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12 " SHORT STORIES -

‘R7E SHAKE. And that should have

¥ settled it beyond any argument. But
a couple of days later, when me and Bull-
dozer are gum-shoein’ around tryin’ to find
a home with a mother and two empty
places at the table an Indian yells at me,

“Don’t pay no attention to him,” Bull-
dozer warns. “Some buck’s workin' over
his squaw. Squaws are tough and Christ-
mas is around the corner.”

The buck tries to tell me somethin’ in
English and I don’t get it, so he switches
to dialect and it happens I understand his
lingo. As he finishes Bulldozer says, “Tell
the squaw to kick the buck on the shins,
or work him over with her elbows and
knees. That'll sober him up.”

“It ain’t nothin’ like that, Bulldozer,”
I answer. “Somebody’s comin’ down the
river on a raft.”

“Then they'll get here,” he

“I’'m not so sure,” I tell him.
is the latest season this part of the coun-
try’s had. Rivers are usually froze tight.
The native says this man’s raft is caught
in an ice jam and seems to have froze
there. It’s only ten miles upriver.”

“White man?” he asks.

“Yeah,” I answer.

“Then what the hell are we waitin’
for?” he snaps. “Let’s get goin’!”

We hook up a dog team and drive up
the river. Ice has formed out from each
bank, but it ain’t met in the middle yet.
Slush ice, driftin’ down, forms little jams
which freeze, but pretty soon they break up
and the stream’s open again. When it gets
a little colder they’ll stick, then she’ll
freeze from bank to bank.

Mixed up with this slush ice is a raft.
A man’s sprawled on it and one leg is
submerged and covered with ice. His
body’s faced downward, the arms sprawled
out, and the mitted fingers clutchin’ the
" center logs of the raft.

“Hell,” Bulldozer growls, “it’s on the
other side of the river.  It’s Foster. Or
anyway, Foster’s parka is on him.” We
go along the bank, find three small, slim

predicts.
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trees, fifty feet long and cut 'em down.
We drag ’em onto the ice, lash 'em to-
gether and thrust the result slowly for-
ward until the water’s spanned.

The question is, will the ice hold the
weight of the span and a man, or will it
break off as soon as the man’s in the
middle. Bulldozer crawls across and
stands up. Any minute I'm expectin’ him
to break through. In places the ice bends
under him, and he runs before it can break.
He keeps runnin’ until he’s close to the
raft, then he makes a flyin’ leap and lands
on it.

Smart boy! His weight, hittin’ the edge,
breaks it loose. That's fine, except it starts
sinkin’. 'To take off some of the load, he
goes overboard and starts swimmin® with
his feet and pushin’ with his hands.

I get the idear. He'll land on my side a
couple of hundred yards below. I'm on
hand with a rope as soon as he’s close
enough. 1 toss the rope, he grabs the end
and makes fast. I heave and pull the raft
up snug. Bulldozer knocks off the ice
hangin’ to Foster’s leg, picks him up and
stumbles to solid ground. I get a fire goin’
a few minutes later and start dryin’ 'em
out. Foster's alive, but he’s in bad shape.

I ask him a couple of questions, but his
eyelids only flutter a second or two, then
close. I can see he’s due to spend Christ-
mas in the hospital.

It takes three hours to dty him out and
by that time he can mutter, “Caught
Scurvy Hooper robbin’ my gold cache.
Knocked me on the head. It give me
terrible headaches. Figgered 1 was goin’
crazy and come down on the raft.”

“Scurvy Hooper,” Bulldozer growls.
“I've heard of that buzzard. Helps-hisself
to food caches; spent last winter in a na-
tive village; and makes a buff at prospect-
in’. I suppose we'd better start gunnin’
for him right after Christmas.”

“When a man robs another,” I answer,
“you don’t wait until after Christmas to
run him down. You start right away
quick.” :
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We load Foster into the sled, wrap him
in everything we’ve got and put hot rocks
around him, but still he is full of chills.
We make the run back in a couple of hours
and pop him into the hospital “We're
hittin’ the trail first thing in the mornin’,”
I tell Doc, “but we’ll look in and see how
Foster's gettin’ along.”

“Can’t we even wait for the Christmas
mail?” Bulldozer asks. “It'll be here in
three, four days. 1 might get a present
from one of my old girls. Somethin’ that'd
come in handy on the manhunt.”

“A hell of a lot of good a silk necktie
will do you,” I snap. “We wait for no
mail. We spend merry Christmas on the
trail. And don’t look so glum; I feel just
as bad about it as you do. No fine din-
ner, no mother at the table. No nothin’,
but beans and moosg meat, plus sourdough
bread, McGee style, washed down by tea.”

We stop at the hospital the next morn-
in’. The dogs ate rarin’ to go, the sled’s
loaded with grub, sleepin’ bags, a couple
of good .30-30 rifles and plenty of ammu-
nition. Nobody has any respect for
Scurvy Hooper, but it's been my experience
some of these no-good punks can fight like
hell when they’re cornered.

I expect to find only the nurse on the
job when I go to Foster’s room, but Doc
is there, too. “He’s in bad shape, No-
Shirt,” he says. “May not pull through.
Went to pieces during the night, tempera-
ture jumped and pulse raced. Listen to
that breathing. Bad! You’d better stay
and be ready to take down any statement
he may make. If he dies, Scurvy Hooper
can deny the robbery and you'll have a
tough time getting a conviction unsup-
ported by a death-bed statement made in
the presence of witnesses.”

“I guess you're right,” I admit. “There
are plenty of others in the Ptarmigan Creek
country who could’ve done it. But didn’t.”

"I go downstairs. “Take the dogs back and
unharness 'em. We're stayin’ until Foster
gets better or worse.”

