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History of Patience

“I KINDA liked writing ‘The Two
World’s of Ling Pao,”” says author
W. S. Peacock. “I have a great admiration
for the Chinese, from reading, and from
knowing several personally. Their history
is one of patience, knowledge and achieve-
ment, and because of that I tried to mingle
in Ling Pao, the various traits of character
which I think are universal among the
Chinese people.

“The problem posed in the story is a
tricky one, and is based on actuality. Family
and family honor are all important to the
Chinese, and bloodlines can be traced back
for centuries. I posed the problem for Ling
Pao, and he, being a blend of the new and
the old worlds, solved it in his own way.
The right way, I believe.

“In a world of ox carts and Diescl engines
there are many paradoxes. And not the least
of these are the customs. Onc of these lies
in the yarn, and curisusly enough, during
the war, the denouement of this story was
the basis of many heated arguments. I can-
not explain further here, for to do so would
give away the ending of the story. But, once
the yarn is read, I think you will be able to
understand just what I mean.

“Anyway, I liked writing the yarn and
the editors took it for the magazine. Now
it is up to you, and I hope the judgment is
favorable.

“More yarns, I hope, will be forthcom-
ing in the future. Maybe you'll mcet
Ling Pao again. I'd like to—but that, as
Ling Pao might say, lies in the fingers of
Kwan Yin's hand.”

W. Scott Peacock
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Copra Battlefields

‘UGH B. CAVE, one-time war corfre-
spondent and author of several books
about the fighting in the Pacific theater, has
this to say about “The Surangani Affair” to
be found elsewhere in this issue of SHORT
STORIES:

“Any serviceman who saw action in the
Pacific knows what a copra plantation is,
even though he saw them under wartime
conditions and probably used some of them
as battlefields. While there myself 1 1was
curions about these ‘coconut farms—espe-
cially the remote, lonely ones on out-of-the-
way islands—and wondered what it wonld
be like to be plunked down on one and told
to run it awbile. So I made a point of in-
vestigating, and was so fascinated by the his-
tory of the copra business and its multiple
problems that 1 got in deeper and deeper.

“One 1way to tell the story, it seemed to me,
was in a fiction piece encompassing some of
the tales I'd heard, with, of course, as much
factual background material and color as
could be woven in. The resulting picture is
not supposed to be complete—the history of
copra growing is inextvicably interworen
with the bistory of the Pacific itself and
would need just as much telling. “The Suran-
gani Affair, however, does give a reasonable
picture, I believe, of the plantations outside
the control of the big combines, or, for that
matter. of certain smaller ones within the
orbit. Even the combines have their troubles.
What can you expect, then, when you have
working for you a gang of only slightly in-
hibited natives whose fathers collected heads
or who—in parts of New Guinea, for in-















10

“You live in New York, Diana?”

“Yes, an apartment not more than six
blocks from here. My husband is in Chicago
on a business trip. He travels a lot.”

“Fine.” The words came out in spite of
themselves. “I'm in New York a while my-
self on business. And how about—"

“A date?” "The line of thought creased
the girl's smooth forehead. “There’s noth-
ing I'd like better but I'm all tied up right
now. I'll tell you what I'd like you to do,
though. Drive around to the apartment with
me in a taxi and I'll give you another high-
ball before I keep tonight’s date. Then I'll
phone you tomorrow and let you know when
I'll be clear.”

“Taxi’s not necessary,” said Wayne. "I
have a car I use for my calls. It's outside at
the curb. You want to leave right away?”

He rose and the girl"did the same. “No,”
she said quickly. “Let's have another drink
here first.”

She sat down again and clenched her
handbag in her lap. Wayne saw what had
happened. The butcher-built man sitting at
the single table not four yards away had
reached for his wallet as Wayne and the girl
had risen. He slapped a bill from it on the
drink check. He was ready to go the instant
they were, he was prepared to follow. And
the girl, Diana, had seen his action, she
knew he was coming after them. Wayne
wondered if she had seen what he had when
the man had pulled his wallet from his inner
right-hand coat pocket. It was of brown
leather, the holster disclosed for that fleeting
second under the right armpit was black
leather. This was a left-handed trigger man.

“Yes,” said Wayne. “We’'ll have another
drink.” He lifted his finger for the waiter.
“Refill, Waiter. We'll stay here as long as
you wish.” His mouth hardened. “Till hell
freezes, if necessary.”

He had made his decision, made it on no
knowledge whatever of this girl except that
menace dogged her. This was New York,
this was the cocktail lounge of the swanky
Hotel Sefton on upper Madison Avenue, but
deadly danger hung in its background as
surely as though it had been some water-
front dive in Port Said. Some superior staff
work was called for. “Diana,” he said
swiftly, “you're in trouble.”

“Yes—that is, no.” The words had been
jolted from her under the spur of tension.

TRAIL OF THE BURMA STAR 9

Her first instinct to tell him had been
stopped by some other instinct,

“Would you—"

“No.”

Wayne 'sat back, baffled.

A hand came down on his shoulder, a
friendly voice sounded. “Sorry I kept you
waiting. I could have a slight dipperful of
that spring water with the Scotch coloration
in it myself.”

VAN BIRNIE, smiling cheerfully, stood
over the table. He had the shoulders
and the arm-reach of a prize-fighter. He was
coordinated muscle all over under his dou-
ble-breasted gray suit. His eyes were a clear
blue and his hair was a sultry red. He looked
and was as tough and fast-thinking 2 man
as a friend could ever want beside him in
trouble, Here was the staff worker to go
along with.

For four years of war Wayne had known
Birnie who had joined the Army fresh from
a patrolman’s job on the New York police
force where he had already proved his guts
by shooting it out at odds of one to three in
a tough spot. First Lieutenant Van Birnie
had been the best platoon officer Captain
David Wayne, Infantry, had had from Eng-
land to the Elbe. After GI Joe met Ivan at
the dividing line and the shooting war was
over Intelligence had snatched Birnie. Now,
demobilized, he had gone for house detec-
tive at the Sefton with his eye on an as-
sistant managership.

“This is Mr. Birnie, Mrs. Mason,” said
Wayne. “He's assistant manager of the
hotel and an old friend of mine. He was
out in the Pacific, too, where he was Major
Dennis Birnie and I was Captain Jim
Thompson.”

“That’s right,” said Birnie. His clear blue
gaze fixed Wayne’s and took in plenty. He
sat down at the table. “Pleasure to have you
in our cocktail lounge, Mrs. Mason. Let's
call this one on the house. What'’s on your
mind these days, Captain, beside your hat?”

Wayne had his glass swizzle stick in his
fingers. Again he was thinking fast. He
began to tap it idly on the table top. “Noth-
ing in particular you'd want to listen to,
Birnie.” Tap, tap, tap, the swizzle stick in
Wayne's hand was beginning the Morse
code. SOS, SOS, SOS. Birnie never batted
an eye.
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“Oh, I listen to everything,” he said.

GIRL IN JAM. ARMED WATCHER
NEXT TABLE. CAN YOU CLEAN HIM
OUT FOR OUR GETAWAY? Swiftly the
swizzle stick ran the code.

Birnic nodded imperceptibly. “The page
you left your message with said you wanted
me for sumething about our'Legion enter-
tainment. We always did work together,
didn’t we? Whatever you want from me
consider it done. Michael!”

A gray-haired waiter who had been hover-
ing close by instantly came forward. “For
Mrs. Mason and my friend here I want the
special Scotch. Perhaps I'd better come with
you and write a note to the house steward.
Back in two minutes, Jim; we keep our six-
teen-year-old special under lock and key.
Alert yourself for something you've never
seen before.”

Birnie hoisted himself up and, followed
by the waiter, went to the bar. Birnie was
onto everything, there was fast action com-
ing and Wayne had his cue to be ready to
move fast himself.

“Get set, Diana,” he said. “The car’s out-
side.”

“What's that?” asked the girl swiftly.

“On your toes. Here it comes.”

The gray-haired waiter was coming back
from the bar. This time he was almost stag-
gering under the load of a tray of bottles,
glasses, and a big silver ice bucket that he
held arm-high. It was the most tremendous
load of liquor, glassware and ice that Wayne
had ever seen carried in 2 New York cock-
tail lounge. The waiter’s foot slipped, he
began to skid, he emitted a yell of fright and
the assorted burden poised on the tray came
down on top of the head of the butcherlike
patron from the side. The waiter flung him-
self forward after it, he plunged into the
lap of the man who went over backward on
the floor, chair and all with the waiter
sprawled on him,

“Out, out, I said!” snapped Wayne and
had the girl up on her feet by the arm.

AMID a pandemonium of startled cries
they swept through the revolving door
out onto the pavement, across it and into the
small closed car parked at the curb. Wayne
slammed on the power and they were off.
He took the car around the corner and lev-
eled away for a fast run. “Okay,” he said

briefly. “Birnie swamped your trailer. It
was a beautiful act. Now where? We can
do our talking when we get there.”

The girl sat beside him as the block un-
reeled, fingers tensed on her handbag. She
was a fighter, she was a blonde taking the
situation as it came and that was the kind of
blonde that Wayne preferred. “Number
150A East Fifty-third Street,” she said. “It’s
a remodeled brownstone. Walk-up.”

Wayne sent the car on, swerved it down
Park Avenue, took it intq the side-street
and, within a block, pulled up in front of
the address. He switched off the power and
they got out. The girl sent her glance back
up the street. It was full dark now and
there was no traffic on it except for a taxicab
that went past empty. No one was behind
them, no one had followed them. Her look
of tension eased.

“I could do with that drink,” said Wayne.

A fleeting smile curved the girl’s lips. “So
could 1.”

She led the way to the apartment-house
door, opened it with the key from her bag
and they went up a flight of stairs to the
door of a second-floor front apartment. It
opened and they stepped in. The girl clicked
the light switch and a small, beautifully
decorated living room was disclosed. Watet-
colors and oil paintings hung on the walls,
the carpet was thick pile; everything spoke
of taste and affluence. Whoever Mrs. Diana
Mason might be she had an income of at
least $10,000 a year and it came to Wayne,
ruefully, that his own $5,000 a year would
never keep up a place like this.

“Make yourself at home, Jim,” said
Diana. “Scotch in the tabouret. Soda and ice
in the kitchen. While you’re mixing, I'll re-
pair my complexion and there’s a phone call
or so I have to make. I'll only be five min-
utes, which, of course, means half an hour.
When I come out we'll talk.” A gay expres-
sion suddenly lit her face. Then she disap-
peared into the bedroom at the back, closing
the door. Wayne strolled to the tabouret and
took out the Scotch and a pair of glasses. He
poured a small drink into the one-ounce
mixing glass and prepared to down it.

“I'll get a fast one in first,” he thought a
bit grimly. “I'm just where I began.” .

He brought his head up, startled. His
hearing had always been excellent. The
tabouret stood against the wall next to the
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“Yus, but it wasn’t important.”

Wayne left the phone. Now he was on
his own on this job, there would be no Bir-
nie with his thoroughgoing police brain and
his dependability in danger to side him.
He went around the wall angle, out of sight
of Diana, and looked into the mirror. Its
reflection showed her with the newspaper
up agaia, veiled from sight of him as he
was from sight of her. In two steps he was
at the bed pillow and slipped the automatic
out. It was a beautifully balanced .25. And
Angus Belding had been shot with a small-
caliber gun.

Wayne stepped into the bathroom, closed
the door and stood staring at the gun under
the light. He drew the magazine from it
and snicked out its shells. Five, and it
should have had six. From his pocket he
took an envelope and tore off a piece of it,
shoving it into the open breech. He held
the gun to the light and looked down its
barrel. Against the white paper in the
breech the dirty rifling showed clearly, the
gun had been fired.

Slowly he put the shells back in the clip,
shoved it into the gun butt and pocketed
the gun. He got the hot water on and began
to scrub his ink-stained finger. The ink
seemed indelible, it wouldn't come off. He
saw the pumice-stone on the tray in the
gleaming bathtub under the sponge bag that
hung above it. They would clean him up.
The pumice stone went into the washbasin,
he reached for the bag, pulled its draw-
string and picked out the sponge. There
was something in the bag under the sponge
that weighted it. He drew it out. It was
the black leather case he had seen before
and he undid its catch and sent back the
lid, lifting out the contents. Glowing—
iridescent, and sheening in uncanny lucence
—the Star of Burma lay in his palm.

I

AYNE came out of the brownstone

front and its door clicked shut behind
him. There seemed to be a definite finality
about the sound. He stood on the side-
walk and looked in both directions. The
street was bare of figures within the block;
in the distance he could make out a few
stray pedestrians. This was the dinner hour

and he was on a residential block enlivened
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only by the tavern with the curtained win-
dows across the way, beside which ran a
shadowy alley. He put his left hand into
his coat pocket and got out the cigarettes,
thrusting cne between his lips. He put his
right hand into his other pocket, looking
for the packet of matches, and felt the chill
of steel. The bullet the surgeons even now
were probing for in Angus Belding's skull
at Mercy Hospital, might or might not have
passed through the rifling of Diana’s .25,
but at least for the present Ballistics down
at Police Headquarters wasn't going to have
the chance to find out. He had the gun.
Maybe he was an accessory after the fact—
maybe he wasn’'t. His thoughts were
clouded; he was taut all over; he didn’t
know where he was. His car stood at the
curb in front of him, and certainly—sooner
or later—Diana would look out the win-
dow. He would have to drive it away. He
took the first step toward it, still fumbling
for the matches.

“Up! Up, damn you!”

The snarl came from the shadow that
swept around from the other side of the car
and took material form. It was that of an
undersized man in dark clothes, a hat-brim
low over glinting eyes, gun leveled at
Wayne's head. He faced a killer who was
ready to loose on him. He shot so fast, he
didn’t even realize he was shooting. His
grip had closed on the butt of the automatic
in his pocket; his hand jerked up, finger
pressing trigger, and he blasted through the
cloth in the fastest snapshot he had ever
made. It was the old instinct of combat,
the reaction that preceded conscious thought.

A scrcam of pain burst from the under-
sized man. The gun fell from his hand
as his other hand clutched at a broken shoul-
der; he turned and ran like a rabbit along
the sidewalk, leaping into cover behind a
parked car and keeping on behind the row
of other parked cars in front of the resi-
dences. Wayne rela%ed for the instant and
in that instant destruction leaped again;
this time closing in from both sides. From
a basement areaway, not five yards off, the
big man burst with steel in his hand. The
butcherlike trailer of the Sefton. From the
vestibule of an apartment house ten yards
in the other direction swept the second man,
his weapon out.

Three men had laid in wait for Wayne
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Diana Fentress® Mason. Can you picture
what a judge and jury would give her on
it?” '

“Twenty years in prison,” said Wayne.

Birnie was leaning forward, flipping on
the car radio, after glancing at his wrist-
watch. “City radio station, hourly news re-
port on now—maybe—"

Into the car came the voice of the news-
caster. “—Believe that this housing bill will

ass at the next session of the Legislature.
Flash! Flash!” There was a second of si-
lence. "Our newsroom has just received a
bulletin from Mercy Hospital. Angus Bel-
ding, owner of the Star of Burma, has died
on the operating table, following the re-
moval of a .25-caliber bullet from his brain.”

“Twenty years in prison?” said Birnie
grimly. “The chair now.”

“And if—" Wayne broke off short. If the
chair didn’t get her, someone else would;
the crowd who had tried to knock him off on
the sidewalk. “Birnie, we've got to put a
watch on her. We've got to keep her cased.
They're still after her. There she is alone
in her apartment.”

“With the Star of Burma in the sponge
bag. Wayne, I figure you're right. They
tried for you, thinking she might have passed
it along to you, now they’ll go after her.”

“Staff work.” Wayne's forehead knotted.
He was summoning up a picture out of
memory of the layout of the street they had
just left. “Listen, Birnie, from that tavern
across the way, we can keep a watch on her
apartment. Get in the corner, slide the cur-
tain a little. There's an alley running clear
. through the block beside the tavern. We
drive into the next street and into the alley,
park the car and go into the tavern by the
side door. We'll sit there undercover and
wait to see what turns up. Someone is com-
ing in sooner or later with $200,000 for the
Star of Burma. And then—"

“I make the pinch, principal and fence
together,” snapped, Birnie. “I've got a pri-
vate detective’s license and I've also got a
Police Positive on me, which is twice as
good as a license. Dave, your staff work is
flawless as ever, you know your reconnais-
sance.” He put on the power and the car
began to move.

“Pinch? You're going to arrest her?”

“Why not? I'll give her all the chance i
the world to talk but if she can talk herself

out of this one, she’s good. The lipstick

case with the initial ‘'D’, the .25-caliber gun
and a .25 bullet coming out of Belding’s
head, the Star of Burma in her handbag—
what more do you want, Dave? Are you
going to let a murderess go because of your
quaint chivalry? Can a girl rob and murder
all she wants to and get away with it, be-
cause she has a blond bob like Lana Turner
and legs like Betty Grable? Hell, Dave, I've
been on the force; I've seen murder for
profit. I look at things differently from you.”

“Yes,” said Wayne, miserably. “But for
the moment . . ."”

“We go along together. I think, too, that
this Diana dame is on a hell of a spot with-
out the police and that she’s in deadly
danger. It's up to us to ward that off from
her first and deal with the matter of the law
later. Here we are in the alley. There’s the
side door.”

BIRNIE stopped the car and they got out
and went through the door that gave
onto the cutting between the building. They
stepped into the rear of a cheerful, noisy
neighborhood tavern and passed through it
for the front. Somebody was robbed, the
judge’s decision was lousy, why he batted
for an average of .345 last year— Frag-
ments of sporting conversation flew about
the packed bar while quieter parties were
pushing in steak dinners at the central tables.

“In luck.” Birnie pointed to the table in
the window angle where a pair of men were
just getting up, their waiter bowing at the
tip. “We've reserved,” said Birnie.

“Yes, sir; I'll change the cloth, sir.” The
waiter snapped away the spotted cover while
Birnie and Wayne stood by. “There, sir.”

“And there we are, across the street.”
Birnie's voice was low as the waiter left.
Over the low curtain, hung on rings, Wayne
looked at the brownstone across the way. In
one of its lighted front windows appeared a
slender shape. Diana Fentress had come
to the window as though for a touch of

fresh air, she sent a breath of cigarette

smoke outward, glanced up and down the
street and disappeared.

“Recipe for shadowing same as that for
cooking rabbit,” observed Birnie. “First
catch your rabbit. She’s there, she hasn’t
gotten away. She won't.” They slid into
the seats; Wayne next to the window, Birnie
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opposite him across the small table. “Slide
the curtain,” suggested Birnie. “You be the
eye.”

Wayne moved the cloth on its rings and
got himself a full six inches of clear vision
while from the street the pair of them could
not be seen. The minutes dragged by while
they stretched the highballs the waiter had
brought. They were not talking, there didn’t
appear to be a great deal to say, and they
were used to being together without the need
of conversation. No one came out of the
brownstone or went into it, and despite him-
self, Wayne began to feel more and more
nervous. He almost jumped in his seat at a
sudden noise of a gong.

“Not the copper’s buggy,” smiled Birnie.
“That’s an ambulance.”

The long black car slid into sight and
slowed down. Wayne could see the lettering
on it. “Robinson Ambulance Service,” he
announced, holding the curtain apart.

“Know it well,” remarked Birnie. “It
takes care of this entire district. I've called
for it any number of times for sudden ill-
nesses in the hotel. Expensive, but perfectly
reliable. What's the matter?”

“It's stopping,” said Wayne. “It's stop-
ping in front of the brownstone. They're
taking out the stretcher.”

A man sitting beside the driver had
swung off and to the rear of the ambulance.
Its back opened and another man in a white
jacket and one in dark clothes, carrying a
doctor’s bag, got out. A stretcher slid out
and the little group moved into the brown-
stone’s vestibule. In another moment they
had vanished in the building.

“Appendix? Maternity? Certainly not a
common cold,” said Birnie. He was stand-
ing looking through the plate glass window.
“I can make out the driver from here. The
regular six to two a.m. jockey, Mike Mori-
arty. Well, these calls go on night and day
for Robinson’s covered wagon. We've been
here a hell of a long time and that's the first
time anyone has gone into the joint. Let
me know when they come out and I'll see if
I recognize the doc.”

A second round of drinks came while
Wayne kept his lookout. Again the brown-
stone’s entrance door opened and expertly
the stretcher men came through, the man
with the doctor’s bag walking swiftly behind
them. On the stretcher lay a form, com-

pletely cloaked by a blanket. The bearers
swung the stretcher into the rear of the car,
the doctor and the man in the white jacket.
got in and the door closed. Wayne caught
a passing glimpse of the medico between
house door and ambulance. A Van Dyke
beard and glasses registered and that was
about all but the professional air was dis-
tinctive. The car went into immediate mo-
tion.

“I never saw that doc before,” Birnie,
who had risen at Wayne's gesture, sat down
again. “But that doesn't mean anything.
Robinson’s buggy is probably headed for St.
Stephens’, it's the big hospital not more than
twenty blocks from here. Nothing to do
but wait it out, Dave. That fence may get
here inside the next five minutes, he may be
five hours. Keep on with the peeking.”

“I'm peeking,” cast out Wayne.

He was looking at the second floor front
windows of Diana’s apartment and once
more a figure showed in one of them. Its
hand was drawing tlie curtains together, it
was reaching up and pulling down the blind.
But the figure was not that of a woman—it
was that of a man. The first shade came
down, the blind of the next window fol-
lowed it.

~ “Birnie! Birnie! There’s a2 man in Diana’s
apartment! The doctor and two men went
in with the stretcher, the doctor and two men
came out with the stretcher. Who was on
it?”

Birnie swung erect, staring across the
street. In the third and last window the
figure showed as its blind rolled down.
“Good God, Dave, you're right! Bang,
under our noses, the girl has been snatched!
That's a searcher up there, pulling the blinds
down to cover him. There are apartments
over this tavern from which you can see into
Diana's place. Dave, whoever they are,
they've got her! She went out, drugged or
unconscious, on that stretcher and into the
ambulance. Cripes, is that gang smart! Rob-
inson’s, the best-known ambulance service in
the ncighborhood, Mike Moriarty at the
wheel, there’d be no better passport. And
Mike will be ditched somewhere, maybe
with a bullet in-his head from the guy riding
beside him. The ambulance goes on—and
where? A beautiful, beautiful job!”

“Up!” bit out Wayne. “Up! You've got
keys, you say will open anything from a can
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of beans to a Rolls-Royce. You're opcning
the front door of that brownstone, Birnie,
and the girl's apartment door after that.
-That searcher is still in there. Get him and
squeeze him dry!” _

“And how!” flashed Birnie.

HE TOSSED a bill on the table and they
went for the door. Wayne was travel-
ing fast. He dodged in front of a taxicab
whose driver cursed him heartly as he slung
on his brakes and reached the brownstone
vestibule with Birnie right behind him.

Birnie already had his keys out and the third -

one opened the lock. They moved up the

stairs and reached the door of the girl's

apartment.

“The perfect house dick makes the per-
fect housebreaker,” said Birnie grimly. “I
can guess how the extra man got in. By the
fire-escape from the backyard. He must have
put the girl out cold on a pre-arranged plan
and then the ambulance party did the rest.
This looks like gunwork, Dave. I'll go in by
this door, but I don’t think I can throw the
lock without our customer hearing it. If I'm
not mistaken—" He tiptoed down the short
hall and looked out its rear window. “All
up to building code specifications. Fire-
escape clear across the back. You take it to
the bedroom window and cut off our party
that way. He will certainly have a rod and
he will certainly pull it if we can't surprise
him. Yor God's sake, shoot first! He won’t
be playing.”

