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proper fences to separate them, and stock
breeding could not be introduced to build
up the scrubby native cattle.

_“Everything in the West was done on a
glant scale. Fence was needed, not by the
fod, but by the hundreds of miles. It was
out of the question to transport enough
rails and boards from the East.

“Even when brought in wholesale by rail-
road the cost of the fencing would still be
greater than the value of the stuff it en-
closed.

“Mud fences werte built in a few locali-
ties, and in some places rock—where there
was any loose rock. But for a while the
most popular type of fencing was hedge.
Experimental-minded ranchers and farmers
tried everything with thorns. In the news-
papers of the day the controversy raged as
to which was the proper hedge. Cherokee
rose, mesquite, Shanghai, bloomer, osage
orange, even prickley pear—all had their
advocates,

“But the one thing they all scemed agreed
upon was that some kind of hedge was the
proper fence. Hedge, they said, was here
to stay. A new profession appeared, that of
the hedge grower. Osage orange seed was
3uoted on the produce markets of the Mid-

le West. There was a boom market in it.
Everybody and his aunt was taking a flier
in osage orange, with the seed fluctuating
from around five dollars a bushel to eighty
dollars.

“But from the plains country came in-
creasing dissent. Hedge took too long to
grow, it shaded too much ground, it was
too much trouble to maintain. . . . A few
radicals tried smooth wire. But though
smooth wire was all right to send telegrams
on, they found it didn't make a good fence.
The cows had no respect for it; they pushed
right through it.

“All at once, it seemed a lot of peopie
got the idea of putting thorns on the wire
. . . and then they had barb wire, which
sounded the death knecll of the open range,
but left the West free to grow in a dozen
other directions.

“Soon there wasn’t another professional
hedge grower in the country.

“It is interesting to note that for one
reason or another most of the earlier experi-
menting with various types of barbed wire
was carried on in northern Illinois. Some

thirty out of the first forty-five patents were
made by men living in that region.”
W. Ryerson [obnson

Most-Asked Question

ILLIAM G. BOGART undertakes to

answer the question readers put to
writers most often. He admits usually he
can’t always come up with an explanation,
but in the case of “‘Death In Stock”—well,
let's give Bill Bogart the floor.

“Readers often ask writers: “Where do
you get all your ideas?” To show you how
one writer's mind (or should we call it
imagination?) works, here’s a brief history
of ‘Death In Stock.’

“Some time ago an actor-writer friend of
mine spent a season near Erie, Pennsylvania,
in a summer stock company. He acted, di-
rected and helped wash the dishes. He
often described to me the trials and tribu-
lations of such a group. (Later, this chap
went on to appear in the play ‘Janie’ and
to also act as its assistant stage manager in
New York City.)

“So here I had my characters and my
background. The thought simmered for
months. One foggy night on the beach at
Westport, Connecticut, I thought, ‘Boy,
what a swell background for murder!’

“Bingo! I'd put my little group of play-
ers there at the beach and let them take it
on from there.

“As with many stories, however, it was
not written right then and there. I had to
move to Chicago before the yarn ever got
on paper. I'm far from Westport and the
smell of salt air and the mystery of a damp
foggy night. But I can still hear a foghorn
sounding dismally in the night. And I sure
miss it!” William G. Bogart

Well-Known Character Goes on Air

. C. TUTTLE passes on some inter-
esting news in laconic fashion. Wec
were much more cxcited than he seems to
be when we heard that he has signed an
agreement with the National Broadcasting
Company to put Hashknife on the radio.
He should be on the air very shortly.
We'd be interested in knowing how many
of our readers listen in for the program,
Hashknife having been such a favorite with
them for so many yeats.















12 SHORT STORIES v

“What do yuh think it does to me?”* asked
Sleepy.

“Forget yore stomach, until we get out of
here,” advised Hashknife. “That masquer-
adin’ jasper can't be far away—and he's still
got a six-gun. He might be hankerin’ for
somethin’ to ride upon.”

After about three miles on the old road
Hashknife relaxed. At least, the man would
not get that far down the road to ambush
them. A few miles beyond they came to a
settlement. It was one long building, hous-
ing a small, general store and a saloon. There
was no place to get a meal, but they pur-
chased crackers, canned salmon and canned

eaches, and washed them down with water
rom their canteen.

“I have heard of picnics, but this is my
first one,” remarked Dean.

"Glad yuh like it,” said Sleepy. “T'll take
mine off a stove.”

Neither the storekeeper nor the bartender
were overly friendly. Strangers rarely came
there. The bartender told them that he had
a room upstairs that they could have. It had
three bunks—dollar a bunk. They knew
Dean was owl-eyed from lack of sleep and
exhaustion. The storekeeper had told them
that it was twenty miles over the hills to
Paint Pot Valley and the town of Dry Forks.

IT WAS about eight o'clock that evening,
when a hard-faced cowman came, into
the saloon, where Sleepy and Dean were
trying to coax tunes out of an old music-
box on the bar, and Hashknife was talking
with the bartender about stable room for
their three horses. The man stopped near
the doorway for a moment, looking them
over, and then came slowly toward Hash-
knife.

“Hyah, Jim,” grceted the bartender, but
the man didn’t look at him.

Hashknife realized that this man was not
‘on any peaceful mission. He had his right
thumb hooked over the belt above his hol-
stered gun, and his eyes were agate-hard, as
he said raspingly, “Who rides that Seven R
sorrel, tied out there at the rack?”

“Why?” asked Hashknife quietly.

“Why? Because that’s my horse. By God,
rn—-

Hashknife and the man looked each other
squarely in the eyes, and it was the cattle-
man who blinked and looked away. Call it

hypnotism, or what you may, few men ever
looked into Hashknife’s eyes—and kept on
looking.

“You'll do what?” asked Hashknife
calmly. ',

“Well, I—huh! But it's my horse.” The
man’s voice had lost its belligerent tone,
and seemed rather apologetic.

“I don’t know who owns it,” said Hash-
knife. “A couple pole-cats kidnaped this
young man in Oro Grande last night, and
they tied him on that sorrel. One of ’em
brought him to an old deserted homestead a
few miles north of here and locked him in a
shed. We happened to be there, and dur-
in’ the ruckus we downed the man’s other
horse and he took to the brush on foot.
We're headin’ for Dry Forks—and the kid's
got to have somethin’ to ride.”

“T'll be damned!” exclaimed the man.
“What sort of a lookin’ hairpin was this
above-mentioned pole-cat?”

“Oh, about five feet, ten inches, hundred
and eighty. He is an awful fast runner,
if that means anythin’ to yuh.”

“That'd be who, Alex?” he asked the
bartender, who shook his head.

“I dunno anybody which is real fast on
foot,” said the bartender.

“He wore a mask, too,” said Dean,
swore awful.”

“That kinda evidence would hang most
of us,” said the cowman dryly. “Sorry I
jumped yuh, Mister,” he added, “but a fel-
ler hates to lose a good horse. My name’s
Randall, and I own the Seven R spread.”

“I don’t blame yuh for not wantin’ to lose
a horse. I'm kinda touchy about things like
that myself,” satd Hashknife. “What kind
of a deal can we fix up? The kid’s got to
ride. Was that yore hull on the sorrel?”

“No, I don’t own the saddle nor bridle.
I'll tell yuh what yuh do. You take the
sorrel over to Dry Forks, and turn him loose.
He’s a homer.”

“I'd rather pay you,” said Dean.

“No, no, son. You go right ahead. I
know yuh ain’t stealin’ my horse, and I don’t
need him now. Good cuttin’-horse, plenty
rope-wise. But if yuh happen to hanker for
a ride early in the mornin’—better let one of
these boys uncock him for yuh. He frosts
up IEretty easy, and gets kinda kinky.”

ashknife bought a drink for all of them. .
The bartender had agreed to let them have

e

and
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stable-room; so they went out to put up the
animals. After they were gone the bar-
tender said to the cattleman:

“Jim, I ain’t never seen you cool off like
that—so sudden. And you done it, before
he explained how they got the sorrel. What
happened?”

“Alex, I dunno,” replied Randall thought-
fully. “I was tearin’ mad, when I came up
to that high-pocket gent. You know how I
feel toward horse-thieves. Well, sir,” Ran-
dall laughed shortly, “I looked him square
in the eye, and I—well, it kinda took all the
mad out of me, I guess. Somehow, I kinda
felt—well, maybe he didn’t steal that horse.”

“That story about the young feller bein’
kidnaped sounds fishy, Jim.”

“Not when that tall feller tells it. I'll
buy a drink.”

“You ain’t sure he’'ll turn that sorrel loose
at Dry Forks.”

*Yes, I am, Alex—he told me he would.”

HE three men came back and gave the

padlock key to the bartender, who
showed them the room. It wasn’t much,
but better than no room. They were all
tired, especially Dean, who had not slept
the night before, and he was snoring almost
as soon as he pulled a blanket over him-
self.

Hashknife heard Randall tell the bar-
tender good-night, and ride away. Sleepy’s
snores mingled with Dean’s, but Hashknife
remained awake. Something told him that
everything was not exactly right. It was
only a hunch, but his hunches often turned
out right.

An hour later he heard two riders dis-
mount in front, and come into the saloon
below. He slid out of his blankets and
quietly opened the door. There was a narrow
hallway to the stairs, which led down to an
outside entrance. At the bottom, and to the
right, was a door leading to the saloon.

Hashknife went down the stairs in his
bare feet and listened at the door. The
two men were apparently at the bar, talking
with the bartender, who was telling them
about the kidnaping. He heard Randall’s
name used, but in what connection he did
not hear. One man’s nickname was Scotty,
the other, Slim. One of them used a lot of
bitter profanity, and the bartender warned
him to lower his voice. Then they talked so

low that Hashknife was unable to hear what
was said

Then he heard one of them remark:

“Hell, they've got to git their horses out
of the stable in the mornin’. We'll sleep in
there tonight, and when they come—" The
rest was inaudible. The other man said,
after some more quiet conversation:

“Hell, Alex, you don’t have to worry!
You don’t know who done it. You've got
Randall to prove why they came here. Yon
was asleep and didn’t see anybody. Let’s
have one more drink.” '

Hashknife heard the bartender say, “Here
is the key. Better leave it unlocked. If any-
thin’ slips, I don’t want to know anythin’
about it, and they might come to me for the
key.”

};-Iashknife carefully opened the outside
door and went out. All he had on was his
underwear. He circled the building and
crouched in the shadow, where he saw the
two men go to the stable, carrying some
blankets. They unlocked the padlock, went
inside and closed the door behind them.
Hashknife slid cautiously along the corner,
fitted the basp in place, closed the padlock,
and went back to the room. No one saw
him.

Sleepy and Dean were snoring, as he
crawled into his blankets.

They were up at daylight. Dean was so
stiff and sore that he could hardly dress, but
he was game. Sleepy said, as he pulled on
his boots:

“If there was only a place to eat breakfast,
I'd like some aigs and a hunk of ham, with
flapjacks on the side—and coffee. Man, 1
crave a lot of food.”

Hashknife buckled on his belt and then
stretched his lean muscles.

“The bartender batches in back of the sa-
loon,” he said. “Maybe he’ll cook breakfast
for us.”

“Yeah—and maybe not,” said y.
“He ain’t overflowin’ with the milk of hu-
man kindness, if yuh ask me.”

They went down into the empty saloon,
and Hashknife knocked on the door of the
bartender’s quarters. A sleepy vaice called:

“I've done unlocked the stable door. Go
ahead—and good-luck.”

The door wasn’t fastened, and Hashknife
opened it. The bartender was still in his
little bunk, peering out from under a blan-
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fore Hashknife realized his intentions, the
man shoved a revolver against Hashknife's
body. The girl saw it and stifled a scream.

“Get out of here, you little fool!” shouted
the man. "“Get into yore room!”

The girl fled. Hashknife realized now
that the man was not drunk, and that any
move on his part would cause him to pull
that trigger.

“What's the idea?” asked Hashknife.

“You fool—yo’re already dead. If you—"

Hashknife jerked back his head, and
gasped, “Don’t hit him with that!”

The man ducked forward instinctively,
trying to prevent someone from hitting him
an the back of the head, and his face met a
right uppercut, with the weight and strength
of the lean Hashknife behind it. And at the
same instant, Hashknife’s left hand fended
the gun aside. Hashknife felt the features
of the killer fairly splatter under his
knuckles.

The man went down, striking his shoul-
der against the wall, and crashed to a sitting
position, his right hand, still holding the
gun, acting as a brace.

Hashknife’s right boot-heel crunched
down on the back of the man’s hand, forcing
his fingers to relax. Then he kicked the gun
aside. Cursing and sEitting out broken teeth,
the man surged to his feet, blinded, bleed-
ing, but still willing to fight.

From somewhere inside his shirt he drew
another gun—a short Colt. Hashknife hit
him on the chin with a jolting left, and the
man spun on his heel. A right lashed against
his right ear, sending him staggering to-
ward the balcony railing. He still had that
gun, but didn’t know where to shoot. As
his knees hit the railing, he whirled, but
Hashknife hit him in the face again, and
he went over the railing, taki of it
with him. Several voicegs yelh:dlg inpl?.hrz gam-
bling-room, and then came the crash, as the
man’s heavy body landed on an unoccupied
card-table, splintering it to pieces.

Hashknife went down the hallway to the
stairway, which led to the honkatonk stage.
He went slowly down to the stage, where
several men were handling the scenery. One
of them, probably the man in charge, came
over to Hashknife and said, “What the hell
are you doin’ here?”

Hashknife loaked closely-at him, and the
man’s belligerent attitude changed as he said,

“That side door will let yuh out into the
bar.”

“Much obliged, my friend,” said Hash-
knife quietly, and walked out.

HERE was commotion in the barroom,

as many of the occupants tried to crowd
the archway to the gambling room. Hash-
knife stopped at the bar.
bartender say, “Aw, I guess some drunk fell
off the balcony.”

“It could happen,” said Hashknife.

The bartender looked at him. “Yes, it
could,” he agreed. “That railin’ ain’t very
strong.”

Men were coming away from the gam-
bling room, as some other men were helping
the injured cowboy out into the barroom.
He was bloody, dazed and somewhat crip-
pled from his fall. They took him to a back
room. Slecpy and Shorty came out with
the crowd, saw Hashknife and came over
to him.

“What happened?” asked Hashknife curi-
ously.

“Somehody,” said Shorty, “jist beat hell’s
delight out of Grat McFee. They must have
had a fight upstairs, and Grat fell over the
railin’.”

Men crowded in at the bar, and Hashknife
heard a man say:

“Somebody musta jumped Grat in the
dark. Ain’t nobody in this country man
enough to beat him up thataway in a fair

fight.”
“That's Hobo Osborne,” whispered
Shorty. “Grat licked him twice. He's a

dirty fighter, that Hobo Osborne.”

Sleepy looked closely at Hashknife. There
was a splatter of blood on his shirt-front,
and same on his sleeves. A closer inspection
showed more on the backs of his hands.

“Yuh better wash it off, pardner; they'll
be askin’ questions,” said Sleepy.

“I'll answer 'em,” said Hashknife quietly.

Steve Albright, the owner, came up to the
bar, asking about the fight, but no one
seemed to know who had whipped McFee,
por why. One of the men came from the
back room with the information that Grat
McFee had a broken nose, two front teeth
knocked out, and possibly some broken
fingers, where Hashﬁife had stepped on
his hand.

“He won'’t say who he fought with,” said

He heard the -
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the man, “but he did say that the man hit
him, when he wasn’t lookin’.”

“I knowed that,” said Hobo Osborne.
“That’s the only way he could lick Grat.”

“I seen him,” remarked a man at the bar,
“and if that feller only hit him, when he
wasn’t lookin'—he was sure doing’ a hell of
a lot of lookin’ in the wrong direction.”

Hobo Osborne couldn’t think of any re-
ply; so he left the bar and went back to
mnspect Grat McFee himself. Len Hogue
heard of the trouble and came over to the
Ocotillo. He stopped beside Hashknife.

“What happened over here, Hashknife?”
he asked.

“I'm not exactly sure, Len,” replied Hash-
knife. "It seems that someone named Mc-
Fee got into a fight and fell off the bal-
cony.” o

“Somebody hit him in the dark,” corrected
Steve Albright. “We don't know who it
was, Sheriff.”

“Were you there?” asked. Hashknife
quietly.

The owner of the Ocotillo looked sharply
at Hashknife.

“No, I wasn't there,” he replied curtly.
“Were you?”

“He was here at the bar, Steve,” said the
bartender. “I was talkin’ to him when it
happened.”

“That’s right,” growled the gambler, and
walked away.

LEEPY looked at the bartender and at

Hashknife, but Hashknife merely smiled
lazily. Then Len Hogue saw the bloodstains
on Hashknife. He did not say anything
about it, merely remarking, “How about go-
in' down to the office, Hashknife? I reckon
the trouble is all over.”

“Yeah, it might be a good idea, Len.
Sleepy, you might listen around.”

“Uh-huh,” nodded Sleepy. “Me and
Shorty will listen.”

Down at the office Hashknife told Len
Hogue what happened in that darkened
hallway.

“Hashknife, why would Grat McFee try
to kill you?” asked Len.