Bulldozer grins. “I get a break at last.
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Listen, No-Shirt, I'm goin’ to put in the
day findin’ a mother who'll have two
empty places at the table Christmas day.
When a Craig decides to eat Christmas
dinner in style, all hell can’t stop him.”

THREE days later the camp goes wild.
The mild weather has hung on and the
steamer we figgered would never make it,
comes-up the bay. Young ice is spillin’
away from her bows like moist sod falls
away from a plow. Her gear is ready to un-
load freight. In fact I can see the first
sling load—mail—on deck.

By the time she’s dropped anchor a
mile from shore, a tug has drug a barge
out. A half hour later the tug’s back again
with passengers and first class mail. The
heavier stuff that would have had to've
been flew in, or brought in by dog team,

is aboard, too. "It comes next,” the tug
skipper says. “Ice is gettin’ pretty bad
and we may have to clear out before un-
loading the heavy freight. Never seen such
a late season.”

Me and Bulldozer go over to the post
office—like most of the others—and stand
opposite our box ready to grab the mail as
it's put in.

I've just took the third mall order ad-
vertisement out of the box and Bulldozer’s
just got a letter from the seventh girl when
somebody says, “No-Shitt, an old lady who
ought to be in some quiet home instead of
up here is waitin’ for you at the office.
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The wind was still rising—the ailanthus
trees clashing and rattling with a sound
like foaming water. The heavy gate swung
forward on its hinges, and Dr. Crandall
needed every ounce of his strength to pre-
vent it from banging shut with a resound-
ing crash.

PRESSING his weight against the gate,
he tried to lift the wooden bar back
into place, but he found he had not the
strength. He rested a few minutes, breath-
ing heavily, then tried again, but he was
not equal to the task. Yet if he left the
gate unbarred, it would instantly start
banging in the wind and the yamen guards
would come running.

Then Dr. Crandall thrust his arm
through the iron staples, holding the gate
closed and silent against the gusty wind,
now constantly rising. He shivered in the
chill night air, and his arm soon grew
cramped and numb, but he clung to his

t with grim determination. Kei Kim
had asked for a two-hour start.

Time became an agonizing infinity, each
minute a separate hour of torture. Dr.
Crandall’s teeth clenched, his knees sagged
and his whole body quivered—but he held
fast. He knew the dead guard would not
be discovered until after the Hour of the
Fox—midnight—when the yanen sentries

would be changed. Until then, he must

hold on.

Slowly Dr. Crandall dropped his head
against the massive gate. His weary, ach-
ing body did not matter now, for at last—
at long last there was deep peace and si-
lence in his soul. Silence—timeless, blessed
silence! Surely his long and tragic account
with the past was closed now—balanced.

After an eternity footsteps rang out
crisply at the far end of the courtyard, at
the main gate. The changing of the guard!
Lieutenant Yuan’s voice sounded in brisk
command, and the steps halted. Rifle butts
grated against the ancient flagstones.

Dr. Crandall roused from his half-
dreaming reverie. Slowly and painfully
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he withdrew his numbed arm from the
cold iron staples. By now Wei Kim's sam-
pan was well on its way to Ho-Chung,
quite safe from pursuit by General
Tchun’s men.

Taking advantage of the first lull in the
gusty wind, Dr. Crandall stumbled away
in hurried flight toward the safety of the
yamen’s dark corridors. But almost in-
stantly the silence of the courtyard was
shattered by the first thunderous banging
of the open gate in the wind. Shrill cries.
of alarm followed—the sound of running
footsteps.

And presently came the barbaric clamor
of the great brass gong, stirring the whole
yamen into yelping wakefulness as Dr.
Crandall reached his quarters and dropped,
exhausted, on the bamboo £'ang.

But listening to the ever-increasing up-
roar from the courtyard, he began to
tremble. His lancet! His tell-tale lancet—
still buried in the dead sentry’s throat!

R. CRANDALL lifted himself to his

feet and moved with tottering steps
to the window. Pushing the paper panel
aside he peered out into the courtyard. A
shining black limousine came whirling into
the compound—General Tchun’s private
car.

A moment later the glowing moon-win-
dow of the General's quarters slid open,
and General Tchun and his notorious
guest, Colonel Matsugama, appeared. They
walked hastily toward the waiting car, but
it was only the Japanese who got inside.-

General Tchun bowed in farewell, slam-
ming the car door, and stood smiling and .
polite as the limousine sped out through
the main gate at a breakneck speed. With
the American correspondent’s escape, Col-
onel Matsugama’s treacherous “pilgrim-
age” had come to an abrupt end.

Crandall saw Lieutenant Yuan come
running across the compound to General
Tchun, gesturing excitedly as he talked.
Tchun snarled out quick orders, then he
turned and stalked back through the moon-
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I catch up my paint-hoss, then we’ll mozey
from here.” .
He came back within a few minutes,
leading his bronc. The animal limped in
his left foreleg, but there appeared to be
no great damage done. The Texan said:
“T'll lead poor old Flapjacks, while you
ride—or did you arrive footback?”

“My bronc is over yonder a piece,” she
told him, starting off toward the east.
“What did you say your bronc’s name is?”

“Name of Flapjacks,” the tall puncher
answered. “He's been known to surround
forty at one helping, with plenty black-
strap on ‘em. If you don’t believe that,
just furnish the makings, and I'll prove it.”

“I'd believe anything of a bronc. But
I just can’t see that gluttonous one of yours
hogging my flour—what there is of it.”
She shut her lips tightly, as though she
had made an admission she had not in-
tended making.

Black Bob saw, and refrained from ask-
ing questions. They walked on in silence
for a while.

