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WHISKERS 37

“You mentioned a Black John? I wonder
if he could be the Black John Smith that
they say is under arrest for a robbery, or
somethin’ down to Dawson?”

“Yeah, he's the one. But he never pulled
no robbery down there. He’s too smart
to pull a job like that. There was a con-
stable up here talkin’ to Cush about it. He
says the fellers that got robbed claimed
Black John done it, but hell, them damn
chechakos don’t know one man from an-
other nohow. Downey'll turn Black John
loose pretty quick. He's bound to. Dow-
ney ain't no damn fool: he knows Black
John wouldn’t pull no job fer no thousan’
ounces—an’ he wouldn't.”

“Accordin’ to the talk in Dawson, Dow-
ney had to turn this Black John over to
a U. S. marshal an’ a couple of deputies
that come to Dawson with papers. He's
wanted fer a murder an’ robbery over on
the American side—Circle City, er some-
wheres.” :

“Well, I'll be damned,” chuckled Pot
Gutted John.

“It'll be fun hearin' him tell about it,”
grinned Red John.

“You don't seem to be very much wor-
ried about it,”’ the smooth-shaven man said.
“Ain’t this Black John a friend of yourn?”

“Shore he is! But why the hell should
we worry? We ain't tryin’ to take Black
John nowheres. That marshal an’ them
deputies is the ones that’s got to worry.
There ain’t no three men livin® that’s goin’
to take Black John nowheres he don’t want
to go.”
~ “Well, I’ll be movin’ along,” said the big
man. “I'll be seein’ you later, if I decide
to locate somewheres on the crick. So
long.”

As Black John passed on up the trail
he chuckled to himself. When he reached
a point within half a mile of the fort, he
stepped from the trail, seated himself com-
fortably on a rock, produced a piece of
wrapping paper from his packsack, fished
the stub of a pencil from his pocket, and
proceeded to write a- note which he care-
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fully folded and placed in his pocket. Then
he resumed his journey, halting uncertainly
some ten minutes later in the doorway of
the saloon, to eye the somber-faced man
with a drooping yellow inustache, who
stood behind the bar intently reading the
Bible spread open bhefore him.

The man looked up as the shadow dark-
ened the doorway, peering over the top
of his square rimmed steel spectacles. De-
liberately he closed the book, set it on the
back bar, and set out a bottle and two
glasses.

“Come on in, stranger,” he invited.
“The house is buyin’ a drink.”

“Is this Cushing’s Fort?" asked the man,
as he advanced to the bar, and swung the
packsack from his shoulders.

“Yeah, this is the place.”

“An’ are you the proprietor?”

“I'm him.”

“Sometimes known as ‘Old Cush?"”

“Yeah, but I ain't no older’n some of
the rest of ’em, at that.”

“My name’s John Smith. I—"

“Not on Halfaday, it ain't,” interrupted
the somber-faced one. He indicated a tin
molasses can at the end of the bar. “Jest
help yerself to a name,” he said. “The
name of John Smith has already been took
—too many times.”

The big man smiled good naturedly.
“Oh, yes—I stopped and talked to a couple
of men a few miles down the trail, and
when I told them my name, they explained
about the can. They said I couldn’t use
the name ‘John Smith’ on the crick.”

“They was right.”

Moving over to the can Black John
thrust in his hand and drew out a slip of
paper. “George Cornwallis,” he read
aloud.

The somber-faced one nodded. “Drink
up, George,” he invited. “The last man
that draw'd that name got hung.”

“Here’s how. I hope I'll have better
luck,” grinned the other, swallowing his
liquor.

“It’s hard to say. You might.”
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CuAPTER I

SCARED oUT!

HANGING CASE,

beyond a
shadow of doubt,” Rance prom-
ised the jury when People vs
Engel wheeled finally to trial;

and  Jim Bartlett himself
thought the casc was exactly that, Thought
it was and, for more reasons than one,
prayed it would turn out to be.

His own testimony and Hammer's, Jim
firmly believed, would swing Iingel. He
was desperately anxious that it should,
heartsick at thought of having to play one
certain sleeved card of his that he had man-
aged thus far to keep dark. In Rance's
hand that card would rate as the high card
that took everything. It was the ace that
topped all aces—to Jim Bartlett, definitely
and literally, an ace of hearts.

LEngel, engaged in welding all city deliv-
erv services into one huge public-bleeding
racket, was on trial for the murder of Tom
Kane, an honest union head who stood in
|his way. That day, a September Monday;,

The State’s Exhibit C

Question

Rance bristled with confidence. But the
case was young and so was Rance; and
Logan Gerrick, defending Engel, was a
crafty adept in criminal law who not only
knew all the tricks but could command
every resource of thugdom at the crook of
a fat soft finger.