“Okay,” returned Wayne. “Give me one
minute.”

He swung out of the hall window onto
the fire-escape and moved along it. He had
his gun out. Then he was crouching at
Diana’s bedroom window, its curtains partly
drawn. The bedroom was a mess. Clothes
and feminince belongings were scattefed all
over, the scarcher had gone through it like a
cyclone. From the living room he could hear
slight sounds where the man inside still
went on with his job. He drew a quick
breath and hoisted himself into the bed-
room :

“Who's there?” came a sudden question.
Birnie must have tried his key in the front
door lock and it had clicked. He caught
Birnie’s voice, gruff and disguised.

:Electric light meter inspector. I want
in.

“Nothing tonight,” called back the
stranger. o

“Okay, pal, okay,” answered Birnie.

“Damn you, stay out!”

Wayne plunged through the bedroom
door. Birnie must be coming in, anyhow,
and he had the intruder from the rear. A
thinnish, bony-faced man with down-pulled
hatbrim was crouching opposite the apart-
ment door which was swinging open under
Birnie’s manipulation and he had a long-
barreled pistol with a silencer on it leveled
at the door.

“You ain't paid your bill!” shouted
Birnie. “I got the landlord’s key and a right
to enter.”

The bony-faced man swerved as he caught
Wayne's footsteps, his gun swerved also at
sight of the .25 in Wayne's hand, his lips
drew back from the tecth like those.of a
cornered rat and he let go. Wayne was on
top of him, the slug clipping his coat sleeve.
He smashed the barrel of his automatic
against the jaw of the man with his right
hand and in the same split second uppercut
him with his left. Birnie was through the
door, his heavy Police Positive raised. He
slammed it down on top of the man’s head
even as he reeled half-out from Wayne’s
blows. All strength washed out of the
man, his lax hand dropped his weapon and
he pitched forward onto his face.

“Teamwork does it,” grunted Birnie.
“Tough customer not so tough any more.
House-to-house fighting transferred from
Aachen to East Fifty-third Street, but the old
technique still holds. Hell, Dave, this was
the way we took that German m.g. nest in
that damned sidestreet that time. I've slowed
a bit but you're as good as ever.”

Wayne stood over the body of the sense-
less intruder, breathing a little quickly.
There was an overpowering sweetish and
sickish odor in the living room and he knew
what it was. :

“Chloroform, Birnie. He must have
jumped her from the bedroom via the fire-
escape, the same way I jumped him and
overpowered her in seconds. But she fought
like a tigress.” He pointed to the senseless
man’s lip. It was swollen and split.

“Chloroform it was,” returned Birnie. He
walked to the sofa and picked up the pad
of cloth. Then he threw it into a coraer.
The living room like the bedroom was utter-
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triumph. Wayne swivelled his head, stand-
ing with his hands up and saw the door
that he had never known existed in the left
wall of the vestibule. It had opened noise-
lessly on its greased hinges and let the gun-
men in behind Birnie and himsclf.

“See that?”’ It was Reddy, the butcher-
like trigger man speaking and it was his
gun in Wayne's back. “Go through it.
You too, hotel guy.”

Silently Wayne and Birnie stepped
through the side door, silently it swung be-
hind them, They stood in a softly lighted,
perfectly appointed psychiatrist’s private
consulting room onto which it gave. There
was the easy couch, the screen behind which
the psychiatrist would sit out of sight of
his confiding patient, relaxed at his or her
ease on the couch, everything- about the
chamber was subdued and soothing. This
Dr. Sigmund Behar was a master at stage
setting, besides other things.

“Dream doctor’s den,” remarked Birnie.
“Everything but the motto done in worsted:
‘God Bless Our Home’ on the wall.”

“Keep going,” commanded Reddy and
they passed through the consulting room
into another, brilliant with its overhead
bowl light. “Here they are, Doctor.”

Here was a second room, but this was not
psychiatric, it was strictly medical. Glass
cabinets held gleaming instruments, walls
and ceiling were sheer white, the leather-
padded examination table on castors stood
in its center. Behind it, poised as though
about to receive a patient, stood a splendidly
assured man in the middle forties, dressed in
a braided morning coat and the conventional
striped trousers. Professional aptitude ex-
uded from him, his deep black eyes behind
the gold-rimmed glasses set on a beaky nose
were alive with intelligence and the sense
of power; his perfectly trimmed black Van-
dyke beard and mustaches added their own
touch of distinction. No one, looking at
him, would ever mistake him for anything
but a doctor. A single glance would breed
confidence in his judgment, his impregna-
bility. It came to Wayne that he had never
scen such a person before and probably
never would again.

“Welcome,” said the man in the morn-
ing coat in a resonant, cultivated voice with
the barest trace of a foreign accent. “Wel-
come to the Vienna Psychiatric Institute, of

which I am the owner.” The mock polite-
ness was superb. Then the aristocratic face
with the beaky nose twisted in malevolence.
“Now you are going to talk and you are
going to talk damned fast.”

“And who in hell are you?” Birnie’s jaw
jutted, the flare of belligerence was mount-
ing in his blue eyes. He was never more
dangerous than when he was in a jam,
Wayne knew, he was getting himself into a
reckless rage, his pride hurt by their entrap-
ment, his courage sweeping up as it always
did when danger faced. I'm Birnie, house
dick at the Sefton. You give, professor.
You're billed as Dr. Sigmund Behar on your
shingle. What cart do you sell medicine off
of?”

The shot told. “What does it matter what
my sign says, whether I am Dr. Sigmund
Behar, of Vienna, who never existed, or
whatever other name I choose to adopt. I as-
sure you, House Detective Birnie, that I have
gone through a dozen different identities
and names for my own purposes. But I am a
doctor from Vienna, make no mistake about
that.”

“In the days of the horse-drawn busses,”
said Birnie. “You doubtless doctored the
horses.” His tone was sneering, Wayne
knew what he was doing, needling the man
in the morning coat, goading him into dis-
closure. It was working. Wayne's glance
roved the clearly lit room and his jaw tight-
ened. Nowhere was there a sign of Diana.

“I qualified, you fool! And then there
evolved a slight upset regarding the sale of
narcotics from the hospital where I was
resident physician. I took up the study of
psychiatry and under its influence a most
wealthy woman divulged the hiding place of
her jewels. After that Paris, London, Buenos
Aires and now New York, always as the
psychiatrist from Vienna to whom the
women confide their secrets. This office?
These headquarters? Rented from a prac-
titioner who had gone abroad for six months.
Lock, stock and barrel, equipment and all as
it stands except the private confidence room
from which I had the exit door cut into the
vestibule for a getaway. Can you picture
a better character than that of a psychiatrist
to assume in high-class New York society,
where the jewels are?” :

Wayne stared at the beaky-nosed man
with the Van Dyke in 2 mood approaching
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admiration. No, thete was no better char-
acter Dr. Sigmund Behar could assume. He
would inspire confidence wherever he went.

“So now we come to the jewel itself.” Dr.
Behar's eyes behind his glasses glinted with
sheer purpose. “English Eddie Higgs cer-
tainly has not got it or he would not have
rung the signal which means acute danger
on our outside bell.”

“Smart as cver, English Eddie,” said
Birnie,

“Yes, our organization has its code of
signals and Higgs gave us the danger warn-
ing. So we opened the side escape door
which has its own peep slot and took you

from behind in an obvious posture of using -

Higgs as a decoy.”

“Damn well done, horse doctor,” said
Bimnie.

“Close his big mouth, Reddy,” ordered
Behar. Reddy's fist crashed .into Birnie’s lips
and blood trickled down the corner of his
mouth. “Learn courtesy. I am doing no
playing with you two. Now, where is the
Star of Burma? We have gone too far in this
matter to stop at any minor details. Diana
Fentress had the Star in her hands from
three o'clock this afternoon on but she hasn't
got it with her now. For one solid year we
have been on the trail of the Star of Burma.
I am a long-haul operator who plays for
huge stakes at huge risks and the Star of
Burma and half a dozen other historic jewels
I could name are forever targets for a unique
organization like ours.”

HIS glance became even more penetrat-
ing.

"No,gl do not think that either of you
know where the Star of Burma is so we shall
resume our hitherto-fruitless questioning of
Diana Fentress. And this time we shall not
fail! She was placed in the side alcove while
we attended to you.”

Behar nodded and English Eddie stepped
to a curtain and drew it back. Inside the
small alcove in an easy chair sat Diana, pale
and with her face strained.

“Come out, please,” said Behar.

The girl put a hand wearily to her head,
twitched her scarf-turban into place, rose
and walked into the main room. Her small
chin was set defiantly, she flashed an odd
look at Wayne. He knew she was going to
go on fighting,

“You still will answer no questions on the
Star of Burma, Diana Fentress? We have
gone over your person during your uncon-
sciousness and know you have not got it
with you. Now where have you hidden it?”

“You will never know,” said Diana™

“We have some very forcible means at our
command,” stated Behar. His professional
mask had slipped, he was a cold and ruth-
less criminal.

The girl’s head came up. “Still you won't
find out. Since you know that I've got it 1
know who killed my uncle.” Shock ran
through Wayne. His pulses pounded. Diana
Fentress Mason was the niecce of Angus
Belding. Desperate as was the situation he
felt a surge of relief. Now the truth was
coming out.

“You are very bright.” Dr. Behar bowed.

“Your trailer, this man Reddy, was wait-
ing for me in the corridor outside Paui
Goodman’s private jeweler’s office on Madi-
son Avenue when I took the Star there just
as it was getting dark. No newspapers wer:
out yet with the story, only someone wh:
had seen the receipt I gave my uncle for ihe
Star would know who had it and where she
was headed for with it. There was no men-
tion of the receipt I left on the desk in the
newspaper account, therefore the murderer
took 1t.” '

“A woman’s intuition is a wonderful
thing, Miss Fentress.” From his coat pocket
Behar drew a folded sheet of notepaper.
“On the stationery of Mrs. Charles Mason.
150A East 53rd Street. I quote, Receipt for
the Star of Burma to be delivered to Paul
Goodman for sale by him on commission at
a minimum price of $200.000. The under-
signed is authorized to deliver the same.

Signed, Diana Fentress

Approved, Angus Belding.’
A most formal business document. You are
an excellent business woman. Yes, I took
this from the desk-top in front of the dead
body of Angus Belding. The old fou! had a
mad courage. When I covered him he
reached for a gun in his desk drawer and he
had it out. So I had to shoot him and your
receipt told all. The wall safe behind his
desk was still ajar, it had only private papers
in it.”

“So you went into Belding’s apartment
house with a doctor’s bag and a professional
air,” cut in Birnie. “Doctors are always
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going in and out of those swank spots. I
suppose you got out a couple of floors below
Belding and walked up the stairs that arc
always back of the fire doors?” .

“Two flights above. I knew the butler was
at the movies on his afternoon off, as we
have cased his routine for a long time. A
doctor's bag, yes, also an instrument that
will open any apartment door. I was in
Angus Belding’s library with a gun at his
head before he even dreamed anybody had
gotten entrance. There happens to be no
safe made I cannot open with these fingers.”
Behar flexed the long, artistic fingers, smil-
ing.
g"You have noted that this office is not five
blocks from Angus Belding’s residence? I
came back immediately and went into ac-
tion with Reddy and the others, who were
waiting. Goodman was in the phone book,
naturally, I phoned and asked if Miss Diana
Fentress had arrived there. The clerk said
yes, but Mr. Paul Goodman was out and
would not be back until late. Miss Fentress
had left word she would return at six, it was
important. So Reddy was watching there
prepared for a jewel snatch, but other people
came into the corridor so he could make no
move. It happened Mr. Goodman never
came back at all, his clerk closed up.”

“You dirty murderer!” said Birnie.

“A killing is deplorable but sometimes
necessary in a high-class jewel robbery.
Sometimes one killing leads to others in
order to cover the first, Miss Fentress.” DBe-
har’s voice became steely. “You will tell us
where the Star of Burma is or—" He mo-
tioned toward the instrument-filled cabinet.
“I am a doctor. I know where the nerves
of the human body are located. Do you
want to be a shaking wreck?”

“You'd do that. You hound!” blazed
Wayne. Such rage as he had never known
before swept him.

“The choice is up to Miss Fentress.”

“And I say, no!” flashed the girl.

Behar raised his hand and stroked his
Van Dyke thoughtfully with his artistic fin-
gers. He seemed to have slipped back into
his medical personality, he gave the appcar-
ance of a doctor pondering a difficult case.

“It seems we shall have to retreat a little
in order to advance. Let me go over the past
again. When Reddy came up behind you on
the srreet a block from Goodman’s office

you shook him off by darting into the near-
est cocktail lounge that of the Scfton.
There you happily met this old friend and
presumably beau of yours. Reddy could
catch practically all you said and he was ex-
pertly fended off. Shall we hazard a guess
as to your happiness in meeting this old
friend Mr. Thompson? Shall we say that once
you were in love with him, that he went to
the Pacific and in those four years you gave
him up and married another? Were you in
love with Jim Thompson?”

Diana’s eyelashes blinked suddenly. “He
was like a brother to me.” Her ecyes glis-
tened wetly. '

“So you were in love with Jim Thompson.
You still are. The threat of force has failed,
now we fall back on psychology, the mental
attack which can hurt still more. Reddy, put
this Jim Thompson up against the end of
the examination table. Give me that gun
with the silencer and stand away. Keep the
house covered, Higgs and Torrance.”

AYNE stood against the bottom end of
the table where he had been forced.
He rested his hands on it.

“Lean over a little, Thompson. Good,
now you will fall forward.”

The gun with the silencer, passed to Be-
har, was up and aimed at Wayne's heart. At
any second its bullet would go crashing
through. A sudden stillness fell on the
brilliantly lit room, into it there came only a
single sound, a queer thumping rhythm
from the street outside, approaching at an
even pace. It was as though a blind man was
tapping his way along with a stick. ‘

“Now, Diana Fentress,” said Dr. Behar.
“You will tell where the star of Burma is or
I shall shoot Jim Thompson.”

Every vestige of color drained from
Diana’s face.

“Do you want me to shoot the man you
are still in love with? T shall count three.
One—"

“No, no!” broke from Diana. “For God's
sake, don’t shoot!” R

“Diana!” said Wayne hoarsely. His hands
had shifted gripping the edges of the castor-
mounted table, the knuckles white. “Don’t
give in. I'm not Jim Thompson.”

“You're not—what?” The exclamation
broke from Behar but his gun stayed up and
steadv.
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- "I'm not Jim Thompson, Diana. I just
must look like him. I didn’t want to see you
go along as you would have if I'd corrected
you in that cocktail lounge. I wanted to—to
—see more of you. I'm nothing in your life.
Look carefully at me, I'm not Jim Thomp-
son.”

A strange light glowed in the girl’s eyes.
"I know you're not, you never were. Jim
Thompson, my brother’s best friend, mar-
ried my best friend. He never came back
from the Pacific. I just used you, I'm afraid.
But—"

“I'm nothing in your life,” reiterated
Wayne.

“Aren’t you? You helped a total stranger,
didn’t you, simply because you’'re what you
are and so did your friend Birnie. I had no
claim on you to make you take the risks, but
you did.” )

“Ah!” said Dr. Behar. An insane triumph
lit his face. “Psychology wins. Love at
first sight wins. Two!”

His trigger finger curled.

“Diana, don’t—"

“Miss Fentress in one second more 1 get
this man. Where is the Star of Burma?”

“Here!” Diana’s hand swept to her tur-
ban-scarf and tugged. The scarf broke and
unwound, falling to her shoulders. She

reached into the mass of honey-colored hair, .

roughened upwards on top of her head, and
the small black leather case came out. She
flung it for the table. “There! There’s your
Star of Burma!”

The case struck the examination table in
front of Behar, bounced and hit the floor. It
broke wide open, spilling its contents and
the lustrous emerald glowed on the carpet-
ing. Behar's eyes swerved, the eyes of
Reddy and English Eddie and the third man
swerved to catch its glorious lucence. And
Wayne acted.

“Birnie, go! Diana, on the floor!”

His hands that had been gripping the
edge of the table on rollers, as he waited
for the shock of the bullet, thrust forward.
Driving on its perfectly oiled bearings the
table was a missile, a projectile. It crashed
into the stomach of Behar, propelled with
every ounce of muscle that Wayne possessed.
Birnie reacted like lightning, his bunched
fist drove practically from his knee and took
Reddy, standing close to him, on the chin.

“Police! Break that window! In here!”

roar’ed Birnie. “Dive, Dave! I've got Reddy’s
un!”

Birnie had it, wrenched from Reddy’s
grip as the butcherlike man sagged at the
knees. He fired instantly, one shot straight
up at the overhead globe. Glass crashed, the
room plunged into darkness. Wayne, leap-
ing forward, got Diana about the waist and
flung her onto the floor under the table. Shot
after shot split the dark, Behar was firing,
knocked breathless for only a moment, Eng-
lish Eddie was firing. Flame spurted back
from the flooring. More glass crashed as the
entire frosted window, giving onto the side-
street, split open and a nightstick slammed
through. As the pane went two guns came
in and behind them bulked figures in blue,
limned by the arclight across the street.

“Get your hands up, every damned one of
you!” barked the order through the broken
window.

“Okay, Officer!” shouted Birnie. “I'm a
detective in here. Come in the side door.”
The room burst into light and Wayne saw
Birnie, crouching under the lampstand at the
side wall, hand to its switch “Rolled over
here out of the line of fire, Dave. Got 'em, I
guess.”

The third man, Torrance, leaned limply
against the wall, one arm shattered by a bul-
let, and Reddy lay on the floor, his eyes still
stupidly glazed. English Eddie stood shaking
from head to foot. The guns were on the

floor and Wayne scooped one up. He heard

the officers’ footsteps cutside in the vesti-
bule, the smash of knocking on its main
door. '

“T'll let 'em in the secret exit,” said Birnie.
“We've got the crew.”

“We haven't,” said Wayne. "“Behar has
made his getaway.” The Austrian doctor had
disappeared utterly. From behind the table
in the dark he had vanished as ghough he
had never existed. On the floor there was no
Star of Burma. It too had gone. Wayne
groancd. “He had an out somewhere.”

“Open up!” the voice sounded from’ be-
yond the consulting room. “Open up, you!”
The knocking in the vestibule redoubled.

“Coming!” called Birnie. He moved into
the psychiatric room. Mechanically Wayne
followed him as far as its entrance. Birnie
swung the getaway door open and a gray-
haired sergeant and a brawny young patrol-
man stepped in. “Jewel thieves, Sergeant,”
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said Birnie. “And damn them, their big-shot,
who killed Angus Belding, got away with
the Star of Burma.”

“No,” said Diana quietly. “He didn’t.
“Look!” She pointed to the corner of the
room where the listening screen stood. Its
base was a few inches from the floor and in
that opening a well-shod foot showed. “In
there.”

Wayne went forward and around the
screen. There was the psychiatrist’s desk on
which he took his notes, the note pads and
something else. The Star of Burma glowed
on the desk top, just beyond the tips of
Behar’s fingers as though in his last trapped
seconds he had been caressing it. Behar's
body slumped over the desk, the pistol with
the silencer lay on the floor where it had
fallen from his hand after the shot had been
fired under cover of the knocking that had
torn into his brain,

v

CPHIS is really necessary,” said Wayne.

He lifted the highball of Scotch and
water and Diana lifted hers. They were sit-
ting on a lounge in Dr. Behar's reception
room on the Park Avenue side and Birnie
could be heard talking over the telephone
in the small office that gave off it, the door
half-closed. “Trust a house detective to be
able to find a stimulant somewhere in a
doctor’s office. By the time Birnie is through
all the loose ends will be wound up. Diana,
you're a very, very smart girl.”

“I had to be,” she answered.

“I came across the Star-in your sponge
bag by chance. It was a wonderful hiding

lace.”

“Then I changed my mind, I got nervous
I guess and wanted to have it where I could
. feel it when I waited for Paul Goodman to
come in with the $200,000. Then that man
came through the window and—"

“English Eddie will be away for a long
while,” said Wayne grimly. “So will Reddy
and the other, Torrance. Diana, I never
dreamed you were Angus Belding's niece.
The paper said no known relatives.”

“I've only been in New York for two
weeks. I came on from Denver to take a
job on a magazine. Uncle Angus and I were
never close, he had no contact with young
people, but he trusted me. As a matter of

fact I only visited him in his apartment
twice, both times when the butler was out,
so the man didn’t know I existed. A jewel
like the Star of Burma has to be sold very
quietly, Uncle Angus was pressed for moncy
due to a slump in the stock market, so he
called on me. Naturally, I was nervous carry-
ing a fortune like that around in my hand-
bag. That's why I packed the gun. When I
found I'd have to come back to Mr. Good-
man'’s office I went around the corner to the
Business Women’s Club where I have a
guest card and spent the time in the library.
Then I went back and Reddy—you know the
rest. I took advantage of you. I ought to be
ashamed of myself.”

“No,” said Wayne fervently.

“I was really afraid. The instant I dodged
into the Sefton I saw you and you do look
like Jim Thompson. So I switched my ring
to the wedding finger and put on the act,
because you seemed—" She paused.

“Yes?”

“The average young American a girl
could turn to who wouldn’t pull the wolf
business. High School and State College
probably, maybe on some varsity team, then
the war and no doubt an officer.”

“You have recited my entire autobiog-
raphy,” smiled Wayne. “So you promptly
married me off and yourself as well to keep
our relations platonic.”

“I sublet Jane Mason's apartment. She

and her husband are in California. So Mrs.

Charles Mason was a good identity for a
casual acquaintance. I figured I could safely
invite you around for a drink after ditching
the trailer and send you along before Paul
Goodman showed up.”

“You should be on the stage not 2 maga-
zine.” ~

“If you had denied being Jim Thompson
I figured I could go all confused and pass it
off as a mistake, after which we could have
a laugh together while Reddy was still held
off. But you accepted the role of Jim
Thompson, who was the salt of the earth,
poor chap, and I suppose we should have
fallen in love with each other but we
didn’t.”

“Diana,” said Wayne. He stopped. Birnie
was coming out of the office.

“I am now through as public relations
officer, boys and girls,” announced Birnie.
“The D. A. and half of Homicide are on the.
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His schooling lay long before, of course,
for now his hair was thin and snowy-white
and the fullness gone from his fine chin
whiskers. But there was still straightness in
his back, and his wrinkled hands were
strong and gentle in the alleviation of pain.

He was of the modern world, of course,
his office lined with books he studied
through square-rimmed spectacles, and
honors had come his way from learned men.
But he was of the old world, too; and many
were the shuffling men and women who had
asked for powdered shark’s teeth or a tonic
of distilled crocodile blood. They had not
been disappointed, for he had furnished the
things for which they asked, and mostly
his payment had been their thanks, for his
neighborhood was poor, rich only in tradi-
tional memories and respect for othet’s
rights.

And if he added a bit of modern drugs
to the things for which he was asked, then
that was his knowledge, his alone, and no
harm was done. His task was to heal the
sick, and it was his favorite belief that ill-
ness sometimes lies in a man’s mind, and to
ease the mind is to relieve the body.

Which, of course, is the truth, but not a
thing for 2 man of medicine to bandy about
in conversation, for medicine is steeped in
mystery, particularly among those of Dr.
Ling Pao’s race.

But it was not of medicine he thought this
evening as he sat before the small coal fire
in his apartment. A magazine lay across his
knees and atop it lay his spectacles, both
laid aside for the moment. Jasmine tea
steamed in a fragile cup on the nearby table,
its fragrance like stealthy perfume to his
senses.