“Speaking of flapjacks,” he began.
“Pap’s third wife—I believe it was

Amanda, the cross-eyed one, but can’t be

sure—was the best hand with—"

“Just let your Pap rest in his grave,” she
interrupted. “Or—is he?”

“Pap?” he exclaimed, then laughed
heartily. “T'll say not! Why, that rowdy
old redhead, after burying his fourth wife
a while back, is getting ready to take on
a fifth. Has by now, I make no doubt.
Real young one, this time, with hair as red
as Pap’s—"

“You didn’t color after him,” she ob-
served.

“Nope. Pap’s as red as an Arizona sun-
set. I'm as black—well, you can see for
yourself how black I am, if you care to
look.”

“1 have looked—and you are black,”
- positively.

“Sure. Black Bob. Pap is Red Bob—
and will be for a long time, the good God
willing!”
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“Do you know, Black Bob Murdock,”
the girl asked as they came from a clump
of brush with her bronc trailing, “that
there is a very setious situation coming
up?”

I:"'I do,” gravely. “I'm wondering about
it. Maybe if I knew something of the

set-up here, Miss—well, whatever-your-

name-is—"

“I'm Jane Loving,” she told him. “So
used to being Jane Loving I forgot that
you couldn’t know it. And as for the set-
up, that’s quite a story. Anyhow, I'd like
to know something about you. What
brought you here, for instance?”

“I was pointed for a spread called the
Boxed O,” the Texan told her. “Man by
the name of Oldham owns it, and wants to
sell. I'm looking to buy—if I can buy
worth the money. I've got four punchers
from my Texas spread with me. Camped
up on Little Stranger Creek. Dozen miles
east. Aim to leave them on the Boxed O,
or whatever spread I buy, while I go back
and sell out in Texas. That, Miss Jane
Loving, is all about me.”

“The Boxed O li€s ten miles east of my
Bridle Bit,” Jane told him. “Only six sec-
tions of owned range now. Was bigger.
Twenty-four sections, until Old Generos-
ity parted with three-fourths—"

“Old what-did-you-call-him?”

The girl laughed. “Old Generosity,” she
repeated. “Otherwise, Jesse Oldham. Ever
read about King Lear?”

BLACK BOB grinned. “They made me
—down Austin way,” he admitted.
“Didn’t of my own free-will. What's the
gag?”

“He gave his kingdom away. Mr. Old-
ham didn’t do quite that bad—but bad
enough. He gave Craig Hamlin, his step-
son, six sections, his daughter Mable, six,
and his daughter Fanny, six. He kept six,
and had his range well stocked—but his
stepson and the husbands of the two
daughters have rustled the old man calf-
pore, and now he wants to sell. That, Mr.
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mine—judging by the extensive shafts and
tunnels one may yet see. But don’t go
and get ideas,” she warned amusedly. “No
gold has been taken out of the mine for
over a hundred years—and none ever will
be again. It has long been hopelessly
flooded. Big Sandy Creek took care of that.
Big Sandy is all but dry now—the water
going down and into the mine, spreading
in all directions. Experts in our own time
have examined it in the hope of draining
it and drying it out—but the thing is hope-
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less. And now, Mr.
enough about that.”

“The mine,” whimsically, “is also just
so much sundust, like the yellow devils
dancing jigs on top of La Casa Viejo—and
as unsubstantial. Come to think of it, there
is a heap of that sundust floating around—
and we are always grabbing for a handful
of it, refusing to believe that anything so
beautiful could lack a body. Beauty—but
unpossessable, and therefore worthless—"

He broke off, glanced quickly at the
girl and laughed apologetically. Her eyes
had plainly been studying him—¢trying,
perhaps, to assay him.

“I'm not that way, honestly,” he grinned
sheepishly. “I don’t see visions, and all
my dreams are nightmares. But that heap
of rock out yonder sorta got to me—such
a lot of interesting romance got covered
up when the casa fell.”

“I have felt exactly the same way—
about the evanescent quality of what you
call sundust,” she told him. “It’s common
enough in Arizona. As a child, I used to
chase it like most kids chase butterflies—
and I never caught so much as a flake of
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Murdock, that's

it. Anyhow—the ruins of La Casa are sub-
stantial enough. And,” she laughed, "if
you buy the Boxed O, Mr. Murdock, may-
be I could be prevailed upon to part with
the lay-out—romance and history thrown
in.

MURDOCK, however, had gone seri-
ous. “I wonder,” he said, “if the old
flooded mine could have some special in-
terest for this Hamlin chap who wants
your spread so badly?”

“Positivley not,” she answered very
premptly. “The best mining brains in the
country have sifted the possibilities—and
it can’t be done. Reclaimed, I mean. So
the mine, Mr. Black Bob from Texas, is
definitely out.”

They walked on 1n silence for fifteen or
twenty minutes, then the girl stopped
pomted and said bitterly:

“Thete’s my home-ranch layout. What's
left of it!”

The Texan’s eyes narrowed and his lips
tightened, as he surveyed with a fellow-
rancher’s sympathy and understanding
what lay before him. Devastation could
hardly have been more complete.

The fence of peeled mesquite poles
which had surrounded the ranchhouse lay
wrecked upon the ground, and the log
house, once roomy and substantial, had
been badly burned on the east end. Heaps
of ashes marked the places where two
hay-stacks had stood, and only a stable and
corral remained intact.  Firebugs had
played hell with the home layout, and no
mistake!

“You figure this Hamlin'lad did that—
with his little box of matches?” Black Bob
asked grimly.

The girl nodded. “Had it done, at least.”
Her voice was bleak, and her lips twisted.

“Seems he has a sorta fondness for fire,”
the Texan commented. “Maybe he'd like
it less—coming from the business-end of
a six-gun. I've known fellas that just
completely didn’t like it.”

“Craig Hamlin is known to be game,”
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speculatively. “Permanent water is mighly
important to a ranch.”

