
Said he, "Goin’ to get tough, Cap, come
dark.”

“1 suppose. Tougher for that Cana-
dienne.”

“Yup. Hell, that other skipper never took
her outside in the face o’ gov'ment warn-
in's the likes o’ this.”

Kirk said tightly, “Nor me this onc. Eats
too much bunkers if you have to heave to,
and Syphers raises the devil over the waste
of good coal.”

“But here wec are,” Tanner droned.

“Because,” Kirk replied evenly. “Jonnie
Blair 1s.”

“Ahr!” Tanner snorted, musing forth-
with over the penalties of developing what
he called “boy wonders in braid.”

Which, as conversation, only served to
deepen Kirk’s uneasiness. And when four
o’clock came, he knew he had failed in com-
ing out at all. He had expccted to overtake
the Canadicnne. Already the day was fad-
ing out, the rain- restricted visihility, and
Jonnie Blair? Despite his vessel's slower
speed, somewhere in the mounting head-
on storm she had eluded Captain Vail. Blair
probably had set a course well clear of a lec
shore; by this hour he well might be into
the tecth of the wind, slowed down or even
hove to.

Kirk went below to the radio room. In
over the weatherboard, however, he checked
his impulse; he could not wireless Jonniec.
Old “Dividends” enforced strict rules re-
garding the sending of radio messages; he
detested the unavoidable arrangement by
which the law ohliged his coastwise colliers
to carry radios at all; he chased at the con-
trol the radio people retained over their
operators aboard his ships.

Tonight Kirk would have given plenty
merely to know Jonnie’s position. He could
pot broadcast for the Canadiennés latitude
and longitnde—nor could he be at all cer-
tain that headstrong Captain Blair would
give it if he had it. “Now I'm on my own,”
Joanie had warned; he had meant isely
that. So Captain Vail hovered awhile be-
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not sinking. Her portside boat still hung
in its davits, too. True, great seas had
boarded her at some time or other and one
at least had caught her radio room doot
aswing. That was the key to the entire situ-
ation aboard that vcssel; it had slammed in-
side, it had probably wrecked her sending
apparatus.

Kirk selected a safc position and hove the
Coalway to while, in his careful mind, he
considered his moves in the immediate fu-
ture. He also came to completely revise his
years’ old relations with Jonnie Blair, for
he was little short of appalled. What he
beheld over there on the seas was not the
breaking up of a vessel so much as the
crackup of a man. It was far worse.

He spoke to Jonnic by radio. In its terse
language made more terse by the man at the
other end, Kirk Vail forced the bald facts
out of the young, cocky skipper now some-
what deflated. John Blair had lost his head.

The story was not complicated at all. A
huge graybeard had caught the Canadienne
almost beam on. It had ruined the old send-
ing outfit in her radio room and carried one
boat away. Its suddenness, sheer mass and
tremendous power had shocked all hands.
Even Jonnie, who, despite his cockiness,
knew well the reputation his vessel bore,
had showed his misgivings in that awful
three minutes.

He had stood speechless in water swirling
around his feet. He went stark white—and
whiter when his half drowned radio man
reported “That junkpile o' mine is dead.”
Unfortunately all quarters and mess rooms,
engine room, bridge—everything of human
occupation aboard the little vessel was
housed inside the one house aft. So the news
passed like wildfire from man to man: one
boat’s gone, radio’s dead, skipper’s scared
white!

The chief had kept silent about the water
below, but a wet armature broke that piece
of news for him; all lights went out at once.
Thence on, too many men without faith in
Jonnie Blair, too many voices saying, “Looks
like ev'ry man for hisself, and keep above or
you'll get trapped like rats in her.” And
a lot more of such drivel that lost nothing
in repetition.

Until neither mates nor engineers could
get work done and the young skipper abso-
lutely forbade resort to force. Instcad, he
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tried reasoning to induce frremen back to
fires. He talked to sailors who took mistaken
cues from the looks exchanged by mates.

The radio operator did get his emergency
battery sct working with eager, volunteer
help and thus the Coalivay received the last
of his persistent calls for help. Then she
rolled his wet cells round and he lost what
power they had because there was acid fun-
ning over the cuBbyhole floor. The Canadi-
enne was lying in the trough with no stok-
ers below decks, no lights, engineers work-
ing with torches at the big generator, oilers
and engineers trying to fire and get rid of
water through half plugged strainer holes.