He thought of Mei Mei, the daughter of
an ancient friend, her face as exotic as a
quince blossom, tilted eyes as gay anl
laughing as though all life lay before her
for the glorious taking. She was slim, al-
most boyishly so, yet she was feminine,
curves softly drawn, the coquetry and de-
sires of a woman full-flung in her heart.

He thought of Yom Kee, too, stalwart
in his youth, his mind like a Manchu’s
knife, cutting through sham and pretense
and finding the kernel of truth in every-
thing. Already was a brilliant career pre-
dicted for him in courts of law, for he was
diligent and rapacious for knowledge. He
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was like Dr. Ling had been in his youth,
ambitious and almost headstrong, yearning
to help himself and his people, always striv-
ing to further himself.

It was with these two that Ling Pao was
concerned. They were in love, their youth
crying out to each other. Their glances
were lovers’ caresses, and their few words
told more to each other than a volume of
poetry could to normal people. They were
in love, and their wishes were futile, for
custom is a thing which changes slowly, if
at all, and their marriage could not be.

That was the terrible thing. Once, mar-
riage had been in Ling Pao’s mind. She had
been as dainty as a gazelle, her sloe eyes
looking at him from afar, for by custom he
could not speak to her until full arrange-
ments had been made for a wedding. And
then, after words had been spoken by the
elders, and a settlement agreed upon he had
discovered that there was an opportunity to
travel to the new World for the studying of
medicine. B

He had come, of course. No man could
do other than that. She had stayed behind,
her heart filled with his promises to return.
There had been tears, hers bright and un-
ashamed, his hidden deep within, for a man
cannot cry except in the dark recesses of
his heart.

The time had been long, filled with les-
sons and dreary jobs to eke out his existence,
But progress had been made; and so fin:lly
came the day when she might come to him
over the trackless miles of ocean. And it
was on that day the message came that never
could she be his bride, for death had
sneaked in and folded her in his sable robe.

Some things had died for him that night,
never to live again. Some had died and
others had grown; yet because he was what
he was, there was never another to take her
place. His work had become his bride, lone
thanks and well bodies his caresses. And
so in many ways his life had been almost
full.

BUT now, remembering Mei Mei and
Yom Kee, it was as though he lived
again, the situation almost the same, for
word had come from the elders that no
marriage could take place.

“It 1s a blood reckoning,” Sum Duck had
said, his veined hands trembling with his
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years. “There is naught which can be done.”

Dr. Ling Pao had argued no further then.
He understood custom and knew his words
would be of no avail. Somewhere, some time,
there had been a feud between the people of
Mei Mei and Yom Kee. Over what, and
when it had happened, no one knew. Not
that it mattered. Tradition and family pride
were long, and custom must be kept, even at
someone’s sacrifice.

But still it was a tragic thing, and so Ling
Pao sat in his study, pondering this and
that, striving to find a loophole in old ways
so that a slender girl and a stalwart young
man might find their hearts’ desire.

As always at night he wore his robe of
heavy silk, the family marking in black
against the crimson and yellow dyes. The
Lings were a great family, their history a
fine one of great deeds and gentle compas-
sion. They had walked with great men and
fought with humble. An Empress had lived
because one had known a secret to rid her of
the dragon in her vitals, and so a title had
come to the family because of her pleasure.

Had he chosen Mei Mei, even at his age,
none could have complained. Ling blood
was good, and none would have found
fault with a man whose veins carried such
blood into a union.

But Yom Kee was not such a man. His
origin was humble, born of farmers in the
North of China. Great deeds and great
people lay not in his family’s history, and
so he could claim no heritage to bolster his

lea. He was but a young man on the thres-
ﬁold of a brilliant career, caught in the
whirlpool of a feud of which none kncw
the origin.  “Bah!" Ling Pao said to the
gilded joss squatting benevolently in the
corner. “Some customs, like wens, should
be knifed from the body of my people.”

And then because his thoughts went too
deep for words, he sat and brooded darkly.
A servant came softly and refilled his fragile
cup of Jasmine tea, then drifted away; and
the doctor gave no heed, for his mind
spun endlessly like a weathervane in a storm,
not knowing which way to point.

He heard the soft tinkling of the bell at
his door, and then the quiet words of his
servant came down the hall. He stirred,
turning, wondering who might be ill this
night that he should call so late. Mote words
were spoken; first the protestations of the

servant, then a higher voice, demanding
admittance.

“Who is it?” Ling Pao cried out.

“Mei Mei,” a girl's voice came, and then
she was in the room, coming toward him
with outstretched hands.

HE was lovely, even his years permitted

him to know that fact. She was not a
woman he would have chosen for his own,
for his memory served as a mirror to reflect
his desires. Yet she was beautiful, and he
knew the fact. He held no blame for Yom
Kee and his wishes.

She was short, of course, as most women
were, and her hair was of the darkness of
polished ebony. Her features were even, her
teeth of the whiteness of new ivory, and
there was the blush of health in her skin
which made the doctor suddenly conscious
of his years and infirmities.

“What do you do here at this hour?” Ling
Pao said gently. “And without an Amah
for protection.”

He saw the unshed tears standing in her
eyes, saw them, and the first feeling of
shock at her impropriety vanished as chaff
in a high breeze. He took her hands and
drew her to a seat beside him on a low
divan, his eyes giving orders to the servant
at the door. Within a second, another cup
sat beside the first on the table, and fresh
tea was being poured.

“Is there hope?” Mei Mei asked then,
and he felt her urgency in the tremor of
slender fingers. “I Rave not spoken to Yom
Kee since two days past, and I am suddenly
more afraid than ever.”

Ling Pao sought for words and found
none. Instead, he bent and caught up the
tea cups, handing the first ceremoniously to
the girl. He watched her drink, while sip-
ping at his own cup, and slowly a measure
of control came to her.

“He wants me to run away with him,”
she said finally, not looking at the doctor.
“He wants me to leave with him in four
days.”

“And shall you?” Ling Pao asked gently.

She shivered unconsciously. “I do not
know,” she said. “My heart tells me that we
belong together.”

“And so!” Ling Pao persisted.

“I do not know.”

Ling Pao swirled the fragrant tea in the
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translucent cup. The joss stared blandly at
him from inscrutable eyes, a thread of in-
cense smoke swirling upward from the brass
cup at its base. He could see the medical
books, side by side with roll-scripts of his
people. His stethoscope lay on a side table,
and next to it rested the mummified body of
a frog, which ground and powdered became
a medicine of fecundity for barren women,
or so they believed.

It was a strange room, of the old and of
the new, and in their very blending lay a
clash of tradition and knowledge. And he
knew, too, he was like the room, for in him
lay modern knowledge and ancient tradition.
He knew by the seven laws that Mei Mei
and Yom Kee could not marry; and yet be-
cause he had seen other changes, he saw
the futility of carrying tradition and custom
to too great a degree.

“I talked to Sum Duck,” he said evenly,
“and he tells me that no marriage can take
place. Choose any man but him, choose any
man whose veins carry another family's
blood, and you shall have your hcart’s de-
sire. Is such a thing possible?”

She looked directly at him, and deep in
her eyes he found his answer, for he had
seen such a light before in another woman’s
eyes. But then it had been for him, and to
remember it was to turn a keen blade in a
hidden wound ‘which never could heal.

“He is my chosen,” she said gently. "I
want no other.”

The tea was gone, yet its perfume hung
in the still air. The joss no longer smiled;
its face brooded now, the plume of smoke
dead and vanished. Wood creaked over-
head, and the soft shuffle of the servant’s
feet were clearly audible from the cooking
room. -

“I will speak with the elders once more,”
Dr. Ling Pao said quietly.

“And they will listen,” Mei Mei said
eagerly. “Your family is great.”

He shook his head. “"They will listen, for
by the rules of courtesy they must. But
understand, this is not an affair of my
family, and so my words carry but little
weight.”

“But Sum Duck is your friend. He would
have lost his eyes had you not saved them
with your skill.”

“That is another matter entirely. In mat-
ters such as these, friendship carrics but
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little weight.” He arose, lifting her to his
side, one arm thrown protectingly about her
slender shoulders. "Give a thought to this
running away,” he finished. “Happiness is
born of love, and love hidden in far places,
away from people and a man’s work some-
times dies before full blossoming.”

And then she was gone, walking with her
slim grace through the door and down the
hall. The servant appeared, and the doctor
smiled, for the man was dressed for the
street.

“See that she arrives safely at her home,”
Ling Pao said, and the servant bobbed his
head in understanding. ~

LONE, Dr. Ling Pao circled the library

for minutes, his pacing slowing finally,
until he stood at last before the desk, star-
ing unsceingly into space. He combed his
sparse whiskers with his fingers, the tendrils
of his thoughts whipping about, secking to
grasp anything which might bring a solu-
tion.

He realized this was not rightfully his
problem. By certain standards he was in-
terfering. Yet, he told himself, with so littke
happiness in the world, surely he was not
wrong in seeking to further what there was.

He loved Mei Mei as though she were
his granddauglter, for he had known her
family for years; they had visited in his
home, and many was the meal he had par-
taken from their hospitality. It was as
though she were a part of his youth recap-
tured, and selfishly he wanted to help.

His relationship to Yom Kee, though,
was different. l-id he had a younger
brother, he could have wished for nobody
different from Yom Kee. Ambitious and in-
telligent, full of the surge of living and
yet mannered in the ten thousand rituals,
knowing his rights, and yet deferring to the
judgment of age, he was a fine man, worthy
of any family, despite his humble beginning.

That he and Mei Mei should not be
married was a crime in Ling Pao's eyes. He
understood custom, and he believed in it.
But even as laws must change with different
civilizations, then traditions must change
with different generations. The world
moved more swiftly than people, and ideas
sometimes remained stagnant in the back-
wash of life’s stream.

He turned from the room, going toward
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he gave his name and entered the small
courtyard. A servant bowed low, then
scuttled 2head to give the news to the elders
who waited for the doctor within their
chamber.

Ling Pao caught a glimpse of Yom Kec's
features. They were set now, for this was
his one chance to make his claim. As a man
of law bis voice and his mind were his
weapons of attack and defense, yet even he
knew that they might avail him nothing
against traditions which had been ancient
long before his father's father’s father was
conceived.

TH.E]R footsteps were slow and muffled
on the crushed-shell walk. The garden
was fragrant with soft perfume, and the slow
plashing of a fountain at the rear gave peace
to everything. Flowers grew in splendid
patterns, crimson and blue and the palest
of yellows. There was quiet here, as though
the aity was a place far away.

Dr. Ling Pao breathed deeply. It secmed
to him then that too much of his life was
spent away from beauty. Such a garden as
this he had always wanted, a retreat where
flowers and green shrubs could be his pa-
tients. But never had the reality come; al-
ways had he been too busy with others to
spend time upon himself.

He went ahead, standing beside the door
of the house, with Yom Kee at his side, im-
patience and a vague disquiet drawing them
together. Ling Pao knew the futility of the
visit, yet he could not do otherwise than to
come.

And Yom Kee was like a statue, rigid
with impatience, his face stern and forbid-
ding with the tenor of his thoughts. He
was young, and the heated blood of youth
ran 1o his veins. There might be trouble,
serious trouble, if he were denied what he
thought was his right.

The door came open. Ling Pso kicked
aside his slippers and entered, followed by
Yom Kee. The hallway was dim, the pat-
terned walls close and crowding. Ahead,
yellow light spilled from a dcorway, and
the scent of sandalwood incense made the
- air light and fragrant.

The servant bowed humbly and with-
drew, and the two men entered the council-
chamber of the elders.

They sat like caricatures of graven statues,

only their eyes alive, hands folded in their '
laps, their legs crossed and their badks
straight. None moved, except Sum Duck,
and his words were slow and even.

“Enter, Esteemed Doctor and Honored
Lawyer,” he said.

“It is a privilege unfit for so unworthy a
man as myself,” Ling P2o said ceremoni-
ously, and sat before the long low table, _
crossing his legs and settling his fine robe
of silk.

“I deem it an honor,” Yom Kee said
quietly, and thumbed his chin respectfully
at the elders.

He sat at the doctor’s side, his eyes going
from man to man, searching for an answer
and finding only mirror-eyes which reflected
everything and told nothing.

The elders were five. Sum Duck was
there, his face terribly scarred from the
bombing which bad almest taken his life.
Sum Long was at his left, his face round
and fat with good living, his hair short and
oilily black on his high skull. Wu Sao was
at the side of Sum Long, thin with the ill-
ness of the lungs which had come to him in
the Japanese prison. For a moment his eyes
flicked friendliness at Ling Pao, then he
coughed harshly into a silk handkerchief,
wiping his mouth as the spasm passed.

The last two were younger than the
others, although there was whiteness in their
hair. One was Sum Lien and the other was
Wu Tze, who was a merchant on the Street
of the Silver Dog. They waited patiently, -
for Sum Duck would do the speaking and
give their views.

“This is,” Sum Duck said at last, “a dif-
ficult thing for me to say. I know this man,
this Yom Kee whose clever tongue has
made him a great man in the Street of Law.
I know him and I respect him, for he has
come far along a path beset with hazards.
I count him as my friend, as I count few
men. So let it be understood that there is
only friendship and grief mingled in my
heart.”

Yom Kee made as if to talk, then went
silent at the instant pressure of Ling Pao's
hand upon his knee. Rich blcod lay in his
face, and he bit his lip in growing anger.

Ling Pao bent his head gravely. "I un-
derstand how you must feel,” he said, “for’
Yom Kee is like a brother to me.” He chose
his words carefully. “And so because he
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might be my brother, I wish to talk for him,
as though I were an clder of his family. He
is alone, his parents and his sistcrs dead in
the last war. He js a man and can speak
for himself; yet because I am old, I thought
it best that I should plead his case.”

He paused, and the elders nodded in uni-
son, like puppets controlled by the same
string. They watched, and their faces were
impassive, their eyes clouded with their
thinking. Only Sum Duck had animation,
and he watched through eyes which Ling
Pao and the American doctors had saved
three years before with incredible skill and
plasma and shining knives and keen-pointed
needles.

“You have said this man is good,” Ling
Pao continued. “His name bears no shame.
He is honest and ambitious, and his love for
the girl bursts like sunrlse in his heart. He
will make a fine and honest husband, a
splendid father.” He trod on dangerous
ground now, and he sought for words which
would be right. “There is 2 blood-feud, an
old reckoning which was born so many years
ago that none of us knows why it was be-

n. Men died in that feud. Women cried,
and many foul deeds were done in its name.

“I know of blood-feuds, for the Lings
have two. But my family knows the cause of
its feuds, and so can act accordingly. But
not this one which separates 2 maid and a
man. And so, because of that, I say this
blood-feud must be put aside. A wedding
must be held, and in the welding of the
bloods 2ll the past must be forgotten and
aéw happiness brought forth.”

LING PAO stopped his words. He had
made his plea, made it in the face of an
opposition all the more terrible because it
was so passive. Were this medicine, he
would know how to proceed; were this law,
then Yom Kee could do what must be done.
But because this was custom and tradition,
Lecause the threads of this matter vaaished
iato the past, controlled by those long dead,
# losing battle was being fought.

Sum Duck drew in his breath. “By cus-
tam,” he said, “this wedding cannot be.
This man is 2 Yom and the girl is a Sum,
axd the two may not marry. It is not of our
ehoosing, for we are of a mind that the man
is more than worthy. But our decision must
be made against the marriage, for custom

has decreed it, and we, as the elders, cannot
go against that which is part of our family
honor.” '

Yom Kec sobbed deep in his throat. He
fought a wall of wind with bare hands, and
the battle went against him. His mouth was
tight, his nostrils distended. '

“I speak in my behalf, Oh, Honorable
Men,” he said, despite Ling Pao’s restrain-
ing hand. "I tell you this; I want no other
bride than Mei Mei, and I shall have no
other. I am an honest man,\and I tell you
truthfully that we shall be wedded.”

The elders straightened, their gazes
swinging from Yom Kee to Sum Duck.
There was silence, except for the whispering
of breeze through the glass chimes hanging
from the ceiling. This was a challenge, a
challenge which must be met.

Sum Duck drew his hands apart from
their concealing sleeves. In one lay a short-
handled hatchet, its gleaming head slender

-and razor-sharp. In the other lay a feather,

incredibly white, its tip marked with red
ink.

“The choice is yours, Yom Kee,” Sum
Duck said quietly. “But let it be understood
that these symbolize the action which will
take place once your decision is made. If
you choose to ignore tradition, then the
hatchet shall be yours. If not, then the quill
will signify peace. But understand this, the
girl may be your bride, yet she will never be
your wife.”

He laid the hatchet and feather upon the
low table, and once again his hands were
hidden in his slceves. There was tension in
the room now, born of desperation and im-
placable wills meeting and contending.

Dr. Ling Pao shivered, a thought crossing
his mind.

“Custom is a fine thing, an honored treas-
ure of every family,” he said softly. “I am
a man of two worlds, both of which I re-
pect. But laws change, and so should cus-
tom.”

“The man is 2 Yom and the girl a Sum,”
Sum Duck said imperturbably.

“And if he were not 2 Yom?" Ling Pao
probed, thoughts fitting neatly into place in
his mind.

“If that were s0,” Sum Duck said grave-
ly, “then there would be no need for talk
such as this. Papers would be signed, banns
would be placed. There would be feasting



v THE TWO WORLDS OF LING PAO

and much merriment; for as I have said,
Yom Kee is a fine man.”

R. LING PAO smiled. "Then ne shall
be a Ling,” he said quietly. “I am
without a son, and so he shall be my
son. He shall be a Ling, for I shall adopt
him and endow him with all that is mine.”
He felt the thrill of a battle won then. He
felt a surge of excitement such as came only
when a patient began to look again at life
with hopeful eyes. He had found a solu-
tion, an ending, and there could be no com-
plaints against it. His family was respected,
more it was a powerful one, with men in
high places. To feud with it was folly, par-
ticularly new feuding.

Sum Duck shook his head from side to
side, and like their speaker the other elders
copied the movement.

“It cannot be,” Sum Duck said. “Our
family history shows that such a thing was
done long long ago, and it was not accepted.
This man could bear your name, but Ling
blood would not flow in his veins. He
would be a2 masquerader, and so it would be
trickery.”

Yom Kee came to his feet then. He stood
and towered over the seated elders, and his
hands were clenched fists.

“So be it,” he said. “Now have you
taiked, and I have said but little. I care not
what a man did against a man so many
years ago that even history is dust. You have
said your say and now I say mine.”

He bent and caught the hatchet, and it
swung in a glittering arc. He buried the
head for half its length in the table top, and
a crack streaked the wood for a hand’s
breadth on either side.

“There is my answer,” he said. “If any
man brings that weapon against me, Sum
blood shall stain it.”

And then he was gone, stalking from the
room and vanishing through the outer door.
None moved, their eyes watching the
haichet which was an open challenge to all.
Sum Duck shcok 2 bit in anger, yet his voice
was quiet as he spoke.

“Fonorable Doctor,” he said, ‘“'as that
man is your friend, as you are our friend,
do not let him do what is in his mind. For
I say to you that, the moment the wedding
1s over, he shall die as custom demands.”

“I shall do what I can,” Dr. Ling Pao
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said shortly, and then gave his goodbyes in
the way of the ten thousand rituals.

There had been horror in him at the
threats exchanged in the council room, but
once cuiside, as he slipped his feet into the
crimson and gold slippers, a wide smile
came to his mouth. He chuckled deep in
his throat, a chuckle born of the last few
minutes. An idea lay in his mind, and as
he explored it to its end, he found the an-
swer to the problem, and the sheer irony
of it drew laughter to his eyes.

He went from the garden and into the
street, and once there, he began to hurry,
black satchel dangling heavily from his
hand, impatience tugging at his heart.

ND so it was on the third day that Mei

Mei became the bride of Yom Kee.
A priest in yellow robes said splendid
words, and the two were oae in the eyes of
all. Spectators made moaning sounds of hap-
piness in their throats, and firecrackers
popped and rattled and banged with glori-
ous bursts of sound. Beggars herded about
the great tables of food set aside for them,
and the guests dined on rich juicy pork and
lichee nuts and small candied cookies made
of honey and flour. Wine was strong and
without end, and the wedding was a great
affair.

Ling Pao had seen to everything. Banns
had been posted, even though wedding
papers had not been signed. They waited
now for signatures of the Sum elders, a
thing which many knew would never come
about.

Yom Kee was a Ling now, of course, the
papers signed and witnessed and entered in
the court’s records. He was Ling Yom Kee
now, a member of the Ling family; yet
those who professed to know understood
that such subterfuge could never stand
against custom.

The Sums were not at the wedding, of
course. The thing they planned to do was
a terrible thing, and many were the words
spoken, the plans made that such a thing
need not come about. The<elders met and
talked, and even went so far as to bring in
the men of other families, and still no loop-
hole could be found through which they
could make a graceful retreat from what
was demanded.

This was a greater thing than their de-












10

Red I run onto Oily Ollinger, the medicine
man who traipses around over the country
a-peddlin’ Chief Wahoomonga's Snake Oil.
You recollect Oily. This fat little green
goods man knows mighty nigh every outlaw
in the West, bein’ crookeder than a hundred
percent of ‘em himself, and he don’t never
forget nothin’ so that you can give him a
message for somebody and he'll-carry it in
his head until he runs across the fella and
repeats it word for word. We use him that-
away and call him the Office. It's a heap
safer to go to Oily for your mail, so to speak,
than to one of Uncle Sam's post offices where
you look around and see a reward notice
carrying your brands and marks. Oily swears
I saved his life once, so he's strong for me.

He's a-mixin’ somethin’ at a fire by his
wagon and he waves for me to come over
there. As we shake, Oily looks all around
cautious, then says, “I've been hunting high
and low for you, Slim. Where in hell have
you been?”

Naturally, I ain’t sayin’. “Oh-h, here and
yander and up and down, mostly down.
Anything new?”

“Haven't you heard?”

“Nope?”

“Didn’t any of the boys find you? I told
several.”

“Nope.”

Oily eases a spoonful of dough into the
pot on his fire tender and careful. He has
shot him some squirrel and he’s a-fixin’ to
have squirrel and slickers. Smells damned
good, too, and I'm hongry.

He puts in eight dumplin’s, then talks.
“The Fort Smith stage was stuck up last
week, guard wounded, passengers robbed.
Marshal Heck Henderson arrested Johnny
Antelope and jugged him at Eufaula, Heck
admits that he ain’t certain Johnny done it,
but he iu«nds to hold that Choctaw wildcat
until he finds out who did.”

Oily takes a peek at the dumplin's. So do
I. They're a-floatin’ high and pretty. He
goes on, “I know Johnny is a friend of
yours, so I listen to what the boys and girls
are saying. It’s going around that Tama
Torrey tipped the law to Johnny. Seems like
this Tama is a woman scorned and that
good-looking Indian is the scorner. The
jailer let me talk to him through the bars,
and he said, “Tell Gunman to stay to hell
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away from Eufaula. Tama told the officers
they'd better look out for him, because he’'d
be sure to come. She and her bunch are
laying for him, too. Tell him not to wosry
about me. I'm all right. Tell him to stay
away” That from Johnny Antelope to
Mister Guaman.”

He takes another look at the slickers, I
don’t, I ain’t hongry no more.