Through Monday and Tuesday, massing
his evidence, Rance drew the State's noose
tighter and tighter. Not for a moment had
doubt of himself or his cause entered his
mind : and on Wednesday, when the court
clerk’s dry voice crackled, “Next witness—
William Hammer ! he turned a triumphant
grim smile on Gerrick.

Hammer was the key witness of the
prosccution, an elevator operator who
would hamstring Logan Gerrick’s alibi de-
fense by testifying that on June fourteenth,
the day of the murder, he had taken Engel
up to the tenth floor of the Turret Building
and had seen him enter Kane's small office
directly across from the shaft.

A few days ago Hammer had been posi-
tive in his identification, willing to go the
route, But he had changed since then,
changed in a way that brought Rance up
rigid at the moment he took the stand.
Now Hammer’s thin face was ashy, his
hand visibly shaking when he raised it to
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police escort the rest of his life. Myself,
I've been afraid of this, I didn't say any-
thing to you—what would be the good? 1
just tried to prime Hamumer against it.
But it's happened, and there we are.”

Rance nodded dejectedly, “Knocked flat,”
and stared at a drift of cigar smoke back
by the courtroom door, where Logan Ger-
rick was now expounding on law and life
to a cluster of newspaper reporters. “Flat,”
he repeated. "If we can't prove Joe Engel
was in the Turret Building at or about the
time of the murder, we can't convict. Ger-
rick has half a dozen yeggs ready to testify
that Engel was dozing innocently in a ham-
mock in the Catskills all that afternoon.
1'll know it's perjury, and you'll know it's
perjury, but were not the jury—which
means, with Hammer lost to the State, that
it's a walkout for Mr. Engel.”

Jim Bartlett rubbed a chin that was big-
ger and squarer-cut by far than pale Wil-
liam Hammer's. For a moment he held
back speech, his blue eyes troubled.

“I'd hate,” he said slowly, “to see- Joe
Engel beat this rap. He's a king pin; with
him out of the way, this town and the
decent people in it would be better off than
T can begin to tell you. No, Rance, we can't
let him slip out!"

The prosecutor’s slim shoulders gave a
twitch of impatience. “Don't talk like a
fool,” he snapped. “He /las slipped. 1
don't say it's justice but, hang it. it's law.
The last shot in the State’s locker has been
fired—and it's a dud. T tell you, we're
licked. We might as well face the fact.”

Bartlett had turned and was staring
through a window that faced the shining
lofty dome of the Turret Building, looming
out over lesser spires of the husiness dis-
trict a mile to the north. When he turned
back to Rance his eyes were clear again,
lighted by a decision, and his hard jaw was
harder.

“No, we're not beaten,” he said. “We've
only begun the real part of this prosecution.
T suppose you'll be good and sore, but now
T'll come clean. I've been holding out on
you, Rance. There’s still one more State’s

SHORT STORIES

witness in reserve who can and will knock
Gerrick and Engel and their alibi into a
cocked hat—whatever a cocked hat is. A
witness you've never even heard of."”

He glanced down the hall at a broad
retreating back and a swinging brief case
—Logan Gerrick, the taste of another
crooked victory already on his tongue,
moving jauntily toward one of those gar-
gantuan luncheons it was his habit to stow
away on trial days.

“Right!” he growled.
enough!"

Rance, thunderstruck beside him, was
moving his lips but no sound was coming
from them. His eyes were round with in-
credulity.

“It’s the truth,” Bartlett
“Never you mind about Hammer.
hang Engel without him!"

“Not smart

insisted.
We'll

ANCE found his voice at last then,

but it was weak, a stammer. “You—
you—you've had another witness up your
sleeve all this time! For God's sake, why
didn’t you tell me?"

Jim Bartlett took a last draw at his half-
smoked cigarette, dropped it and ground it
under a heel.

“I'd never have told you,” he said so-
berly, “if Hammer had stuck through and

clinched your case for you. It was a wit-
ness I made up my mind to protect to the
last ditch. A witness I didn't want to lay
open to the attentions of Joe Engel's merry
men, you understand?” He swung up his
wrist watch. “Quarter after twelve—and
the last ditch is just what we're standing
in at this minute, Rance. Okay, then. The

holdout is ended. You can look for me
10
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legal. And if'n he does it too free, he's
a-goin’ tuh make th’ unemployment situa-
tion in his fambly just so much th' worse.”
“Now listen here, Sheriff.” Pete began,
“if T thought for a minute——"
The old man waved him to silence. “I
know—1I know—he's a friend o’ yourn an’

all o that, and I ain’t makin’ no fuss; I'm
jes’ givin’ a little advice. I told yuh I was
happy tuh git the news, didn't 17"

“Yeal.”