SHE shook her head negatively. “Ham-
lin has plenty of water,” she told him.
“Enough for half a dozen big spreads.
Water isn't at the bottom of it. Neither
is that Spanish mine. And I'm not, really.
He's given up any idea he may have had
about marrying Jane Loving. As for more
range for more stock—why, he’s never
had half the stuff the grass he’s got would
carry. Now—you tell me?” she ended
whimsically.

“We'll just have to keep on letting X
be the unknown element,” he grinned.
“But we won’t accept X as the answer—
by a long shot. This problem of yours has
a findable solution—and we’ll tag it. Now
—T've got four punchers that’ll be riding
in sometime tomorrow—"

“Here?” she demanded in surprise.

“Yeah. They don’t know anything about
the Bridle Bit, but they’ll be here. I
marked my trail for 'em to follow along.

. Blast their eyes, hadn’t been for that dance
they heard about up on Little Stranger
they’d have been along with me. They
stuck for it—but of course I wasn’t expect-
ing any trouble. I'll shag a couple of 'em
in for provender—and we’ll kinda head-
quarter here for awhile. The boys ain't
had any real fun since they left Texas,
unless something come up at that dance,
You second that motion?”

“I—I—you mean that you really want
to see me through this thing?”

“Aim to.”

“You make it mxghty easy for me to
accept—and I do,” Jane said, relief in her
voice. “You must have come straight from
Heaven!”

Murdock grinned broadly. “Well,” he
drawled, “I've heard Texas called a heap
of curious names—but never that one be-
fore. In fact, Janie, some loose-tongued
folks have been known to intimate that
Heaven might actually be in 2n opposite
direction from Texas—"

He joined in her laughter, and when
they adjourned to the front gallery Jane
was in a much more cheerful mood. The
Texan sat down, rolled a smoke and asked:

“Does this Hamlin jasper do his dirt
in the open—or just how does he do it?”

“Under cover. Dad was shot out of
his buckboard one night, down the trail
yonder,” she pointed. “He was driving
home from Kingman. That was shortly
after Dad had refused with finality to sell
to Hamlin. Hamlin boasted that he'd get
the Bit, whether or no.

“Jack was killed three months later. He
had ridden up into the juniper-brakes on
the north range, to investigate a smoke
one of Hamlin’s punchers had ridden by
to tell him about. His bronc came home.
with the saddle empty—and his own men
found Jack dead in the brakes.

“Nothing positive in any of it, I'll ad-
mit,” the girl went on. “I came home and
took over—and then Craig Hamlin tried
to take me over. Me and the Bit. I quirted
him off this gallery one night, and he stood
at the fence, mean with rage and pain—
and plenty careless. He shouted that it
was bad luck to refuse to sell him the Bit
—and I ought to know it by now. I think
he referred to Dad and Jack.

“I had only six-hundred white-faces

‘when I took over—and they simply faded

out. Four punchers, hired separately, have
been chased off—and you can see for your-
self what has happened here. I accused
him of running off my men, and of burn-
ing me out. And he had the brass to say
that he tried to control his riders, but that
he could hardly be held responsible for
what they did when just projecking
around!”

Her anger at top pitch, Janie stood
up, small hands clenched, eyes blazing.

“I hate that man so, Bob Murdock, that
some day soon I'll kill him myself!”

“All right, now, Janie,” the Texan said
soothingly, don’t bother your head any
more about this Hamlin jasper. You won’t
have to rub him out, I'm thinking—"
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It Was to Sidewinder Hole
That Rawhide Button Came
Alooking for His Partner.

HEY started calling him Raw-

hide Button when he was six-

teen, after he’d ridden and con-

quered an outlaw range horse

credited with killing a bronco
buster of considerable note. At twenty,
tougher than ever, half the people in three
counties knew him as Rawhide Button.
But he wasn’t working cattle now.
Lure of the precious yellow had kept
him hitting the mining camps for a long
year.

Early in the afternoon of a blistering-
hot day the Button limped into a tiny mush-
room town named Sidewinder Hole. His
gaze settled upon a building that flaunted
the sign. Double Jack. This, of course,
would be a saloon, a good place to go look-
ing for folks. He limped through the
doorway, dropped his dusty trappings be-
side a small table and wilted into a chair.

“Where’s Big Bynam at?” he asked of
a thickly-built bartender who was scowling
at his ragged cowboy clothes.

The bartender did not answer. The slim
newcomer's heat reddened eyes swept the
place again. Little particles of glass that
a broom had missed told him that the place
had been recently shot up. There weren't
many patrons; wouldn't be, at this time of
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day. His attention snapped back to the
scowling barman.

“You,” he barked in his weary voice—
“I said, where’s Big Bynam at?”

Behind the front end of the bar a door
opened, and out stepped two men. They
were tall and dark, and they wore gambler
black. One of them spoke.

“What did you want o' Big Bynam,
kid?”

“He's my pardner,” the Button said.
“He’s straight, and I'm straight, and we get
aiong. He left me on Badgertail Creek
and comes over here to see how things is,
and afterwhile he sends me word to hustle
on over because he’s doin’ elegant and ex-
pects we'll soon be able to'buy us a cow
outfit and settle down to decent livin’. You
know where Big is at?”

The two black-garbed men swapped
glances that were not altogether bare of
amusement. One of them said, “Bynam
was here, but he’s not here now. We sure
don’t know where Bynam went, or how,
or why.”

With his companion he turned back into
the little office room. The door had scarcely
closed on their heels when the ragged
young stranger’s eyes became hard blue
slits. Big Bynam, blond giant, never would
have run off and left him. As well as
Rawhide Button knew that he was knee-
high to a grasshopper, he knew that shady
work had been done around here some-
where.