NOW, Johnny Antelope in jail ain't
nothin’ to get worked up about. It
happens right frequent, but he never stays
there long. Bein' a college-educated bank
robber and smart as a whip, Johnny is so
slick the law ain’t been able to prove nothin’
on him even when he was guilty. This is
one time when I'll gamble that he’s inno-
cent, though. He don't stick up stages.
Johnny 1s strictly a bank man—says his con-
science won't let him rob nothin’ but banks,
because when a bank is so poor a robberty
does it much harm it’s about to go bust any-
how and if it’s a rich bank gettin’ h’isted
won'’t hurt it nohow. But Johnay in jail this
time is damned dangerous. He has been
framed by a woman who is mighty nigh as
smart as he is and that’s a sight worse than
if he was guilty and the law was a-workin’ -
the case all by itself. U. S. Deputy Marshal
Henderson will be fair. But evidence against
a fella can be planted so infernally natural
as to fool anybody, and this here Tama Tor-
rey is just the woman to do a first-rate job of
plantin’.

I thank Oily and walk over to Blaze, my
tall sorrel long-horse, and go to rubbin’ him
down. He’s hot and lathered. We've been
makin’ distance, a-headin’ south to San
"Tonio to see a judge who maybe can square
us with Texas law. Heck Henderson has al-
ready said that if I can get my slate cleaned
in Texas he’'ll help me with the Federal
boys. Seems like T always think good and
straight when I'm a-foolin’ around Old
Blaze. Reckon he does some of my thinkin’.
He's got more brains than I have. It won’t
never do to let 'em carry Johnny to Judge
Packer’s court in Fort Smith. There ain’t no
appeal from that court and evidence or no
evidence, Johnny's reputation will hang him.

I've done a heap of ridin’ with Johnay
Antelope and many's the time we've slept in
the same blankets, or under the same stas
without no blankets. I know what's down
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Pretty soon it’s dark. Steppin’ out of the
door and onto the sidewalk, I glance quick
up and down the street and across it. On
the other side there’s a vacant shack. At one
time it was white and now its two bare win-
dows and door give it the look of a skull
whose empty eye sockets are starin’ back at
me. In one of them somethin’ moves! I
don’t have to think. I'm tight as a fiddle
string. I drop. As I'm goin’ down one of
those empty eye sockets explodes fire. Buck-
shot spatters the wall and door above and
behind me—enough to kill a buffalo!. The
roar is like a cannon. Must've been a double-
barreled eight-gauge sawed-off. I never shot
quicker or faster in my life. Three bullets
through the black hole in the skull over
there. And I never was crazier in my life,
for I jump up and run zig-zag at the shack!

A man stretched on the floor in there.
He's a-breathin’ loud and movin' a little.
Standin’ against the front wall, I strike a
match and cup it cautiously in my hands. Its
light falls on a face I know—TLittle Joe, all-
around badman and whiskey peddler who
rides for Tama Torrey and is one of the wit-
nesses against Johnny Antelope! Maybe he’ll
talk. No chance. Little Joe is dead!

Bootheels come a-runnin’ from all direc-
tions.

Frank Grace a-yellin’, “Slim! Oh, SLIM!
You hurt!”

I slip through the back door into the dark.
The moon ain’t up yet, but he ain’t far away,
either, so I move quick around behind the
store next door and on to the end of the
block. Behind a wagon with sideboards I
stop and watch the street crossin’. Yander
goes Heck Henderson and Charley Wilson,
a-runnin’ like hell. Betcha they were both at
the jail. Yander go everybody, all of ‘em
runnin’, so I reload and go the other way.

This is a first-rate jail, if you like a good
stout jail. It sets well back in a more or Jess
empty block and I'm able to amble carcless-
like most of the way around it in the dark
wicnout bein’ recognized unless some owl-
eved cuss spots my six-foot-six and long,
nawk face and figures that it must be me be-
cause ro other human is put together like
that. The jail has got a door and two win-
dows on the north end, the City Marshal's
hangout more'n likely. There’s good-sized
windows in the east and west sides and
south end which is the cell, of course. All

windows are barred plumb heavy. After
once around it I'm satisfied that the quickest
and best way into this here jail is through
the front door, so I head for it after makin’
certain that my six-shooters are a-slidin’ easy
in their leather. I ain’t taken morc'n two
steps before here comes Charley Wilson!

THE City Marshal is holdin’ a high trot
like he’s anxious to get back to
jail. Betcha Old Heck has sent him back for
fear that I'l] take it to pieces while he's gone.
Lucky for me the moon ain’t up yet and I've
stepped behind a big old elm, so he don't
spot me off to one side where I am. He
goes in and I'm just about two minutes be-
hind him.

I open the door and step in without no
fuss or bother—sorta quick-like, though.
There's a hell of a scramblement right off.
Two hard-lookin’ gents with big mustaches
and long hair untangle their legs and make
a grab for the Winchesters leanin’ against
the wall beside their chairs, which tells me
that they’re Heck Henderson’s men and used
to long-range work in the open. Big, yaller-
headed Marshal Wilson has got his feet
cocked up on a table with his arms folded
and he’s a-talkin’ to beat hell, probably tell-
i’ 'em about the shootin’. He stops with his
mouth open—don’t move. Knows it’s too
late, I reckon.

“Howdy, boys,” I drawl. *'Tain’t no

need to grab iron. I come a-packin’ wam-
pum.”
“Huh!” grunts Charley. “And what I
mean, boys, if he'd come a-smokin’ the
shootin’ would be over and done by now,
and so would we. I'm a hell of a marshal,
gettin’ caught thisaway. Heck Henderson
warned me a-plenty. Pull up a chair, Mister
Gunman, and set for a specil. Sorry our ceil-
in’ is so dad-blamed low.”

I grin and take a chair. He’s just a-talkin’
to throw me off.- Give him half a chaace
and he'll get the drop on me. “Thanks,
Officer. Your ceilin’ ain't to blame. It's my'
fault for growin’ up and down so far. Why
don't you turn my friend Johnny Antelope
and his boys a-loose?”

Charley leoks me square in the eye. "I
would if he was my prisoner, but he ain’t. I
krnow that Indian. He has robbed many a
bank and never shot 2 man while doin’ it.
He wouldn't bother with a little old stage-
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blows the hats off' n the two men a-settin’
with backs to me, and out goes the lamp.
So do I. Bob Jenks ain't in there.

One jump lands me at the door to the
next cardroom. Noise in here. Sounds like
some fella had tipped over his chair and
kicked the table as he went down. I step
into the ruckus. The air is thicker, bluer
and twice as dangerous in here. Three men
grab for their guns. Bob Jenks ain’t here.
I jump back, slam the door and duck. Bul-
let’s splinter the wood over my head. My
long legs take me to the back door be-
fore anybody shows up behind me. Natu-
rally, they're a little slow about comin’ into
the hall. A big fella with bleary eyes comes
a-weavin’ in as I'm goin’ out. He goes out,
too, and he lands on his shoulder-blades.
Three shakes later I'm a-straddle of the
gelding and we'te long gone. That spooky
bay horse scents gunsmoke and don't like
it. Fact is, he damned nigh jumps clean
from under me and I think he'll leave me
a-settin’ oa air, :

O FAR I've come a long ways and ain’t

got nowhere. Johnny Antelope is still
in jail and the evidence against him is bad.
Even if I could, I don’t want to take him
away from the law and leave this robbery
a-hangin’ over him so that he’s on the
dodge until he’s cleared, if ever. I head
for the Torrey horse ranch a-bumin’ the
breeze. It ain’t far and in no time I see
lighted windows in its long, low log house.
The bunkhouse is dark. The moon is up
bright and I don’t see anybody movin’
around the stable and corrals. Torrey never
bhas kept much of a crew out here and most
of them are generally away stealin’ horses.
I sure am hopin’ that they ain’t got no dogs.
They've got one! ‘

He don’t pay no mind to a rider, but
when I get down and start walkin' to the
front gallery he comes a-tearin’ out from
behind the smokehouse like he aims to take
a leg off'n me and he's tellin’ the world
about it. Here goes my chance to pull a sur-

rise. 1 had figured to get inside unbe-
Enownst to anybody, for there ain't one in
a hundred doors locked or bolted at night
in this country. Might as well walk right
to the front door and face the music.
%nt damned dog a-barkin’ sets my teeth
on edge. Hell of a situation!

The front room ain’t lighted, Evideutly
they're in the big kitchen where they eat.
I hear bootheels inside a-comin’ this way
and they're almost at the door. Anyhow,
they won't be expecting me. As I reach
for the latch the door swings open. I jab a
man in the belly with the muzzle of my
six-shooter, and growl soft, “One little
squawk and I blow your gizzard apart!”

It's a hammered-down runt of a horse
thief and whiskey peddier called Polly be-
cause he's got a beak like a parrot. He
ain’t no coward, either, but he's got too
much savvy to make a play now.

He left the door to the kitchen partly
open. Somebody in there wants to know,
“Who is it, Polly?”

“Tell 'em it's Slim Gunman,” I mutter.

Polly does. I know they won't believe
him and laughter in there proves it. A
woman’s voice says somethin’ about me that
would be fightin® talk if 2 man said it. They
go to laughin’ again.

Under cover of the noise, 1 tell Polly,
“Turn easy and walk slow ahead of me.
No monkeyshines!”

He turns and starts away. I lift his gun
from its holster and lay it on the floor gen-
tle. I'm dyin’ to ask Polly how many men
in the kitchen, but dassn’t. Don’t make no
difference nohow. Now that I've had the
gall to go this far I'll have to go the bal-
ance of the way. He lifts his hand to
push the door open into the kitchen. Work-
i’ every ounce of my Hundred Eighty, I
give the little runt a shove that almost lifts
him off'n his feet and flings him headfore-
most into the room. Polly dives into the
back of a man at the table, knocks him
and the  bench over and upsets the table
onto a fella settin’ facin’ me on the far
side. Tama Torrey jumps from a chair
at the end. She’s got a gun!

I've landed out in the room on both
feet. “Drop it!” I bark at the girl. “DKOP
U i

She looks at my six-shooter, looks hatd
into my face, lets the Colt slip from her
hand. The man who fell under the table
is a stranger to me. The other .is Bob
Jenks. It takes them a few seconds to get
untangled, just long enough for me to han-
dle Tama, then they make their fight a-lay-
in’ on the floor. Damned nigh get me,
too, though the odds are all in my Tavor.
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her came her amah, with a lamp. Kirby
presented the chit. ’

The few words he had pencilled told her
« that an unusual soldier stood at the jamb.
She read again, then said, “Wait for an
answer,” :

Kirby had time to break into a sweat
from thinking of how he had stretched his

luck to what might well be the breaking -

point. He jerked as though a blast had been
touched off beside him when Diane did at
last come to the door. She was not alone. Ah
Lok and the amah came after her.

Kirby did not speak until they came to
the street.

“We're leaving.”

“You should have said less, or more!
What happened?”

IRBY told her. He concluded, “"What

we are taking down the river is a fistful
of war, and when it breaks out— Suit your-
self, do you want to risk the trip with us,
or stay here?”

“It'd be far safer at the consulate. But
such safety! I'm going.”

Then he saw that along with his cairying
Pole, Ah Lok had on his shoulder a gun
1n a cloth case. Kirby said, "I savee plenty,
Ah Lok.”

When the Chinaman plodded on without
answering, Diane said, “He knows that you
understand why he turned you over to the
enemy, but he doesn’t know what to say.”

“The loot he picked up talks for him.
How's the consul?”

“Finally asleep. He's been a very sick
man. That’s what made this so easy for us.”

“Your father thinks I'm crazy, dragging
you south.”

“He's right. Soam 1.”

“Right, or crazy?”

“Both.”

When they came to the river, they learned
that Ma Khin and Fenton had found a
canoe, which was nothing but a launggo
fitted with plank sides to make it more
spacious. The hollow log foundation, serv-
ing somewhat as a keel, added to stability.
Judging from the mud which caked both
Fenton and Ma Khin, the owner of the boat
had not been present to help them.

They shoved off, and the muddy river
took charge. "Grab a paddle,” Kirby said,
“and have your amah take one. Alex, we've

got to keep our eyes peeled for logs and
stumps.”

In the few hours remaining before dawn,
long ignored strain and fatigue took their
toll. The monotony of dipping the paddles
began putting Kirby to sleep. His eyes
glazed. He would awaken only in time to
keep from losing his paddle. Fixing his eyes
on the stream caused illusions so that he saw
floating stumps where there was nothing.
Twice he shouted a useless warning.

The moon sank behind the Pakkoku
Range. Presently, false dawn rclieved the
dangerous darkness, but it was followed by
an even deadlier gloom. When true dawn
broke, the fugitives were gray faced and
wan.

The piers and shacks of river villages
could now be seen, whereas earlier, only
the smell of fish had given their location.
Fenton sa’d,- "We'd better risk cating and

, resting, then stuff ourself with enough of

their vile /ehpet to keep us awake until we
drop from paddling.”

KIRBY was beyond thinking. He could
not give clear shape to his objection to
Fenton’s suggestion. When he did voice it,
incoherently, Fenton argued, “Whether they
are actually chasing us or not is purc guess-
work. Whether they are on ponies or ele-
phants is another conjecture. And we've
gone with a swift current. Dash it all, they
can’t trail us,” he concluded triumphantly.
“"We've left no spoor in the river.”

Kirby pulled himself together sufficiently
to wrangle back: “Unless semeone makes a
good guess and sets out in despatch boat.
Two dozen experts can push one along
faster than a steamer.”

"Very well, we'll go ashore and let the
despatch boat race down ahead of us.”

Ma Khin, if she had any ideas, kept them
to herself. Ah Lok was a bright-eyed
mummy. The amah was ready to collapse.

Kirby finally groped himself into pos-
session of a thought: “San Ya's place is well
downstream. Ma Khin, how did he stand at
court, how did he stand with the police?
I mean, would he be hiding, or not?”

“San Ya,” she answered, “had become a
very poor man, and making gold is.no
crime. Though the king was disappointed he
didn’t succeed.”

“San Ya, poor?”
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such a weapon in the hands of a man in-
different to pistol fire. Yet it was all so rn-
real that Kirby had not even a feeling of
triumph when Lecoin fled. Unreal—yet, as
though going according to plan,

A savage scream made Kirby tighten up
when he would have dropped. Ah Lok,
swishing a dah, was bounding across the
clearing. The spotted men turned tail. Kirby
levelled his gun and cut loose. In their
present state of mind, each pellet would
have the effect of a bullet. He shoved home
another cartridge, and peppered them agaiu..
Through the cloud of smoke, he saw Fenton
come out with a musket, to start a one-man
bayonet charge.

“Keep ’em running!” Kirby shouted, as
he reloaded.

THE counter-attack stampeded Lecoin’s
men. Ah Lok caught one from the rear;
he slashed a second, who stumbled in his
haste. And then Kirby fell. He dropped into
a howling darkness. He was sick, dizzy, and
burned out. He didn’t care what happened
next, because there was nothing he could
do about anything.

When at last he did know what was
going on, he was being carried, lashed to
bamboo poles. Fireflies floated against the
jungle dusk. He shivered so violently that
he could not have spoken, even had he been
able to shape a question. Aches reminded
him of wounds. These seemed to have been
bandaged.

Finally he heard a familiar voice, and
asked, “Alex, what did happen, after—
after—"

“They kept running,” Fenton answered.
“Stark panic.”

Diane came to the improvised litter
which Ah Lok and her father were shoul-
dering. “The boat was gone, we looked for
it. Oh, I don't know what we’ll do, where
we'll go—"

“Give me a drink,” Kirby demanded,
thick-lipped. “Well, it worked.”

Later, when exhaustion forced them to
make camp, he tried to explain himself,
but Diane laid her hand over his mouth
and murmured. “Don't, don't try to talk,
you were hit twice.” ‘

Fenton cut in, “The slugs went clean
through, so you won't be able to tell all
the rest of your life how many bullets

you're carrying about. Most amazing, my
boy, most amazing! When I was in Ara-
kan—"

Kirby choked from trying to say, “Oh,
to hell with Arakan!”

“Er—what I mean is,” Fenton went on,
“I thought you were quite mad, but you
were entirely right. Those devils saw you
take shot after shot and of course fancied
some wizard or astrologer had given you a
charm to make you bullet proof, and the
idea of standing to face you scared them
witless. They must’ve thought Ah Lok and
I were—ah—birds of a feather, as it were.”

“They—all of them—ran?”

Fenton’ chuckled. “Trampling the brush!
Venture to say Lecoin feels cheap. I marvel
he stood as long as he did. Probably killed
you very neatly if you'd gone at him with a
pistol.”

“He'll be back. New men maybe.”

“Rot!”

“He has to. How long are you good for?”
¢ ",I,:Th? What's that? How long am / good
or:

“Yes. You. Fever. See it in your face.
You're in worse shape than—you will be—
than I am. Got to get to San Ya's place.”
Kirby spoke laboriously. Talk had worn him
out. “Make for San Ya's. Get there—before
Lecoin—has a fresh—start—he has to help
us—will help us—" -

“Ah—why must San Ya—" ‘

“Go there—can’t talk much more—damn
it, go!”

And when he knocked himself out with
that final effort, Kirby’s insistence did drive
the fugitive toward the embezzler village
retreat. Since exhaustion kept Kirby in a
coma, they could not argue; and since his
previous insane whim had saved them from
Lecoin’s dacoits, they could not do other
than believe, and obey.

XV

WI-IEN they got to San Ya's house,
which for all his poverty, was well

built of teak, Kitby was out of his head.
And TFenton had been laid out by fever.
Daring a lucid moment in which Kirby's
wits rearranged themselves, "he noted, bit
by bit, his surroundings, and tried to guess
what portion of his recollections were fact
and what part delerium. Sametimes one’s
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aightmares were rational, and one’s experi-
ences the opposite. It was time to find out
which was which. He had a premonition of
trouble, the real kind.

Ma Khin sat on the floor beside him. It
seemed she had been there for a long time,
forever, in fact, serene and placid, laying
a hand on his forehead at times, and some-
how chasing away the complex hallucina-
tions which had troubled hum.

His head had been a whirl of elephants,
spotted men, pagodas, all pinwheeling
about; with wizards and astrologers and
Frenchmen offering to sell him charms to
make him bullet proof. And the sayas had
ganged up, each offering to tattoo him
with a pattern guaranteed to give immunity
to bullet or steel or poison or fever. Get
all the patterns and look like a wall paper
sample book, and nothing can hurt you—
but what most obsessed him was dacosts,
always scattering, yet always coming back
for another encounter.

He touched his forehead. Instead of being
dry, slick, and hot, it was moist. Ma Khin
nodded, and smiled a little. The fever was
breaking. He sniffed the air. Her bouquet of
perfume and coconut oil and pickled tea
was pleasant rather than otherwise.

IRBY demanded, “What's all the worry
and trouble?”

“What trouble?”

“Something is wrong.”

“Oh, nothing is wrong. We are at San
Ya's house, everything is pleasant and safe.
He welcomes us. This is not a rest house,
not a zayat, this is San Ya's place.”

But Ma Khin, too reassuring, was not
quite convincing in her effort to drive away
his notion that trouble was looming up. He
pretended to be very drowsy.-Actually, he
was baiting her. Strength had come back
surprisingly, and straightness of thinking;
so that what he needed was facts and back-
ground to bring him up to date. He knew
that another chore was ahead.

After leaning over to listen to his breath-
ing, Ma Khin got up and catfooted into the
other room.

“Not so loud, he notices things now, he
mustn't worry.”

The whisper was enough to get Kirby off
his mat, and to his feet. He was wearing
his Kaw mountaineer outfit, which had been

"
neatly laundered. “Out, totally, how long?”
he asked himself. :

Legs buckling, "he crossed the room,
which was clean swept, and devoid of any
furnishing except mats and water jars. In
the next room, the one from which voices
came, was a table. There were chairs and
other European furniture, and bits of brica-
brac.

San Ya, cunningly benevolent as ever,
was not quite as smooth as he once had
been. Turtle-like, he looked as though he
wished he could draw his neck well into
shelter, and dodge everything. Diane sat
there, opening and closing her hands. She
looked worried and tired.

Her fathe: was drawn, red eyed, and sal-
low. His lips were grayish. He shivered and
drew borrowed garments closer about him.
There was nothing in the house large
enough for him to wear, so he had wrapped
himself up in whatever he could get. He
looked like Sitting Bull in a blizzard.

“But they will follow, thcy have not
given up. It is dangerous for you to stay
here.”

Though this was Kirby's first clear im-
pression, it was enough. He must have per-
ceived, subconsciously, a good deal during
his fever. He said, “Don't try to run us out.
We will not go. Do you understand?”’

San Ya jerked up from his chair and
thrust it back.

Kirby, as he groped for his next words,
prayed for strength to drive through. He
scrted, desperately, flash after flash of recol-
lection, sifting fact from fancy and night-
mare.

“Alex and the rest of them told him what
1did, but San Ya is scaved as though 1 had
done it to him . . . or as if someone who had
faced my show had giver San Ya the pure
fright of it . . . it's not a story to him, but
something real.”’

And acting on this conviction, Kirby
made his bluff. He said, accusingly, “Never
mind what Lecoin’s budmashes and dacoits
told you. Don’t be afraid of them. You will
get into worse trouble turning us out than
protecting us.”

San Ya actually gaped and blinked from
confusion. He protested, "'They told me?
How is this, who told me? No one has told
me anything. Except Mr. Fenton, Miss Fea-
ton—it is dangerous here, certainly.”
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ried her not at all; she said, “But I am
going.” -

She settled the argument by doing just
as she had said, not leaving Kirby until
he came to the very gate of the monastery.

S THOUGH he had not moved during
the twenty-four hours which had
elapsed, Shwe Tha sat on the verandah.
Behind him was the large, open hall, with
the dais at the further end the room in
which monks and novices spent their days
and nights. At one side he had a bowl of
crude petroleum in which floated a wick.
When he saw Kirby, Shwe Tha laid aside
the scripture he had been reading, and
icked up a length of cloth on which had
een embossed Pali characters.

“It is here,” he announced. “The safe
conduct, signed, and sealed, and sc.ured
by many oaths.”

Kirby looked at the document. “I can’t
read it. Do the oaths include me? With no

uibbling?”

“The Golden Lord swears by the Sacred
Relics, by the Lord, by the Law, and by the
Assembly. And you go with me, oath-
protected?”

“Yes, Shwe Tha. As parasol bearer, or
palanquin bearer. But not to talk. The
skipper of the Ashley Eden brought a mes-
sage that says all there is to say.”

- “But you could speak without contradict-
ing, without promising—"

“I'm not even a Britisher.”

“They think you are, they think you are
a spy, so they'll believe you know what you
are talking about.”

“Absolutely no! I promised I'd go with
you, and since I am going, tell me what
good can come of it?”

“That is a fair question. Now that you
have promised me a promise, I shall an-
swer. Even as a parasol bearer, it is good
for you to go. If there is war, you will bear
witness that I tried to have peace, that I
and others tried; and so the British will deal
rightly with me and with those others who
are friendly at court.

“If there is peace, you will bear witness
also. So that if I havé to leave because of
those who hate peace, I will have friends
in Rangoon. In either event, I will be yout
witness; that you did large things with no
bope of reward, and that you deserve cvery

good that the British may be able to give

ou.
¢ This satisfied Kirby, though the official
safe conduct still did not seem to be a thing
of great durability. Thinking of this, he
said, “When you have said all there is to
say, beg permission to leave, and we’ll lose
no time getting to the steamer.”

“That is understood. But what of Ma
Khin?”

“The Supaya-lat is the real enemy,” she
told me. "The Supaya-lat, and the Taingda
Min-gyi. What has the Pangyet Wun been
doing? Keeping busy with the glass factories
that don’t exist?”