“That,” replied Hashknife, “is somethin’
I don’t know—yet.”

“Can yuh do any guessin’?”

“Only to myself, Len.”

“Ub-huh. Well, you was sure lucky. If

yuh hadn’t pulled that trick, you'd be dead
as a mackerel now.”

“The trick is as old as the hills, Len—
but it still works. I timed the words and
the music perfectly. He ducked right into
that uppercut. I had to step on his hand
to loosen his gun, but he had another onc
inside his shirt; so I knocked him off the
perch.”

“He's a bad-boy,” said Len, “but I can't
see why he’d want to kill you. Hell, you
don’t even know him, Hashknife.”

“Never saw him before in my life.”

Sleepy and Shorty came from the Ocotillo.
The doctor had fixed up Grat Mclee, and
he had gone home with Hobo Osborne. They
had heard nothing that McFee might havc
said about who might have assaulted him in
the dark hallway. Hashkanife told them what
happened, and 1t filled Shorty with joy. Hec
didn’t like Grat McFee.

“But that bartender said you was there at
the bar, Hashknife,” said Sleepy.

Hashknife grinned slowly. “That,” he
said, “goes to show how easy it is to prove
an alibi, if things work out right. I came
down through the honkatonk stage and intc
the barroom, while the rest of yuh were in
the gamblin’ room. I spoke to the bartendet.
who is willin’ to swear I was there all the
time. But the men on the honkatonk stagc
knew better. They can swear I came down
from the second floor.”

“But why’d he want to kill you?” asked
Shorty.

“Don’t waste yore breath,” said the sher-
iff. “I've done asked him that question. He
don’t know, and he won’t even guess.”

Hashknife and Sleepy went back to the
hotel, but Dean was not in his room. Thc
door was unlocked and the lamp had been
turned low.

“Whete do yuh suppose he went?”
queried Sleepy.

On the old bureau was a crumpled piece
of paper. Hashknife picked it up and
smoothed it out. On it had been penciled:

Come down the back way and over to
the sheriff’s office.
Hartley.

On the other side of the paper was pen-
ciled DEAN COLT.
They went back down to the little lobby.
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on foreign assignment and he had somehow
managed to miss his ship, coming home. He
had missed his ship because that strongly
inherited individuality made him believe
that he had an unalienable right to give him-
self one last chance to make a stake before
coming home to enlist.

His hope to make a stake arose out of the
chance that came along to buy a rickety boat
shed and marine engine shop from the
widow of a Chinese who had been killed in
one of those hit or miss air raids that the
Japanese sneaked over from their captured
base at the all too-close Andaman Islands.

Peter’s misfortune was that his machine
shop was on the wrong side of the Hoogly
River where only a Chinese could make any
money out of it. On the Howrah industrial
side—which would seem to be logical
enough—but away down river amongst the
mess of huts and gaudy native mansions and
floating boat city of the three-quarter million
of intermarried Chinese, Lascars, Malays,
Hindus, what not, who swarmed with the
productiveness and secrecy of rats and talked
their more than forty unwritten languages.
The police didn’t even try to keep a record
of that polyglot hive that Kipling called the
City of Dreadful Night.

So Peter’s chances of making his stake
were looking pretty lean, even to his ebul-
lient optimism — when he found the
torpedo!

True to his heredity, the twisty back
channels and mangrove creeks of Hoogly
delta were an irresistible lure to Peter. He
prowled them in his homemade launch for
reasons no more criminal than the fascina-
tion of just beachcombing—and immedi-
ately made himself a susgicious character in
the eyes of every security bureau in town.

He had found nothing so far, except the
corpses of half-burned Hindoos that wal-
lowed up and down the tides till the gavial
crocodiles got them—and then he came upon
the deadly thing.

That is to say, potentially deadly; for this
one, Peter could see in a minute, had only
a practise head. An escape, of course, from
some naval maneuver, and that was why it
had been set to float.

PETER surveyed the thing, the vaulted
darkness of his eyes pin-pricked with
little lights. A government torpedo, he
knew well enough, even with a harmless

practise head, was dynamite. Unusable,
utterly unsalable and a danger to possess.
But never could it enter the mind of a
Peter Legrand just meekly to give up a treas-
ure trove. To himself he said:

“Guess there ought to be something mote
in this than the paltry official reward for
return—if a guy would lay low and bide his
time.”

So Peter lay low. He waited till black of
night and then he towed the thing to the
yet blacker interior of his boathouse that
staggered drunkenly over the forever greasy
water befouled by the uncountable shifting
fleet of native sampans. And there he
shackled the trouble-laden thing to an old
engine so rusted that even a native wouldn’t
buy it and he softly sank it.

*T wonder,” he murmured to himself. “1
wonder if I've gotten away with it so far?”

He was expressing a hope rather than a
surmise; for he knew just as well as did the
baffied police that in places where the poly-
glot peoples swarm the only secrets are those
that they chose to keep themeslves. So Peter
slept that night in his launch and he was
not surprised to wake up presently and to
sense that the soft lapping of the water was
more than just the normal slap of scummy
wavelets against his hull.

He inched to his companionway and, be-
fore sticking his head out, he reached his
hand to feel around at deck level for any
possible feet waiting on tip toe with a billet
of wood poised. There wete none.

“Amateurs,” Peter told himself and he
lifted himself out with his ¢two hands on the
hatch coaming.

The black water lapped as stealthily as a
snake at the cat’s milk bowl and presently,
like a snake, a long, soft breath exhaled
from the bubbles. Not by sight, but by
sound of the wavelets against hollow wood,
Peter knew that a small sampan was close
by—and likely enough a man in it holding
it, besides the diver who breathed in the
water. Peter gauged the sampan’s position
and j d for it.

Oriental ingenuity contrives to build
sampans without any thwarts to hold their
shape—possibly because they don’t have to
have any shape, just so they float. Peter
landed, therefore, full and fair on the single
floorboard that makes a walk for the boat-
man who rows standing and facing forward.
A startled yelp let go and, amateur or no,
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the man had no doubt about the right thing
to do. Peter felt the thnd of a hard swung
wrist against his side and with it the hot sear
of a knife along his back.

Peter had his own wide experience about
what to do in almost any circumstance deal-
ing with boats. He heaved his weight down
on the boat’s gunwale and gratefully felt
the tepid water surge in and turn it over.
He trod water, listening.

A hand closed over his face, driving its
heel hard under his nostrils, the fingers
clawing for his eyes. Peter clamped the
hand in both his, turned his shoulder under
it and heaved down. He felt the hideous
crunch of the elbow, heard the anguished
yelp. And then there was that other wrist
again, thudding blind and vicious against
his head, the knife just an inch too far
back. Peter dived, groping for legs. He got
none.

When the air was bursting in his lungs he
rose softly. Only the splash of swimmers
at his boathouse entrance came to him. He
got his hands on his own gunwale and
heaved himself in one adroit motion to a
sitting position on the deck.

From bumping sampans outside, sleepy
voices came questioning in half a dozen
languages.

“Aw, shut up,” Peter growled. “Noth-
ing’s the matter. Only pirates.”

The voices made the clucking noises of
drowsy water fowl, muffled beneath their
miserable jute sack covers. Peter twisted
his back wryly.

“Dynamite it is, by golly! And so I'm
out a little blood and in about three dollars’
worth of sampan—so far. Guess there’ll
be more.”

There was. At the morning ceremonious
hour-of-the-pigeon when people might with
propriety make calls, a pleasant-faced young
Chinese stood in the dimness of Peter’s boat-
house runway. He placed both his hands
within his wide sleeves and bowed. That is
to say, he dressed like a Chinese man of
business in black embroidered gown and felt
shoes, he acted like a Chinese; but he spoke
a perfect mission English. He said:

“Permit me to introduce myself. 1 am
Ting Fu. Sir, how do you do?”

Peter hauled in on his stern line. He
checked.

"I suppose you give your word on the
ancestors’ graves that you have no gun?”

Ting Fu’s smile was as childlike and bland
as Bret Harte’s innocent Heathen Chinee.
He said:

“The ancestor oath is quite unmodern.
But since you are very definitely not a po-
liceman, why lie to you?”

Peter, his face as expressionless as a
lignumvitae block, hauled on in.

“Well, don’t try any juggling tricks with
it. You want to talk business, come on
aboard and I'll get a tea going.”

Ting Fu's clever little eyes disappeared
in his smiles.

“So delightful to do business with a man
who understands. And, allow me, I come
psepared.” He produced from his sleeve a
tiny basket enclosing a packet of crimson
paper tied with yellow silk thread. “A lit-
tle gift to mellow our conversation, a tea
of the thousand flowers. You Americans
drink such impossible tea.”

“Hmh!” Peter grunted. “So you know
something about me?"

“Everything,” the guest smiled.

Modernity cannot entirely subdue the
conventions of five thousand years. The con-
versation, therefore, drifted around and back
from the weather to the waterfront to the
latest Japanese raid, and yellow man agreed
heartily with white man that those little
devils would get the almighty hell beaten
out of their kimonos as soon as white ma-
chinery could supplement yellow’s myriad
manpower over the new Ledo road; and
from that the talk turned to the difficulty of
making an honest living through this mad-
ness that exerted its merciless priority on
everything. Till at last came the pregnant
silence out of which Ting Fu said in the
most casual tonc:

“When the wolf found a dead elephant
he was glad of the lion’s assistance to eat
it.”

“Aa-ah!” said Peter. “The lion must be
very, and quite foolishly, hungry thesc
nights.”

Ting Fu was Orientally shamelessly
aﬁ)ologetic. “It was in truth a hasty and ill-
planned attempt. I was not consulted.”

“It wasn't a.good way to get asked to cut
in on a meal. Suppose the wolf would be
mad about getting his hide slashed and
wouldn’t invite?”

Ting Fu’s round face beamed on him like
a yellow moon. Peter got the feeling that
the man was as coldly inhuman as theugh
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he had come from there. He softly bore
out the judgment.

“The lion can take.”

*“Oh, yeah?"” Peter’s creed of to have and
to hold rose in belligerent assertiveness.
“He'll have to try a lot tougher than last
night. Now you don’t look such a shell of a
taking lion to me.”

“Oh, no, no, no, no, Not 1. Ting Fu
pushed the thought away from himself with
both hands. “I am only an agent. The lion
is"—his lowered voice gave weight to the
game—"'Wang Ch’in Wu!”

“Oh ho-0-0! The devil you say!”
EVERYBODY knew Wang Ch’'in Wu.

Under the impartial rule of Pax Bri-
tannica more than one Oriental of more than
one race has made his million in Calcutta.
Everybody knew the fat embodiment of
Chinese opulence, driving in a shiny monster
of a car to the Maiden to beam through
thick spectacles upon the endless England v.
Australia cricket matches, visiting the race
track to bet lavishly and lose and bet again
with the catelessness that popularized him
with a sporting people; even though always
aloofly through the hands of his agents, for
the man himself spoke no English.

Everybody knew these surface ostentatious
activities; but nobody knew much else.
Wang’s business was as obscure as every
Oriental loves to make it. He belonged to
none of the trade hongs—it was supposed
because he was a Northerner from Peiping
while nearly all the Chinese in Calcutta
were Cantonese who spoke an entirely dif-
ferent language. If he belonged to anything
it would be some of the secret societies that
bafled the police more than ever a China-
town tong worried an American detective
squad. .

Peter knew about the potentate because
he knew his motor yacht. Right from his
own humble dock he could see th¢: ornately
gilded boathouse that sheltered the craft.
Fifty-three feet of sleek speed and power,
he used to see it go roaring up and down the
river on no apparent business. Peter’s own
base suspicion was something lucrative in
narcotics; something just a little too orient-
ally sly for white man folice. But nowadays
the boat lay ensconced in its house behind
huge doors so permanently closed that
sampans used their pilings for a tie-up
place.

e5

So Peter breathed a long, Oh-ho-0-0, and
said, "Yes, a lion indeed. What does he
want with it?”

Ting Fu’s eyes opened to owlish impres-
siveness. "'Since you, too, are a lone wolf
who does things his own way, I will not lie.
The Lion is a patriot”—and to the skep-
ticism in Peter’s narrowed eyes he quickly
added something more reasonable. “More-
over, his business has been ruined by Japa-
nese capture of Thailand whence used tc
come opium.” '

“Aha!” Peter chuckled. “I thought so.”

“Therefore,” Ting Fu’s eyes glowed with
fervor, “with such a thing as you -possess
and with his fast boat the Lion would make
a dash to the Andaman Islands where are
many big Japanese supply ships for Ran-
goon.”

“He's mad,” said Peter.

“He has a vengeance to take; and, more
important, face must be saved.”

“He’s still mad. What about British river
patrols?”” And there’s some units of the fleet
holed up below Garden Reach bend.”

Ting Fu only smiled and shrugged. “Yoz
know that the channels of the Hoogly delta
are a thousand.”

Peter shrugged in his turn. "“You make it
sound almost convincing. Only, here’s a jolt
for you. The thing is harmless. A practise
head.”

Ting Fu remained as serene as a moon.
“A war head can be—acquired.”

“Oh, yeah?” Peter began again; but he
changed it to a grunt. Where an army of
Orientals with little inducement to patriot-
ism worked under sparse white supervision
in the great naval shops of Howrah, fan-
tastic things could happen. It was Calcutta’s
history that fantastic things did happen.

“What about the off-shore mines?” Peter
saw another difficulty.

Ting Fu sipped daintily at his tea. 'Plans
of mine fields my friend, are much easier
to acquire than heavy marine equipment.
Only the most sanguine white man would
hope that a people as clever as the Japanese
do not acquire each new change of plan;
and we, I assure you, are quite as clever as
the Japanese.”

“Huh! Yes, damn 'em. I suppose, with
Calcutta’s mess of mixed races, appearance
or accent don’t mean a thing. The native
staff of every government office must be
riddled like a sampan with teredos. That's
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tight and oiled and safe until the thing’s
own explosion would blow them, along with
with whatever it struck, to smithereens.

“Hell,” he murmured his awestruck con-

clusion. “All I've got to do is recharge the
air pressurc tank and put together an explo-
sion head, and the devilish little thing is
fit to sink the biggest battleship the Japs
own. All he's got to do is know how to set
its course and depth and the gyro'll do all
the rest.”

Peter spent a part of his week rigging an
ingenious arrangement of his own for the
disposal, as -Ting Fu warned, of the
“corpse.” Ingeniously simple to the point of
genius. He laid a light haul-out track from
his shop bank right into his boathouse and
he built a little cradle that would serve as a
work bench for the thing as well as slide
on the track. Outside of his boathouse he
found, coincidentally enough, that the usual
desultory gathering of sam:pans had moved.
There remained only three idle boats with
dingy assortments of vegetables in a condi-
tion that anywhere else would be considered
as garbage. Their occupants, burly and surly,
only stared at him.

Peter grunted cynical understanding.
“Two-way warning signal set-up. One of
‘em in case I should consider a getaway
with Wang's good material on a double-
cross deal. That bird takes no chances.” But
he gaddled his confiscated sampan out with
a sheave block and rope and a sackful of
assorted weighty junk. To the nearest guard
boat he gave orders.

“Come dark, you dive and make fast this
block to that piling. Down deep, savvy?”

If the men had been honest peasantry they
would have understood no word of English,
and no harm done. But they stared hard-
eyed and said, “Can do.”

Peter fastened the other end of his rope
to the tail of his tin fish. At the first hint
of interference a heave and a push would
softly suck it down under his boathouse
doors and out to its snug anchorage well be-
neath the scummy surface.

In Calcutta boat yards, machine shops, any
place where there might be tools or any-
thing else that may lightly be picked up,
are equipped with massive doors that can be
lockeg. eter saw to it that his doors locked
with an iron bar.

A pair of sturdy coolies showed up and
said that they had come to work. Their pro-

fession, they stated stolidly, was doorkeeper
and watchman.

One morning one of them silently handed
Peter a package wrapped in banana leaves.
It might have been food. It was a brass
gadget with a plunger nose that anybody
could recognize as a detonator.

Peter chuckled his cynical amazement.
“And there’s innocent housewives in Cal-
cutta that think they can prevent sneak
thievery by the underpaid servant.”

Ting Fu came shuffling gingerly. Like a
long-tak-san magician he produced from his
voluminous gown little oblong packets.

“TNT,” he whispered as though his very
breath vibrations might do some fearful
thing. How much will you need?”

“Five hundred pounds,” Peter knew from
his intensive study.

“Ay-yah!” moaned Ting Fu. “May the
gods preserve me!” But there was a hitch,
Ting Fu reported. A war head casing has
been—acquired; the most difficult thing of
all. It is a bronze shell large enough to con-
tain all the explosive. We dare not take the
risk of transporting it through the town.
You must go in your boat. Down along the
shore towards Garden Reach. Keep close in.
Somewhere from the mangroves a coolie
will signal to you. You can edge in and pick
it up. If you are hailed by a patrol you can
of course sink it.”’

“A sweet job you've picked for me. Day-
light too, since there’s no running around
the lower river in a boat these nights. Is
your crowd getting cold feet?”

“Five thousand dollars!” Ting Fu grinned
sourly at him. “They must be earned.”