He'd better be smart, he thought, and
keep this to himself for the present. Rising
to his sore and aching feet, he faced the
thick-set bartender.
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NINE MINUTES SCREEN TIME 91

liceman. “Ram Singh! Shir Singh! Clear
the way for Mr. Burke.” ,

Now that he had committed himself,
Burke began to appreciate how far impulse
had driven him. While Moulmein might
hang in the balance for hours, and perhaps
well into the following day, even this sup-
posedly temporary quitting of his post
could lead to complications. He should go
to the hotel to see if the manager was still
on the job. Santiago, waiting at the Rak-
hai Mosque, might stick longer than he
should. On the face of it, giving Dr. Gil-
ford a lift with supplies which, whether
for civilian or military use, were vital,
was certainly justified, even though he had
to miss this prime chance of filming the
capture of a city; yet Burke had a somber
hunch which told him that there was more
to this than appeared on the face of it.

Prodded by intuition, he turned and
told the leading Sikh where the launch
was. “You know the place?”

“Yes, sahib.” ,

Burke went back to join the internes,
and shouldered the largest case he could
manage.

v

LONG before the cargo was stowed,
‘ Burke’s nerves reached the snapping

point. There was more, much more than
he had realized, and it took longer to carry
than he had imagined. Bit by bit, he had
entangled himself; a generous impulse, an
entirely voluntary offer had kicked back,
and what made the misery worse was that
the knowledge crept up, a pace at a time,
instead of suddenly overwhelming him.
- Thus, his first premonitory urge to speed
things up had made him shoulder a case
of ether, when instead, after giving Doctor
Gilford the keys, he could at once have
hurried to the Rakhai Mosque to tell San-
tiago that something more important than
pictures had come up. It was not that the
doctor and the harassed internes were dal-
lying; quite the contrary. But they were
handicapped. Evetything was important,
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nothing must be abandoned that could
possibly be taken away, for Martaban was
being jammed with refugees, and what
emergency facilities would not be required
by the retreating troops would be needed
by civilians.

Loading a barge was one thing, and
stowing a cargo into a Chinese merchant’s
pleasure boat was something else. “Too
many doctors,” Gilford grumbled, as he
heaved and wrestled and rearranged,
“when a stevedore would be more useful!”

Then he brightened, smiled a little and
fooked up at Burke. "Don’t worry, you'll
get clear with your boat before the show
starts, I'm quite sure. One can feel, one
can sense these things from the crowd.”

He stopped short, seeing Burke’s eyes,
and his own face changed.

Burke said to himself, “The old boy
thinks I'm scared into a lather.”

Now that the loading was almost done,
he could no longer afford to buck the
thickening crowd, the prowling budmashes
and dacoits bent on loot. Long before he
could get to the Rakhai Mosque, and then
to the hotel toscheck up on his still equip-
ment, the doctor would be ready to shove
off. The desultory bombing had slackened.
Better carry on, and hurry back. Maybe
it would work out, finally, and he'd be
glad he gave a hand.

Captain Hewitt’s single-tracked con-
tempt had bitten deeper than Burke knew.
The ice-blooded captain had aroused more
than a bitter dislike for himself; he had
also made Burke end by doubting that a
man should think of pictures while sol-
diers retreated, contesting every foot. Sac-
rificing his routine, voluntarily upsetting
his own game and in the only way one man
could really help an army, made Burke
feel that he had to a degree redeemed him-
self and his kind. '

As Doctor Gilford wedged himself into
the cockpit, Burke said, “That rail, that
little brass rail, it simply has to stick up
out of the water. This is not a submarine.”

Gilford said, gratefully, “Much larger
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than the launch we had. Those blasted
saboteurs set her afire when she was prac-
tically loaded.”

“Are you sure? About the sabotage, I
mean.”

“Quite. The nearest warehouse blaze
was a considerable distance away. The po-
liceman on watch insists there was an ex-
plosion. Thank God, the launch was
small.  Or all this would have becen
‘loaded, only to be destroyed.”

The tide was right, filling the inlet to
its very end, but with an overload to make
the launch draw perhaps two feet more
than normal, Burke was not so sutre that
he could dodge all the sandbars between
Moulmein and Martaban. And ruaning
without lights was bad. The smoldering
fires' of the city, however they might look
from the air, were now sufficiently under
control again to make a blackout at sea
level. Aside from the glow reflected from
the gilded peaks of pagoda, Moulmein was
a murky mass which squatted along the
salt flats, though sometimes, looking back,
he could distinguish the low spine which
ran the length of town.

Once well out in the channel which
reached for the Salween’s mouth, Burke
relaxed. Now that he was actually on the
way, his impatience and irritation eased
up, and he was genuinely glad; and he
could voice the queries which had gnawed
at him during the everlasting torment of
that slow loading.

“Doctor, the stuff we’re carrying is the
difference between real treatment for the
wounded, and skimpy first aid.” '

* , now, they do have
field hospitals,” Gilford temporized cau-
tiously.

“I've been in the field, with those
troops. There never is enough medical
service with a rear guard action. There
can’'t be. ‘The casualties are bound to be
out of all proportion to the number in ac-
tion.”

“To be sure, to be sure.” The doctor
sighed. “War, you know. I supposc you're
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right, full equipment couldn’t be mobile
enough. The enemy ignores his wounded,
while we—we think they deserve a
chance.”

“Then, damn it—now that we’re under
way, I can ask you—why wasn’t there any
barge, any transportation whatever to take
the place of that launch of yours?”

“My dear fellow, we’re municipal, not
military. Everything has been spotted ac-
cording to plan.” He seemed amazed at
the question, and went on, “We’re volun-
teering, just as you are. Er ... you got
some good pictures, I hope?”