“An’ so I am. I'm a-goin' tuh have
m’ supper in the Hotel t'night. I'm a-goin’
tuh set there until I see what comes next.
‘Specially in case the foreman o' the
Tumbling B don’t get tuh show up. If'n he
does, waal, I guess Nature kin take her
course.”

So it came to pass that the Clayton City
House had the honor of serving its full
course dinner to a county official.

He was a good eater; but the canapes,
the soup, the five slices of bread during
the long pausc before the entrée, and the
extra-large helping of roast beef and
mashed potatoes—his due as a prominent
arm of the law—slowed him up consider-
ably. He was engaged in a sad-eyed con-
templation of a dish of suspicious looking
bombe-glacée, while with lethargic hand
he stirred his coftee, when the sound of
voices just outside the dining room made
him lose his small remaining interest in
food.

HREE people followed the head waiter
to a table. First, there was a young
woman not much past twenty, a brunette
with regular features and confident carriage

SHORT, STORIES

—rather attractive, but too much like Old
Man Laydon in looks to be considered
beautiful. Next came a lady of middle age,
a sharp-featured person who appeared to
be—as she was—a professional companion;
and finally, a short, stout man with a very
bald head fringed with gray hair, and with
an unsurprising double chin.

He alone of the three showed signs of
the long journey that lay behind them; for
his feet dragged, and he dropped wearily
mto his chair like a rider of the Pony Ex-
press at the end of his run.

The sheriff dallied over his coffee until
they had read the menu and had given
their order ; then, treating his mustache to a
left and right swob with his napkin, he arose
and strode over to the travelers, who sat
silently awaiting the appearance of food.

“Good evenin’,” he said. My name’s
Garvey, and I'm sheriff o' this here county.
I hope you-all will pardon my breakin' in
on yuh thisaway, but I reckon yer here
about th' Tumbling B.”

The girl smiled up at him. “Why, Mr.
Garvey!" she exclaimed. “I'm certainly
glad to meet you. Dad used to talk about
you so much. Won't you join us?” :

“Waal,” said the sheriff, “I should feel
right proud—only I got t'be goin'. If'n
yer Pop mentioned me, then yuh know I
oncet managed the ranch fer him, and I
jes’ wanted tuh say that if'n I kin be of
assistance, all yuh has t'do is gimme a ring
on the telephone.”

He shifted his gaze to the stout man
and squinted grimly. “There's a heap o’
things about ranchin’ I might be able tuh
explain—jes’ in case yuh git puzzled.”

Bowing from the waist with only slightly
less flourish than a courtier taking leave
of royalty, he said “Good evenin'” once
more, and walked out into the lobby.

He paid his bill and was lighting a cigar
at the counter when the foreman of the
Tumbling B pushed through the revolving
door and hastened toward the desk.

To the sheriff's way of thinking, Henry
Barton should have been making his get-
away—dressed in khaki jodhpurs—speed--
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tuh yer own intclligence.  When we ain’t
‘got nothin’ clsc t'do, we kin go up there
'an’ find the rock he done it with—in fifty
or sixty years, mebbe, if’'n it don’t rain.”
"Woell,” remarked Pete, “there’s just one
thing more: why in hell did he go and buy

a lot of food? Years ago it might been
necessary, but now there's hamburger
joints even in the Bad Lands, and yuh
kin buy an egg san’wich in the middle of
the Mojave Desert.”

“There!” shouted his chief.
answer!”

The deputy stared. “What's the answer
to what?”

“That’s the

HERIFF GARVEY stood up and

walkced to his armis closet in the corner.
“The murderin’ pole-cat’s never left fer
nowheres,”” he growled. “He’s layin’ low,
a-waitin’ fer the fuss t'die down. An’ I'm
willin’ t'bet muh bottom dollar I know
where he’s at.

“C'mon!” he ordered. ‘““What yuh set-
tin’ there fer?  Git onto yer hind laigs an’
grab yersclf some shootin’ irons. We're
a-goin’ t'do a bit 0’ judicicus man-huntin’.”

As they climbed into the touring car,
Pete remarked, “Sheriff, if it ain’t bein’ too
previous, don’t yuh think we'd ought to
get a couple of the boys to come along?”

Without answering, the old man ma-
ncuvered out of the parking space back of
the Court House and into the stream of
noon-hour traffic. Not until they were roll-
ing along Mission Boulevard did he speak.

“The odds,” he stated, “is two tuh one
a’ready ; we don’t necd no army.”

SHORT STORIES

His deputy shrugged, and they rode in
silence to Sycamore Street, where two
parallel steel rails, shining bravely, kept
alive the memory of the trolley line.