So Peter backed his boat out and the
garbage peddlers only stared stonily. In open
innocence Peter chugged along; past
malarious huts on stilts over the mud flats,
past millions of sampans all jumbled with
the higgledy-piggledy collection of high-
freeboard, gaff-headed ketches, owned by
half the races of the East and painted as
garishly; past the last scattering of outlying
huts to where the mangrove tangles spread
out over unreclaimed swamp.

Peter cruised slovly, close in. Farther out
a navy launch raced on some errand. Peter
scanned every jungly inlet. No furtive coolie
yet. Peter rounded Garden Reach bend.
Over a low sandbar he could see the low
concrete dome of an emergency airport.
Other jungle-covered domes he knew must





















15 ' SHORT STORIES 2

of the water down below; in fact, she could
hardly see a dozen feet ahead.

It was the third day now that the fog
had spread over the inlet, damp and gray
and thick. And yet, in a way, she liked it.
She liked to hear the mournful, far-off sound
of the deep-throated foghorn, out on the
Point. It came at exact sixty-second intervals,
and trembled through the air.

There was something thrilling and mys-
terious about the fog, and the ocean that you
could not see, but which you could feel so
close by. She moved slowly down the rocky
path, aware of its every turn, because she
had followed it so many times during the
summer.

Down, down, the path wound, until she
came to the hilly sand dunes that bordered
the shore. Tall sea grass brushed at her skirt,
and sand fell into her low-heeled shoes. She
liked the feel of the sand and the salty wet-
ness that was blown against her hot cheeks.

If only she could not think of Ralph. Why
had he come back to torment her? He was
Ef)obably back there in the living room now,

asting of the shows in which he’d been a
star, perhaps even telling them things about
her! He had promised—

One of her shoes had pulled loose. She
bent down, shook out the sand, started to
slip the shoe over her foot again,

And her wide-eyed gaze froze on some-
thing directly ahead.

At first, she had thought it was a coat
or a blanket left on the beach. The dark
blotch, vague in the thick mist, had merely
startled her for a moment.

And then she knew that it was no coat
or blanket. It was a human figure, sprawled
at a grotesque anglc—and so very, very st/

Trembling, her hands clenched at her
sides, Myra forced herself to move forward
toward the motionless figure. She saw that
it was a man, and apparently he had been
wearing a loose slicker against the penetrat-
ing dampness of the fog. The garment was
flung about him now, over his face, so that
she could not see the features.

She drew up, staring in rigid fascination
at the still figure. Perhaps he was just asleep.
Perhaps—

The thing was, she had to be sure.

Myra stooped down and pulled aside
that part of the coat which had blown
across the man’s face. And she recoiled in
horros.

The man was dead. Crimson smeared his
heavy features. It had dribbled down the
front of his open sports shirt and stained the
fabric. The ugly knife wound in the man’s
throat was—ghastly.

He was, she knew immediately, quite
dead.

But it was not this alone that brought a
rasping cry from her throat.

The man was—Ralph!

Somehow, Myra Fay found her way back
to the steep path that led upward to the bluff.
The rocks tore at her light shoes. Once, she
fell, and in order to keep from pitching
head-first down the embankment beside the
path, she flung out slim hands.

She landed on hands and knees, a rocky
piece of stone slashing into her tender
palms. The rough stone drew blood, and as
she swayed to her feet again she stared at
her crimson-stained hands in revulsion. They
reminded her so much of that—gruesome
sight back—there!

Excited, Myra wiped her palms down
across the light jacket that she was wearing.
She hurried on, up the steep incline, the
breath coming from her lungs in little explo-
sive gasps. Through the descending dusk
came the distant, throbbing moan of the
foghorn out on the Point. It was no longer
a fascinating sound.

It reminded her of the banshee wail of
death!

She finally gained the top of the bluff and
ran along the path that led to the small inn.
She criec? out for help, and it seemed to her
that her frantic words were gobbled up by
the heavy fog.

At last the outlines of the house came into
view and she knew some measure of relief.
Lights showed in the windows.

Tall Ben Mosier appeared around the
corner of the building. She almost collapsed
in his arms.

BEN MOSIER—deputy sheriff of the lit-
tle community there at Sea Point—was
not used to having pretty dark-haired girls
rush into his arms. Ben was over forty, and
hardly one to attract the feminine sex. In
fact, he looked moge like a gangling, weather-
beaten Cape Cod fisherman than a law offi-
cer who had hopes of some day being one
of the Wayside Players.

He stammered, still clutching the girl,
“Well, I say—mey gracions!”’












50 SHORT STORIES 1y

ful blast of the foghorn out on the Point.

Ben Mosier led the small group of people
down the rocky path toward the shore. There
was the girl, Myra, and the three men.

Jovial Kirk McCabe, leading the way with
Ben, said, "“This is getting to be silly. Look-
ing for a corpse!” ' :

Short, alert-looking Harry Boone seemed
frightened. “It's—it’s nonsense!” he ex-
claimed, and he didn’t sound coavincing.

It was blond, good-looking Johnny Dixon
who accompanied the girl. He grinned and
said, “You're not afraid of spooks, are you,
Boone?”

Little Harry Boone said nothing.

At the beach, Ben drew up and said,
“You've all got flashlights. We'll spread out
and make a search. If anyone of you finds
anything, call the others.”

*“What do you expect to find?"” demanded
Johnny Dixon. He was still grinning as he
flashed Myra a warm smile.

“We'll see—"" Ben Mosier started, then
he stared tensely into the surrounding gloom.

“What's the matter?”’ someone prodded.

“Listen!” cautioned Ben.

Then everyone heard it. They, too, stared
into the darkness and the heavy fog.

It was a man’s voice, heavy, deep—talk-
ing.
gMyra gave a throaty cry and clutched the
gangling lawman’s arm. “It—it—" She
couldn’t speak. Her face was white with
horror.

It was small little Harry Boone who cried,
“Ralph Hanley! It was—»bis voice!”

Ben swung into action. “‘He’s here some
place! Try to find him!”

But the girl, Myra, was frozen. “He—he
can’t be!” she choked out. “Ralph’s dead. I
saw him, I told you.”

Again came the voice out of the mist. It
called out, "I say—where are you all?”’

The girl clung to Ben's arm. She was
trembling with fright. It was good natured
Kirk McCabe who laughed and said, *'Hell!
I knew the guy was all right. Probably been
on a drunk. Come on!” He seized small
Harry Boone’s arm and started down the
beach in the direction of the voice in the
darkness. : :

Johnny Dixon looked at Ben Mosier and
said, “T'll go this way. I think the voice
came from down here. This fog is deceiv-
ine.””

g“I'he gitl started to trail the first two men.

Ben seized her arm, said, “Wait a minute.”

She paused, looking at him questioningly.
In a moment they were standing there alone,
as the others moved off. ““What—"" she
started.

Fright made her voice a husky rasp.

Ben nodded in the direction that blond-
haired Johnny Dixon had taken. “Quiet,
now,” he warned, and he took the girl’s
arm.

She asked tensely, “Ben, what is it?”

“We'll see,” was all he said. Then he
motioned her to silence.

Ahead, both could hear the footsteps
scuffing through the loose, deep sand. After
awhile those footsteps paused.

Ben drew up sharply, held the girl’s arm
hard. “Quiet!” he whispered.

They waited, in darkness, the fog wet and
thick all around them.

Then both of them heard the digging
sounds. It was like something scraping at
the sand somewhere near them. Quick
sounds, they were, and steady.

The girl’s slim fingers dug into the deputy
sheriff’s arm. “‘Ben,” she whispered, “what
is 1#?”

He waited a2 moment longer, then took
a few cautious steps forward. Suddenly the
deep voice came again. A voice that said
from out of the mist, "Were you looking
for something, Johnny Dixon?”

Except for the quick movement of Ben’s
hand, the girl would have cried out in
horror. His fingers covered her lips. She
stood stock-still.

The digging sounds had abruptly stopped.
There was taut silence, and through that
silence both heard a man’s labored, quick
breathing. :

Ben whispered, “‘Careful,” and shot on
the flashlight beam. -

The white cone of the beam caught blond-
haired Johnny Dixon bent down on the
ground. In front of the young man gaped
a long, deep trench in the loose sand.

As the sharp flashlight glare caught him
in its glow, his bead jerked around. His
eyes stared wildly, horror-filled. At that in-
stant the voice came out of the fog again. -

“I fooled you, didn’t I?” said the voice.
“You didn’t think I could come back to
haunt you, did you, Johnny Dixon? Just
because you killed me, you thought "

A scieam rose in Johnny Dixzon’s throat.
It choked off as the blond young man swayed

Al
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all manner of men die, found his throat in
so tight a knot that the only way he could
loosen it was by weeping frank unashamed
tears. He wasn't alone in that. Lige and Jim
Juniper were wet-cyed too. Even Charlie the
Ute was looking sternly away in the other
direction.

They carried Eddy Gilpin’s body into the
house. Carolina took the blow as the doctor
had known she would take it, with pioneer
courage. This was the second brother she
had lost in the fight for freedom in Sweet-
grass Basin.

“He was so young,” she sobbed. "So
young!”’

She went away and cried for a while by
herself in another room. But not for long.
She came back again to carry on the fight.
White-faced, holding her trembling lips be-
tween her teeth, she moved with swift reso-
lution, breaking out cartridges, inspecting
the guns, doing whatever needed to be done
to prepare for the coming attack.

Outside, the men worked desperately.
There were only the six of them: Lige Car-
son, Jim Juniper, Charlie the Ute, the doc-
tor, Barb-wire Barney, and Frijole—one
hard-bitten rancher, one old-time outlaw,
one renegade Indian, one eccentric eastern
doctor, one bullet-incapacitated fat man, and
one orphan boy, to stand off all the gunners
that Deuce Le Deux and Chilcatt could cor-
ral that night and send against them.

But the fat man had an idea, and they
all had cool courage.

The fat man’s idea concerned the carload
of barbed wire that had been stored for
three years in a shed.

“Where can we expect the attack?”” Barb-
wire Barney, talking around his stogy in his
deep burry voice that was always such a
surprise, inquired of Lige Carson.

“I'd say from the open side,” Lige told
him. “They'll figure that Eddy Gilpin got
through to warn us. Reasonin’ from that,
they’ll expect us to put up our defense from
cover of the salt-cedar grove. So I figure
they’ll try to come at us from behind. The
way the ground lays in that direction they’ll
have cover till they get close in. They’ll come
hellin’ in on horseback, figurin' to catch us
by surprise, and capture the house before
we can get back from the grove todefend it.”

“We'll lay our plans accordin’,” Barb-
wire Barney said.

They lifted Barney in his leather-bottomed

chair and carried him out into the fanchyard.
With a long rifle across his knees, and a six-
gun belted to his fat middle, he sat there
like an Oriental potentate, puffing smoke
and directing defense preparations.
Stretching away from the ranchhouse was
a relatively level expanse, a grassy plain
btoken only by a few rocky outcrops, over
which any attack from this direction was
bound to develop. Under Barney's direc-
tions, the men rolled spools of barbed wite
from the shed. Working with frenzied haste,
they strung it in parallel lines no higher

from the ground than the tops of the grass,

sinking low posts, mere stubs of wood,
where they had to, and utilizing the rocky
outcrops for wire fasteners wherever they
could.

Frijole was jumping up and down. ““What
can I do? What can I do?”

Barb-wire Barney sent him to the top of
the windmill to act as lookout, a job he
accepted with a gurgle of excited pleasure.

The doctor found time to exchange a few
tense words of greeting with Barney. While
he chopped fence pegs and pointed them
with the ax, the doctor said, “I've got a
letter to show you, Barney, that will exglain
why we were all so worried about you.

“I was there when the letter was written,”
Barney said fiercely. “Deuce Le Deux wrote
it and signed it, the Blue Blazers. To spot
the blame even more to the Indigo Kid, he
stuck that barb wire tag to my business card.
The tag, as you've guessed by now, or may-
be been told, is the Indigo Kid’s own sign.
More about that later, but for now it’s
enough to say that Deuce had every intention
of treating me like he said in the note. But
before he could wrap me in barb wire and
roll me down that long hill, the Indigo Kid
—that’s Lige Carson, as you know—come
gunnin’ down on him. The Kid blasted me
out from under Deuce’s tender care. But
I already had a bullet through my back. I
was in bad shape. The Kid managed to
spirit me out of the basin to where I could
get medical attention. I was more dead than
alive for a Jong while. But I'm tough as
the barb wire I sell. I pulled through, and
the Indigo Kid brought me back to the
basin to check on you.”” Barney paused, puff-
ing furiously on the stogy.

“The rest you know,” he resumed. “We
had a brush with some of Ed Chilcott’s gun-
hands and I collected another bullet—which
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you took out for me that night at the Patch,
and which I'm still convalescing from.”
“"We'll have some prime stories to swap
when this is over,” the doctor said grimly.
“More wire pegs,” Lige shouted at the
doctor.
The doctor took them forward on thz run.

T WASN'T long after that until Frijole
came scrambling down from the wind-
mill tower. “They’re comin’,” he yelled to
Barb-wire Barney. “I could see ’em plain in
the moonlight from on top. They're comin’
like an army, ridin’ fast.” .
Barney in his burry roar, relayed the
message to the men working with the wire.
He even dignified the occasion by removing
the stogy from his mouth.

The defenders dropped their work on
the meadow and converged on the ranch-
house. They took up battle positions. Barb-
wire Barney, Carolina Gile, and Frijole
prepared to fight a covering action with
rifles from the windows of the ranchhouse.
Lige Carson, Jim Juniper, Charle the Ute,
and the doctor, climbed in saddle and held
their broncs waiting in the shadows of the
outer ranch buildings. Each man wore two
holstered six-guns. Twelve bullets per man
—forty-eight shots without reloading.

They heard the ground-tremoring thud
of the riders . . . then the Deuce-Chilcott
extermination crew topped the rise and burst
into view, bearing down on the ranchhouse
in full gallop. One of the gunmen jumped
trigger, started firing. That set the rest of
them off. Bullets from twenty-odd guns
made deadly patter against the ranchhouse.

“Hold your fire!”” Lige cautioned his men.

They followed orders. Four mounted
men, backed up by an injured fat man, a
girl, and a child—they waited tensely in the
shadows while the raiders gunned forward.
Closer and closer they came, until above the
hoofed thunder, their hoarse voices could be
heard. Closer and closer. It looked as though
nothing on earth could save the defenders
from
to avenge the burning of the Crystal Palace,
and the snatching away of their hanging
victim.

And if this little group went down, then
nothing could save the basin from the stark
gun-rufe of Deuce Le Deux and Ed Chilcott.
Here at the ranchhouse were the brains and
the soul of the fight for freedom. From the

e blood-lust of this pack determined

farthest corners of the basin men were even
now converging on the railroad sidetrack
in response to the word passed around by
the Indigo Kid and his Blue Blazers. They
had been promised that they would see some-
thing in the nature of a miracle. But if no
miracle were forthcoming, there would be
nothing for them but to drag home again—
to slavery.

So they waited, that little group of de-
fenders at the ranchhouse, aware that more
than their own future depended upon the
outcome of the next few minutcs. Then it
happened—that thing for which they waited.
One of the gun-raiders, spurring a little
ahead of the others to be first on the kill,
suddenly went head over heels off his horse.

His horse headed over too. Coming fast
behind him, three more horses went up in
the air, to fall in wide-legged sprawls,
pitching their riders. Some of the horses
coming from behind couldn’t be pulled up
in time. They rammed into thc horses strug-
gling up from their fall.

To the melee of curses and gunfire was
added the scream of the frightened horses
—a rare and nerve-shuddering sound.

“Now’s the time, boys!” Lige’s order
cracked.

The four of them spurred forward, low
in saddle, their gun-muzzles blazing pale
flame in the graying morning, their fead
driving in with deadly effect to add to the
frantic confusion of men and horses already
death-scrambled over the plain. There
weren’t more than half of the Deuce-Chilcott
combine who had been unhorsed, but the
unnerving suddenness of it, the dust which
had been kicked up and which obscured the
count on the attackers from the ranchhouse,
made the raiders react precisely as Barb-wire
Barney had calculated.

With Lige and his men gurning in at this
moment, the four of them sounded like
forty. The three at the ranchhouse helped
by sending rifle slugs whining over the
heads of all in a relentless demoralizing
stream.

“At 'em!” Ed Chilcott bawled, attempting
to rally his men.

“At 'em!” Deuce Le Deux, from his posi-
tion of relative safety somewhere in the
back, seconded the command.

But neither order had any effect. Every
man who could, had already swerved his
bronc and was digging in steel to get away.
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They weren’t even taking time out to fire
backwards as they rode. Fighting wages
weren’t enough to make them stand up to
this kind of organized opposition. They
preferred to run and come back again when
the odds were better. /

Three of the men who had been unhorsed,
managed to catch mounts and ride away too.
Four didn’t get up at all. They never would
get up. They were dead—victims of the
Deuce-Chilcott drive for power in Sweet-
grass Basin.

Three others, Lige and his men disarmed
and captured. One of the three was Deuce’s
top gunner, Topaz Bane. The man’s flat,
straw-colored eyes blazed with cold malig-
nance when he found out what had tripped
his bronc. There was enough morning light
now to see the barbed wire. Some of it
still remained where it had been tautly
strung in the grass. Some of it had been
torn from place. It lay in the grass in snaky
coils. Some of the wire was freshly red.