“He stands balanced, favoring neither
side, and ready to jump to whichever side
has the most influence. And if there is war,
he will stand balanced, to prove himself as
having always been a patriot crying for
vengeance, or always having been the loyal
friend of the British, secretly biding the day
he could help them—and, proving he did
belp them.”

“What parasols will you be allowed?”

“One. A single golden one.”

“A golden one? Good Lord, only impor-
tant wuns and min-gyis rate that, along with
royal princes.”

“It is this way,” Shwe Tha explained.
“Thebaw himself is not a bad man. Only
a weak one. He wants to hear me, and how
can he listen to me, against parasol-bearing
chiefs and princes, unless I have a golden
parasol? So I have a special patent, and
people will shikoh when I pass.” He smiled
contentedly, and added, “And they will not
try to murder me, or even throw rocks at
me.”

XviI

THE following afternoon, half a dozen
coolies carried Shwe Tha's palanquin,
and only a handful of lictors preceded him.
Except for the golden parasol which Kirby
carried, Shwe Tha went modestly to the
palace.

Once in the outer inclosure, the bearers
grounded the palanquin, and Shwe Tha
stepped to the paving. Barefooted, he passed
the second barrier; but Kirby was allowed
to accompany him to the very steps of the
Hlutdaw, the Hall of Supreme council,
since royalty and brevet-royalty and tempo-
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rary royalty did not have to leavc their
parasols at the outer gate.

The Hlutdaw, to the left of the Hall of
Audience, was a detached structure, a few
feet off the ground, and entirely open. Its
roof, carved and gilded and elaborated with
pinnacles, was supported on teak pillars,
vermilion at the base and gilt at the capital.
Kirby seated himself at the entrance, and
watched Shwe Tha join the dignitaries al-
ready awaiting Thebaw's arrival. His posi-
tion was so fantastically insane that he re-
garded it calmly; it was another of those
fever-hallucinations in which, illogically and
impossibly, one always emerged with no

reater harm than a drenching of sweat,
and a bad case of shakes.

Since he knew this, he was neither sweat-
ing nor shaking. o

Presently, the elderly Kinwun Min-gyi
came in, and the scowling Taingda. The
sight of the latter, as arrogant and ugly a
specimen as Kirby had seen in all Burma,
made peace seem a hopeless matter. He had
started life as a slave, and had improved
himself only in rank.

And then Pierre Lecoin approached the
pavilion. Kirby, looking from the corner
of his eye, recognized the man, and re-
membered the advice of big game hunters:
do not think of the game you staik, or it
will feel your thought, and notice you.
But to make one’s mind blank is hard
enough at any time, and before Kirby could
succeed, Lecoin had noticed him. He had
noticed him when by every precedent, he
should have had no eye for a parasol bearer.

The Frenchman stopped, abruptly. He
made as if to speak, and then seemed to
change his mind. He ended, after a pause
which to Kirby was interminable, by ask-
ing, “Are you not pushing your luck too
far?”

While this could have been a threat,
Kirby felt that the query was truly a request
for information. There was no doubting
that Lecoin had been shocked by this second
evidence of Kirby's audacity, and that he
could not help hut think back to the previ-
ous example, mat for a mement, Lecoin
was wondering whether the men who had
fled in terror from Kirby's supposed magical
invulnerability might not have been right.

Kirby answered casually, “I have a safe
conduct. From the king.”

“I wonder,” Lecoin groped. “I wonder
if he would have given you one if he knew
just how much you have had to do with the
ultimatum?”

“I can hardly keep you from asking him.”

Lecoin considered this for a moment.
“Whether I do, or do not, depends on what
would be lost or gained by the asking. Why
arc you here?”

“Before I tell you, I must figure out
what would be gained, or lost, by the
telling.”

For a moment they measured each other,
eye to eye. It was somewhat like their meet-
ing in the jungle. Lecoin said, “I hope that
my duty will permit the pleasure of a
private settlement with you.”

“After the way we last met, you owe
yourself a private accounting, Lecoin.
Though you should not be enbarrassed. I
could not have faced a shotgun any more
than you could. By the way, bring a man-
sized pistol, and not a pea shooter.”

Lecoin went on, leaving Kirby very busy
making a new estimate of his chance of
getting back to the steamer. The American
had the feeling that as far as he was con-
cerned, nothing which could possibly hap-
pen in the Hlutdaw could have consequences
as serious as those set in motion by this
meeting, and those few quietly exchanged
words.

Lecoin, not being a Burmese subject, was
not bound by the king's oath. And unlike
the king, Lecoin had self-respect which
he would be compelled to redeem.

And now the ministers of state were all
gathered, feet tucked under them. They
smoked, they chewed, they spat, and they
waited. Then, with less delay than Kirby
had expected, gongs whanged, and drums
rumbled. Thebaw and his train came into
the Hlutdaw. All the dignitaries got their
foreheads to the floor.

Heralds chanted Thebaw’s many titles.

Thebaw’s worshippers raised a long
drawn cry, “Payaaaaaa!” Divinity; beneath
whose Golden Feet they placed their heads,
had seated himself on one of his many
thrones.

THEBAW wore a splendid surcoat of
crimson sik, besprinkled with diamonds.
On his head was the spire-like tharapu, a
crown shaped somewhat like a pagoda, and
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somewhat like the pyathat of palace or
monastery. Despite the flat nose, and the
forehead slopping back like a snake’s, he
looked almost a king. On his bloated face
there were no conspicuous scratches left by
the Supaya-lat’s fingernails.

- Though court language was hard for
Kirby to understand, he got as much as he
needed; bad, yet with more good mixed in
than he could have hoped.

The king's hatchet man, the blood-drink-
ing Taingda, had nothing new to say:
“Drive them out of Lower Burma, Paya!
Take back Rangoon. Those we do not cut
to pieces, let them try swimming home.”

At last Shwe Tha got his chance to say,
“Peace is better than war. But if we must
have war, we need modern guns to fight it.
Where are they?”

Lecoin answered Thebaw’s question:
“Guns are on the way from Tonkin, and
so are trained soldiers. Any day, now, they
will be here.” ; ‘

Another of the peace party had his say:
“The British are at Thayetmyo. Tonkin is
far away. We cannot fight with absent

s.

Shwe Tha again got Thebaw’s ear: “Why
need we fight? There is trade for all, Paya.
For French and for English. The English
do not want war. All they want is to wear
hats and shoes when their Resident comes
to put his head beneath Your Divinity’s
Golden Feet. All they want is exemption
from insult, and from fines.

“They cannot help being foreign bar-
barians. They have their faults, but their
trade brings many good things into our
country, and they take away only what we
have much of.”

It was not a debate. Shwe Tha and the
wise old Kinwun advocated moderation,
diplomacy. They pointed out how room could
be made for the French, without permitting
a railroad, and without giving them a mo-
nopoly; how favoring the French, to use
them against the British, would in the end
give too much power to one lot of for-
eigners. Better let each have his share of
trade, rather than let one get strong enough
to drive the other out.

“Once this foreign barbarian’s people—"
Shwe Tha was hammering at Lecoin—"'get
French trained troops from Tonkin, enough
such troops to beat the British, they will
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turn against us. A mountain is climbed by
degrees; property is acquifed by degress;
wisdom is learned by degrees. And if the
French become as strong as they want to
be, they will by degrees take everything
from us.

“The British took Arakan, and they took
Pegu, each time, because we asked for war.
Why invite France to take the rest?”

This was the old man's final effort, and
his best. Whatever his plain speech might
cost him later, he had left his mark. Others
seconded him, gaining courage from his
honesty and his courage; they remembered
how Mindon Min, Thebaw’s father, had re-
garded this elder statesman. The only op-
position came from the relentless Taingda,
and from Lecoin, who monotonously reit-
erated that guns and men would soon at-
rive from Tonkin.

And it sounded to Kirby as if the French-
man was talking against his own knowl-
edge, talking only because his shaken nerves
had made him miss shot after shot, when
one pistol bail could have kept an ultimatum
from coming up from Rangoon, at least
until the men and arms from Tonkin wete
actually in Mandalay.

Thebaw was weakening. Shwe Tha cited
Buddhist scriptures, the very texts which
Thebaw in his boyhood days in a monastery
had so diligently memorized.

KIRBY began to believe that the impos-
sible was happening. The growing as-
surance that his risk had not been wasted
gave him the fine glow, the pleasant light
dizziness of just enough, but not too much,
champagne. It began to look and sound as
if he would win from Shwe Tha’s heroism
and courage a triumph so strong that he
would not have to explain to Diane that his
reasons for hurrying away with Ma Khin
had been strictly altruistic, and for the good
of his teak lease.

Then came a speaker unannounceed by
f1eralds: and the silence which followed her
entry was not one of awe in the presence
of royalty. For a crazy instant, Kirby
thought that Ma Khin had come to judg-
ment, recklessly, shattering all precedent;
'nd that the silence was that of amazement
=* a woman’s uninvited intrusion into the
Supreme Council.

But this was not Ma Khin. The Supaya-
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lat had come to help the Taingda, her ally,
the man who schemed to make her The-
baw’s wife, and then to make Thebaw king
instead of one of the princes Mindon Min
would have elected to succeed him.

The man who had made her queen was
losing prestige and power. If he slipped,
then so might she slip, and become one of
many queens. The Supaya-lat had come to
save her sponsor, and as she doubtless be-
lieved, herself also.

Despite the risk, Kirby raised his fore-
head high enough from the pavemcnt so
that by straining his eyes, he could get his
first glimpse of the woman who had won
such a hold on the king.

Being of close kin to Thebaw, she had
the sloping forehead of the Alaungpaya
dynasty. Like Ma Khin, she was slender and
beautifully shaped; her features were finely
modelled. She had splendid dark eyes, all
alive and now all ablaze. She carried her-
self with a leopard’s grace. She had a I op-
ard’s deadliness, and some of his snarl
as without ceremony, she pointed t, Shwe
Tha and addressed the king.

“Paya! You have listened to woman'’s
counsel so long, now hear another woman’s!
Since you must heed women and think of
peace when you should fight, let your coun-
sellor dress the part.”

The audacity of words, and of her very
presence, won her a silence whose totality
made it easy for Kirby to hear the Supaya-
lat’s breathing during the moment she
needed for delivering the impossible; a re-
doubling of what she had already done and
said.

One of her ladies in waiting had come
with her, carrying between her two hands a
folded cloth. This the Supaya-lat plucked
and whisked it, flared it out: a tamein of
finest weave and latest royal pattern.

“This, Paya, for the chief of your women,
the oldest of them.”

Cat-quick, yet regal, she came to Shwe
Tha, and gestured imperiously. “On your
feet, woman!” And when he obeyed, she
spoke to her attendant. The woman deftly
whipped the tamein about the old man’s
hips, twisted the wrap-around skirt fast, and
stepped back. Since this insult had been
done at the command of divinity, Shwe Tha
could only accept it.

The Supaya-lat extended both arms. “Di-

vinity, I kowtow with my forehead!” With-
out waiting for answer to her request for
permission to leave, the Supaya-lat left.

The Taingda and his allies cried,
“Payaaaaaal”

Thebaw, having to prove his doubtful
claim to manliness, picked up the British ul-
timatum, tore it and flipped it to the floor.
Then he got up and stalked after the queen.

A rupec is worth a little less than forty
cents. Sixteen anas make one rupee. Four
pies make one anna. And Kirby, seeing
Shwe Tha come out, wearing the famein he
dared not snatch off lest he be deemed
guilty of insulting divinity, priced both
their lives in currency smaller than a pie.

NTIL Thebaw remembered and can-

celled Shwe Tha's right to the golden
parasol, that attribute of near-royalty, it of-
fered certain protection; yet Kirby held
his breath until the old man was in his
palanquin. When they cleared the outer
gate, Kirby could not understand why some
over-zealous soldier had not bayonetted the
man who had been so affronted by the
Supaya-lat, and with Thebaw’s consent.

He said in a low voice, “U. Shwe Tha,
make for the steamer, don’t lose a second.
Once word gets around, every enemy will
come looking for you, safe conduct or no.”

They had gone only a few yards when
Kirby learned that news traveled faster than
Shwe Tha's bearers. Loafers gathered and
instead of bowing, they peered, hurled
clods, sticks, fruit snatched from the baskets
of peddlers. The bearers set down their
burden and told Shwe Tha, with a thousand
politenesses, that by going afoot, he'd be
less conspicuous, and have a better chance.
Although they were right, their first con-
cern was for their own hides.

Kirby said, “Take off that tamein!” He
knocked the golden parasol from its twelve
foot handle, and used the latter as best he
could: as pike, cudgel, and quarter-staff,
clouting, prodding, cracking down on the
rabble nearest him.

During a pause, someone nudged him.
He turned, and faced not Shwe Tha but one
dressed like the bearers who had deserted.

“A pistol, thakin.” 1t was Ma Khin, who
went on saying, “Easy to take a hcarer’s
place. Oh, yes, I stole this pistol on the
steamer.”
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rose from a brick platform whose balus-
trade, with stone stairs guarded by fantas-
tically sculptured leogryphs, he had already
told himself, would be the best place in
which to make a stand if cornered by any-
one reckless enough to invade the sanctuary.
While the entire area was guarded by a
teak palisade strong enough to resist ele-
phants, there was no gate to close the en-
trance. In the event of attack, there would
be no escape over the tall barrier, the only
exit would be the one through which the
enemy would be coming.

The following day, Kirby said to Shwe
Tha, “'Become a monk for the time. You
once told me that a man can honorably take
off the yellow robe, and go back into the
world whenever he wishes.”

The old man shook his head. **Yesterday
I went out with a golden parasol, I went
to argue for worldly things of tomorrow
and for the days beyond, for the years be-
yond tomorrow. The abbot and the ponygis
know my mind. Could I ask them to help
me live a lie, even for a few days?”’

Kirby, baving no answer, went to sit in
the shade of a palmyra near the entrance, as
though to get earlier sight of trouble. He
was by now sure that some of those who
came with gifts for the monks were rene-
gades bent on spying out the place, or to
work up their courage to commit the un-
speakable outrage of killing within the con-
secrated inclosure.

THEN, after a number of restless days,
and sleepless nights during which he and
Ma Khin took turns guarding against
stealthy assassination, Kirby saw Lecoin
come riding up with half a dozen attendants
following him afoot.

The Frenchman said, “I come to demand
satisfaction, or to offer it.” He clapped his
hands, and when one of his men gave him
a hardwood case, he opened it. A pair of
pistols. By Gastine-Rennet. And not pea
shooters.” '

In addition to the brace of long bar-
relled, muzzle loading pistols, the traditional
French duelling weapons, the velvet lined
case contained a powder flask, a rammer,
a box of percussion caps, a bullet mould, and
a device for extracting a charge. Also, there
were half a dozen balls of about .45 caliber.
These pistols were rifled, and bad set-trig-

gers so delicate that a hard look would set
them off.

“Come out,” Lecoin challenged. “Take
your choice. Neither is loaded.”

Kirby looked at the man’s taut face and
unnaturally bright cyes; these, unlike his
voice, he could not discipline.

“Thanks, Lecoin. But I won't.”

“Eh—what? What?”

“I said, no.”

“I demand a meeting!”

“You've had it. Get out!” ,

Lecoin cursed fiercely, savagely, and with
a contempt designed to bite far deeper than
the words themselves. Wating patiently un-
til the Frenchman ran out of breath, Kirby
said, “You forgot to call me a coward.”

Lecoin slammed the pistol case shut,
wheeled his horse, and rode away. Kirby,
when he turned from the entrance, saw the
abbot nearby. “You have become very near-
ly like one of us,” the yellow-robed man
said. :

“Thank you, paya. But it was easy.”

“How, easy? You people love to fight,
it is your life.”

“"Suppose, paya, that I had left this sanc-
tuary either to kill or be killed. I am sure
that if he had failed, someone else would
have picked me off, to make the Supaya-lat
happy. Then, by not fighting now, my
chance of fighting when it is necessary will
be better. If I went out to meet lum, it
would give some spotted man a pretext for
coming in to hurt Shwe Tha, or Ma Khin.”

The following day, Lecoin came zlone.
He stalked into the compound and accosted
Kirby, who was on the porch. “Sir, yes-
terday I had men with me, and you might
have doubted that I offercd an honorable
meeting. And you Americans are not accus-
tomed to the weapons of a gentleman. To-
day, I have in each hip pocket a .44 caliber
Colt, in perfect condition. Take your
choice. We will go out in front, in oppo-
site directions, and each will take his post
behind a tree. We will step into view, and
fire at sight.”

“Lecoin, the Supaya-lat is using you. Once
you pull me into a gun fight, public senti-
ment will give her a better chance to mur-
der Shwe Tha, because he and I are to-
gether.” ’

“You will not meet me?”

“For once and for all, no.”
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would clect. Then, in the midst of Kirby's
fidgetting and campaign planning, Lecoin
returned.

The Frenchman dismounted some thirty
yards from the compound, left his pony with
attendants, and marched straight for the
entrance. Even before he could have seen
Kirby, he shouted, “This time, you do not
get away!”

Kirby, taking the verandah steps three at
a time, called over his shoulder to Shwe
Tha, “Watch out! No telling who's with
him. Tell those people to lock out.”

When he looked forward again, Kirby
saw that beyond Lecoin’s escort other men
had come into view. They werc armed with
muskets, javelins, dabs. Though they hung
back, it was plain that once Lecoin had
violated the sanctuary, they would follow, to
profit by his guilt. Whatever they did,
blame and penalty would be his, not theis.

“Defend yourself!” he shouted.

Kirby presented himself edgewise, and
shifted a little to get directly in front of a
teak pillar nearly two feet in diameter. The
dark background would help.

“Get away!” he said to Ma Khin. “Stay
away!” :

Kirby crooked his left arm, and raised
it until it was horizontal and shoulder high.
He rested the cocked weapon at the angle
of his elbow, to steady it. The job had to
be done with one shot. He'd need every one
of his cartridges when the men behind
Leccin began their rush.

No chance this time to prove that he was
bullet proof. No place in Asia offered any
magic to stand up to a .44 Colt. Magic
worked only when the man behind the gun
had a smooth bore musket which threw
a slug anywhere but at the target.

Kirby's eyes had become accustomed to
looking into the sunbeaten compound,
whereas the invader’s had not become used
to probing the shadows. But Kirby held
his fire; the range was still too great.

Lecoin’s weapon rose, levelled off, blazed.
The slug went wide by a foot. He was over-
eager, just as the plotting French prime
minister had been in wanting to rush from
the taking of Indo-China to the snatching
of all Burma. Kirby, following British pre-
cedent, waited for the situation before him
to ripen. Let him come nearer.

Then, behind the Frenchman, wiry brown

men raced for the entrance of the com-
pound. They yelled, fiercely, triumphantly.
Mauskets boomed. Smoke billowed in dense
blue clouds. Lecoin pitched forward, tried
to recover, but failed. He had been hit by
a wild shot from the rear; the men behind
him, having an entire monastery to riddle
with the one-ounce slugs and the scrap iron
spewed from jezails and blunderbusses, had
to hit the one man who spear-headcd their
attack.

The charging line passed over Lecoin as
he tried to get to his knees. Instead of hav-
ing one cnemy to face, Kirby now had
many; and they came at him, raging and
howling.

Kirby answered them-—once—twice. At
each blast, a man doubled up and pitched
in a kicking heap. Beside Kirby, a pistol
whacked. Ma Khin was busy with the stolen
weapon she and Kirby had been passing
from hand to hand, ever since that day at
the palace.

There was now no chance of missing.
Ma Khin wasted no lead. The line wavered.
It broke. Disciplined troops could have en-
dured the punishment, but for a rabble of
assassins, five down in a few seconds was
far tco much.

Kirby caught Ma Khin by the arm, and
hustled her to the right. “Get over with the
others, now’s our chance.”

They made for the balustrade where the
palace refugees had gathered in a fatally
tight cluster. The scattering of the bud-
mashes had given Lecoin a change of front,
and a clear field of fire. He was on his
knees, levelling his weapon, using his left
wrist to steady his right. Hard hit, he would
nonetheless get in one more shot. Whether
for France, or whether to redeem himself
from humiliation, it depended on one trig-
ger pull.

Ma Khin screamed.

Kirby whirled. The two guns together
made a prolonged sound. Lecoin slumped.
He clawed for the revolver he dropped,
but could not get it.

Ma Khin lay in a heap against the plat-
form steps. There was a red splotch on
her jacket. Though gray lipped from shock,
she thrust her pistol into Kirby’s hand. Un-
thinking, he took it, and scooped her up in
his arms. :

“Take care of her!” he cried to the
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women who came to him. “They’re coming
back!”

The raiders, thinking Kirby’s gun empty,
changed their minds when he raced for
Lecoin to get the Frenchman's pistol. He
snatched the weapon, and while kneeling,
he fired, picking a man from the center, an-
other from the left, another from the right.

The cold precision of it broke their
hearts. And then the refugees shed their
panic and came raging out from behind the
balustrade. Before he could get the last
two cartridges in Ma Khin's revolver on the
way, Kirby had fighting men on each flank;
and he was leading them. He did not stop
until every invader who was able to move
had fled from the compound.

And then someone yelled, “Guns! Big
guns!”

There was the deep grumble of old-
fashioned cannon, and the sharper blast of
modern artillery; a salvo, and another, and
then silence for a moment, until all Man-
dalay began to screech and howl as with a
single throat. Kirby pointed to the gate,
and yelled, “Watch here, watch here!” and
then raced to the pagoda platform where
the women squatted about Ma Khin. “The
army's here! They're here, Ma Khin!”

And then, getting his first clear sight of
Ma Khin and the conflicting efforts of the
women who tried to dress her wound,
Kirby forgot the cannonade and set to work
. doing the best he could. “Quit that scream-
ing and stand by,” he commanded. “You,
there! Go to the cook house and get hot
water!”

Someone came to tell him that the Kinwun
Min-gyi had already gone downstream to
meet the British commander to arrange for
the surrender of the Burmese army, and
of the king and queen.

After drugging Ma Khin with opium dis-
solved in palm brandy, Kirby finally suc-
ceeded in extracting the bullet. From then
on, he squatted on the tiles, back against
the balustrade, watching his gray-lipped pa-
tient. All he could do was wait, and keep
the women from adding their bit to deprive
Ma Khin of what slim chance his crude
surgery had left. By day and by night he
watched, driving away the wizards who
came to help. And thus once more Kicby
was taken by surprise when a platoon of
Sikhs arrived to guard the monastery, while

Colonel Sladen of the British afmy led the
advance guard into the walled city, and into
the Palace of the Golden Lord.

BUT this was of little importance except
that the arrival of troops gave Kirby
hope of a doctor for Ma Khin. He was still
at his post when he heard a familiar English
voice. He looked up, haggard and numb-
witted from his long vigil, and blinked at
Alex Fenton for a moment as though try-
ing to recall him.

A steamer whistle sounded. “I say,
there,” Fenton began, “you look frightfully
done in. Followed your example. Boarded
the Thooreah—nasty little tub. But quite
the thing for taking Thebaw and—"

“Oh, hello, Alex. Thebaw and the Su-
paya-lat—"

“Prisoners of war, you know. Might join
me, watching them as they are carried down
to board the Thooreah. Stimulating spec-
tacle, do you good.”

“Stray bullet, Lecoin’s wild shooting, hit
Ma Khin. Tell Diane her French friend is
done for, though I didn’t do it. Stimulating
spectacle. But I'm busy now.”

Fenton, after a look at Ma Khin, becare
grave, and sighed. “I am frightfully sorry.
Idiotic trick, the way you two left San Ya's
place—he’s quite a hero now, by the w:y
—Diane was terribly upset.”

“I'm quite upset myself.”