Cap'n Jonnic's mate caught eight men
stripping the one remaining lifeboat. But
no boat could have survived its launching
in fhat running sea, so he went after them.
They turned on him as ene man. The Sec-
orid and Third joined him. All this while
Jonnic was below with the chief, impatient
for lights, plenty chagrined, aware too late
of the fact that a pokerface on his part could
have tided things over the effect of that sea.

Now he gave Kirk the story. Kirk asked
practical questions without once offering
criticism or suggestion. He demanded more
details until Jonnie came to feel that old-
time domination boring in upon him all
over again. He sensed that Kirk was drilling
it out of him, and unduly, like a prosecuting
attorney establishing a point in a trial. No
doubt it was Kirk's price for eventually
sending a line downwind for the towing
job or for taking off the mutineers, the sec-
ond-rate crew, from this Jonah vesscl.

In time, Jonnie hit upon a further reason
for Kirk's prolonged messaging. Kirk was
about to play the hero for rescuing one of
Syphers’ vessels. Kirk was going to use Jon-
nie to build up himself with Syphers, eh?
At his, Jonnie’s, cxpense? Hell, no guy
could use him for a ladder!

AP'N KIRK stood grir1 and unwaver-

ing beside his radio man. He came to
recognize, as the conversation progressed,
what had been building up in Jonnie’s mind.
Every detail gleaned had told him that what
both he and old Tanner had suspected from
the first sight of the Canadienne was true;
Cap'n Jonnie Blair in his first real tussle
with weather and a doubtful crew had gone
off the deep end in that fraction of a min-
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(Continned from page 7)

mean, according to tone or context or both, mush.

room, turtle, or evil spirit. Some spell it ‘k’uei.’

If you think I have been extravagant in my oblique

representation of Burke’s perplexity, let me give the

facts from Soothill’s 4000 Character Dictionary.
“Kwei means:

Tonz 2: Open and clean a fish; fabulous
exorciser; fine, eager horses; cross roads or thor-
oughfare; walrus, reverential.

Tone 4: Breathe heavily, sigh; draw, em-

broider, red strings.
Tonz 3: Step; exhausted; rut or rule; spirit,
devil. .
Tone 1: Scepter, token; zenana, virgin; jas-

per; tortoise; a term of abuse.
Tone 5: Cassia, cinnamon; honorable.

“Now, you may have § keen car for tone differ-
entiation, and can without error distinguish be-
tween the tones, but you'll undoubtedly wonder
whether your host is, when speaking in tone one,
discussing jewelry, inquiring as to your virtue, offer-
ing you a scepter, or calling you an offensive name.
And picture the G.I. in China trying to talk to a
lady. He'd feel a bit awkward about kwei, tone
one; just which of the meanings would she decide
he intended? Then, too, suppose he did risk say-
ing, ‘Peach Blossom, I just put a jeweler to work
engraving your name in jasper.’ Suppose ke got
the wrong tone, and she understood walrus instead
of jasper; or maybe cinnamon, or an evil spirit.
She’d think he was nuts, huh?

“It is bad, but not quite as bad as it sounds.

“For instance, in English, we have two, to, and
too; bore has thrce mcanings; also, bare, bear;
there is at lcast one homonym which has five dif-
ferent meanings, and no onc cver is confused,
since the contcxt makes the sense clear.

“Stll and all, it can’t be a cinch to address the
Canton Rotary Club cr make love to a sing-song
girl! Though anyone whko'd decline a chance at the
latter would be a mouse, not a man.

“Someone may accuse me of fraud by asserting
that the run-around devised by the skeptical guer-
rilla isn’t exclusively Chinese property, and that
the trick is practiced in the good old U. S. A.
Which is precisely what I was getting at: to wit,
the Chinese, while many of their ways are different
from ours, are basically geared up very much as
we are. Get beneath the superficial strangeness and
you find another human being; and some of his
seemingly cockeyed ways and vicws are actually
more sensible and realistic than our own.

“I have not overdrawn the daring, the power,
and the prevalence of the Delta pirates; if any-
thing, I’ve understated. Much of the whimsy and
logic I’'ve put in the mouths of these characters
originated with Chinese friends of mine.

“Finally, sea guerrillas (which is politer than
‘pirates’) did actually nail a gunboat and did cap-
ture the puppet minister of the navy, some time
last year. Other Chinese patriots, just a couple
months back, assassinated the puppet governor of
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