Barb-wire Barney insisted on being car-
ried out to view the battlefield. He saw
where the wire was red. He turned to Dr.
Arington, who was somberly looking on.

“Three years ago, Doc, you predicted
there’d be blood on the wire. And this is
only a starter!” Barb-wire let the stogy sag
in his mouth. “Progress never comes easy,
looks like. People’s selfish greed blinds ‘em
to the onrollin” tide, and progress comes vio-
lent. Every time. When they goin’ to wake
up and start pullin’ together before trouble
overwhelms ‘em? Before, not after.” He
shook his head. “Anyhow, I'm glad no
horses were killed.”

IGE strolled close. “Our day’s work’s
just commenced,” he said. “Our barb
wire’s due on the sidetrack right now.
We've got to be gettin’ out there. We'll all
go. Carolina and Frijole too. It'll be safer
there than here. We'll load your medical
geat in the buckboard, Doc. Liable to need
it before the day’s over. And we’ll take our
three prisoners. They'll make a nice exhi-
bition, don’t you say, Barney?”’ :
Long before they reached the railroad
track, the doctor could see dust in the air.
In every direction he looked-—dust. Some-
times it was kicked up by horsemen. But
more often it was wheecled into the air by
lumbering freighters, buckboards, or an oc-
Casional ancient prairie schooner. .The

vehicles were all converging on the railroad
sidetrack.

The doctor angled his horse close to Lige
Carson’s. “What is this anyway, Old Set-
tler’s Day on the range?”

“Old settlers and new settlers,” Lige said
soberly. “And to bring everything they've
got on wheels, and to bring it empty because
it'’s goin’ back full.”

“They’re beaten,” the doctor said. “They
have been under the whip so long they've
all got their tails between their legs. How
you expect to buck them up is a mystery
to me.”

“I'll be makin’ a speech. So will Barney.
After that the only mystery around here will
be the location of Devil's Pasture.” He
lifted his glance as he spoke, to the brood-
ing Devil's Teeth Range in the near back-
ground. Tapering off from those jagged
molars thrust to the sky, the rough country

" continued almost to the railroad sidetrack.

As they neared the railroad, the doctor
saw that Lige was right about one thing at
least—old settlers and new settlers, they
were all here. The doctor recognized many
of them. Their faces lighted up when they
saw him. Most of them waved and called a
friendly greeting.

They were gaunt, bent-shouldered men
for the most part, looking years older than
the doctor knew them to be. Men from the
Patch, their insecurity in this world etched
in lines of care and worry on their brown
saddle-leather faces. Some of them had
brought their women. Faded creatures, they
seemed, for all their brown faces. Perhaps
it was their shapeless calico dresses that gave
them this appearance. But worry alone could
have done it, worry and work, and no hope
for anything, even life.

The doctor kept watching for someone
whom he knew would not look faded, whose
face wrinkles, if any, would be very unper-
manent; someone whose worries had decid-
edly not sprung from having to “root hog
or die.”

He Jocated her. Myrna Chilcott looked
aloof even in the select little group with
which she was identified here. But at least
her poise was with her, which was more than
could be said for the others. Hally Harper,
who ran the Jackknife brand, and old Salt-
grass Jimrson, who had the Big A2 horse
ranch, looked definitely uneasy. Aside from
Carson and Chilcott they were the only big
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Their shouts let him know it would. But
there was plenty of skepticism that he could
produce this miracle.

“Watch close,” he said, “while the pro-
fessor changes an outlaw into a rancher.”
He pulled the blue handkerchief down from
his face.

“Lige Carson!” the collective gasp went
up. “The Indigo Kid . . . Lige Carson!”
The names were mingled, repeated again
and again in astonishment and disbelief.

The doctor was watching Myrna Chil-
cott’s face. ‘The surprise seemed to con-
fuse her more than any of them. Her face
whitened, her eyes widened. She forgot to
maintain her poise,

Suddenly Salt-grass Jimson heeled his
horse and pushed precipitantly out from that
blue-ribbon crowd. He rode his horse over
until it stood side by side with Lige Car-
son’s steel-blue roan.

Salt-grass Jimson made a speech too. I
been ‘slow gettin’ my eyes open,” he said.
“I fought you all from the first. It's still,
by God, my inclination to fight you. But
it’'s my inclination to fight Deuce Le Deux
more. Things I've seen happen in this basin,
things Lige has just now showed us, has
convinced me. If the fight’s.all right for
Lige, it’s all right for me.”

Hally Harper rode his horse over too.
“I stand with Salt-grass,” was all he said.

They cheeted long and loud. They par-
ticularly admired old Salt-grass Jimson for
his outspoken honesty. He had been first
on the land, and he didn’'t wlecome new-
comers crowding in. He didn’t see eye to
eye with them—not yet. But he saw the
necessity of making a common struggle with
them, and he didn’'t mush it when he put
himself on record. They liked that about
him.

Hally Harper’s unflossed declaration was
acceptable too. ‘Their cheers quieted down
and they looked at Myrna. Her cheeks werc
flushed. But she rode her horse over to
stand by the others.

“I can't speak for my father,” she said,
“but I—I'm with you!”

They cheered her moderately. She
looked, the doctor thought, like the lone-
liest girl in the world. For just an instant
there, sentimentally, he was sorrier for her
than for Carolina Gilpin who had already
lost two brothers and a home in this fight.

"Now we’re getting somewhere,” Lige

Carson boomed. *‘For the next few minutes
I'm going to turn the meetin’ over to a man
you all know. He's goin’ to show you ex-
actly how we’re goin’ to beat the gun-rule in
Sweetgrass Basin, Ladies and gentlemen,
meet Barb-wire Barney.”

From his seat nearby in the buckboard,
Barb-wire Barney waved his blue and white
checkered cap that the doctor had extracted
from his duffle and presented to him before
they left the ranchhouse.

“First off, folks,” Barb-wire Barney told
them, “I'm goin’ to put on a show. Kindly
will you one and all unhitch your horses from
that line of posts. Contrary to appearances
they weren’t put there for hitchin’ purposes.
So kindly unhitch, please, and back your
horses back a ways so they won't get scared
at what happens.”

With much excited speculation they did
as he requested. Barney then waved his
hand at  lone man in a wagon near the
railroad track. The man pulled back a can-
vas tarp and revealed three spools of barbed
wire mounted near the tailboard of the
wagon,

“Watch close, cverybody,” Barb-wire
Barney barked, “and see another modern
miracle.”

While they watched, the man jum
down from the wagon and stapled the ends
of the wire to the nearest post. Then he
drove his wagon along the linc of posts,
letting the barbed wire unroll. When he
had paid off about a hundred yards from
the spools mounted in the wagon, he
stopped, jacked up a hind wagon-wheel,
and fastened the loose end of the wire to
the hub. He turned the wheel, winding the
wire on the hub. He kept winding to take
up the slack until the whole hundred-yard
length of wire was taut against the fence
posts. Then he took a bag of staples and
a hammer and went down the line, fasten-
ing the wire to the posts.

“There’s your modern miracle,”” Barb-
wire Barney proclaimed. “A fence built in
the twinklin’ of an eye. A fence pig-tight,
horse-high, and bull-strong. As you can see
it takes up no more room than the edge of
a shadow. It shades no grass, wears out
no soil. The wind can’t blow it down.
And it's cheap. . ..” He held up his hand.
“I know what you're mutterin’ about. A
bargain’s not a bargain when a man’s flat
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broke. All right, listen. You're all goin’
to get barbwire free! I've sold so much of
it that just the barbs laid end to end would
reach from here to Cheyenne and back six-
teen and a half times. But now, actin’ for
Lige Carson—or the Indigo Kid, whichever
name you know him best by—I'm givin’
away a whole trainload free. Free for noth-
ing, boys!”’

Again he held up his hand to quiet their
murmuring. “If it’s free there must be a
joker to it somewhere, you’re sayin’. You're
right. There’s a joker. The joker’s that
Lige Carson wants to keep on livin' in
Sweetgrass Basin too, and barb wire’s the
only thing that’s goin’ to make it possible.
But not barb wire for him alone. It's no
good if only one man fences. Then Deuce
Le Deux and his pack simply guns him
down and cuts the wire. But if you all
drive away from here with wire—there’s
safety in numbers. Get it? If one or a
dozen of you fences—no good. But if you
all fence, then Deuce can’t pick out the ring-
leaders. There won’t be anywhere for him
to start. We'll all work together, same as
at round-up. We'll string one spread and
move on to the next. And for every man
with 2 hammer and handful of staples we’ll
have one man with his hands full of six-
gun! How does it sound?”’

THEIR unrestrained cheering let him

know. They threw their sombreros in
the air. They pulled up grass and threw it
in the air. They jumped and whooped like
children, these toil-worn men of Sweetgrass
Basin. All but Hally Harper’s and Salt-
grass Jimson’s crowd, They had looks on
their faces that said they were in on this
because they had to be, but nothing was go-
ing to make them like it.

Barb-wire Barney leaned forward and
spoke to them alone. “It ain’t as bad for
you as you're thinkin’. Barb wire sounds
the knell of the open range, yeah. And
naturally you're some sentimental about
that, havin’ been the ones that opened it.
But a year from now you’ll be as glad about
it as everybody else. Why? Because batb
wire’ll put more money in your pocket! It'll
let you ranch more economical. It'll let
you segregate your stock, build up your herd
with blooded animals. It'll make gentle-
men stock breeders out of you instead of

5

hit-and-miss ranchers. It'll take the gam-
bling out of your business, and leave you
make more money with less cows on ac-
count your pure bloods will pack away
twice as many beefsteaks under their glossy
hides as what your scrubby native beef does.
So get that look off your faces like you're
takin’ medicine. This is celebration time
for everybody. Three cheers for barb wire!”

“Wherte is it? Where’s the barb wire?”
The questions were bellowed at him from a
hundred throats.

“It's past due now,” Barney told them.
“It'll be here any minute, a whole train-
load of it, planked down smack on our
sidetrack. When Deuce Le Deux took ovet
Gunsight and quarantined the town against
barb wire, here’s a trick he never thought
about. . . . Listen, I think I hear the train
whistle blowin’ now.”

“Sure!’" they called back at him. *Sure,

. she’s comin’ through the Sawtooth’s! You

can see the smoke! She’s past Decp Wells.
Next stop’ll be our sidetrack!”

“If anybody’s got any lingerin’ worries
about buckin’ the great Deuce Le Deux,”
Barney shouted at them, “leave me show
you somethin’.” He reached down and
dramatically jerked away a tarpaulin which
had been covering the wagon-bed. The
three sweating, scowling gunners that Deuce
Le Deux had left behind him on his pre-
cipitant departure from the Tres Pinos
ranchhouse this morning were revealed.

“Gather around, folks,” Barney barked.
“Look ’em over. They're tied; they can't
bite. Three ferocious gunmen that we las-
sooed with barb wire! Look at the one with
the yaller eyes. Don't he look fierce?”

The din that went up from the jostling
crowd wasn’'t good natured. There were
cries of “Shoot ‘em . . . lynch 'em.”

Barney scotched the lynch talk in a hurry.
“Men,” he said, “first there was the rail-
road. Now, barb wire. Next there will
come law to Sweetgrass Basin. Not too
much law. Just enough to let you all live
in peace with your neighbors and enjoy the
fruits of your toil safe from gun-scum like
Deuce Le Deux. The West is growin’ up,
boys, and you got to grow with it. Lynchin’s
plumb old fashioned. Tl tell you what
we'll do. The first car of barb wire we un-
load, we'll shove these three in the empty
with just enough water to last "em till they
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get to Chicago. On the outside of the car
we'll nail 2 'Do not disturb’ sign like they
put on your door in fancy hotels when you
want to sleep late, When these three pretty
boys get to Chicago they’ll mend their ways
or they’ll go quick to jail. How's it sound?”’

Their cheers told him they were with him
in this too. But then their cheers tapered
off. They commenced to ask each other
perplexed, uneasy questions. The thing that
was bothering them was this: The train
was in sight now. It was coming fast, trail-
ing smoke in a black cloud. But the loco-
motive wasn’t pulling any solid line of box-
cars loaded with barbed wire. It wasn’t
pulling any boxes at all. It was only pull-
ing a caboose!

As the locomotive whistled and started
grinding for a stop, Lige and Barb-wire
Barney were bombarded with nervous ques-
tions.

“Nothin’ to worry about,” Barney as-
sured them. ‘“Likely the train crew left
the cars in Deep Wells, and they come on
here to make sure we had our sidetrack in.”

The locomotive pulling the red caboose
steamed to a stop and stood chugging on
the rails. ‘There was a concerted movement
toward the track, But that excited rushing
movement stopped almost before it started.
It stopped because, suddenly, gun barrels
bristled from the windows of the caboose
and the locomotive cab. Within one of the
windows a familiar face was framed: Deuce
Le Deux’s!

THE portentous hush that clamped
down, Deuce’s voice sounded, address-
ing the crowd. “"Three of the guns you see
cold-beaded on you are shotguns. You
don't have to guess what they're loaded
with. Tl tell you. Barbed wire chopped
up in little pieces. Barbed-wire hash, you
might call it; and it'll make hash out of
easy a couple dozen of you if we have to
blast.”

Leaving that doom-freighted warning to
ring in their ears, Deuce came out on the
rear platform. One hand rested on the butt
of his pearl-handled six-gun. The other
hung by its thumb from the pocket of his
beaded vest. His cynical glance came to
rest on Lige Carson, the doctor and the
ranchers who were grouped around Barb-
wire Barney's buckboard. I know you've

got men spotted on the ridges,” Deuce said.
He laughed harshly. “They won't do you
any good. They're too far off for accurate
shooting, and if they should try, the casual-
ties here from my guns would be enormous.”

He repeated the word “Enormous.”
Again he laughed. “So the Indigo Kid is
that fine upstanding rancher, Lige Carson!
Nice fight you put up, Kid. But not nice
enough. The fighting's over now and
Deuce gun-rules the Basin. Your men on

_the ridges were set to stop anything short

of a train, weren't they? You wete so sure
of your batbed wire. I was sure of it, too.
I had men spotted at Deep Wells. They
sidetracked your fence cars there and per-
suaded the train crew to come on here with
the caboose. This side the Devil's Teeth
they stapped and picked me up and some
more of my gunners. We were on the way
back from makin’ a second call on you,
Carson. There was no one home the sec-
ond time. You'll be interested to know
we fired every buildin’ on the place.”

A distant explosion sounded, to be fol-
lowed by three more in quick succession.

“That’s at your place, too,” Deuce in-
formed. I left a couple the boys there
with instructions to dynamite whatever
wouldn’t burn.” His predatory eyes sought
out Hally Harper and Salt-grass Jimson.
“So you slow-pokes made up your minds
at last where your interests lay? Glad to
sec it. Saves me extra trouble. Now I
can deal with you all at once. You'll be as
interested as Lige to know that your places
are bein’ burned out, too. . . . Listen!”

A more distant concussion booming
wafted over the plain.

“That’'ll be yous place, Hally. . . . Yours
is too far to sound all this way, Salt-grass,
but take my word for it—it's gettin’ the
same careful attention.”

Deuce Le Deux’s eyes ranged fiercely over
the crowd. “The same goes for the rest of
you! All of you that have shacks worth the
powder to blow 'em up—by the time you
turn tail and sneak away home from here,
you'll find "em blown up! I'm makin’ a clean
sweep of Sweetgrass Basin. My advice to

you is not even to go home from here, but

just to start leavin' the basin the shortest
way possible. That’s the only way to assure
that you don't get blown up with your
houses. But if you want to go back and
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pick up your kids and the rest of your
woman folks, that’s all right by me. I ain't
Simon Legree. But I know what 1 want,
see? And what I want is for Sweetgrass
Basin to be repopulated with docile labor.
Why there’s immigrants coming to New
York, my eastern agents tell me, that have
had it so tough in Europe they’ll be glad
to work faurteen hours a day every day in
the week for me in Sweetgrass Basin. And
if any more eastern agitators—"" his glance
sought out Dr. Clyde Arington—"come here
to stir up trouble, I'll have 'em wrapped
in barbed wire the minute they set foot in
the basin, and rolled down a long hill.”

His glance shifted to Myrna Chilcott,
who sat her horse, white-faced and trem-
bling. “You're in the wrong crowd, aren’t
you, my dear? I invite you to join me in
my private car.”

yrna said the first coherent words then
that anybody had spoken in answer to
Deuce’s stunning declarations. Her voice
was taut and low; but it carried. “I'm where
I belong,” she said.

*“Suit yourself, my dear,” Deuce Le Deux
purred. “There’s always tomorrow.” He
looked toward Barb-wire Barney, and his
voice didn’t purr now; it turned hard as
flint. “You'll let my three men go,” he said.

Barney looked helplessly at Lige, and
Lige nodded. Barney let them go. There was
nothing else he could do.