“Er—she’s coming up soon as the mili-
tary permit her.”

Kirby did not answer. Ma Khin’s eyelids

fiuttered. Her color was coming back. It was
not the flush of fever. For hours, she had
been in a coma. Her sudden return of vital-
ity was more than Kirby could believe. “Can
vou beat that!” he murmured exultantly.
“Coming out of it, when I'd written her off,
hours ago.” He passed his hand across his
forehead. “As an M.D., I'm a perfect log-
ger, the good Lord must've been with
me.”
Ma Khin said, “The thakin-ma will be
here when it is all safe and peaceful, shin,”
using the familiar address of a woman to
her lover. And Kirby could not help, and
did not want to avoid answering in like
style, “It's peaceful already, mzi-mz.”

Fenton coughed. “Ah—er—Diane—"

Kirby made an impatient sweep of the
hand. “Save it till later!” He bent over to
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“How'd he get out of the pen? An’ how-
come he told all that—about Pa, an’ Jud
Grimm, an’ all—if he ain’t huntin’ me?”

“He’s huntin’ you, all right, but he don't
suspicion you're either that John Smith—nor
vet his brother. He says he got paroled.
Then he hit fer home, aimin’ to hole up with
the old man till he figgered out some play.
But there wasn’t no one around the farm,
an’ he asks some old guy name of Rass
somethin’ er other, if his pa was dead, an’
. this Rass, he told him all about what come
off.

“So Willie, he goes on to town, an’ he
meets his pa, an’ the old man don't recog-
nize him, an’ Willie offers to paint his house,
an’ that noon he cases the bank, an’ that
night he blows the safe an’ gits away with
sixty thousan’ in cash.

“He winds up in Frisco, whete he meets
up with Simco Sam, an’ Tacoma Kate, an’
Stiles, an’ some more of the riff-raff we run
off the crick, an’ they tell him about Half-
aday, an’ how he could hook up with you,
he'd be all set. So he come on up here.

“The reason he run off at the head to me,
was to prove he’s an outlaw instead of a
cop er a marshal. He’s got better'n fifty-
eight thousan’ in cash on him, which is more
than any police would have. Besides that he
claims he’s got fourteen, fifteen pound of
dust. He said it like that—in pounds like a
damn cheechako would—instid of ounces.
An’ I guess he had it, all right. His pack hit
the floor with about a two hundred an’ fifty
ounce tunk.”

“This fifty-eight thousan’ Willie claims
to have? If all you've got is his word for
that, you might as well forget it. Becausc
along with numerous other moral laxities
Willie’s the damndest liar I ever run acrost.”

“I don’t know nothin’ about no mortal
Iaxitives. But he’s got the fifty-eight thou-
san’, all right, in good cash money. He was
so damn anxious I wouldn’t figger him fer
no policc of no kind that he tossed the
money onto the bar here, an’ let me count
it.”

BLACK JOHN tossed off his drink and
refilled his glass. “H-u-u-m,” he said.
“The situation does seem a might involved,
at that. Let’s recapitulate—we'll assume that
Willie's here on Halfaday. That in itself

is a catastrophe, in any man’s language. He
is possessed of certain funds dishonestly
come by. He's seekin’ to connect with me,
not suspectin’ that I'm his brother, or that
I'm the John Smith that took Jud Grimm
over the jumps, but because them damn riff-
raff down in Frisco told him I'm the leader
of a gang of outlaws that hangs out here on
the crick. Others have done the same an’
failed to discover their error till it was too
late. If Willie had be'n content to show up
with merely the fifty-eight thousan’ he got
out of the bank, there’s nothin’ we could
have done about it, except wait till he com-
mitted some crime here on the crick. How-
ever, steeped in original sin as he is, he
couldn’t refrain from pullin’ off that robbery
down on the Yukon, an’ thus place himself
squately within our jurisdiction. It is plainly
our duty, Cush, to send to Dawson for
Townley an’ then call a miners’ meetin’ an’
bring this miscreant to trial.”

“Yeah—but, hell, John—after all, he’s
yer brother. I never had no brother. But
scems like, if I had, I somehow wouldn’t
like to hang him.”

“Yer p’int is well taken, an’ I'm inclined
to agree with you that, as a pastime, brother-
hangin’ ortn’t to be condoned.”

“Does that mean you ain't goin’ to hang
him? If it does, it kinda puts us in a spot,
too. 'Cause, if we don't hang him, how the
hell are we goin’ to git hold of them fifty-
eight thousan’? We can'’t jest go ahead an’
rob his cache, much as we’d like to. Even if
we went ahcad an’ give Townley the dust
back it don’t somehow seem legal. On the
other hand, they can’t no one blame you fer
not likin’ to hang yer own brother. An’, on
top of that, you've got to make the trip back
to Dawson an’ fetch Townley back yerself.
‘Cause if you was to send someone else, an’
you hung around here, Willie would reco’-
n:ze you shore as hell. I rec’lect you told me
you went down to the Atlanta pen an’ seen
him last year.”

“The case has complications enough with-
out draggin’ in any more.”

“Yer damn right it has. An’ fer onct
you've got ketched right plumb in the mid-
dle of one of yecr damn draymas instid of
me. The shoe’s on the other fout this time—
an’ it's goin’ to be fun to lay back an’ watch
you try to wiggle out of it.”
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“Well, I've got a proposition in mind that
I figure you'll be intercsted in. All the de-
tails ain’t worked out yet, but it won’t be
long. Here, shove me the box, an’ T'll
beat one of you fcllas out of a drink.”

Several drinks were had when, at the
sound of voices, all three faced the door
just as Corporal Downey stepped into the
room closely followed by 2 man who, at the
sight of Jones, leaped forward excitedly,
“There he is! That's the fellow that robbed
me an’ Emerson—standin’ right there!”

Jones stood as though petrified as his
glance shifted from the man’s face to the
uniformed officer. "My God,” he muttered
thickly, “it's—it’s the Law.”

“That’s right,” Downey said, “yer under
arrest. An’ it's my duty to warn you that
anything you say may be used against you.”

“Good gosh!” Black John exclaimed, and
headed for the door. "“That worshin’ of
mine! I left them clothes in the b’iler an’
only a little water on 'em an’ a good fire
goin’, whilst I stepped over fer a drink!
Cripes, they’ll be burnt to a frazzle!”

“It's murder,” Jones mumbled, clutching
at the bar. “Oh my God—an’ now I'll git
hung!”

Black John disappeared, to return some
ten minutes later. “Got there just in time.”
he said. “Five minutes longer an’ the
b’iler'd be'n dry an’ them clothes would
have be'n ruined. They'll b'ile all right,
now. I got her filled damn near to the
top.”

P}ones sat slumped in a chair at one of the
card tables, his gaze centered on his man-
acled wrists, as Black John edged close to
Downey at the bar. “How is he—the one
that got shot?” he asked in an undertone.

“He’s all right,” Downey whispered. “Got
it in the shoulder.  Doc says it ain’t bad.
Jones thinks he killed him. We didn’t tell
him no different. A little worryin’ won't
hurt him none.”

The big man nodded. “Ondcubtless be
good for his soul. A damn miscreant like
him had ort to worry.” He turned to the
prisoner. “Step up, Jones, an’ j'ine us. I
guess Downey won't object to you havin’ a
little drink to sort of steady yer nerves.
Hell, settin’ there all slunched down in that
chair, you don't look like no tough out-
law, like you bragged you was. Cripes,

what I claim—if a man sets up to be an
outlaw he’d ort to look the part.”

“By God, I'll git hung!” the man whim-
pered. “You wouldn’t look like no tough
outlaw neither, if you was goin’ to git hung!
Yer a hell of an outlaw, anyhow,” he cried,
in a sudden outburst of fury, “lettin’ one
lone cop come up here an’ arrest a pal, right
in yer own hangout!”

Black John scowled. “Listen—just be-
cause you come up here on the recommen-
dation of as ornery a bunch as ever dis-
graced a crick, don’t make you a pal of mine
—by a damn sight. Yer attitude is wrong,
not to say totally depraved. All you think
about is gittin’ hung. You ain’t expressed
no contrition, nor no sorrow over shootin’
that poor cuss down there on the river.”

“I'm sorry, all right,” the man snarled,
“sorry I didn’t knock off that other guy
standin’ there—then I'd be’'n in the clear.
I'd of got him, too, if the damn coward
hadn't took to the bresh! The way it is, with
him swearin’ the rope around my neck, I
ain’t got a show.”

“Tch, tch, tch, yer depravity is astoundin’,
But just remember this, my good man,
whatever the law does to you 1s for yer own
good.” '

“Fer my own good! How the hell is it
fer my own good if I git hung?”

“That,” replied Black John, “is a prob-
lem each man must work out for himself.
Anyway, it should teach you that gettin’
caught don’t pay.”

“Where's he be’n holin’ up at?” Downey
asked. “Accordin’ to Townley, here, he got
away with two hundred an’ forty ounces.
We better go dig it out.”

“Dig an’ be damned!” the prisoner cried.
“You kin dig the hull damn country up, an’
you won't never find that gold! I got it hid
where you won’t never git hold of it. An’
that ain’t all—I got better’n fifty-eight thou-
san’ in bills hid along with it.”

“Where'd you get the fifty-eight thou-
san’?” Downey asked. “Rob somcone else
along the river?”

“No. I blow'd a safe in a bank, back
home. That's where I got it—sixty thousan’
dollars. An’ listen here, Copper, 141 make a
deal—T'll split them bills even with you, if
you turn me loose. Think of that—twenty-
nine thousan’ dollars you kin shove in yet.
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pocket—an’ no one knows the difference jest
except us. Black John an’ Cush won't never
blow their top, an’ I'm bettin’ this guy won't
neither—'cause on top of that I'll give him
back his gold—every damn pound of it.
Hell—that’s fair enough, ain't it?"”

Black John grinned. “There you are,
Downey. That seems like a good forthright
proposition. You make a profit of twenty-
nine thousan’, Townley gets his dust back,
an’ Jones gets turned loose.”

“That's right, Copper,” Jones agreed
eagerly. “How about it? Are you takin' me
up?”

“Nope,” Downey grinned. “Takin’ you
down—down to Dawson to stand trial. He
turned to Black John. “Where'd you say he
holed up? We better try to locate that dust
an’ them bills.”

“He's be’'n sojournin’ in One-Eyed John’s
shack.” :

“Yeah,” the prisoner taunted, “go dig
fer that stuff! Dig wide an 'deep—but you’ll
never find it.”

Downey chuckled. “It couldn’t be, per-
chanct, that you cached it in the wall—
where you pull out a section of log with a
piece of cord that sticks out beside them
nails where 2 man would hang up his hat
an’ coat?”

The man’s jaw dropped as he glared into
the officer’s face. Then he whirled on Black
John and Cush. "By God, it's a frame-up!
Yer a hell of a gang, claimin’ to be outlaws,
an’ all the time throwin’ in with the cops!”

“Yer in error,” Black John replied. "I
must inform you that on Halfaday we neither
help nor hinder the police. It just so hap-
pens that a year or so back, Downey had oc-
casion to arrest another damn thief who had
holed up there, an’ in doin’ so, he inad-
vertently discovered this cache. It’s a trivial
matter—just one of them little things a good
policeman don’t fergit. I must also inform
you that we do not claim to be outlaws. We
are a simple minin’ folk, tendin’ te our busi-
ness, an’ enjoyin’ our harmless pleasures in
our own placid way. If, as happens now an’
then, some onregenerate an’ sin-blistered
soul drifts in amongst us, an’ momentarily
disturbs the tranquility of—"

“Shet up!” cried the man. “You'll
drive me nuts—you an’ yer big words! Yer
worst than that damn’ preachin’ brother of

mine. If I ever see him again, I'll give him
a sock in the jaw—an’ you, too, if it worn't
fer ‘these damn handcuffs!”

TAKING the prisoner with them, the
three proceeded to One-Eyed John's
cabin, leaving Cush alone in the saloon.
Stepping to the opposite wall, Fowney:
pulled the cord, removed the section of log,
and thrusting his arm into the aperture with-
drew, one at a time, three eighty-ounce
moosehide sacks of dust, which Townley im-
mediately identified as the property of him-
self and Emerson.

Again Downey thrust his arm into the
cache, his brows drawing into a frown as his
groping fingers explored every inch of the
box-like enclosure. Withdrawing his hand,
he eyed the prisoner. “I guess you was
dreamin’ about that fifty-eight thousan’,” he
said. “There ain’t no bills in there—nothin’
only them three sacks of dust.”

“You lie!" the man cried, his eyes blazing.
“No wonder you wouldn’t take me up on
that deal—splittin’ that fifty-eight thousan’
with you to turn me loose! You know’d all
the time where the stuff was hid, an’ you fig-
gered on leavin’ them bills in there a0’ hog-
gin’ ‘em all!”

Downey shrugged, and stepping to the
man’s side, unlocked a cuff, freeing his
hand. He nodded toward the cache. “Go
ahead an’ feel fer yerself. You seen what I
pulled out of there—them three sacks, An’
you seen me pull my hand out empty whea I
went in after them bills. If you put 'em in
there, they must be there, now. I shore as
hell didn’t get ‘em.”

As his fingers explored the enclosure, the
man’s eyes glared at the three onlookers. "By
God, I put them bills in there,” he shouted.
“They sure as hell ain’t there now! Someone
got ‘em!”

Black John grinned as Downey relocked
the manacle about the prisoner’s wrist. “You
ondoubtless lied about them fifty-eight thou-
san’,” he said. "I ain’t surprised none. A
man who would stoop to murder an’ ¢
wouldn’t hesitate to lie. An’ besides that,
mv good man, it’s plain to see that a sixty
thousan’ dollar bank robbery would be a big-
ger job than a man of your calibre could
handle.”

“Is that so!” cried the man. “By God, I
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FTER a brief visit with Walt James in

the jail early the next morning, Randy
James headed back into the hills behmd the
R] ranchhouse to inspect the range and to
make a tally of their stock, which Sody had
told him the night before had rearly van-
ished from the spread.

By the time Randy reached the foot of
the eastern range of hills, he realized that
Sody Jenkins was right in his estimate of
the RJ.

“She ain’t worth very much, Randy,” was
what Sody had said.

Randy decided that it wasn’t worth a
plugged nickel. The feed and water was
plentiful, but the number of cows with the
R] brand could be counted on the fingers of
his two hands. He was disgusted as he drew
rein beside a narrow, winding stream of
cool running water that came out of a nar-
row canyon and crossed the country toward
the river that ran two miles west of Granite
City.

With their thirsts quenched, Randy
mounted his horse and started along the base
of the hills, swinging south toward R] land.
Presently he came to a clearing in the brush
at the foot of the hill where a small log
cabin was built. Randy swung his horse in
close to the cabin. The mere sight of the old
place brought back many treasured memo-
ries to him; for here he and his father had
spent many nights while out hunting.

Suddenly Randy’s eyes shifted from the
front of the cabin to the old pole corral at
the right side of the building where he saw
a horse.

He stiffened slightly, wondering who
was out there. Randy moved his horse
back toward the front of the cabin as the
door opened and out stepped May Marks!

She stopped short, her eyes wide with
fright, as though she had been caught steal-
ing something. Randy sat motionless in his
saddle and eyed the girl, wondering what
she was domg out here. Finally he said,

“Hyah, May.”

“Oh-h-h-h, Randy,” she sighed and
leaned against the doorway.

Randy dismounted, droppmg his reins, and
moved up to the front door. “Are you out
here alone?” he asked, and when she
nodded, he continued, '"What are yuh doin’,
May?”

May swallowed painfully, wiped an arm

across her face, and slowly sat down on the
top step. Randy sat down beside her and
watched as the girl stared out across the
country.

"I asked yuh what on earth are yuh doin’
out herc?” repeated Randy.

May’s face colored slightly and she looked
at Randy. He could see tears welling in
her bluc cyes. Before Randy could say more,
she produced a handkerchief and broke into
a soft sob. Randy glanced about. He
didn’t know what to do. This was way out
of his line. He cleared his throat.

“Gosh, May, mebbe if it’s that bad, I
can help yuh,” he said.

She looked up at him, wiped her eyes,
and thought it over. After some thought,
and several large tears, she cleared her
throat.

“Randy, you won't tell—anybody, will
you?”’ she paused and looked up at him. He
smiled and shook his head. "I know you
won't,” she continued. “I—1I come out here
now and then to bring food. No, I don't
stay here, but, well it—it's this way. I
don't suppose you've heard about Chuck and
his little spells? Oh, you have?” She
paused again and wiped her eyes with the
handkerchief, then went on. “Well, this
is where he comes. I like to keep it stocked
for him.”

Randy didn’t know just what to say, and
May realized it, so she said quickly, "I know
it i1s coming—I can always tell, Randy.”

“That's shore mighty nice of yuh, May,”
he said softly. "I know Chuck appre-
cates it.”

“I'll ride with yuh.”

“Please, I would prefer to ride home
alone,” said May as they went to the cor-
ral where Randy helped her into the saddle.
She looked down at him and tried to smile.
“This—this is our secret, Randy?”

“It shore is,” smiled Randy. "“Yuh can
depend on me, May.”

She turned the horse away and rode off
across the country toward Granite City.
Randy walked back to the steps, where he
sat down and watched her until she was out
of sight. He knew that she wasn’t happy;
he could tell it, but he knew that May Marks
would never admit it.

“NOW that yuh know what the spread
1s worth, whatcha goin’ to do with
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Toward him Libby led one boy who
seemed bigger, more muscular, more sullen,
if that were possible, than the rest. “This
one's the boss boy,” said Libby. “You'll
gather it was him I did most of the talking
to. Name’s Nogato.”

Jim returned the gaze of the boy’s deep-
set eyes, which seemed smaller and nearer
than perhaps they really were because the
whites of them were egg-yolk yellow. It was
not proper to shake hands, he knew—no
indentured boy would understand such a
gesture. Nor would ordinary talk mean
much. But the talk, at least, was worth try-
ing. Perhaps the tone of voice would pene-
trate.

Earnestly but not belligerently he ad-
dressed the fellow. “We've much work to
do here, Nogato, if we're to have a ship-
ment ready when the steamer calls, three
months from now. And we’re going to have
a shipment—a good one. That means plenty
of hard labor for all of us. But there'll be
rewards for it. You boys will get your full
ration of rice and meat every day without
fail, and a full day’s rest on Sunday, and
extra presents from the master for working
with a will. There’s no reason we can't all
of us get along together in a peaceful, pro-
ductive fashion. Understand?”

After a moment of seeming bewilder-
ment, the boy shrugged his massive
shoulders.

“Tell him what I said, Mr. Libby.”

“He won't savvy that kind of talk,”
complained the withered man. “My word!”

“Tell him, anyway.”

So Libby told him—or at least used a
great many trade-language words—and
Nogato gazed steadiiy at Jim Kenyon while
being spoken to. And then, stolidly, hc
shrugged again and turned away.

“Well,” said Jim hopefully, “that’s at
least a start.”

The glance bestowed upon him by the
veteran Mr. Libby was a pitying one, to
put it mildly. But Jim missed it. Fired now
with ambition, he strode up through the
grove, dodging spider webs and hopping
irrigation ditches, on his way to the woe-
begone building which he had diagnosed
. yesterday as the drying shed. He hoped it
wasn’t what it seemed to be. He prayed
that suddenly, out of nowhere, a more up-
to-date structure would pop into view :ome-

where. But a drying shed it was, and the
only one on the place.

A shudder touched him at sight of the
tinder-dry thatch roof and the rows of
grassy bamboo racks beneath it. Ignoring
the rancid stench, oblivious of the frenzied
copra bugs, he turned grimly to Libby for
an explanation.

“I know,” said the shriveled man glumly.
“It's a fire trap. But the company hasn't
much use for us here, Mr. Kenyon. We're
so far off the beaten track that half the
time they don’t know we exist. Maybe you
can persuade "em to send us new equipment.
MacCombie couldn’t.”

White of face, Jim Kenyon walked the
length of the shed and back, eyeing the
smouldering firebed, pausing here and
there to nudge stray bits of smoking wood
back into it. “We'll let the fires go out,”
he decided.

“Out?” muttered Libby.

“And replace these racks with fresh
bamboo, at least, before the shed burns to
the ground. Look at them, man! They're as
sopped with oil as wicks in a lamp!” He
glanced, frowning, at the brittle ribs of
palm, dark with soot, so close overhead.
“Get Nogato busy on it at once, Mr. Libby.
This morning. And then return to the
house, if you will, without delay.”

MR. LIBBY went away from there in
something of a daze, wagging his head
so vigorously that his sun hat wobbled. He
took himself to the grove and talked to
Nogato.

Then, curious, he made for the lhouse as .-
instructed.

He found the house boy and the cook
boy hard at work tidying up the place. And
Jim Kenyon was there with them, not stand-
ing about in lordly fashion, telling them
what to do, but stripped to the waist and
doing it with them. Already the house had
begun to acquire a clean, uncluttered look.

“I know—it isn’t done,” said Jim. “‘But
it's got to be done, Mr. Libby. and if you
care to lend a hand I'd be grateful.” He
paused to wipe some of the perspiration
from the tight white skin over his ribs.
“I've some netting in my trunk that wiil
take care of these windows, I think. You
might begin with that.”

“My word,” said Libby, scratching his
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stubble with a black-tipped fingernail. But
after a fashion he made himself useful.

Bed had never felt so good to Jim Ken-
yon as it did that night. Too done in to
cat more than a mouthful of dinner, he
took to his room early and lay in the dark,
acutely aware of the flies and mosquitoes
that assailed the netting about his cot.

It was uncomfortably hot and distress-
ingly noisy—the house had been erected
bang up against the jungle, wherein were
hordes of mystifying creatures that shrieked
and chuckled and whistled and sawed wood
and beat on empty tins without let-up. And
in the adjoining room, Libby’s boots rocked
the ancient floor with unnecessary force,
as the wizened man arose at intervals from
his' lethargy to pour another drink.

Jim Kenyon lay thinking, and his
thoughts were none too cheerful. He was
not used to this sort of thing, he told him-
self. It would kill him. But that, of coutse,
was what the Old Man had had in mind in
persuading the company to send him here;
not, perhaps, to kill him—killing would be
a bit drastic—but certainly to break his
resolve and prove him a weakling.

Captain Angus Donnell, too. He was un-
doubtedly quaking with mirth at this very
moment, in his cozy cabin aboard the Mary
Kenyon. Having called at Surangani in the
past to pick up copra, he knew all there was
to know about the place.

If ever a young man in love had been
put through the hoop in prettier fashion,
Jim Kenyon hoped he might someday hear
of it, if only for consolation. But the odds
were against it. Where else but here would
you find the only son of a wealthy ship-
owner huddled sweating in a room full of
bugs, to prove to an irate sire that his es-
capades, to date, had been only boyish
pranks and not an indication of incurable
weakness? Where else but in a forgotten
place such as this could you find a young
man frantically in love and so desperately
unable to prove himself fit to say so? It
wasn't real, by heaven. He was dreaming it.

But it was real enough. The Old Man’s
blunt prediction of failure was a thing not
easily forgotten. The words he’'d used—
dolt, parasite, weakling—still rankled. And
the grim if slightly more human challenge
of Lillian’s father was real, too—as square
cut and solid as the man who'd framed it.
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“Being a rich man’s son isn’t good enough
for the daughter of Cap’'n Angus Donnell,
lad. But if you're more than that, the lass
will wait a bit, no doubt, for you to make
the fact known to us.”