“It’'s past all understandin’,” said the
sheriff, “how a man kin go off the handle.
O’ course they's some that’s jes’ plain
ornery from the Fust Grade on up—like a
rattlesnake—only we don’t take notice until
they do somcthin’ sizable. But most o
them is like anybody yuh meet, ceptin’ they
been a-nibblin’ some kind ¢’ jimson weed,
an’ it’s druv ’em loco.

*I don’t rightly figger this Barton feller
—mebbe he's a combination. Still an’ all,
he was a youngster growed up in these
parts, an’ it gits me down that I'm a-goin’
after him.”

“Wasn't it you said we should bring
along rifles?” asked Pete.

The other nodded. *Yeah, son, I did.
An’ we will mos’ prob’ly have tuh use ’em.
But the older I git, the more I am bothered
by the need fer ’em.”

“Well,” said the young man, “if you're
goin’ to take it so hard, supposm’ we find
him, an’ let me do the shootin’—i it's
called for. I ain’t forgot the mess up
ahead.”

“No,” came the answer, “nor neither
have 1; an’ I aims t’"do muh share. Only
I don’t git no pleasure outa it like I used
tuh.”

HEY had started the ascent, and had
rounded the first turn when the am-
bulance came into view. Obligingly it
swung into a turnout. Two more cars ap-
peared. Garvey backed into the space
vacated by the conveyance from the hos-
pital and waited.
He shouted at the first automobile,
“How many morec in the parade?”
“Only us, Sheriff,” was the reply. “The
rest’ve already gone.”
. They drove on, and Pete ventured to
say, “I'd be right thankf{ul if you'd tell me
what you got in mind. Are we headin’ for

the Tumbling B?” o
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B any onc is not satished with what he
gets at home, there is an assortment of day-
time which ranges from three hours’ dura-
tion to three months and a half, from which
he may take his pick. On the other hand,
he can play the nighthawk for from two
hotirs and a half up.

At Wanderbus, in Norway, the day lasts
from May 21st to July 22nd without inter-
ruption; and at Spitzbergen, the longest
three and a half months.

At Tornea, in Finland, the longest day
has twenty-one hours and a half, and the
shortest five hours.

At St. Petersburg and Tobolsk in Rus-
sia, the longest has ninetcen and the short-
est five hours,

At Stockholm and Upsala, in Sweden,
the longest day has cighteen and a half
hours.

At Mamburg, Danzig, and Stettin, in
Germany, the longest days have scventeen
lours, and the shortest seven.

At Berlin and London, the longest day
lias sixteen and a half hours, and the short-
est ahout cight.

‘Sacred Crocodiles Again

IN THLI Story Tellers' Circle of a recent
issuc of Smort Storirs, I read that—
“T'o find a place where the crocodile is not
only protected but worshipped we have to
go to the other side of the globe where this
1s 1rue in at least two countries of the Old
World,””” writes a reader, Ralph F. Donald-
son, whosc hcadquarters are in New York
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City and whose letter head reads, “Explor-
ations and Expeditionary Photography.”

“One does not have to travel that far,”
continues Mr, Donaldson. “In the interior
of Dutch Guiana, South America, the Dju-
kas, direct descendents of West African
slaves and now one of the most independent
of jungle people, worship and protect the
crocodile. Sowe of their more civilized
clansmen living near the gold workings and
mission stations will accompany a white
man croc-shooting but cven then reluc-
tantly,

“The Bush negroes feel that to harm a
crocodile any way will incur the wrath
of the Jumbii, an evil jungle hobgoblin.
This is particularly true among the natives
on the upper Suriname River. ’

“Late one afternoon as my expedition
slowly paddled along, wecary alter long
hours of forcing our four corials through
frothing schulers, we watched the shore
line for a suitable camp site. The natives
were happy to have ascended the Moosa-
ma-pratii Falls without an accident; only
ten days more and we would arrive at
Graman Kondre, our destination,

“Duffy, a town negro acting as my per-
sonal boy, pointed to a large sand bar
some fifty yards to the right. A huge
crocodile lay dozing in the hot afternoon
sun. I raised my rifle, took aim, and just
as I squeezed the trigger, Koolentii a
husky paddler seated behind me struck the
rifle with his paddle. The hullet sped wide
of its mark.

“ It is not good white man,” he cried.
‘The bad Jumbii will put a curse ou this
coriad and all of us will be drowned in the
schulers, ah na boon, ah na boon.

“Just as in far-off Africa today, the mys-
teries of black magic entwining the natives
with the tentacles of superstitions and
taboos prevail in the Suriname bush, The
crocodile, and his compauion—the snake,
are living symbols of black magic and voo-
dooisni,

“Very truly yours,
“Raiph I'. Donaldson”
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