The three gunners, led by Topaz Bane,
swaggered truculently aboard the caboose,
and Deuce said, “This about cleans every-
thing up around here. . . . Except one more
thing, I'll just collect me three prisoners
for the three you had of mine. I'll take
Lige Carson, Dr. Arington, and Barb-wire
Barney. Law’s come to Gunsight, or hadn’t
you heard? We aim to celebrate it by stagin’
three hangings. The hang ropes will be
barbed wire.”

That barbed wire seemed to catch the
throats of every man and woman there.
They stood in stunned silence. Lige Carson,
the doctor, and Barney swapped quick
despairing glances. The same thought was
in the mind of each. It was a tragic thought.
They might resist Deuce’s demands. There
was a chance they might gun their way out
of this. But only at an appalling loss of
life to the basin folks close-packed on every
side. From shotguns, rifles, and six-guns
sudden death would pour in.

Lige answered for the threc of them, *'I
reckon you're calling the turn Deuce—"

“No!” a voice shouted from the crowd.
“We won't let him take you!”

Stark silence waved in,
chopped, *“Who said that?”

What happened next was gratifying evi-
dence to Lige and Barney that their “one
for all and all for one” talk concerning the
stringing of barbed wirc in Sweetgrass
Basin, had made an imptession.

Something like a hundred voices blared
out at Deuce Le Deux, saying in effect, “We
all said jt!”

Onpe of them was even bold enough to
amplify that statement of basin solidarity.
“You don't take a single man on board your
hell-freight! And if you want to shoot, go
ahead. You'll get a lot of us, but we’ll
by-god get all of you!” _

and Deuce

DEUCE LE DEUX was the kind of gam-
bler who never took chances to get all
in one lump what he knew he could get
safely a little at a time.

“You win this one deal,” he said. “It
doesn’t matter. I have plans. I can wait a
little longer. And remember the rest of what
I've said. All of you. Get out of here today
or get planted tomorrow! All except you,
Miss Chilcott.” He bowed. “I have very
special plans for you. Better change your
mind and come along with me now. Your
father will be annoyed I am sure when he
learns of the company you keep.”

Myrna's anger choked her voice; she
couldn’t speak.

*“That’s all then,” Deuce Le Deux said.
“All for now.” He swept them once more
with his cold and intolerably insolent glance,
then stepped back inside the caboose.

In the locomotive cab the engineer was
gagged, his ears were plugged, his eyes were
bound. But his hands were free to reverse
throttle. The side-rods danked, steam
spurted. The ‘“hell-train” started backing
up . . . gathered speed.

As it faded in heat-shimmering distance
someone voiced a2 wild hope, ““Them men
on guard at the ridge—maybe they’ve snuck
around and tore up the track!”

“No chance,” Lige said bleakly. “Deuce
Le Deux has tricked them into leaving their
positions before. They had strict o to
stay where they were this time. I was for-
seein’ every trick but this ‘hell-train.””
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loaded down with dynamite, and one mis-
step in the treacherous slide-rock could
blow them all to kingdom-come.

Jim was noncommital about the dynamite.
“Comes in handy,” he mumbled, *and
Deuce Le Deux ain’t the only one who
knows how to use it.”

The sure-footed little desert canarjes made
it safely through the moonlit desolation.
Under the highest, blackest slope of all, Jim
Juniper looked up and waved out his arm.

“You wouldn’t know, Doc, on account
you were blindfolded last time, but we’re
on the home stretch now.”

Within another couple minutes the doctor
knew it well enough, because, rounding a
jutting crag, they found themselves in a
canyon pocket where the wind blew with a
banshee wailing and black sand moved in
ceaseless swirls over the ground and in the
air.

The doctor’s interest quickened. So here
was the source of the black sand which he
had been carrying in his medicine bottle!

Jim Juniper, leaning into the windy blasts,
squinting his eyes against swirling dust and
sand, said, “Now you can understand why
the Devil's Pasture makes such a top prime
hideout. This sand keeps movin’ . . . always
movin’. Somethin’ about the way the hot air
comes driftin’ down atween these rocky
walls, I reckon, and meets the cooler air at
the bottom. Anyhow the wind always blows.
It blots out tracks as fast as you make ‘em.
Look back. An army could come through
here and leave no trail.”

*“Who discovered the pasture,” the doctor
inquired, *“Lige?”

“Nope. She’s a old longrider’s paradise,
Doc. A stopover on the owlhoot trail that
runs from the Shoshones under the Mon-
tana line all the way south to the Rio
Grande. Known only to the most select of
the long-haired gentry, Doc. She’s a old
Indian hideout original. Leastways thecre’s
Indian ruins there, houses chiseled in the
stone, with chips of pottery layin’ around
and such. The story goes that Coronado,
that bloody butcher, way back in 1500, heard
about the Devil's Pasture, and wasted an
army tryin’ to locate it. He was wastin’ his
time too, on account gold was all he ever
wanted, and there never was any gold there,
only rest and ieace and safety for the op-
pressed. Which is better'n gold to my way
of thinkin’.”

E doctor nodded. "I'm betting it was

you who showed the Devil’s Pasture to
Lige.”

“Charlie the Ute showed me and I showed

Li ge, yeah. It was this way. Iknowed Lige’s

father. Open-range, they called him. Grand
old man. I used to lay over with him a
month or two out of about every year just to
keep my hand in on workin’ cows. Used to
have a ranch of my own, you know. I'd
of stayed longer, but a couple of months
was all I could risk it. What passes for the
law would be catchin’ up with me about
then. Well, Doc, in all them years Open-
range never asked me no questions.” He was
always glad to see me come, and sorry to
see me go. By jumps and starts, I watched
his kid—that’s Lige—grow up. Bein’ that
the Old Man was such a top prime fella,
when the time come I could do his son a
good turn, I done it. I showed him the
Devil's Pasture and helped him organize
his Blue Blazers.”

“You remember the time I was at the
Pasture?” the doctor recalled. “And Gilpin
died under my hands—"

“You're fishin’ fer the info on the barb
wire sign I reckon. I've talked with Lige
about it since. You pulled a fast one there,
Doc. I don’t mind tellin’ you, when you
flashed that hunk of barb wire, you saved
your life. We figgered the Indigo Kid had
give it to you, and while he wasn’t trustin’
you yet with the keys to the Pasture, he was
buildin’ you up to become one of us.”

“That's the way I was playin’ the cards,”
the doctor admitted. “If you've talked to
Lige maybe he’s told you about this also. I
was tagged with two more of those barb wire
signs—"’ '

Jim Juniper laughed. “By Lige Carson!
The Kid had considerable advantage that-
away. By bein’ two men at the same time,
he could tag about anyone he wanted to.
That one in your med’cal c'tificut, Lige stuck
it there just afore he pointed it out to you,
while you and Ed Chilcott and that gal of
Ed’s was all standin’ around. That night in
the Crystal Palace he tagged you and Deuce
Le Deux both.” The old longrider cleared
his throat. He hemmed and hawed a mo-
ment, then said, “Doc, that gal of Ed’s I jus’
mentioned, I've seen her grow up too, right
alongside Lige. I don’t care what they say
about her, Doc, she’s all right. She's got
grod stuff. Takes after her mother that's


canarj.es

25

dead now. She's all right; you know what I
mean?”

“I know,” the doctor said. *‘She and Lige
make a good match.”

Jim Juniper looked at him from the cor-
ner of his eyes. “Yeah,” I reckon,” he said.

The doctor changed the conversation.
“What I'm really curious about is how we
get into the Devil's Pasture from this sand-
blast canyon. We’re running into a blank
wall ahead and T don’t see any opening.”

“It's smack in front of your nose, Doc.”

“I must be blind.”

“Watch close, Doc, and see another mir-
acle—Samson pullin’ the wall down.”

Jim Juniper unhorsed and approached the
wall. His hands reached out, pulled . . . he
started removing the wall block by block!
The doctor gasped—and hurried to help
him.

“Nothin’ to it, you see?”” Jim said. “Each
block of rock is chiseled to fit. The wind
blows the sand in the cracks within ten
minutes after the entrance has been closed
and makes it look like it hadn’t been touched
for a thousand years.”

From beyond the wall a voice sounded
out, hollow and muffled in the sand-blown
night.

Jim answered the challenge, and the
work of carving out an entrance redoubled,
helped now by unseen hands from the other
side. :

When the work was completed there was
an opening in the wall big enough for a
horse and rider to pass through. Jim con-
ferred briefly with the inside guard, then
he took his party through, leaving it for
the men on guard duty to rebuild the wall
from the inside.

Through the jet black tunnel—an ancient
watercourse—they proceeded, and burst out
into the moonlit fairyland of that water-fed,
cliff-locked valley, Devil’s Pasture. The
sweet smell of grass and balsam pine assailed
the nostrils. The murmur of voices came to
their ears.

Men, women, and children were every-
where. Some were sleeping in the grass
where they had dropped, exhausted, upon
first entering this haven. Others moved
about, like wondering children.

A disturbing thought came to the doctor.
They were safe now, these refugees from
Sweetgrass Basin. But how long could this
last? Devil’s Pasture wasn’t vast enough
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to support this many people indefinitely.
And g?eon if it could, thI:epwould be many
of them with temperaments unfitted for a
life, however idyllic, shut off from the rest
of the world. They would fret, and in the
end, go away. It would be only a matter
of time then until someone talked too much,
and this haven for the oppressed which had
existed for centuries would become the
mecca of curiosity seekers. Or what was
worse, it would shrivel under the blight of
Deuce Le Deux’s vengeance! The Gunsight
chief, the doctor knew, had been making
every effort to ferret out the location of
Devil's Pasture. The place was no imagi-
nary realm to Deuce Le Deux. From basin
brands which he had pirated, he had lost
too many unimaginary cows for the Pasture
to be anything but real to him.

SOON after entering the Pasture the doc-
tor was airing this problem with Lige
Carson. They sat on a rock near the water-
fall that came splashing down from its
underground channel in the high cliff wall.
The waterfall made soft fantastic music, and
caressed with its cooling spray.

The doctor sighed. “*All this—in the mid-
dle of a desert—1I still can hardly believe it."”

“That's how they all feel—now,” Lige
said. “‘But how long before they become
restless; a week, a month? How long do you
give them, Doc?”

“Not long,” the doctor said soberly. *““Too
many ill-assorted people living too close to-
gether. Something will have to break. An-
other thing I've been worrying about. This
many people can’t just step out of the world.
Somewhere they’ll leave a clue behind them.
Deuce Le Deux has been hunting night
and day for this place. Sooner or later he’ll
find it.”

Lige Carson leaned close. *“‘Sooner,” he
said. “Almost immediate, in fact.”

“What?” The doctor stared in alarm.
“How do you know?”

“He'll find us,” Lige said slowly, “be-
cause you'll lead him here.”

The doctor answered in good western
vernacular, “You're makin’ less sense fast!”

“Listen,” Lige said, I saw this through
to the last detail before I engineered the mi-
gration. I know we can'’t last here indefinite.
Sooner or later we have to have an account-
ing with Deuce Le Deux. So what do we
do? We chose the place and the time. If
























Somethin’ I reckon I'm the only one in the
world who knows. It’s about the Doc.
Somethin’ he told me back in De Kalb when
we got drunk together the night before I
left to come to Swectgrass Basin. Some-
thin’ tragic, but somethin’ that ought to, in
a left-handed way be comfortin’ now to all
of us.”

I_IE paused, fighting for control of his
voice. He wet his lips, then continued.
“You've all heard him spoutin’ that Shake-
speare stuff about the Ides of March. The
Ides of March was somebody’s death date,
the way I get it. It was the Doc's death
date, too! You see—it wasn’t just drunken
spoutin’.  You've all noticed how reckless
brave he’s been—Ilike it didn’t matter a
whang whether he got killed or not. Well,
it didn’t matter, because he knew he had
to die anyway! You've heard him make
cracks like about livin’ on borrowed time.
You must have noticed how preoccupied
he’s been with time—watches, caleadars,
and things. That’s because he had his death
sentence before he left the East! He had it
from the ablest diagnostician in Chicago.”

Barney paused, wet his lips again, fought
on. “Some kind of incurable discase . . .
somethin’ about the white blood cells, leuice-
mta or somethin’. Anyhovs, he bad his
death sentence. With just a few short wecks
to live, he came hesre to Sweetgrass Basin.
For several reasons. He thought I was dead.
He wanted to avenge my killin’, if he
could. And he wanted to avenge your
father’s killin’, Lige. Beyond that, he came
here—to die! So you see, it won't matter to
him much about the dynamite. He might
even like it to be that way. Dynamite death
ts quick—and he had to die anyway. This
way he'll know he’s accomplished cvery-
thing he came out here to do—"

Mysna look=d so stricken. Barney, awk-
wardly, reached his plump hand to her.
“Look at it this way, child. The Doc had
to die anyway, se?  This only makes a
difference of a weel: or so—"

Her low words, vrrung from lior heart,
proke in, “Bul a wecl: is a lifetirze! Even
a day makes 2l} the differences in tiie world.
A single day! An hour even! Because-—"
then she said something tinat none of them,
being men, had gucsced; somsthing which
Carolina Gilpin, had she been present,
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would have known from the start—"be-
cause I love him! T love him!”

Accenting her declaration was the
cr-oo-mming scream of a long-range rifle
bullet. It was closely followed by another
scream—2 human one.

“"One of our poor devil’s mannin’ the
cliff-top got it!"” Barney jerked.

From below them, all along the rocky
ramparts that rimmed the near side of
Devil's Pasture, rifles boomed, blazing out
return lead. The pale muzzle flame invited
more builets from Deuce Le Deux’s guns.
The battle thunder rolled over the desert
mountains as the fighting settled into a lead-
driving give and take.

Myrna trembled, expecting to hear the
world’s-end roar of that dynamite blast, and
the avalanche thunder.

Lige flung her what crumbs of comfort
he could. "These aren’t advancing shots,”
he said. "Deuce’s men are holding their
positions out there, feeling out our strength
with long-range rifle fire. There’s no ava-
Tanche danger until he presses the attack
and advances across the slide-rock slope.”

“"Maybe,” Myrna grasped at the hope,
“your riflemen can hold him back.”

“Not for long—"" He broke off, smackexi
one big fist within the paim of his other
hand. “"Maybe—just maybe,” he said, "T've
got an idea! Hang on up there, Barney,” -
he snapped the order. “Myrma, maybe you'd
like to stay with him. Jim, you come with
me.”

Myrna flung herself at Lige. “What zre
you going to do?”

“Goin’ to takc my Blue Blazers out of
Devil’s Pasture 2nd carsy the fight to Deuce.
We'll be out-numbered, outshot, and we'li
have the worst of it for position. But we
can try. That avalanche woa't be touched
off unless Deuce attacks across the slide-roci:.
If we can make it hot enough for him wherc
he is, keep him from advancing . . . you
see?”’

“The Doc wouldn’t want @ that way,”
Parney said bluntly. “You're riskin’ every-
thing vou've been struggling for by that
kind of [¢hting, advancin’ beyend your pre-
parcd positicns. And for what?  Anotber
weck of life maybe for the Doc, Ke'd be
the last to ask in.”

“But I'mi asking it!” Myrna Dreatlied.
... Yeu weuldnt't have
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all they could de. They would be climbing
at the last, whea the rock was around them
with a roar that was out of the world. They
would be climbing to death. Or to life. . ..

They climbed to life!

While the earth shook, they lay on a
malpai ledge, gasping, trembling with ex-
haustion, shielding Myrna with their bodies
against ricochet rocks which filled the air.
The avalanche rose high in the trough be-
low them, and died away, uatil the roar
and the trembling were gone from the
mountain and there was oaly an occasional
metalic slap of rock on rock to prove that
the mountain had ever been fluid.

The avalanche was over. The slide-rock
was again in balance. And they lived!

Myrna, though, lived feebly.

“Can we cross the slide-rock?”’ the doctor
asked. “If we could get her to Devil’s Pas-
ture where I could tend her properly . . .
then maybe.” He shrugged helplessly. “You
never know for sure.”

“We can cross all right,” Lige said.
“"Come on.”

On their way they saw shadowy figures
running into the night.

“It appears we aren’t the only ones who
got away,” Lige observed. “'Just as well, I
reckon. Deuce’'s men that were caught by
the avalanche never knew what hit them,
and the ones that got away know so terrify-
ingly what it was they missed, that they'll
never be a menace any longer to Sweetgrass
Basin.”

The doctor’s sorrow over Myrna was as
deep as a man’s sorrow can be, and yet he
found the heart to spare a fleeting thought
to three who had died. “'In spite of hell,”
he said, “I kind of hated to go away and
leave them there.”

“They were all dead,” Lige said, bleakly.
“I killed Topaz with a bullet. Hymie Wert
killed himself when he went down for the
last time under your watch. He hit his head
on sharp rock. He was dead all right. I was
where I could see. And Deuce Le Deux—
one of Topaz's own wild bullets finished
him where he lay, kaocked out, on the floor.”

N THE stone hat in Devil’s Pasture death
breathed close for Myrna Chilcott. For
other Sweetgrass Basin folks, hope and
dreams had merged with reality; life shim-
mered before them with rainbow promise.

But for Myrna, in that crude little make-
shift hospital presided over by Carolina Gil-
pin and staffed by Dr. Clyde Arington, life
bung in precarious balance.