“Swell.”

Like everyone else not in the business,
Doctor Gilford assumed that after sunset,
one couldn’t shoot except by floodlights,
and that Burke’s work had long since
ended.

The motor began backfiring, and the
power fell off.

The doctor asked, "Is something
wrong? We're drifting.”
“We would,” Burke growled bitterly,

“with this mill not putting out enough
to yank the hat from your head!”

The engine went dead. “All aboard for
a freec wheeling cruise into the Gulf of
Martaban.”

The drifting ended abruptly when the
launch wallowed broadside into a sandbar
just off Chaungzon Island. Burke broke
out in a new sweat. All his premonitions
and somber hunches returned. He hoped
Santiago would have sense enough to
check out before things became tough.

For luck, he jabbed the starter. The en-
gine roared, the prop churned, splashing
mud and water; in reverse, she worked
away from the sandbar into which she had
drifted hard abeam.

But he had barely nosed her into the
current again when the backfiring started
anew. Doctor Gilford groaned. The
Hindu internes ceased their placid chat-
ting. Burke, however, brightened. “My
guessing machine’s at . work. Plugged fuel
line. Too many kittens, burlap, and peb-
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zbout police and fire crews. Since he could
not oppose the one track mind, he tried
to lull it to sleep, to keep Gilford busy
with suggestions as he nudged and directed
him up the street. To turn the doctor loose
now would be to doom him to capture and
death. The right move was to take him
back to the boat, but he could not continue
leaving Santiago on a limb.

Walking slowly, halting ecvery few
steps for more persuasion, when his every
urge was to dart from cover to cover, tor-
mented Burke. The moment he relaxed
and silently cursed himself for having ig-
nored his original hunch, he lost control,
and the doctor’s scrambled wits began to
assert themselves. His recovery was pro-
gressing just enough to make him harder
and harder to handle, and still not sufh-
cient to let him realize that his mission

Time was shorter even than Burke’s lat-
est revision had indicated. He began to
catch the bumble-bee note of bullets which
keyholed, tumbling end for end instead
of spinning as they should. Japanese small
arms fire was reaching into town. What
followed was worse; fewer of the slugs
made that grumbling, mumbling sound in-
dicative of having reached the extreme end
of their range, and increasing numbers
whacked overhead with the sharp pop of
full velocity.

The Nippies must have edged between
combat groups, leaving the Sikhs blazing
away at shadows, or at small holding de-
tachments; perhaps most of the defenders
were standing in fatal clashes.

But Burke, desperate, hustled the doc-

tor along, going up Great Pagoda Street,
and then swinging toward the Rakhai
Mosque. The white minaret was still in-,
tact, though a bomb had shattered the
arched entrance of the building. The doc-
tor, confusing one ruin for another, obedi-
ently stumbled into the brick and stucco-
littered darkness.

Burke played his flashlight among the
stumpy columns, and called Santiago.
There was no answer. But in the niche
where the zmam conducted services he
found the camera and the cans of film. His
first thought was that Santiago, going up
the ladder to size things up from the top
of the minaret, had been nailed by a stray
slug.

He turned to Gilford. “Doctor,” he
said, patiently reiterating the words whose
repetition he was himself beginning to find
maddening, “the hospital is finished.
Blown yp. You can’t get into it. We've
got to wait here for help.”

Gilford fumbled, asked for a light, and
labotiously seated himself on a chunk of
dislodged brick work. “I'm afraid you are
right,” he said, slowly but with full in-
telligence. “I've been—" He passed his
hand over his face. “Rather in a daze.
Hope I wasn’t an awful ass. Where are
we?”

“Rakhai Mosque. Looking for Santi-
ago.
“Oh, your man, of course. My head
aches frightfully.”

“No damn wonder. So does mine.
—can I count on you?”

“My behaving myself? Thank God, I'm
awake, finally.”

Santiago could not have gone far, and
he must certainly have intended to return
quickly, else he would not have left the
camera, even though fairly well concealed,
in the niche. Burke scrambled up the lad-
ders which reached to the top of the mina-
ret. There was no sign of Santiago.

“Scouting around for me,” Burke said
to himself. “Probably knocked down
within a dozen yards of this place.”

Uh
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whoever saw those rcels would go Jap-
hungry!

Looking back at it all, as he descended
thé ladder, he was glad now that he had
helped Gilford; for he, Burke, regardless
of salvaging medical supplies, would nev-
ertheless have ended in just this predica-
ment. And while getting a birdseye view

_of street fighting was a worthwhile end in
itself, it was good to know that he had not
ignored every other consideration.

Oddly, he still wanted to tell Captain
Hewitt a few things, and he hoped, as he
silently stepped from the lower ladder,
that Hewitt would turn up among those
who escaped from Moulmein.

The furtive stirring near the entrance
suggested that he might play hide and
seek, and worm his way into a crevice
formed by a teak beam and a chunk of
fallen wall. But he discarded that gamble,
for his only way of keeping the Japs from
a close search was to furnish them with a
prisoner. So he drawled from the dark-
ness, “You, out there! Is the coast clear?”

He was not surprised at getting an an-
swer in English: “Immediate surrender or
we use grenades. What unit?”

So they. mistook him for an English offi-
cer? Burke answered, “Cameraman, Globe
News. Don’t throw grenades. You will
spoil my pictures.”

There was a muttered conference. This
might be another group resolved to raise
hell till the last. The Jap countered, “How
many men in your detachment?”

“Just me. Tod Burke, cvilian, un-
armed. Who are you?”

The officer, now that Moulmein was in
hand, could afford to be cagey. “Captain
Ikawashi and patrol. Rifles cover you,
coming out peaceably for honorable sur-
render.”