No dream, that. A nightmare, maybe,
but a real one—as real as the oil-drenched
racks in the copra shed and the look of
watchful waiting in the eyes of Surangani's
boys. And he was tired to the bone already
from waging a fight that was hopeless; a
fight he'd have to carry on alone, for ob-
viously the apathetic Libby, now guzzling
gin in the next room, would be damned
little help.

He shook the flies from his netting anc
turned his face to the wall, to sleep—and
saw, on the sloping thatch above him, an
odd patch of pink which had not been there
before. '

It swelled, that patch, like an opening
blossom, and then began to dance like a
flower in the wind. The insect netting
wrapped itself about Jim’s legs as he leaped
from the cot to a window.

Down there on the slope a twenty-foot
tongue of flame licked at the black roof of
the sky!

JUST why he didn’t stop in the adjoin-
ing room to wake Libby, he never knew.
Perhaps it was a feeling, even then, that in
a pinch the fellow would be useless. For
what it was worth, he did scream at the man
in passing, and then, barcfoot, raced across
the dark veranda and down the steps, shout-
ing to arouse the plantation boys.

And there he stopped. There, sheepishly,
he looked down the slope and chewed his
lip, hoping to heaven the natives had not
heard him. Libby, shuffling down the steps,
found him there and blinked at him in as-
tonishment.

“"Now what?” said Libby thickly. “You
told ‘em yourself to burn up the trash, Mr.
Kenyon.”

A second flaming tower had climbed
beyond the first, and now a third and a
fourth blazed up. Shining black bodies
moved methodically through the crimson
glare, gathering fallen fronds to feed to the
flames. Billows of smoke climbed the
ghostly paim trunks to the sky.

“They always do the burning at night,”
Libby chuckled. “It’s cooler.” And with a
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- sidelong look at Jim's taut face, he lurched
about and went back inside.

JIM KENYON had been at Surangani
eleven days before he asked about his
predecessor. As patiently as possible he had
waited for Libby to volunteer that informa-
tion, but Libby quite obviously was a man
who volunteered precious little of anything.
So then, one morning at breakfast, the ques-
tion was tactfully asked.

“MacCombie?” said Libby, startled.
“Why, he was a bit of both saint and devil,
you might say.”

“I heard nothing but good of him on the
way here.”

“Which isn't surprising,” Libby said,
scrubbing his mouth and chin with his
napkin. “He saved his meanness for Suran-
gani, Mac did, and even played the saint
here when we had callers. Drink was his
trouble. He did his drinking solitary—and
that’s bad.”

“He abused the natives?”

“If you mean did he beat 'em and kick
‘em about—no. Mac was an old hand at
thig business, Mr. Kenyon; too smart to give
the blacks any cause to go complaining to
the District Officer. No one but a fool would
risk losing his boys in a place remote as
this, with them representing an investment
of fifty dollars a head and almighty hard
to come by, even for that.”

“Then,” Jim pressed impatiently, “what
did MacCombie do to antagonize them?”

“Why, he belittled "em. That's all you
can say. He'd a nasty attitude, had Mac,
and never let 'em forget how he despised
’em. Little things is what done it. Like
sneering at 'em when they'd be primpin’
on a Sunday. Or threatening to replace ‘em
with brush boys when they complained of
being too sick to work. They're proud as
peacocks, these Malaita boys, plenty wise
to white men’s tricks. And what happened
here—to MacCombie, I mean—is no more'n
has happened elsewhere.”

“What did happen to MacCombie, Mr.
Libby? From all I've heard, he was drowned
while on a.fishing expedition.”

“Turtle hunting,” said Libby, “to bolster
the larder. And it's true, he was drowned.
But it happened, you'll recall, a good three
miles down the coast from here, out o' sight
of the plantation. And the two boys in the
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boat with him when it turned over managed

to get to shore safe. Yet MacCombie could -
swim better'n they could—far and away

better.”

“Was there no investigation?”

“The D. O. stopped by to question the
boys, but what could he prove? He did take
‘em away with him, but it was a shcw,
that's all, for the benefit o’ the others. By
now the two who murdered Mac arc no
doubt working on some other plantation,
smug as you please and bragging on the
quiet how smart they were.”

“I see,” Jim said, and finished his break-
fast in moody silence. But, he wondered,
did he see? If there’d been abuses at Suran-
gani under his predecessor, the present be-
havior of the plantation help more or less
explained itself. Natives have notoriously
long memories and rather enjoy being re-
sentful.

But how was he, Jim Kenyon, new
to the game and admittedly green as grass, to
overcome their resentment and put the place
on a paying basis?> More abuse wouldn't
do it, certainly. And kindness hadn't
worked. In eleven days he hadn’t been able
to dent the mask of indifference which every
last boy on the place kept turned toward
him.

There was something still very wrong
at Surangani which could not be accounted
for by the sins of MacCombie. Some other
evil, unknown even to Libby perhaps, had
hold of things. Whatever the answer, it
had to be found.

He found no answer, but more evidence
of the evil's existence, upon inspecting the
copra shed that very afternon. Despite his
insistence that the work be hurried, the
shed was still not finished, and after a
session in the grove he went there, deter-
mined to find out why. He went alone,
quietly, with only a nod to Libby on the
house veranda as he passed.

On silent feet he made his way through
mounds of unhusked coconuts to the shed
doorway. Only one boy was at work inside
—a spindle-limbed youth squatting under
the newly thatched roof, surrounded by
lengths of cut bamboo that awaited splitting.
But he was not splitting bamboo. He was
leaning idly against the unfinished rack,
chewing betel nut and exerting himself
only enough to spit out the scarlet juice.
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at all. Got indignant as the very devil.”
Scowling at Jim, he flapped his hands in a
gesture of defeat. “If I were you, I'd get
good and drunk and forget the whole ruddy
mess, Mr. Kenyon, and be ready with my
things packed when the steamer stops.”

“Thanks, Libby.”

“It's good advice,” the withered man mut-
tered, “‘even if it don't seem so noble at the
moment. I wish somebody’d told me to quit
this rotten business before I'd forgot how
to do everything else. Look at me, Mr. Ken-
yon. I had a birthday yesterday—my fifty-
third.”

He was not much to look at, Jim had to
admit. His off-color skin seemed never to
stop acquiring new creases. The sun had long
- since bleached his unlovely stubble, which
he kept trimmed with scissors rather than
endure the effort of shaving, and yellowed
the straggly top hair which he ncver
trimmed at all. Looking ten years older than
his age, he was an ugly little man, unkempt
and unhappy.

“Go home,” Libby muttered, reaching
for the gin. “You'll bless me later for ad-
vising it.”

But Libby, of course, was not a ship-
owner’s only son, desperately in love with
the trusting daughter of his father’s most
outspoken skipper. He had only himself to
consider, and needn’t fret about breaking
the heart of a girl.

Jim's only answer was a shrug.

IT WAS dark when Nogato came, and
there was defiance in the manger of his
coming—the defiance of a top quality in-
dentured boy who considered it a favor to
obey any sort of order on his day of inde-
pendence. He marched to the veranda steps
and presented himself to Libby, sprawled
there with feet on the railing, and then
stood straight and unmoving while the half-
drunk assistant planter went inside for Jim.
He stood, moreover, where the lamplight
from the house gleamed down upon his pol-
ished hair-do and bright Sunday ornaments.

It was a sick Jim Kenyon who came and
sat on the steps to talk to him; a Jifn Kenyon
half drowned with sweat, shivering with
chills, all but down and out with his first
go of fever. That he was out of bed at all
was 3 thing to marvel at, for the sunset
vermilion of his twitching face betokened
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a temperature that would have blown the
mercury through the thermometer top. But
he sat and talked. And if his mind wandered
and his talk made so little sense that Nogato
honestly could not answer it, that was
neither Jim’s fault nor the Malaitan’s, but
simply more of the same hard luck which
had made Surangani the place it was.

Nothing came of it, though for half an
hour Nogato listened to unintelligible ques-
tions and spoke unintelligible answers be-
fore Jim dismissed him and staggered back
to bed. And yet something 4id come of it,
for in the visions that accompanied the fever
through the following hours, Jim kept see-
ing the native boy posed there like a hand-
some ebony statue in the lamplight. And
despite the ravanges of the fever, his mind
caught hold of something, held it, mulied
over it, and was ready with it when the
worst of the sickness passed.

Ornaments he had seen before on the
Malaita boys—some of them meaningless,
others indicative of birthright or social
standing. ‘Handsome tricks with the hair;
pompadours and giddy topknots lacquered
with shoepolish or bleached with delousing
lime; bracelets, anklets, necklaces of shells
and dogs’ teeth and assorted other exotic
items—these were to be seen any Sunday
when the boys dressed up. But never before
had he seen white star-flowers behind a
Malaitaman’s ears.

Star-flowers were worn when a young
man sought a wife, and here at Surangani
those particular blossoms were hard to come
by. Not for any mere ornament would No-
gato have endured the prodigious trouble
of searching the jungle for them.

Nogato was courting, and had come to
the house straight from a day of love-mak-
ing. And where had he done his love-mak-
ing? Where else but the village, in which,
according to Libby, no plantation boy dared
show his face! -

More than malaria buzzed in Jim Ken-
yon's aching head when the possibilities of
his discovery hit home. But the fever, on
the heels of his bout with dysentery, effec-
tively limited what he could do about it.
For three days he was confined to the house,
in bed most of the time, feebly sitting in
the dusky front room when bed became no
longer endurable. He could think, but he
was too sick to ack
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time, he knew, was against him. Nogato,
strong as a young horse and familiar with
the trail—and not weakened by the after
effects of fever—would make short work of
the journey once he started, and probably
would start with the sun. Young men in
love were impatient. So Jim forced himself
on. And presently the trail. widened, and
beside it, warm in the sun, lay a patch of
garden. And around the next bend were
houses.

The village was larger than he had been
led to believe by Libby’s indifferent ac-
counts. It was a prosperous place, the earth
hard packed and bare as macadam, the bam-
boo and pandanus-thatch houses extending
in twin rows a hundred yards or more to
the far wall of jungle. Beforc some of the
houses women prepared food and naked
children played. The small sounds were
those of a community arousing itself un-
hurriedly for a new day’s work.

He picked out the house of the /wluai
easily, for like most headmen’s homes it
was larger than the rest. And while he
looked toward it, hoping for a glimpse of
old Motuli himself, a girl emerged to stand
in the shade of the overhanging thatch.

A scant yellow lap-lap was her only gar-
ment, and the form to which it clung was
. slim and softly curved, the proud head
topped by a gay brush of black fuzz in neat-
est native fashion. When she stepped into
the sunlight, Jim was certain she was the
Inlnai's daughter—there was something of
a swagger in her stride, of brisk self-assur-
ance in her movements. The sun gleamed
on skin as smooth and luminous as that of
a ripe plum; it found bright white high-
lights in the glance of her dusky eyes and
danced on small white tecth unstained by
betel nut. She looked toward the trail. She
was waiting—

Jim had left the path and stepped into a
high growth of tiger grass beside it, or she
would have seen him. He crouched, watch-
ing her. Forgotten was his weariness. The
girl was expecting Nogato, he was certain.

He was right. Fewer than five minutes
later the Malaitan boss boy hove into sight.

He had done himself proud this Surday
morning, had Nogato. Hours of wrist-work
with a betel-wood comb must have gone into
that elaborate coiffure with its eye-catching
yellow peak. Bright glass adornments
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sparkled on his muscular arms, in his ears,
about his middle. And there was something
more. Probably he had worn it other times
when visiting the village, but Jim had not
before seen it. It was a magnificent neck-
band of woven pandanus strips, intricately
decorated with tiny shells. No other planta-
tion boy possessed one of those. No other
could lay claim to the rank of chief among
the people of his home island.

There in the village square Nogato met
his lady, precisely as young men have met
their ladies the world over, with extended
hands and a glad smile of greeting. And
she smiled, too, with a teasing upward
glance and a little wriggling twist of her
slim body that put her close to him. They
walked together through the village, past
the rows of houses, just as they must have
walked many times before, for no one paid
them any attention and no one challenged
Nogato’s right to be here where, suppos-
edly, he was of a breed not wanted.

Jim returned to the plantation, certain
now of finding a solution to the problem.
After all, he too was a young man in love!
To Libby's anxious question he replied that
he'd been for a walk to test his legs. Then,
hungry for the first time in days, he sat to a
good breakfast, and afterward went to the
little shed that served as a company store.

The plantation boys wore lap-laps of pale
red calico, issued to them by the company.
But under the store counter lay a bolt of
prettier stuff which must have been shipped
in for use as house drapes or curtain ma-
terial. When he laid it triumphantly on the
sitting-room table, Libby gave it a quizzical
look. :

“What d'ye want that stuff for, Mr.
Kenyon?”

“I've an idea it will do us some good.”

“Good? How?”

“Never you mind. This is my little game,
M:. Libby. You can sit back and watch,
and appiaud me later if it works.”

“If you're thinking to make the boys a
prescnt o’ that, to win ‘em over,” said Libby
suspiciously, “I can tell you now it won’s
work. That's woman stuff.”

Perhaps by the quickness of his smile
Jim gave the game away. But all he said
was, “Is it, Mr. Libby?” and put an end
to the questions by carrying the flowered
cloth to his room. '
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for three years and he's been on the job
only two. Not even that!”

“Me go 'long recruiter for two fella
year,” Nogato insisted grimly.

“Three! I've seen your papers!”

Nogato's flickering gaze dropped to the
gun. He was silent.

“There’s only one thing to do, Mr. Ken-
yon,” Libby said. “Lock him up and send
word to the D. O. to come and get him.
If he’s let get away with thieving and
planning to desert, you and me might as
well clear out and leave the place to the
natives.”

Jim looked hopelessly at the stuff on the
table. Beside it lay the bolt of flowered
calico with which he had hoped to win the
boss boy’s friendship. He glanced at Nogato
again and turned away, unable to face the
hate in those defiant eyes. Sitting in his
room a few minutes later, he heard Libby
prodding the boy through the kitchen to tne
store shed out back, the empty rear room of
which had been used as a prison cell before,
when MacCombie had directed the destiny
of Surangani.

He took up the letter he had written
to Lillian and after staring for a time at the
sealed envelope, tore it through and let
the pieces fall to the floor.

IT WAS after midnight when Libby went

to bed. All evening he had been thump-
ing back and forth from his chair to the
bottle on the table. When the house was
quiet, Jim took a revolver and and went out.
A round moon, bright as rubbed brass,
gilded the sea and the island shore. The
night sky over the jungle shimmered with
brilliance.

He had his own key to the shed, and the
same key fitted the lock which Libby had
installed on the door of the rear room. With
the gun holstered at his waist and only a
flashlight in his hands, he entered.

Nogato, seated on a bare cot against the
wall, turned sullenly to face him.

“You good fella boy,” Jim said quictly.
“Me speakum ’long you without one fella
Libby.”

The hostile eyes glittered, but the boy
was silent. And that, despite Jim's friendly
approach, was how he stayed. For half an
hour Jim laboriously framed questions
which must have been understandable—his
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dialect was not that obscure—but the Malai-
tan sat still as stone, hands curled on his
knees, bare feet flat on the floor, offering not
a syllable in reply.

The questions could have been answered
easily enough. They had to do with simple
things—Nogato’s status in the village, his
feelings for the luluai’s daughter, his posi-
tion back home among his own people, and
the length of his term of indenture. Not a
word about his theft or intent to desert. But
through hate or frustration, or some of both.,
the boy had retired behind a barricade of
silence that could not be shattered.

Defeated, Jim at last gave up and re-
turned to the house. In the morning, he
supposed, he would have to send a runner
down the coast with a report for the D. O.
He undressed and went to bed. But though
the house was still enough, he was not able
to sleep. Nogato, he told himself, was still
the answer to the entire problem—if one
could find the answer to Nogato.

The softly ticking clock beside his bed
said two A. M. when he gave up trying to
sleep and went into the front room. What
he hoped to find he was not certain, but his
mind was full of the imprisoned black boy.
Opening the desk, he fumbled through its
cluttered contents for the big notebook in
which were kept the plantation records.
Perhaps Libby had made a mistake about
Nogato's contract. No hope was too small to
be discarded.

The boss boy had come from Suu, he
discovered—at least his papers had been
signed there. The recruiter’'s name was Mul-
verson. The date of the signing was clear
enough, but Jim had to draw the lamp
closer to study the date of the termination
of the contract. He frowned and ran a
finger lightly over the paper.

He put the book away and closed the
desk. Outside Libby's room he paused a
moment, wondering if he dared believe a
thing that probably never could be proved.
This time when he strode through the
moonlit kitchen, he was not wearing a gun.

But as the rear door swung shut behind
him, he halted.

On a darker night he might have seen
nothing at all, for even in the light of the
moon the movements of the Malaita boys
were uncannily stealthy. Indentured they
might be, fuil of savvy in white men’s af-
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equally peaceful the morning of Mr. Mac-
Combie’s turtle-hunting expedition.

“You're right,” Jim said, turning. “"You'd
better start for Segi at once.”

“T'd prefer to wait around until you've
kad it out with 'em,” Libby muttered. “‘Be
safer with two of us here when you do it.”

“I can’t face them now.” :

“Mr. Kenyon, you've got to!”

“Later.” Jim mopped at his face with a
handkerchief and, finding a chair, sank with
a sigh. “I'm tired, Mr. Libby—tired beyond
endurance. Before the day’'s over I'll do
what has to be done, I promise you. You go
to Segi.”

“Well—"

“If you please, Mr. Libby.”

Half an hour later, having stuffed the
pockets of his wrinkled jacket with tins of
food and a flask of water, and strapped a
gun about his middle, Libby solemnly shook
hands and departed.

Another fifteen minutes elapsed before
Jim left the house. It took him that long to
prepare the two bundles he had decided to
take with him. He, too, wore a revolver, but
debated some time before doing so, and took
it only because he was reluctant to leave it
in the house.

But when he stepped out on the veranda,
he changed his mind about going that way.
There was movement now in the grove—a
stealthy stirring at the far end of it, near the
labor camp. Bewildered by it, he drew back.
Not in many days had the plantation natives
appeared for work at such an hour, or bur-
dened themselves with such an assortment
of tools. This morning there was unusual
design in their movements. Defiantly, not
furtively, they trod the lanes of shadow to-
ward the house.

Jim went out the back way, past the empty
prison shed to the jungle, keeping the house
between himself and the grove. It was hard
going and would add at least an hour to his
journey, but once inside that somber green
temple he did not look back. Making his
own trail through the bush, bearing always
away from the plantation and toward the
river, he came out at last on the path to the
village, breathless, exhausted, layered with
mud to his knees, but still clutching his
bundles.

The force that drove him on was dread
that Libby, finding him gone and guessing
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his intent, would discover some way to head
him off. Because Libby, of course, had not
gone to Segi and had no intention of going
—not, at least, until the Malaitamen, stirred
to murder by his treachery, had done to Jim
Kenyon what they had done months ago to
Mr. MacCombie.

It would have been obvious from the be-
ginning, Jim realized, but Libby had made
it hard to see through by being, or pretend-
ing to be, such a sluggard and a toper. The
man was infinitely more shrewd than he
looked, and a thousand times more ambi-
tious. How many ugly little cruelties he had
perpetrated on the natives, first in MacCom-
bie’s name and then in Jim's, was beyond
estimate—but he knew all the tricks of the
game, did Libby, and had undoubtedly
missed no opportunities.

Little things had done it—scores of little
things. Translating the master’s suggestions
into violent and abusive reprimands, while
pretending himself to be only a neutral in-
termediary. Issuing orders in Jim's name-—
and probably, before that, in MacCombie’s
name—which were so obviously unfair that
revolt was inevitable. Such as, for example,
denying a gang of virile young men the free-
dom to call upon the belles of the local vil-
lage. That had been one of his trumps, of
course; but he had played the game cun-
ningly from the start, making the most of
every card dealt him. Had it been as easy
to fool the veteran MacCombie as to pull
the wool over the eyes of Jim Kenyon? Per-
haps not. But with his subtle understanding
of the native mind and command of native
talk that went far beyond the usual clumsy
patois, he had done it. He had known when
to scream and when to whisper, when to
strike the natives—in the name of the
“Mahster,” of course—and when to ply
them with favors.

He had madc remarkably few mistakes,
had Libby. His “discovery” of stolen goods
in Nogato's possession might be considered
one; no doubt he had been rushed into that
by the sudden appearance of the bolt of
flowered calico. Falsifying the boss boy’s
papers revealed a touch of desperation, too,
or at any rate a lack of his usual craftiness.
Yet in the summing up, only a very fragile
thing had thwarted him, a thing which
Libby himself would never understand and
hence could not have anticipated—the naé
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ural sympathy of one young man in love to-
ward another, regardless of creed or color.

And what did the man stand to get out
of all this? Why, that was simple. He'd get
what he wanted—the plantation.
. convinced the company that Surangani was
not worth any further expenditure of time
and money, he would simply wait quietly in
the background and snatch it when they
dropped it. And then, with an abrupt about-
face in labor relations, a deal of tact and
shrewdness, he would put the place on a
paying basis and sit back among his six
bottles to enjoy the profits. The islands were
dotted with such privately owned planta-
tions. Surangani, properly managed, would
be one of the best.

This time Jim did not rest on his way to
the village; his respect for Libby’s cleverness
was too great. Through the suffocating
gloom of the bush he hurried with his two
bundles, listening for sounds of pursuit. He
could not know what Libby had told the
Malaitamen to send them to the house on a
murder mission, but they might not stop at
the house when they found him absent. And
at the village he would need time. Even
with time he might fail.

ND if he failed? The answer to that

was as obvious as the mud that sucked
at his feet the perspiration that ran in scald-
ing rivulets down his body. Failure would
mean more than the loss of his Lillian, the
derision of his father. It would mean death.
He might leave the village alive, but a re-
turn to the plantation would be suicidal.
And the nearest settlement was miles down
the coast. He would never reach it. Libby
would not permit it. :

With that discomforting thought he
passed the garden cn the outskirts of the
village and halted, at last, at trail’s end. And
what he saw brought a gasp of dismay from
his lips. The village before him was not the
peaceful, lethargic place it had been before.
It was bediam.

At least a2 hundred native men were
present, and cbviously not all of them were
local residents; some had come in from
other bush villages fcr the feast now in
progress. The women bustled about. Chil-
dren scurried here and there like small black
chattering monkeys. Even the village dogs
were as noisy as they could manage to be.

Having -
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Smoke rose from a dozen cook fires, to
hang in a gray blanket above the village
street and the thatched roofs of the houses.
The hot air reeked richly of roast pig.
Fresh picked fruit, on great spreads of
banana leaves, gleamed in rainbow-hued
piles everywhere,

It was a wedding feast—that was apparent
even before Jim discovered Nogato and
the Juluar’s daughter in the midst of it, be-
decked with flowers. And that it had been
going on for some time, perhaps since
early morning, was obvious. Excitement in
the village was at fever heat. Voices were
shrill, movements jerky, emotions probably
as delicately balanced at straws on a knife
point.

What a time for the hated master of
Surangani to present himself? Even on plan-
tations where discipline was no problem,
native sing-sings were forbidden because
this sort of thing inspired violence!

But he could not wait. There was no time
to wait.

He did take time to steady himself with
a deep breath and remove the revolver from
his waist. The gun and holster he tossed
into the grass beside the path—they were
no earthly good against such odds and might
only defeat his purpose. Then he strode
boldly from the massed shadows of the
jungle into the weaving, smoky sunlight of
the village street.

Tense and frightened he was, and stiff
as wood because of it, but that was no im-
pediment; it made him straighter and
heightened the effect of self-assurance. White
he was, too, his face bleached with strain.
But he was smiling—he could still manage
that—and consoled himself, or tried to,
with the thought that no one other than
himself, in all that din, could possibly hear
the hollow drumming inside his chest.