The doctor had done what he could. With
Carolina Gilpin in sympathetic, efficient at-
tendance, he had worked tirelessly, with deft
and automatic thoroughness, trying to save
the life of the girl he loved.

Now there was nothing more to do and
he sat by her side and waited.

THE waiting was the hardest of all.
Memories of that other occasion when a
gun-shot patient in this same room, on this
same bunk, had died under his hand, arose
to flay him. Then as now, Carolina Gilpin
had moved resolutely about. He remem-
bered her brown capable hands against the
stark whiteness of the bandages. Then as
now, there had been the tense, silent faces
watching from the shadows, the almost un-
breathing faces. Some of them were the
same faces. Jim Juniper, Charlie the Ute. ...

Suddenly the doctor buried his head in
his hands. Was that nightmare memory go-
ing to repeat itself to the last tragic detail?
He felt Carolina Gilpin's warm and undet-
standing touch on his bare arm. From some-
where behind him he could hear Frijole
crying to himself.

Another memory kept lancing through
his feverish brain: Myrna taking the bullet
meant for him, thrusting her own soft boly
between him and the blasting drive of gun
lead! He had so glibly analyzed her: “no
staying power, no fighting heart.”

And now— She lay dying because she had
thrown herself with complete unselfishness
into the fight for Sweetgrass Basin justice
... and for him!

He felt Carolina Gilpin’s touch grow sud-
denly firmer on his arm. He locked up—
into Myrna’s waking hazel eyes! His breath
drew in. He bent close. Her face was so
white. Her lips white too. They trembled,
as though under tension, gathering strength.
Then they bent in a smile, a faint wan smile,
and spoke faint words.

The doctor leaned closer, so close that he
felt her coppery red hazir against his cheek.

“Do you still think—1 wouldn’t have
made—a good wife—doctor?”

He pressed his cheek against hers as
firmly as he dared, and held it there.
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“Because I'm wantin’ ye to gtow up to
be 2 good man, O’Bannon,” he said, clearing
the husk from his throat. “Kelly’s bad clear
through—a drinker, a gambler, a woman
chaser, he lives only for himself.”

“I like Kelly,” I said.

The rigging loft was cluttered with gear
so that 2 man could hardly move without
bumping into blocks and tackle, shackles all
sizes up to sixty pounds, turnbuckles from
ones no bigger'n my little finger up to giants
weighing two hundred and fifty pounds,
stays and shrouds and anchor chain—

Each week we send a new ship to sea
which takes a lot of rigging. Manila, hemp
and wire splicing. Measurements. Anchor
boom and winch tests. Tugging and haul-
ing ships from dock to dock by means of
chain falls and double lufts on blocks and
tackle.

Masts to bc stepped and hauled and
heaved into place, plumb true. Guns, boil-
ers, condensers, and machinety and pipe to
be put aboard. Signals to be learned for a
man can’t shout loud enough to be heard
above the terrific din of riveting hammers
and air guns biting off steel chips.

Shanghai Kelly knows all this work and
is teaching it to me. The yard has won the
coveted Army-Navy “E” award and intends
to hold it.

“Speakin’ o' thc devil--"
growled.

I heard a soft step to my right and turned
to see Kelly appear from behind three huge
drums of wire rope. He looked straight at
my uncle, his black eyes glinting with laugh-
ter.

“If you think so ill of me, Captain Zadoc
Quill, then why'd you turn O'Bannon here
over to me as my helper?”

“Because they ain’t a better rigger here
in the loft,” my uncle told him. “I want
the b’y to learn the trade and learn it right.
But I aint wantin’ him to follow ye into
the gutter nights and become mired in your
wickedness and sin.”

Kelly passed a long fingered hand before
his face and wiped his laughter away. His
eyes were hard and full and frightening and
the beaded moisture on his broad forehead
and at the roots of his curly black hair
seemed to have frozen there, so cold was he.

“If you had not already told me such
things to my face,” he said, his veice clear

my uncle

and ringing like a bell, “I'd tear you apart,
Cap’nug.\iﬁ!" P

Kelly tzx:ped my arm. “Come on, kid. We
got the ‘A’ frame to rig.”

As I followed Kelly to the door that led
down a flight of stairs to the yard level, 1
turned to look back at my uncle. He was
morose and glowering and I felt sorry for
him. His eyes had gone back on him and
he’d had to leave the sea. The best he could
do ashore was as rigging foreman in thc
shipyard. He liked neither the work nor the
men nor the low salary; yet he tried to make
the best of it. Now that he could not take
me to sea with him as had been his ambition,
he took me into the shipyard with him where
he could keep his thumb on me.

I WONDERED why he disliked Kelly so.

Kelly had got out of China ahead of the
Japs; there was some obscure tie between
him and my uncle and I wondered what it
was, Kelly had come to him with a letter
one gusty night several years before. I had
looked up from my high school books, sut-
prised to see that my uncle’s hand had trem-
bled as he read it.

My mind turned back to that night as
Kelly led me past a string of flat cars loaded
with propellers, giant shafts, gun mounts,
down between the machine shop and the
welding flat to Number “14” ways. The
“A” frame towered above us, steel struts
gaunt against the winter sky.

“What's eatin’ your uncle, kid?"" he asked
me, shifting the sagging gear belt on his
hips so that his marlin spike, wire nippers
and roping knife hung free for climbing.

“I dunno,” I said, not wanting to say too
much against my uncle.

“He’d better lay off,” Kelly rasped, mo-
bile lips twisted. I ain’t done 'im any
harm. If he keeps it up—"

Kelly was lithe, lean, dark and powerful,
flashing fire like metal under an Arctic sun.
Always ready with a quip, yet he seldom let
one catch the thought stream of his inner
self.

Like my uncle, I am discovering that I am
not one to keep black thoughts gidden.

Therefore, 1 prompted, “And you’ll do
what, Shanghai?”

“I'll get to rollin’—an’ hit another ship-
yard. Always hit the high spots, kid. Live
like a flame.”
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ranning tracks. As top flight middle dis-
tance men, they had competed against each
other often. The races always had been
dose, with Fallon winning most of them out-
doors, and with Tully winning most of them
om boards.

They hadn'’t liked each other then because
their thoughts and natures were too far apart.
Fallon had competed on the track with the
same cool steadiness he now used to fight
Japs in the air. Tully’s methods, also, had
not changed. He had run with a driving,
hell-for-leather futy which he applied now
in his fighting. His hair was red, his tem-
per short. His face was wide-jawed like 2
bulldog.

The last race which either of them had
run had been upon the boards of Madison
Square Garden, for the 600 yard national
tndoor championship. They were the two
top men, and both were primed to win.

The accident took place when the eight
ranners, all fighting for position, had
bunched hard upon the first turn. Someone
elbowed Fallon in the jam, throwing him off
stride. As he staggered to regain balance,
his short spikes raked the calf of the man
ahead of him, Klem Tully. Fallon went
on to win the race, and Tully tried to slug
him in the dressing room, claiming he'd been
spiked deliberately by Fallon.

They met for the next time on the Val-
can, and Tully had not changed his mind
about the race. He took up where he had
left off, accepting the only available form of
competition offered by the V' #lcan—the bag-
ging of Jap planes. Tully’s score at the
moment, was thirteen.

So Tully let his eyes meet Fallon’s every
chance he had. He let amusement show,
and a touch of contempt, too, because he
probably knew what was going on in Fal-
lon’s mind. Full membership in the six-
teen-club. Then what?

The next call to battle stations sounded
on 2 Monday morning. The Valcan had
been on the prowl in a business-like manner
for the past several days, as if her skipper
had something definite in mind.

The clamor of battle stations sent its sum-
mons through the ship before the pilots had
had a chance to digest their breakfast. The
thundering of the gongs and the blaring of
loud speakers caused some subtle change in
Huck Fallon's interior which made him

doubt that he’d digest the meal at all. It
seemed to fill his stomach like a lump of con-
crete.

Instinct sent him toward his foom on the
double, where he scooped up his flying geat
and his plotting board. Jim Colby got there
at the same time. He was small, peppety
and active. Both men worked at high speed
in the tiny cabin, but experience had syn-
chronized their efforts to the point where
there was no confusion. They headed for
the ready room together. On the way, Colby
said:

“If my amateur navigation talents are
worth a damn we're snoopin’ around in a
warmish part of the Pacific. I'll bet I could
get to Ponape from here in a box kite.”

They reached the ready room, found seats,
and unlimbered their plotting boards. The
information was coming down from air-plot.
The “talker” was taking the dope through
his ear phones, and relaying it to a sailor
who chalked it up on a blackboard. Fallon
automatically jotted down the stuff he’'d
need, weather conditions above target, point
option, and the approximate spot where the
Valcan could be found after the mission of
her planes was carried out. The men about
him were intently copying the same data.

Commander Olsen then gave them the
information in which they were really inter-
ested. He said:

“It's a convoy. One of our subs picked
it up late yesterday afternoon, and figured it -
was headed for Ponape. Our scouts con-
firmed this at daylight. It looks like the

- Japs are taking a long gamble to reinforce

Ponape with troops and supplies, because
they're risking considerable shipping. There

*are two troop ships and three cargo ships.

They must be taking in important stuff be-
cause they've sent three destroyers and a light
cruiser to ride herd. The Army’s sending
some foar-motored jobs over from the Mar-
shalls, but we're in a spot to get there first.
As much as we love the Army, we won’t be
sore if you guys don’t leave much for ‘em
to mop up. Any questions?”

The loud-speaker ordered, “Pilots man
your planes.” Several seconds later the ready
room was empty. Fallon could hear the fa-
miliar thunder of the motors being warmed
up on the flight deck. The sound died gradu-
ally before he got there, as the motors of
the crowded ships were stopped to eliminate
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“Money in the bank, Spike. Money in
.the bank,” Huck Fallon told him. “Keep

the old gal tuned, and I'll have another Nip
for you in no time.” He thumped Kelly's
arm reassuringly with his big fist, then
started back along the flight deck. There
was a rubbery feeling in his knees, a thin
mist of perspiration on his forehead. So the
Valcan's personnel was gambling that he
would, or would not bag his seventeenth Jap
crate. It was a gruesome thought, at best,
and certainly not one to forward the best
interests of the Vulcan. If a fifth man failed
to clear hurdle number seventeen, the
morale aboard this flat-top might get shot
to hell.

Klem Tully had knocked down another
pair of Zeros in the fight north of Ponape.
It brought Tully’s score to fifteen, and the
change in him was noticeable. He was sullen,
irritable, almost unapproachable. Fallon
gave him a wide berth. He didn’t want to
tangle with the guy. A nasty brawl at this
stage wouldn’t help things any.

Huck Fallon found himself awaiting with
impatient tautness his next air fight with the
Japs. He wanted to get it over with, settle
the matter one way or another. He was al-
most in a psychopathic state when the long-
awaited “battle stations™ finally sounded.

IT WAS another Japanese convoy, trying,
this time, to sneak unnoticed into the
bomb-battered bastion of Truk. The Valcan,
and her escort destroyers, plowed the sea in
that direction, traveling at top speed. The
fliers hurried to the ready room for briefing,
then hurried to their planes. A short time
later they were in the air.

Huck Fallon tried to shake his muscles
loose, but he didn't make much headway.
He cursed himself for a superstitious, me-
dieval moron, but he didn’t get far that way,
either, He could sense the feelings of the
man who flew with him. They were in the
mess almost as deeply as he was himself.
None of them wanted to believe that six-
teen was the limit for any man aboard the
Vaulcan. The present hop, therefore, was
virtually a clinical experiment, with Huck
Fallon as the guinea pig. If Fallon bagged
another Jap — and got back home to tell
about it, the men would be convinced a
curse of some sort had been lifted from the
ship. It was entirely up to Fallon.

SHORT STORIES .

But Huck Fallon didn’t get his Jap, al-
though a swarm of Truk-based Zeros were
aloft to give protection to their convoy. He
fought with everything he had, but he staged
a clumsy, blundering ineffective show.

Tiny leering devils of superstition danced
brazenly along the surface of his wings. He
tried to sweep them off with the vety vio-
lence of his maneuvers, but the little devils
clung like fleas.

He flew with desperation through the lacy
pattern of the tracers in the sky. On two
occasions it really looked as if he had his
Nip pinned back against the ropes, but the
little monkeys slipped away, to leave Huck
Fallon’s mind confused and sick.

He caught quick flashes of the other men,
a whim of Fate bringing Klem Tully into his
line of vision more repeatedly than any of
the others. He saw that Tully was staging
his usual reckless, slashing sort of fight, even
more so, because the mark of desperation
showed in Tully’s fighting, too.

Fallon saw Klem Tully get his sixtceath
plane. Tully blew the Jap to shreds, became
a full-fledged member of the Sixteen Club,
but Tully didn’t see the Zero on his tail. It
poured a burst in Tully’s Hellcat. Flame
spurted from the engine cowl, and fanned
back toward the cockpit. The Hellcat went
into a slip, and that’s the last Huck Fallon
saw of it. A Zero was on his own tail.

There was also a churning sickness in his
stomach. If he had needed further proof of
the sword which hung above him by a
thread, the bright burning of Tully’s plane
drove home conviction solidly.

Why try to buck a game where all the
cards were stacked against you? Why battle
the inevitable? Why kid himself that he
could change the writing on the wall? The
thought, he knew, was traitorous to every
decent instinct he had clung to, yct he
couldn’t summon enough will-power to sub-
due it.

His evasive work against the Japanese on
his tail was sloppy. He was well aware of
this, but somehow didn’t seem to care. ' He
knew, in a vague way, that he was quitting,
but that didn’t seem to matter either. In-
stinct kept him trying to escape, but there
was lethargy instead of brilliance to his fly-
ing. The Jap would nail him soon, and he
hoped it would be over swiftly, painlessly.

It wasn’t. The Nippo over-shot. He
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shot went wide, but so did the Jap's. Fallon
started plowing steadily toward shore, when
a strange thing happened. The Nippo placed
the muzzle of his gun against his own head,
pulled the trigger, blew his brains out.

“Well I'll be damned!” Huck Fallon mar-
veled.

Wading from the water, he stared down
at the dead Jap. Something was trying to
take form in Fallon's mind. He picked up
the Jap’s pistol, and found it to be empty.
The Jap had saved the last shot for himself.

“Just a quitter,” Fallon summed it up.
And then the vagueness left his thoughts.
“Just a quitter,” he repeated, “like Huck
Fallon. The Jap didn’'t have the guts to
gamble with his final shot, and neither did
Huck Fallon. They both curled up and
quit.”

E FELT a lot better after that, despite
the seriousness of his predicament. The
atoll was no larger than two hundred yards
in length or breadth—just sand. Looking
around Fallon saw the chute in which the
Jap had landed from the recent fight. Be-
yond that there was nothing else of interest.
Taking stock of things, Fallon was grate-
ful for %ﬁs small emergency pack, whose
principal content was the chemical device for
turning salt water into a brackish liquid
which could be safely drunk. There were
also limited rations, first-aid stuff, and a
mirror gun which would aim a flash of light
at a distant point.

Suddenly Fallon heard a shout behind
him, “Hey, there!”

He spun about, grabbed at his gun, then
suddenly realized that an enemy would have
shot before he called. Squinting eyes against
the glare, he finally made out a small life
raft directly in the path of the sun upon
the water. The raft had almost reached the
shore. Shading his eyes, Huck Fallon re¢-
ognized its occupant—Klem Tully.

Hurrying to the water’s edge, Fallon said
wonderingly, “Well Fll be damned! 1
thought they got you.”

Tully’s face was pale and strained. “Not
yet,” he answered bleakly. He beached the
rubber craft and said, “I sprained my ankle
bailing out. I guess you’ll have to help me.”

“Sure,” said Fallon.

Once ashore, Tully eased himself upon
the sand. Fallon watched him closely, be-
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cause the man was almost at the cracking
point. His lips twitched, and his eyes were

glassy. He seemed to have forgotten all of . :

his former enmity toward Fallon. Trying
to snap him from his funk, Huck Fallon
said:

“Well, looks like we were lucky after
all.”

“Lucky?” repeated Tully hollowly. “Don'’t
be a plain damn fool. Our numbers are up.
You know it as well as I do. We would
have been lucky if we’d both been killed out-
right. This wiy, we'll simply starve—go
nuts. The best that can happen to us is to
get picked up by the Nips—and you know
what that means. It's in the books, I tell
you. We've both knocked down sixteen Jap
crates.” _

Fallon took a pack of cigarettes and
matches from his water-proof case. He of-
fered a cigarette to Tully. Tully grabbed
it hungrily, and lighted up, hauling long
drags into his lungs. Fallon lighted one for
himself, then sat down on the sand.

He began to talk. Words, as a rule, came
hard to him, but he found an unexpected
ease with them just now. He talked partly
to Tully, partly to himself, getting stuff off
his chest, putting into words the things
which snarled his mind and fouled his judg-
ment. His thoughts came clearer as he talked,
and he was able to interpret them into terms
of common sense in contradiction to the
weird, distorted beliefs he had permitted in
his brain.

He told at last about the Jap whom he

~ had found upon the island, how the Jap had

had every chance to kill him, but had gone
in for hara-kiri in the end. Huck Fallon
drew a careful, sane conclusion from the
incident.