“I'm coming out. If you shoot, you’ll
spoil pictures of the street fight. I was
up there in the minaret, the light was good.
It shows you winning.”

Ikawashi could hardly doubt that one
could shoot by parachute flares; whether or
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not personally proficient, he must be aware
of the hundreds of “tourists” who had
with Leica and Contax photographed har-
bors and military areas all over the globe.
And to play up to the man’s curiosity,
Burke went on, “"I'll give you light so you
can see I'm alone.”

HE GOT his pocket flash and played it

on himself, and on the Eyemo which
he held by its strap. A second passed, and
another; no one fired. A sudden tremor
shook him, his legs promised to buckle,
though somehow they held. To win more
time for regaining control, he deliberately
played the reversed light to both sides,
and back over his shoulder.

"Any other with you, we fire,” Ika-
washi said, and produced a light of his
own. “Come forward, hands up.”

Burke obeyed. Men stepped behind
nim, and deftly searched him. They found
his credentials, and they found no weap-
ons. By every rule, they should hustle
him to the nearest stockade, and question
him later, but Ikawashi, still curious, de-
manded, “Why do you wait when everyone
but military persons leaving?”

“To get newsreel pictures. You ad-
vanced too fast, I could not get away. So
I stayed. My last picture is good. A birds-
eye view of men in action. Maybe you
are in 1it.”

“Maybe I am. We will see.”

He gave instructions in Japanese. The
firing had died down. The city was now
unbearably silent, compared to its uproar
of only a few minutes previous. A soldier
prodded Burke with a bayonet. He tried
to ignore his chances of being an animated
tackling dummy, once the officer was out
of sight, and said, cheerily, “This climate
is bad for film. It should be developed
tonight. In my room, under guard.”

Burke hoped that Ikawashi could be
baited into wanting to see a sight to warm
any fighting man’s heart: a bird’s-eye view
of himself making a clean sweep, hand to
hand, of the enemy.





















106

He set a tin bucket of the milk mixture
and half a dozen dry, scorched biscuit
crusts on a bench beside the bunk.

“Take your time about eatin’,” he said.
“I'll be back.”

It was mid-morning the next day when
the old man returned. Trying the door

“and finding it locked, Brocky's strength
had been insufficient to bust it down, so he
had managed to climb a bench and crawl
out the window. But a search of the
premises on none too steady legs had netted
neither horse nor saddle. Since there was
no sense in trying to travel afoot, Brocky
had crawled back into the shack and waited.
In spite of his anxiety to be on his way,
he was glad of a chance to eat and rest,
though he rummaged the shack in vain for
whiskey.

Just how come he was here in the first
place Brocky wasn’t certain. He remem-
bered swaying dizzily in the saddle, and
surmised that he had passed out, this little
old whiskerino had found him and brought
him here. What for, he couldn’t figure.
If it had been a simple case of rescue, why
the locked door and no horse? More likely
old Whiskers aimed to turn him over to
the law.

Without a gun and still pretty unsteady
on his pins, Brocky didn’t know just what
he could do to prevent it, but at least he’d
make it hard for him. As he heard the old
man’s key in the door, he sock-footed
swiftly from bunk to wood-box, seized a
stout stick and with it upraised, ready to
strike, stood behind the door as it creaked

“open.

The little old man came in with his
hands full of lumpy gunny sacks, a big six-
shooter sagging at his hip. Brocky thought
how easy it would have been to bang that
stick of juniper down over his head without
warning, but he didn’t do it. Instead he
tried to make his voice sound tough:

“Drop them sacks, Whiskers! Then un-
buckle your gun an’ let it fall!”

The little man might not have heard
him, for all the attention he paid. He
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moved spryly to the table and began pulling
a variety of packages out of the sacks.

“Brought you a few supplies,” he said,
pausing to look at Brocky with small dark
eyes that seemed to bore through him like
a gimlet. “That is, if you're aimin’ to take
the job.”

“The job?” Brocky felt foolish all of a
sudden with that chunk of wood in his
hand. “I don’t want no job! All [ want
s—"

He broke off abruptly, a look like that of
a hungry wolf coming into his eyes as he
saw a bottle of amber liquid bearing a
whiskey label come out of one of the sacks.

“All you want,” commented his host
dryly, “is somethin’ for nothin’—an’ some
whiskey to wash it down with.” He took
the bottle and set it on a shelf. “In that
case you just as well pull on your boots an’
git out!”

“Afoot? Where’s my horse?”

“You wasn’t on no horse when I found
you. You was layin’ in the shadow of a
couple of low-wingin’ buzzards. It would
of saved me right smart of bother if I'd
left you there. What you doin’ with that
stick of firewood—aimin’ to take it with
you?”

A little shame-facedly Brocky tossed the
stick into the wood-box.

“Looky here, Whiskers,” he said a little
edgily, “I reckon you did save my life.
What is this job of yours? Something
urgent?”

“You mean urgent for me or for you?”
The grizzled little man shrugged and be-
gan stowing stuff on the shelves. “Fact is,
your name’s Brocky Mills an’ you're on the
scoot for shootin’ a bartender in San Fila-
delfo!” At Brocky’s startled expression he
dropped one hand firmly to his gun butt.
“I can turn you over to the law, young fel-
ler—or I can give you a job. You got the
guts to do considerable killin’—if re-
quired?”

When Brocky didn’t answer except by
the look of horrified amazement that came
over his face, the litfle old man chuckled:
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“Oh!” he said in a tone that was slightly
mocking. “These your beans?”

Something indefinably familiar about
the voice from under the puncher’s mask
made Brocky wonder where—or if—he
had heard it before.