They saw him soon enough. It was as if
an icy wind had suddealy swept the village.
Silent, staring, every frozen gesture a threat,
they let him advance. Even the children
and the mangy village dogs sensed the brit-
tleness of the moment.

The way to Nogato and his bride was
open, fortunately—no one had to step aside
to let him pass. Somehow he managed it
without faltering. His smile endured. Hal:-
ing befcre the scowling Malaita boy, he
waited vainly for a nod of welcome—or
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ening roar pounded against Mike's ear- ““We'll take him back to the house. Then

drums. He felt the ripping swish in the ait
as a 45-70 slug went by less than six inches
from his head. ““You think I'm foolin’, eh?”
Pa said sourly, working the lever of the gun.

Mike turned around and began to walk
on shaking legs. After he had gone about
fifty yards he looked back and saw Lafe
come out of a shed with a long-handled
shovel in his hands and start walking after
them. Mike tried to think, but his thoughts
and fears were crowding cach other until
his hcad seemed to go around in a dizzy
whirl.

“But,” he stuttered pleadingly at Pa, “'I
got a wife an’ kids. Don’t kill me. I prom-
ise not to say anything.”

“Keep a’movin’,”
“Promises about things in this world or the
next I ain’t got no trust in.”

They reached the place on the slope where
a landslide had left the ground bare and
brown. Pa waited for Lafe to come up to
them. He motioned with the barrel of th2
gun to a place where he wanted Mike to
stand. "Let’s get this over quick,” he said.

Mike had an idea. "Wait,” he said tensely.
“You're not playing this thing smart.”

The old man frowned. “What you
mean?” he growled.

“Don’t you see what'll happen if you
kill me here?”

“Well—?" Pa was growing impatient.

“*“When I don’t come back, the two guys
I came hunting with will report me missing
to the forest rangers and tell 'em I started
up this way. When they hear that they'll
remember the guy that disappeared in these
hills Jast year.”

“*So—what?"

“Sure, you can see what'll happen. They
will figure there might be something fishy
goin’ on, and they'll send out search partizs
an’ go through the woods with a fine-tooth
comb. And one of the search parties is damn
likely to stumble on this little hideout of
yours.”

Pa rested the butt of his gun on the
ground and scratched his head thoughtfully.
"You could maybe be right,” he said at
last. ""You got a pint there.”

“You know damn ~vell I'm right,” said
Mike, beginning to breath regularly again.

“Come along, Lafe,” said the old man
after a few moments more of thinking.

said the old man.

I'm gonna put my mind to it an’ figure out
what to do with 'im.”

When they got back to the cabin Pa found
a piece of rope and while Beany stood by
with the rifle in his hands, he tied Mike's
wrists behind him. Then they took him to
one of the small sheds in the rear of the
cabin and locked him in. They left him
sitting in the dark between four windowless
logs walls with the bindings biting painfully
into his wrists and numbing his hands. Mike
knew after a few tries there was no hope
getting loose. Then he settled back and did
the only thing he could do—just waited for
the Lonigans’ next move with his mind in a
torment of worry and foreboding. Then he
thought about his two kids back in Seattle.
He thought about the boy to whom he had
promised to bring home a set of deer horns.

HOURS went by. Mike wasn't sure how
- many. He grew cold and cramped.
From time to time he dozed a little, but each
time he woke with the shock of the realiza-
tion that Pa Lonigan was holding him here
like an animal waiting in the killing pen.

At last he heard the sound of movement
outside the shed and when the door was
pushed open gray light came in through the
opening. Mike knew the night had gone
by and that it was after daybreak. It was
Pa who bent down over him, and Putting a
hand under his tied arm, jerked him up to
his fect. He was pushed out into the open
air where Lafe and Beany were standing.

“Boys, 1 been thinkin’ what we ought'a
do with this here mechanic here, an’ I got
an idea,” said Pa.

Lafe frowned at his father questioningly.
“You ain’t gonna leave him loose?”

“No,” said Pa. "I ain’t gonna turn him
loose.”

“But if we kill him, it'll be like you
said. Maybe the search parties’ll come up
here lookin’ for 'im.”

“No, they won't,” said Pa triumphantly.
“Not if they find his body, they won't.”

“But then they’ll know he was kill't,”
Beany objected in his squeaky tone. “An’
the law’ll come a’lookin’ for us sure.”

“Ain’t you ever heard of a huntin’ acci-
dent?"’ Pa asked.

“What you mean, Pa?"”

“Now if they was to find him with a
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bullet through him from his own weapon,
an’ find his gun lyin’ there right close be-
side him, what would they think? They'd
think he tripped up an’ shot hisself by ac-
cident like so many of them dumb city hunt-
ers do.” :

“Gee, Pa,” said Lafe, “'you sure are right
smart. How’d you ever come to think of it?"’

“It just come to me suddenlike,” Pa said.

“When we gonna fix it, Pa?”" asked Beany,
his eycs lighting up with interest in the idea.

“I'm gonna take care of it myself right
now,” the old man answered. "I better do it
today. If we wait much longer they might
start lookin’ for him before we get it fixed.”

“Ain't we goin’ along with you, Pa?”
asked Beany.

“No,” said the old man. "I figure you an’
Lafe better stay here. I don't want any
more tracks leadin’ down where they find
the body than I can help.”

Pa stepped inside the cabin and came out
again with Mike's Springfield in his hand.
He pointed at the gap in the hills where
Mike had first entered the basin with Lafe
and Beany. “All right, mister,” he said.
© “Start a'movin’.”

IKE did as he was bid. He could see the
uselessness of argument. He had a sick
feeling inside and he had trouble controlling
his feet as his mind grasped the full impact
of the fate the old man had in store for
“Keep a'movin'!"” Pa commanded as Mike
began to lag. “We got seven miles to go
before we hit the ranger trail. “"Don’t be
slowin” down.”

“Listen,” Mike said desperately. “If T
was to get you some money—"'

“Nope,” said Pa. "You know we killed
that fellar last year. If I was to let you
loose, I'd just be puttin’ a rope aroun’ my
own neck.”

Their progress through the brush and
rocks became slower. Mike found it diffi-
cult to keep moving forward with his hands
tied and Pa was getting more and more
impatient. Finally, the old man called a
halt, and taking out his knife cut the cords.
“Now,” he said, “Let’s be a'movin’ a little
faster.”

Mike was thinking it over. He might
have a chance, he decided, if he made a
break for the brush. Pa might miss him
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with a hurried shot. Then a clear loud
whistle sounded out from the slope above
them.

Mike knew what the whistle was, and he
looked at Pa to see if this might be his
chance to make a run for it. But Pa seecmed
to be reading his mind. He had given one
quick look up the slope and then his eyes
were back on Mike. ‘

“Just in case you're gettin’ any ideas,” he
said. “"Maybe I better show you it wouldn't
be no good.” With a quick easy movement
the old man threw the gun to his shoulder
and pointed it up the slope. It seemed to
explode almost before he had it leveled and
from its perch on the rocks a hundred yards
away, the gray furry body of a whistling
marmot tumbled down.

Mike shivered and gave up his plan for
making a break.

It was a long tiresome journey over rough
ground, and both the old man and Mike
were soon thirsty and wet with perspiration.
When they came to the bank of a tiny
stream, Pa motioned Mike to a spot several
feet away from him. Then he carefully
placed the rifle on the ground close beside
him and sank down on his hands and knees
and buried his face in the water.

Mike sensed this was his only chance.
For a fraction of a second Pa would have his
cyes turned away and couldn’t see him.
Without an instant of hesitation Mike
launched himself in a flying leap for the
gun, landing flat on his chest on the rocks
that lined the brook. As he came down his
hands groped out and found the rifle. Pa
was taken by surprise. He hadn’t expected
Mike to make his move so quickly.

Mike pushed himself wp frantically to
bring his weight up on his knees. Then he
had the gun in both hands and was fumbling
to find the trigger with his finger. He found
it and started to jerk the weapon arqund
to bring it to bear on Pa. But something
went wrong. As he struggled to swing the
gun he felt a sudden bruising shock against
the. side of his head and whirling lights
flashed in front of his eyes. He dropped
the gun and sat back holding his head and
trying to figure out what had happened.

“It almost worked,” he heard Pa saying.
“If I hadn’t a’ been lucky enough to lay my
hand on that rock an’ rap you across the
head, you'd a’ caught me sure.”
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“You're tricking Brady into thinking Hun-
gry Creek is Fryingpan Creck. Then while
he’s on a wild-goose chase, with half of the
population after him, you send me to the
real Tryingpan Creck.”

“Now don't you start jumping at conclu-
sions,” Jessup warned. “When you stake
and record the claims, come back and get
me.”

“Get you?"” Terry exclaimed.

“Yep! Get me!” Jessup replied, enjoying
the younger man’s astonishment. “You're a
strong boy. You can lift me into the saddle
and out again. I'll get mighty tired, but,
by golly, T'll get there.”

“You sure have planned this from begin-
ning to end,” Terry said. “If Brady sees
you going in, he'll sure fall for the trick.”

“Had ycars to make Brady nervous,” Jes-
sup answered. "1've done mighty little else
but think.”

“Yes, and to teach me I didn’t have to
go through life using second-hand things if
I went to school and fixed my eyes on the
best in the land,” Terry replied, a note of
gratitude in his voice.

HEN Terry Melrose left Old Man Jes-
sup’s cabin, his pack horses carried
roughly a hundred pounds of items the
miner believed he would need on Discovery
laim.

From the first he scnsed that he was being
followed—an instinctive warning that was
strong in the caveman and has come down
through the years to his descendants. His
horse, looking back a couple of times, con-
firmed this.

He planned to cover eight or ten miles
before stopping, but down timber blocking
the game trail he was following forced a
camp until daylight.

He unloaded the packs, hobbled the
horses and spread his blankets in the center
of a natural clearing. As he crawled between
the blankets his eyes searched the gloomy
thickets surrounding the clearing. “If Brady
or Condon are there,” he muttered, “they’ll
have to murder me in cold blood, which they
aren’t likely to do at this stage of the game,
or come into the open.”

Fifteen minutes passed, then he heard one
of the horses stumbling about. “The fool
got himself tangled up in a thicket,” Terry
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growled. The horse fell with a crash that
started the others to snorting.

He ran over and found the horse on its
side struggling to regain its feet. As he
lcaned over to quiet the animal, he caught
a glimpse of a shadowy figure rushing at
him. Terry whirled, then a body struck him,
hurling him to the ground. Sparks leaped
before his eyes. There was a roar in his
ears, then darkness.

“You've got a lot to learn, son,” Condon
said. “You ain't dry behind the ears yet, and
you'rc piayin’ with the tough, bad boys. Let
this be a lesson to you.” He drew back and
drove his fist into the unconscious Jerry's
stomach again and again, then finished off
with a wallop to the jaw' that should have
cracked the bone. : _ ’

He scarched Terry’s pockets and located
the map. "Sucker,” he muttered. “Carrying
it where I could find it. Why didn’t he keep
a picture of the map in his head?”

Condon grinned. He was feeling fine. It
had been several wecks since he had given
another man a good working over. It was
meat and drink to him, feeding his domi-
neering nature. He walked back a quarter-
mile where he had left his horse, mounted
it and rode back to town where he awakened

rady from a sound sleep. .

Brady sat up in bed, then said, “Light the
lamp, Condon. What's wrong? You're back
too soon.”

“Everythin's right,” Condon answered.
“The kid's one of them babes in the woods
you hear about. The trail's full of down
timber so he makes a camp until daylight. -
Camps in the open where I'll have to show
myself and let him get the drop on me when
I move in. But I'm too smart to get caught
that way. I sneak up to a hobbled horse,
throw my weight against its side and down
it goes. That brings the kid on the run and
I let him have it.”

“Did you work him over?”

“He won't feel so good when he wakes
up,” Condon predicted. “Chances are he’s
headed for Jessup’s place right now. Here’s
what I found.” He tossed the map onto the
bed, then turned up the lamp.

Brady's interest changed to one of be-
wilderment as he studied the map. “Hell,”
he exploded, “this is Hungry Creek. That
petered out years ago. The boys went right



10
down to bedrock—even cleaned out the
cracks with brooms and knife blades. I can't
figger it out.”

“Mebbe it ain’t the right map,” Condon

- said. “T went through his pockets and packs,
and this was the only paper I found.”

“This is Jessup's map,” Brady said. "I
know his handwriting. He's scrawled, ‘Dis-
covery,’ then made an X. Look here. Num-
ber 1 above Discovery.’”

“Then, by God, there's gold on Hungry
Creek,” Condon declared.

Brady’s bewilderment grew. He rubbed
his hands together and found the palms
moist. He swore. “The old coot, setting in
his wheel chair, lookin’ at me, thinkin’ and
plannin’. If we get sucked in, we'll be the
laughin’ stock of the whole country. If we
miss a bet, we'll be the laughin’ stock, too.

- Damn it to hell!”

“Mebbe this is on the level,” Condon
said. “The word gets around. You know
how the boys are. The first thing is to stake
a claim and record it. And the hell with
grub—just enough to see 'em through. Then
they go back to make sure somebody don't
jump their ground. Then you come in with
a pack train of grub and they pay the price
you ask. They cuss the hell out of you, but
they pay it. Why, because me and two ot
threé other cusses start the rumor there's
claim jumpin’ goin’ on. They're afraid to
leave long enough for a load of grub.”

Brady nodded. That was the way they
played the game. A knowledge of human

nature had always paid off. "I've got it!” he

exclaimed suddenly. “So Jessup figgered it
all out> Well, I'm a jump ahcad of him—as
usual.”

“Yeah?” Condon rubbed his knuckles,
somewhat sore from their impact against
Terry Melrose’s jaw. “\What'd the old boy
. cook up?”

“He thinks he’s cooked up a meal fit for
a king, but it ain’t even a coyote meat stew,”
Brady said. “He wants us to stampede. And
while we're runnin’ around in circles at
Hungry Creek, he sends Mclrose to Frying-
pan Creek. He knows if he didn't work it
" that way he wouldn't get a clean shot at the
rich ground. Hc's all crippled up and a
cripple can’t make fast time in a stampede.

It's the only chance he had to stake the Dis- .

covery claim.”
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“But I thought he wanted to get even
with you?"’ Condon said. “He sure owes
you plenty, for what I've done to him.”

“He'll get even with me by tricking me
into spending several thousand dollars
freighting grub into a creek that will be de-
serted almost as soon as the stampeders show
up,” Brady said. "I'll be out the money
and I'll be a laughing stock.”

“What'll we do? You're the boss.”

“Let him play out his hand. We'll let the
suckers stampede to Hungry Creek and they
will be fightin’ mad when they learn they're
tricked. They can’t take it out on Jessup
because he’s a cripple. But they can beat
the hell out of Terry Melrose. And Jessup
will find he’s pretty damned lonely when

®it's all over with.” Brady nodded his head.

*We'll see what we'll see, Condon.”
“Before we'll see what we’ll see,” Con-
don said. “We'll see Terry Melrose, pow-
erful sick, comin’ back with his tail be-
tween his legs. Just about now he’s won-
derin’ what happened.” ‘

CONDON was wrong. Terry had a fair
/ idea what had happened as he sat up
and shook off the fog that filled his head.
He looked at the horse, on its side, then re-
membered he had been on his way to help
the horse when things went black. His jaw,
head and stomach ached. Things swam be-
fore his cyes whenever he made a sudden
movement. He unhobbled the horse and
watched the animal struggle to its feet.
“Somcbody beat the hell out of me,” he
said thickly. “Somebody is Brady or Con-
don.” He saw a bootprint made within
the past few hours in a soft spot, and he
looked at it a long time. Then he sat down,
sick.

He felt that he was at the cross-roads of
his life. Tf he turned back now, whim-
pering, he could be turned back the re-
mainder of his life. He would be prowling
the second-hand stores looking for cheap
things others had discarded. Probably a doc-
tor would order him to bed, he reasoned.
His stomach might be ruptured from the
beating and kicking. He knew that he had
been kicked because it felt that way, and
there was mud on his shirt.

It was slow business breaking camp and
packing the animals. Packs that had scemed
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reasonably heavy the previous night, now
were almost more than he could manage.
“If we lick Brady,” he muttered. “All this
will be worth it.”

He got on his horse and started along the
game trail that led to Hungry Creek. There
was lots of down timber, but in daylight he
could see ways around the obstructions that
were not visible at night. Several times,
though, he dismounted and cut through trces
or used the horses to drag them clear of the
trail.

At noon he slept two hours and felt worse
for the relaxation. His muscles stiffened
up. Again and again came the overpowering
‘urge to get back and rest for several days.
Perhaps see a doctor. Then it came to him
that Brady would plan on his doing that
very thing. Smashing Brady's theory built
up his courage.

He camped carly that night and slept
heavily. He awakened, dreading the day.
He drank coffee and ate some food, which
stayed down~ It was the last food he
wanted until late the following day when
he camped where Hungry Creek tumbled
from its gorge. Terry rested a couple of
days before entering the canyon.

Pushing upstream meant repeated cross-
ings as the creck bounced from wall to wall.
There was no mistaking the point which Old
Man Jessup had indicated as Discovery
Claim.

Terry cached the grub, put up the
monuments and turned in for the night. It
was hard to believe that at one time men
had taken gold from the sands—gold that
had gone to the San Francisco mint and been
turned into gold coins. But bedrock was
cluse to the surface, and the great depth of
gold-bearing gravel they had hoped for
hadn't existed.

Spring floods had long since wiped out

“ the tailing dumps. New trees had replaced
those cut for fuel. The area for growing
was scant enough and Terry reasoned not a
stick of timber remained standing when the
last miner left. “No need of panning a
bar,” he grumbled, gazing speculatively at
his own claim. “It's bungry ground. But,
mister, I'll help myself to a good claim on
Fryingpan Creek.”

The trip home was a hard one and he was
dog tired when he stopped in Old Man
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Jessup’s clearing. Jessup rolled his chair to
the door and yelled, “Glad to see you back,
Terry. Hey, boy, are you sick?”

“I was,” Terry answered. “Someone,
probably Condon, worked me over. Have
you been to town lately?”

“Yecah, and Condon’s fist was bunged
up,” Jessup answered. “And Brady was
feeling his oats. He acted like 2 man who
held four aces, or clsc had outguessed an
enemy. So far we're doing pretty good.
Now tell me what happened?”

Terry gave details and Jessup swore
roundly. “But you didn’t turn back,” he
said with approval. “You went ahead. Son,
you're a coarse gold man if ever I saw one.
Now let’s mark time. No need of filing
them claim notices for a day or two. You
rest up, and get your stren’th back again. T
figger that Brady figgers he knows what’s
up.

“Does he?” Terry asked bluntly.
“Nope,” Jessup answered shortly. “Right
now, we've got the world by the tail and a
downhill pull. I think we'll change our
plans 2 mite. Remember, son, stick to the
general plan, but if you see a chance to im-
prove it here and there, do it.”

ERRY rcmained in the cabin the next

few days while Jessup followed his old
routine—sitting in his chair, watching
Brady downing a drink, or playing solo.

Melrose came into town, bought a few
second-hand items and asked about Terry.
“The boy’s doing fine,” Jessup said. “You'll
be proud of him some of these days.”

“Doubt it like hell,” Melrose said. *Brady
tells me you're puttin’ wrong idears into
his head. He’s got crazy enough idears
already. Figgers to siphon water over from
Mallard Lake to that dry land. Hell, you'd
think he was worth a million to hear him

lan.” He shock an angry finger at Jessup.
“And it's all your fault. He was a good
boy uatil you got a hold of him and put
fool notions in his head.”

“It isn’t a fool noticn to want new, in-
stead of second-hand things for a change,”
Jessup said. “Give him a half chance and
you and your wife will be livin’ in clover in
your old age instead of bein’ on the county.”

Melrose went om, muttering. He had
the common human failure of thinking of
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is practically impossible to commit a social
error, either of speech or action, in a ship’s
fo'c’'s’'le, but Fidgety Smith was the excep-
ticn. The freighter Golden Dragon, plough-
ing through a lazy beam sea, was scarcely
clear of the China coast when the inevitable
dclegation of seamen came on the bridge to
see the first mate.

“It's like this, sir,” said the spokesman,
twisting his cap. ““That new A. B. Fidgety
Smith. He's got all "ands feeling there’s fleas
or lice aboard.”

Mr. Mason, the tall, eagle-faced mate,
waved his pipe around and looked bleak.
‘Well, ain't there?” he demanded practi-
cally. The spokesman swallowed. “Well,
yes, if you put it that way, sir. But this
Fidgety makes it worse. Jest can’t "old still,
and now we're all getting th’ same way so
we'd take it kindly if 'e could be shoved
somewherc’s clse instead of for'ard.”

Mr. Mason was jolted. Anything could
happen on a tramp steamer and he was re-
signed to most things, but this was a sur-
prise. “First I ever heard of a crew taking
kindly to one man having special quarters,”
he observed. “"Maybe he’s lousy—doesn t
wash or something.”

“It ain’t that, sir,” the spokesman insisted.
“We c'd take care of that. This bloke just
can't stay put. Always wriggling, He made
up ’is bunk twice in the first watch and
washed ’'is mess gear three times. It ain't
buman.”

The mate coughed. "I see what you mean.
Well, send him along at eight belis and
I'll figure something out.” He mentioned
the matter to Captain McCleod on his way
below but the pink-faced rotund little skip-

er was half-dozing in his shirt sleeves,
Ealanced in the swivel chair before his desk,
and he was far too comfortable to be dis-
turbed.

“Extraordinary,” he mumbled, folding
his pudgy hands across his stomach. “Extra-
ordinary. Man what itches.” He peered over
his steel-rimmed spectacles to see if the
mate had maybe been drinking and then
subsided. “Well, bring the man up here if
you can’t settle things.” The mate shook
Iis head and went below. Life was a tran-
quil affair on the Golden Dragon and you
da:dn’t get much help straightening out cu-
rious situgHons.

Pidgety Smith was cn time and Mr.
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Mason felt a little surprised. He had seen
the man before, of course, but hadn’t paid
much attention in the last minute hurry to
get a few extra hands to fill out a fo'c’s’le -
half-empty from desertions. Now he won-
dered how he'd ever come to sign this
specimen at all. Fidgety was middle-aged
and unbelievably skinny. All bones and cor-
ners. A large Adam’s apple ran up and
down his throat when he talked and he had
a curious expression that was half-way be-
tween complete vacancy and vague earnest-
ness, all aided by pale, watery blue eyes
and a perpetual dew drop on the tip of his
thin, shiny nose. The mate sighed.

“I suppose you know I've had a wvisit
from your shipmates?”

“Aye, sir,” Fidgety agreed, scratching his
nose, rubbing his jaw and twisting his neck
in a couple of grotesque jerks. "I ain't
been myself the last few trips. Sort of wor-
ried. Seems to make the boys sore.”

“That,” agreed the mate kindly, “I can
understand. Now, let’s have the truth, man.
You been on a bender and got the willies?”

Fidgety Smith seemed shocked. "'I never
touch liquor, sir,” he insisted and rubbed
his thigh, ground onc heel against his in-
step, groped inside his shirt and wiped his
nose on his sleeve. Mr. Mason fully saw the
foc’s’le’s point of view. “We'd better go
see the old man,” he said hastily. “He likes
riddles.”

Captain McCleod had roused himself
somewhat and was fumbling over some
official papers when Fidgety was introduced.
The captain peered at him over his spec-
tacles and was fascinated as he watched a
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