He gazed across the water as he talked,
gradually aware that, from an occasional co-
vert glance, Klem Tully's eyes came slowly
to his face and stayed there. He could feel
the tension leaving Tully, replaced by an
almost pathetic eagerness to believe the
words which Fallon spoke. Fallon ended
with:

“It seems to add up, Klem, We were
both quitters, like the Jap. I was scared,
scared green, and afraid to admit it to my-
self. But, as I see it now, I've licked the
jinx.” '

“So what?” said Tully sourly. “You'll
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separate warnings from two Vulcan men.

“Heads up, Huck! Coming down at you
from six o'clock!”

“Your tail, Huck! Woatch it!”

As it was, both Nips had the chance to
leave their dives and smother him with
steel. The pattern of the tracers all about
him made it look as if they'd caught him in
a net.  If either of the enemy had been
good shots, one of them would have nailed
him sure. Instead, they let their excitement
over cold meat send them off half cocked.
Their slugs chewed up Huck Fallon’s right
wing, and the fuselage behind him. One
bullet ripped a groove in the plastic of his
green house. Chill air rushed in to slap
against the hotness of his face.

He came out of the chandelle into an S.A.
turn, hoping for a pot shot at the Zeros if
they continued diving—which they didn't.
Both Nips were too foxy. One of them
held altitude with a tight loop to stay on
Fallon's tail. The other flattened out and
came boring in from the starboard side. A
voice came through the radio:

“Sit tight, Huck! I've got the monkey on
your taill Bingo, there he goes!”

Huck Fallon’s rear-view mirror showed
the Zero on his tail disintegrate. He turned
his attention to the other, banked sharply
toward it, and felt the Jap slugs pecking at
his horizontal stabilizer.

_ Fallon held his bank, and the Nippo stuck
atound. Fallon gave the Hellcat everything
he had, but the Hellcat acted like a balky
horse, and Fallon knew the fault was his.
The plane had absorbed a mauling, sure,
but not enough to make it act that way. It
was his heavy hand upon the stick, and his
clumsy feet upon the rudder bar.

The Jap in the other crate knew how to
fly, and he had a sweet ship in which to show
his skill. He might have bagged Huck Fal-
lon, if another Vaulcan Hellcat hadn’t
pounced upon the Jap instead.

And then it dawned on Fallon what was
taking place. The V#lcan men were watch-
ing out for him, guarding him like some-
thing delicate and rare. He doubted very
much if they’d discussed the thing before
hand, or actually realized what they were
doing now. It was a spontaneous demon-
stration, born of their great fear at losing
him, not as an individual, but for what he
represented in their scheme of things.
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The truth of this hit Fallon like a black-
jack on his skull. These men should be pro-
tecting the bombets down below, not him.
They must have forgotten all of that under
the hypnotic urge to bring Huck Fallon back
alive, It was incredible, fagtastic, but the
facts were as plain before him as the in-
struments on his panel.

Something happened to Huck Fallon then,
something which shot up like 2 mushroom
from the welter of his sudden shame. He
couldn’t name the thing that happened to
him. Probably it had no name, but he felt
it rippling through his body like a cool,

‘calm stream. His feet went light upon the

rudder bar, his hand upon the stick was
sensitive and sure. The tension left his
eyes, and steadiness crept in. The Hellcat
felt the change, and bellowed happily.

He glanced around him, letting the pat-
tern of the fight rest clearly on his vision. -
It looked like a tangled mess, but each blaz-
ing group of fighting ships had its own sig-
nificance to Fallon—now. Some of the Hell-
cats were hard pressed, others had the situ-
ation in control.

The dive bombers had all peeled off, and
there were enough fighters down below to
keep them covered—probably the Hellcats
from the Thor. The brawl up here was
tightly knit, with the Hellcats still outnum-
bered.

One Hellcat, a thousand feet above was
in a jam. Fallon saw it belonged to Barry
Maitland. Three Zeros, though wary of the
Hellcat’'s fangs, were skillfully working
it into position for a kill. Fallon tilted his
crate’s nose upward, gave it all the power
it could absorb, and said:

“Hang on, Barry! Here we come!”

The Hellcat clawed for altitude, and
gulped it down in chunks. Fallon was on
a level with the dogfight before the Zero
pilots noticed him. Then one of them broke
off from Maitland, slashing in to head off
Fallon.

The Jap got in a long, wild burst before
Fallon flipped the Hellcat’s nose around to
meet him. It began to look as if the Nippo
had a ramming job in mind, but Fallon held
his fire until the top of the enemy cockpit
was dead center in his sights. e Nip
would not live long enough to ram.

The Zero’s pilot must have doped this
out himself, because he last his netve, and
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went into a twisting dive. Fallon snapped
the Hellcat’s stick almost against the panel,
and the crate went over with a force which
boosted Fallon hard against his belt.

He held it in the outside loop, then rolled
into » reverse Immelmana which almost
snapped his head off. But, even in his mo-
ment of sharp dizziness, he found brief time
to marvel at the skill which had so suddenly
returned to him. A violent, exact maneuver
of that sort would have been impossible for
him five minutes sooner.

He came out on the Nippo’s tail, and the
enemy, seeing this, made frantic efforts to
escape. But he might as well have tried to
flee his shadow. Huck Fallon’s touch was
back, his deadly calmness in control again.
He simply flew, outguessed the Jap as surely
as if the Nip had signaled all his tricks be-
forehand.

In a final desperate try, the Jap went into
a squitrel cage, trying to out-turn the Hell-
cat. ‘The circle tightened, then got tighter
still. Plastered hard against his seat, Huck
Fallon waited patiently.

The Jag cracked first. He began to slip.
Fallon judged the exact instant when the Jap
would try to duck to safety. He whipped
his Hellcat in, and down. He lined the Zero
dead upon his sight, then gently pressed the
trigger.

He felt the bucking of his plane, as its
tracers slashed into the crate ahead. He
held the trigger down and let his bullets tear
the Jap to dog meat. The Zero exploded in
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a ball of flame, which rocked Huck Fallon’s
ship. No doubt about #bat kill—no doubt
at all. The Sixteen Club was just a washed:
out memoty, now.

The radios began to crackle as the news
spread. Huck Fallon had to grin, as the
words came bouncing to his ears, excited
words, exultant words.

“Huck Fallon got his seventeenth!”

“Ea-a-a-yow! He made it, guys!”

“The choir will now sing, Halleluiah!”

THE fight wound up a short time after
that, but not before Huck Fallon had
knocked down his eighteenth.

The homeward trip was uneventful, but
discipline aboard the Vxlcan wobbled badiy
when the fighters came back with the
news,

Spike Kelly let the big tears travel frankly
down his homely pan.

“And 1 ain’t bawlin’, sir,” he said, “be-
cause you won me all that dough.”

“I know you're not, Spike,” Fallon said,
having a little trouble with the words.

He went next to Tully's cabin. He hadn’t
realized, until now, that he’d been worried
about Tully. Fallon found him on his
bunk, still nursing his bad ankle. Tully ob-
viously had heard the news. There was a

new expression in his face. His first words
werc:

“I'm not scared any longer, Huck.”

“I'm glad,” said Fallon soberly. “Damn
glad.”






















o BOOLSFIGHT BEEZNESS

nostrils and starts lumbering off in that
direction.

“Ah, qué suave!” grins Kitey, as he reins
around to follow him. “Joost one more
boolsfight, before we vamos, eb?”

“Sounds like he’s down in the Amargoso,
somewheres around the Vega Escondida,” I
says. “What the hell you reckon cattle is
doing down there?” '

We soon find out. From the rim of Amar-
goso Canyon we ketch a glimpse of cattle
down in the Hidden Meadow at the bottom,
and yonder below where the canyon boxes
in to the narrows, there is a curl of blue
smoke drifting up through the green um-
brella of a clump of cottonwoods.

Kitey don’t say nothing, and neither do I,
but both of us draw back into the junipers
right quick, slip off our ponies and crawl
back out to the edge for a better look. But
the way them cliffs jut and curve, it’s a hard
canyon to look into. Except for a glimpse of
an ol’ yaller bull pawin’ the earth, we can’t
see no more than we had at first. Meantime
Papa Tomis seems to think he has found a
way to git down there. It's a steep, narrow
deer trail, and from the looks of it, if this
bull makes it down there without slipping
over a cliff and busting his neck, he'll be
lucky.

As for us folleting him with the horses,
it just ain’t fair to horse-flesh to risk it.

“Mira, Papa Charley,” Kitey practically
whispers, as if we might be heard plumb
down in the canyon. “You see those reem of
cliffers joost part way down there? Spozzin’
we leave the horses, we crawl down there,
an’ watch those boolsfight joost like from
grandstand, eh?” ‘

“It ain’t the bullfight I'm so much inter-
ested in, now,” I says. “What I want to
know is who's got a fire down there under
them cottonwoods—an’ what for? You
reckon it's somcbody hair-brandin’ the OF
Man’s calves?”

“What we care for the calfs of Papa
Jone?” Kitey shrugs. But he also gives me
a wink. “Mira! From those cliffers reem,
we see the whole vega—then if somebody
come out making monkeys-beezness weeth
that cattle, maybe we gonna see what he
look like, eh? Then from Arizoona we write
Papa Jone a letter. ‘Dear Sir: The rostlers
that slippeting your calfs, she’s a short tall
man weeth small beeg sombrero riding one
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black sorrel horse.” Then he can feeger out
who ees it, eh?”

It ain't easy rock-squirreling our way
down to that lookout rim and by the time
we make it, oI’ Papa Tomis is already down
in the meadow, bowing up to this big line-
back bull.

“Look at that Papa Tomis!” whispers
Kitey. “She’s sure one esmart bool! Don’t
gonna locked horns unteel he got a down-
heel poosh!”

The yaller bull is considerably bigger than
Papa Tomis, and you can sce that he knows
it. As they bow up purt near shoulder to
shoulder, it is plain that he aims to close for
battle right quick, without no foolishness.
But Papa Tomis is wary and keeps on cir-
cling him. Suddenly ol’ Lincback makes a
lunge to ketch the brindle in the shoulder,
but the battle-scarred head of Papa Tomas
swings to meet him, and the crash of them
horn roots together sounds like a freight
train hittin’ a brick wall.

For the next few seconds it is a head-to-
head deadlock, then gradually the big line-
back begins to push Papa Tomas back.

“Cuidado! Papa Tomds!” whispers Kitey
hoarsely, “Don’t let him poosh you against
the cliffers!”

Just then a man on horseback rides into
the meadow from the cottonwood clump.

Evidently this feller don’t spy us. His
eye-search seems to satisfy him, for he lets
down his rope, lopes into the meadow and
swings his loop at a calf. He has just got
it roped and is starting to drag it down to
them cottonwoods where he’s evidently got
a hot iron waiting, when that bullfight busts
wide open. Pushed purt near back against
the cliff, Papa Tomis pulls his usual fast
one by seeming to give way, then suddenly
side-stepping and lunging in at the yafler
bull's flank with them sharp, up-curving,
saca tripas horns of his.

WITH a big whoosh of wind, the big
lineback goes down with the hide
ripped off about two feet of ribs. Yet some-
how he manages to roll from under before
Papa Tomis can plunge them horns plumb
into his guts, and scramble to his feet. With
a blatt like a stuck calf he turns tail and
starts getting out of there—fast.

Like I said before, when a whupped bull
starts leaving, it don’t matter to him what’s
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his neck and Jack McKee consigning him to
a hot hell.

“Anybody can swing a bat,” Thomas mur-
mured, “and is over the draft age, we want.”

Duke Malloy watched Pat Harrigan step-
ping up to the rubber again. He'd been back
three weeks with the Grays, filling in at
second after Eddie Townsend got his call
from the army. He was holding up, and
hitting over .300, but the fans remembered
him; they wanted to see him come up into
the stands again.

Red was calling for a hook to McCord—
a hook which cut in toward the Cougar bats-
man’s stick. Duke Malloy moistened his lips
and glanced again toward Ledeaux at third
base. Ledeaux should have been deeper and
closer to the sack for a boy like McCord,
and Ledeaux knew it; Red Feeney was a
smart enough catcher to know that a batter
like McCord loved those incoming hooks
from a left hander. Still Feeney called the
pitch and Harrigan—a smart pitcher—was
throwing it!

Harrigan’s hook came in on McCord’s bat,
breaking exactly where the Cougar wanted
it. McCord cut, swinging his body toward
third base as he did so. The ball leveled off
down the third base line, passing over the
sack not more than ten inches from the
ground, and bouncing on the left side of
the white stripe. Foul ball.

Duke Malloy glanced toward the Gray
bench where Sam Wade, manager, was sit-
ting by the water cooler. Wade had been
the shortstop on that crack outfit which the
Duke had managed in the old days. He'd
been very smart, and it didn’t seem possible
that he wasn’t aware of what was going on
under his nose.

Ledeaux should have been playing the
batsman differently; Feeney never should be
calling that kind of pitch to a batter who
loved close balls. The Grays had a one run
lead against the second place club and they
needed this game—badly. A Cougar win
today would put them a single game behind
the leaders.

Frenchy Ledeaux came in with the ball to
the box and said a few words to Harrigan.
He walked back and the Duke watched him
coldly. He'd never had any use for the
classy Canuck third baseman even in the old
days. Ledeaux, big for a Frenchman, sallow-
faced, grinning white teeth, smiled at every-
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body; he had a good word for everybody,
but he didn’t mean it.
“Throw it here,” Feeney yelled. “Talk it

" up, gang.”

TTHE two kids in the Gray infield, young
Lew Maxwell at short, and Harry Bixby
at first, let out a few shouts and then quieted
down again. They weren’t sure any more.
Maxwell was about nineteen, and Bixby, 2
4-F, about twenty-two. They were very
young for a pennant-bound crew, and it was
hot. '

Feeney was signalling for that same hook.
The Duke tightened his lips and made a
move to go into the box, but changed his
mind. Jack McKee had talked to him before
the first game he played with the Grays.

“We want you back, Duke,” the old man
snapped, “but we don’t want your mouth.
You play ball for us and you'll get paid big
league money. Stay out of trouble.”

The Duke smiled coldly. Maybe McKee -
didn’t know what was going on out on the
diamond these afternoons. There had been
other cases where the Duke would have liked
to question Red Feeney’s judgment in hand-
ling the Gray pitching staff—good kids, but
inexperienced. Feeney called for the wrong
pitch—to the enemy batter’s strength instead
of his weakness. Twice the Grays had lost
on one hit.

Harrigan took his stretch and curved the
hook in toward McCord’s bat. The Cougar
hammered it on the ground toward third
base. It was down the line, and if Ledeaux
had been stationed in the right position, the
ball would have been an easy out—possibly
a double play.

The Frenchman got over very fast to
knock down the ball. It was an incredulous
stop—the kind only Ledeaux could have
made because he was the class of the league
at the hot corner.

The Duke skipped over to cover the sec-
ond sack, not expecting Ledeaux to make a
play there. The Canuck scooped up the
ball and whistled it to second in an attempt
to force the Cougar runner. They didn’t
throw any harder than Ledeaux and he would
bave had the force play if the throw hadn’t
pulled the Duke off the bag. Both runners
were safe.

Duke Malloy walked in and tossed the
ball to Harrigan. The pitcher’s face was
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Grays are a top club in the league. They'll
be worth plenty next season.”

“Don’t I know it,” Wade growled. “But
old Mac has his mind made up. He hasn’t
had 2 winner since you took us in, Duke,
and he’s getting a little disgusted. It's been
around that he’ll throw up if the Grays lose
the pennant.” '

“Where does that put Feeney and Le-
deaux?” Duke Malloy asked. “They’re not
buying?”

“No,” Wade agreed. “Jack McKee has
had a few offers already. The highest bid
came from Sam Borden.”

“Borden?” the Duke muttered. “The
gambler!” He remembered Sam Borden
from the old days at the race track. Borden
was a plunger and not too straight if he
could find an angle.

“Borden and Feeney were ptetty good
friends one time,” Wade was saying. “Does
it make any sense now, Duke?”

“It’s measuring up,” the Duke growled.
“If they’re working together and the Grays
lose out, Borden picks up a good buy.”
He paused. “Feeney always wanted to run
this club; he’ll be 1n for a2 good job. Le-
deaux and Harrigan maybe get their salaries
doubled for their efforts.”

“That’s how I figured it,” Wade admit-
ted. “But where’s the proof? Who can de-
cide when an error is deliberate?”

“You don’t have to string along with
those rats,” the Duke told him. “If you're
running the club you can fire them whenever
you want to.”

“It’s not as easy as that,” Wade explained.
“This little monkey, Shane, is wise to the
whole business. He knows Borden made an
offer for the club and he has no use for me.
He wants a story—a scoop, the dirtier the
better.”

“So if you trade Feeney, Ledeaux and
Harrigan,” the Duke murmured, “Shane will
claim you're working with Borden to lose
the pennant.”

“You got it,” Wade stated flatly. “Those
three guys are supposed to be the backbone
of this club, and they were all season till
Borden came into the picture. TI'll stake 2
year's salary that he bought them out.”

Duke Malloy stared out the window. If
Borden purchased the club and Feeney be-
came manager it meant that he was through
with the Grays, and he’d had hopes of stick-
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ing—maybe 3s coach next season or the sea-"
son after. He'd be getting several times
what he could get in the sticks.

“I want you to keep your eyes open,
Duke,” Wade was saying. “If you see or
hear anything let me know. When I put
these guys on the block I might need some-
body to talk for me.”

“You know how far my word goes around
here,” Duke Malloy muttered. “I'm like

a guy on parole.”

THE Cougars moved out the next after-
noon and the Trojans, fourth place, cam-
in. The Trojans didn't figure to be nearly
as tough as the fast-moving Cougars. Sam
Wade started Hal Sackett, the right hander,
the first of the series. Sackett threw a tricky
knuckler and had been around quite a while.

“"We'll see what they can do today,” Sam
Wade whispered to the Duke before the
game. They still had a full game lead on
the Cougars, but the second place club was
stacking up against the last place Lions, a
five game series which they should sweep
without any trouble.

Hackett got by for three innings. In the
fourth the Trojans nicked him for a run. The
Grays came back with three in the fifth, the
Duke contributing a single with two aboard.
Frenchy Ledeaux broke up the rally by miss-
ing third base, coming down from second
on Bixby’s screaming smash to left-center.
The umpire ruled him out when the alert
Trojan third baseman chased the Canuck
into the dugout with the ball.

Sam Wade looked at Duke Malloy, his
eyes bleak. Neither man said anything. In
the stands it had looked like an accident. Le-
deaux put up 2 big kick with the umpire
and had the watch pulled on him.

“Get out on the field,” Wade said at last.
“Play ball.”

In the seventh inning with the bases
loaded for the Trojans and two away, Hac-
kett threw in a knuckler, the ball breaking
into the dirt. It got away from Feeney and
rolled to the net, the runner from third com-
ing in. The next batsman singled, and the
Trojans held a 4 to 3 lead.

Red Feeney was as sore as a red hen when
he came into the dugout.

“Those damn knucklers,”
growled.

Duke Malloy laughed out loud as he bent

the catcher















P DIAMOND DOUBLE CROSS

Clellan hammered Redfern’s hook against
the left field fence scoring Ledeaux. It was
2 to O at the end of the first.

Up on the scoreboard the Duke watched
the figures going up for the other games.
There would be no markers for the Eagle-
Cougar game for some time.

Wallace, the Jay . hurler, threw a fast
breaking hook, and he had the Gray batters
biting badly the first three innings. In the
fourth a double by Logan and a single by
Pitts broke the ice for the Grays. The Duke
ended the inning by lifting a fly ball to short
center.

In the fifth the Grays came back again,
fighting mad, slashing out four successive
hits against Wallace and driving him from
the box. Bixby opened with a single; Lan-
nigan dragged a bunt through first base and
was safe. Young Brand, at third for Le-
dcaux, doubled both runners home, giving
them a 3 to 2 lead. Atwood’s single to
right made it 4 to 2 for the Grays.

Duke Malloy sat on the bench, grinning
at Sam Wade. They watched Harrigan strid-
ing in from the bull pen. Red Feeney came
out from behind the plate, lips curling in a
snarl.

“It might not be so hard after all,” Sam
Wade murmured. “These kids of ours are
playing ball, Duke.”

Harrigan stopped the rally abruptly and
the Grays took the field at the start of the
sixth with a 4 to 2 lead.

Red Feeney slashed a sharp single over
shott to start the inning. The Duke watched
the catcher edging off first base. The Jays
would probably work a hit and run on the
next pitch, or they could decide to attempt
a sacrifice bunt.

McVeigh, batting for the Jays, slapped
the ball down at short after a futile attempt
to bunt. Maxwell had to come in for the
roller. Duke Malloy cut over to cover the
sack. It was going to be close. He could
hear Feeney's pounding feet not far behind
him.

Maxwell came up with the ball and
whipped it to second just as the Duke
touched the sack with his foot. Feeney hit
him from behind, knocking the ball from
his glove, and sprawling him in the dirt.
Both runners were safe.

The Duke climbed to his feet, face white
with rage. He looked at Feeney and then at
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the umpire standing a few feet away. A
smash at Feeney's chin now would probably
put him out of the ball game.

“How's it feel?” the red-head grinned.

UKE MALLOY walked back to his

position. Redfern, beginning to feel the

pace, let go a wild pitch and both runners
advanced to second and third respectively.

Sam Wade stood up in the dugout and
waved to the bull pen. Sackett started to
warm up. With none away, Wade gave the
order to pass Albright, Jay seccond baseman.

Redfern handed out four straight balls on
the outside and Albright trotted to first, fill-
ing the sacks. The Gray infield moved up
close, hoping for a ground ball.

The Duke felt the tension. It was getting
tight now. He heard the roar from the stands
as the numbers went up on the scoreboard
behind him. Glancing back he noticed that
the Cougars had knocked in six runs the
first inning against the Eagles, and two the
second. It was* 8 to O for the Cougars, and
the game practically cinched.

Sam Wade saw the scoreboard also and
he shook his head. They had to win now.

Redfern edged up on the rubber and took
his stretch with Harrigan batting. The Jay
hurler had been a pretty fair sticker with
the Grays.

He hit from the left side.

Redfern got a two and two count and then
Harrigan cut, the ball moving straight down
toward second. It was hit sharply enough
to insure an out at home plate, and possibly
another out at first.

The Duke took two steps and bent down.
He'd handled these balls a thousand times
—two thousand times in his career. It was
a mechanical act. This ball struck a tiny
pebble and bounded over the heel of his
glove, rolling through his legs toward right
field.

Stunned, he turned around to watch it as
the Jay runners scampered over the plate.
Two came in, tieing the score. Up in the
stands they were on their feet, howling with
rage. Several pop bottles fell in the infield
and the umpires had to call time till they
were picked up. Wads of newspapers were
hurled down from the upper tiers all around
the diamond. ,

Sick at heart, the Duke plodded back ¥
his position. From the seats that little bad
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hop couldn’t be discerned. The ball had
barely leaped over his glove.

McKee was standing up in the box, talk-
ing rapidly to Sam Wade who was on the
dugout steps. The Duke, without hearing
the words, knew the tenor of the conversa-
tion. McKee wanted him benched immedi-
ately, but Wade was shaking his head.

The play went on with Meade blasting a
line single to left scoring another run and
putting the Jays in the lead. Redfern went
out and Sackett came in. It was 5 to 4 for
the Jays when the inning ended.

Duke Malloy came in with his cap pulled
down tight over his eyes. He heard the boos
but he didn't look up. Sam Wade said:

“What happened, Duke?”

“She hopped bad,” Duke Malloy told him
quietly. “You can believe that or not, Sam.”

“I believe it,” Wade nodded. He added
as an afterthought, “McKee doesn’t.”

“You want me to finish? Duke Malloy
asked.

“If we go down,” Wade said, “we'll go
together.” He grinned. “We need one run,
Duke.”

Harrigan, with only a day’s rest, was hurl-
ing brilliant ball, his hooks breaking on the
comers, turning, back Gray batter after bat-
ter,

In the cighth the Jays threatened again,
the Canuck starting the proceedings with a
line single to center. He stole second with
two away, knifing Duke Malloy’s legs from
bencath him as he hit the sack. The throw
from the plate was slow and Ledeaux was
safe.

Shaking, the Duke got to his feet and
dusted himself off. The spike wound was
bleeding again and he could feel the blood
in his sock, sceping down into his spike
shoes. This was the eighth and he had an
inning left to redeem himself.

Sackett passed the next batter and then
Red Feency came into the rectangle with
two down and two aboard. The Jay catcher
slammed the first pitch through the box,
nearly taking off Sackett’s legs.

Duke Malloy cut over on legs that had
suddenly become wobbly. He saw the white
pill shooting over the bag and then he flung
himself headlong, knocking the ball down
with his bare hand.

From a sitting position he tossed it to
h*_axwell covering the bag, making the final
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out. The kid shortstop didn’t say anything
as they went in. It would take a great deal
to make up for that bobble with the bases
loaded.

Harrigan stopped them again, and they
went into the ninth still trailing the Jays by
a single run. The Cougars had made it 10
to 0 against the Eagles in the fourth inning.

Sam Wade was standing up as his team
trotted toward the bench after retiring the
Jays in order,

“We need a run,” Wade said quietly.

Allen, kid catcher, jaw clenched, rammed
a single into right field. The Duke heard the
noise from the dugout. He was too tired
even to lean forward.

Wade threw in Peluso, a pinch hitter for
Sackett. Peluso made a great show of hit-
ting away, and then dropped a bunt along
first base. He was out but Allen got to sec-
ond base.

ADE walked down to talk to Ken Lo-

gan the next Gray batter. The Duke
stirred as Pitts went out of the dugout to
select his bat. He followed Pitts, and if
either man hit safely, he would get another
crack at Harrigan.

Logan waited quietly, fouling off several
pitches till he got the one he wanted. The
Duke heard Logan’s yellow bat crack as the
little centerfielder slammed one down the
left field line. The Gray crowd roared as
Allen cut for third and rounded the sack.

Wade called him back as leftfielder,
Meade, threw a strike to Feeney from left
field. Logan chased down to second, putting
runners on second and third with one away.

Pitts came into’ the rectangle, obviously
nervous. He was on the spot and he knew
it. Duke Malloy came out of the dugout and
walked to the bat rack, sclecting his black
stick.

Pitts cut at Harrigan’s hook, missing it
cleanly on the first pitch. He took two balls
and then lifted a fly behind the plate.
Feeney gathered it in for out two.

The Duke looked at Wade and waited.
He heard Jack McKee's voice behind him,
bellowing at Wade.

“Take that bum out,” McKee roared.

“He bats for me,” Wade said grimly. I
run this club on the field, Mac.”

“You won’t run it after today,” McKee
told him.
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distress message, scribbled in the captain’s
handwriting.

SOS ABANDONING SHIP IN LAT
28.46 NORTH LONG 35.19 WEST
REQUEST ASSISTANCE

Jeffrey was even more baffled. It was
usual to state the cause of the distress in an
SOS call, such as collision, torpedoed. In
the Granton's case, it scemed to have been
withheld.

“If it didn't sound quite so batty,” Jeff-
rey whispered feebly, “T'd say it’s all one big
joke, and pretty soon all hands will pop
out of hiding.”

He suddenly became still as the sound of
motors penetrated the closed cabin. Besides
the door through which he had entered,
there was another leading on deck. Darting
to it, Jeffrey snapped back the catch, but
just as he was about to rush out, he froze
with the door only partly open.

A large U-boat was approaching the mo-
tionless Granton, her deck and supetstruc-
ture still wet from recent surfacing. Her
commander seemingly knew that the mer-
chant vessel was abandoned, for he was ma-
neuvering to come alongside, and men stood
fore and aft with lines for making her fast;
but he was also guarding against a possibil-
ity that enough men might still be aboard
the Granlon to man her gun, since the
U-boat’s own gun was ready for action, and
a machine-gun mounted on the conning
tower swayed too and fro in an arc that cov-
ered the merchantman’s decks.

JEFFREY hastily closed the door again,
lest the machine- er spot him and
give him a playful burst. He guessed that the
U-boat intended to search the Grantor for
secret books and papers and other material
of value to the German Naval Intelligence,
loot her, and then withdraw and shell her
until she blew up. But where would he be
when that ha(fpened?

“It won’t do me any good to hide,” Jef-
frey groaned. :

He sank into the operator’s chair, feeling
that it would be safer to let himself be found
rather than venture out on deck and be shot
at as something moving. Before long he feit
the bump as the submarine came alongside,
and soon he heard footsteps on deck. Day-
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light partly filled the cabin as the door was
suddenly wrenched open by a young
haughty-faced German officer in blue uni-
form. Behind him was a sailor in half whites
and blues.

The officer started at the sight of Jeffrey
sitting calmly in the semi-darkness. The
pistol gripped in his free hand came up
sharply, but was slowly lowered.

“Nice morning, Lieutenant,” said Jeffrey
casily. :

The officer took in the room at a glance.
“Are you der vireless operator?” he de-
manded.

“No. Chief steward to you. Belly robber
to the late crew.”

“Vy did you not abandon ship vit der
rest?”

Jeffrey grinned. I wasn’t called in time.”

The officer frowned. “You try to be
funny, no? Vy vos she abandoned?”

Jeffrey grinned again. “Your guess is as
good as mine.”

“T see,” snapped the German. “You vill
not talk.” He turned to the U-boat sailor,
said samething in German, and then looked
back at Jeffrey. “Do not try to go from der
cabin,” he warned, and then strode away.

The sailor, also armed with a pistol, re-
mained by the door. He could not speak
English, and so Jeffrey sat mute until the of-
ficer returned some twenty minutes later.
Beckoning Jeffrey to follow him, he led the
way down to the next deck and along to
another officer, who, judging by the way the
young officer saluted and stepped aside, was
obviously the U-boat commander. He was in
blues and wore a crushed cap, and his face
look to Jeffrey as if he had just sucked a
lemon. He studied Jeffrey with a pair of
steely-blue eyes.

“Before I destroy this ship,” he said in
slow careful English, “I shall have to decide
what to do with you—whether to leave you
on board, or encumber myself with you in
the submarine. My decision will be governed
by the manner in which you answer my ques-
tions. You understand my meaning per-
fectly?”

“Sure,” returned Jeffrey.
else—"

The commander frowned. “Why was the
ship abandoned, and why did you not go in
the boats?”

So it was as much a mystery to him! Jef-

“Talk or



. ‘ NO KIDDING

frey was suddenly dismayed by a doubt
whether he would be able to convince the
commander that he knew as little as he did.
The commander might suspect that he was
hiding something, and deal with him accord-
ingly. He stood looking at the commander
dumbly.

“You refuse to answer?” demanded the
commander.

Jeffrey groaned to himself. He'd have to
make up something and hope to get away
with it. He wouldn’t be any worse off if he
failed.

“I can’t say for sure why she was aban-
doned,” said Jeffrey hesitantly, “but—well,
I have a pretty good idea.” He paused to
let his mind run on ahead feverishly look-
ing for it.

“What is it?”

“Well, you see”—Jeffrey was desperately
waiting for an inspiration, and suddenly it
came—"the captain got scared during the
night.” Jeffrey spoke as if reluctant to make
the admission.

“For what reason?” asked the commander
curiously.

“A radio message he got yesterday after-
noon—a report that a submarine had been
sighted on our course. It might have been
yougs.”

“Possibly. But go on,” snapped the com-
mander impatiently.

“Well, I figure it gave him the jitters. In
fact,” went on Jeffrey as ideas began to come
fast, “'we all had them on and off ever since
we sailed with a full load of explosives.
U-boat fever, we call it. We’ve all been tot-
pedoed two or three times, the captain
oftener. So when it got round yesterday
about the submarine, it only needed a word
from the captain to start a scramble for the
boats. I guess he must have cracked during
the night. All I know is that I woke up this
morning and found the boats and everybody
gone.”

The commander’s eyes gleamed with in-
tense satisfaction; but suddenly they nar-
rowed. “The jitters,” he observed curiously,
“did not interfere with your sleep.”

“Last night I drank almost 2 whole quart
of scotch to steady my nerves. That usually
fixes me up for a day or two. I guess that’s
why I slept through the alarms for abandon
ship. I think everybody was in too big a
hurry to get away to bother to check up.
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“And do not the captain and crew ex-
pect to be punished when they reach Amet-
1ca?” dpursued the commander. “They were
picked up almost immediately by a Spanish
ship bound there.”

‘Sure. They'll be sent to concentration
camps. But ‘who cares about that? No
U-boats there.”

“Concentration camps!” The U-boat com-
mander seemed to pounce on this. *America
boasts of having no need for them.” ~

“They're called rest camps—supposed to
be for seamen taking a rest cure for convoy
nerves. But so many have been deserting
ship or refusing to sail that the Government
had to start using them instead of jails, to
keep it from leaking out. It's got so bad that
they’re having to bring the President aboard
some ships to plead with crews to sail.”

The commander caught his breath. “The
President!”

“No kidding. They bring him aboard in
disguisc, so it won’t get around. One of our
crew saw him come aboard his last ship
wearing red whiskers.”

TH‘E commander’s, sour face lit up glee-
fully. He turned to the young officer,
and for a few moments the pair chuckled
remarks together in German. Jeffrey caught
the word “"Goebbels,” and he had to
struggle to keep a straight face at the
thought that his spoofing story might be
broadcast to the world from the German
Propaganda Ministry.

The commander turned back to him.
“You have answered my questions very sat-
isfactorily. For that you will have the free-
dom of the ship during our stay here, except
that you must remain in your cabin after
dark.”

Jeffrey eyed him in astonishment. “After
dark! Then how Jong do you mean to stay
aboard?”

“A day or two, perhaps more. T wish to
take advantage of this exceptional oppor-
tunity to give my men a rest cure.” The com-
mander smiled at his quip. "We have been
at sea for two months, and they will enjoy
the chance of stretching their legs, com-
fortable bunks, hot baths with unlimited
water. I really came in the hope of replenish-
ing my stores. We heard the SOS. I was
curious because no reason was given, and
suspected that the ship might still be afloat.
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