“They sure as hell ain’t yours!” Brocky
grunted. “Who are you? What you wearin’
them masks for? What you want here?”
Brocky shot the questions at them rapidly,
sharply, with a good show of nester indig-
nation. :

THE slight built cowboy took his time

about answering them. First he laughed
with apparent good humor and fished a
silver dollar from his pocket, tossing it
deftly onto the broad brim of Brocky’s
straw hat.

“That’s for bean damage, Sod-Buster.
An’ these bandanners ain’'t masks. We're
just ashamed to let anybody see we didn’t
shave this mornin’. As for who we are
an’ what we're doin’ here—we might ask
you the same, Sod-buster, only we're too
damn polite. Anyhow it ain’t nothin’ to
git excited about. We're aimin’ to drive
some cattle down this draw, an’ them old
corrals under them cottonwoods back there
by your shack might do to hold 'em in,
overnight.”

“Good shade, too.” It was the first
time the larger puncher had spoken. Brocky
wanted to ask them what use shade would
be at night, but caught himself, and the
banty puncher spoke up quickly:

“Yeah,” he explained, “movin’ cattle
in this hot sun takes the meat off of em.
We're liable to drive by night an’ shade
‘em in your corrals the next day. How
much is it worth to you?”

Brocky shook a bean bush and began
picking up and pinching the bugs that
tumbled off of it. -

“Whose cattle?” he inquired, without
looking up.

“Seven UB stuff,”
heavy built hombre.
trail brand.”
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Brocky's eyes flicked to the JE brand on
their horses. ‘The banty’s sharp, dark eyes
looked hard at him.

“Jim Edwards,” he drawled, “is the
richest cowman in ten counties—an' the
stingiest. You know ol Jim?”

“Me?” Brocky shrugged. “I don’t know
nobody around here—nor don’t aim to.”

“A man don’t need to—if he’s got
money.” The banty drew a roll from his
pocket and fingered out two tens and a five.
“How’s twenty-five dollars for the use of
them old corrals?”

“Sounds reasonable. In advance?”

“Five,” said the cowboy dryly. “Is it a
deal?”

“Supposin’ I
what?”

“Then,” said the cowboy- softly, touch-
ing fingertips to. his gun-holt ever so
briefly, “maybe you'll wish you was, Sod-
buster!”

“You sure I ain’t gittin’ mixed up in no
rustlin’?”

The smaller cowboy laughed, but the
other man spoke harshly:

“Don’t be a damn jughead!” hc said.
“We done told you once we're ridin’ for
old Jim Edwards, ain’t we?”

“That's right—you did.” Brocky’s
whiskery face took on a grin, and he
winked one eye slowly. “An’ even if you
wasn't, it wouldn’t be none of my business,
would it?”

The two masked men looked at each
other and the smaller one nodded. Al
Brocky could see of their faces was their
eyes and eyebrows. As the larger man
gravely returned his wink, Brocky’s mind
registered definitely the peculiar dot-like
scar just between his sandy eyebrows—a
souvenir of childhood chicken-pox, prob-
ably.

“I like a man,” said the banty as he
reined around to ride away, “that knows
how to wear his nose short and his mouth
shut!”

Until they were out of sight Brocky went
on industriously de-bugging beans. Then

ain’t agreeable—then
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“Right!” said Chris. "Now, boys. Let’s
clear outa here! Scatter—so there won't
be too many horse tracks together! Butch,
you—wup—Ilooky yonder!™

He pointed. For a jiffy Brocky thought
they had seen him, then realized they were
staring over the log, not at it. From where
he crouched he could see, even plainer than
they could, the figure of a rider joggling
down a barc brown hill toward them, not
two hundred yards away. Even at that
distance Brocky thought he could recognize
the battered straw hat and slight, stooped
figure of old Whiskers.

“Godamighty,” gulped one of the cow-
boys. “It’s ol Jim himself!”

“Damn you, Chris,” snarled another.
“I thought you said he’d gone to Blue
Rock! If he ketches us here—"

“Take it easy, boys!” Even Chris’s voice
sounded shaky. “Scatter out so the cot-
tonwoods will cover you. Then start
comin’ back—like we was just sneakin’ in

on this sod-buster pennin’ these cattle!
Quick now—an’ let me do the talkin’”

Evidently one of them, at least, didn’t
trust Chris’s plan. Venturing a look over
the log, Brocky saw this puncher drop to
one knee and aim a .30-30 at the rider
coming down the hill. Out of the con-
fusion in Brocky’s mind, one fact stood
out clear: the little old man who had
saved his life was about to be shot.

TOO swiftly for accurate aim, Brocky
threw down across the log and put a
bullet close to the kneeling man’s boot-
heels. At the shot the slight-built cowboy,
whom Brocky knew now to be Chris Ed-
wards, whirled, yanking his gun from its
holster. To the knecling hombre it looked
as if Chris had shot at him.

“Damn you, Chris!” he cursed.
you think you're shootin’ at!”

Whatever else he might be, Brocky saw
that Chris had nerve.

“Nobody—yet, Butch!” he drawled. He
advanced a step or two toward the other
cowboy, now raising his rifle again. “May-

a5 ‘
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be we're caught, but if you try shootin’ at
my Dad again, I'll—"

Two shots cut off the quiet sound of his
voice. This time Brocky’s aim had been
good—but not in time. The rustler called
Butch sagged to the ground. But in the
last moment of his life he had swung his
rifle suddenly around to fire point blank
into Chris Edwards’ chest.

Secing both men down, Brocky Mills
fan, swift as a spooked coyote, around the
corral toward where the other two cowboys
had disappeared. One of them, having
failed to retighten his cinch, was strug-
gling with a turned saddle. In the face of
Brocky’s six-shooter, he threw up his hands
in surrender. The other was gone.

When old Jim Edwards, alias “Whis-
kers” arrived he found Brocky Mills there
in the corral with sixty odd rustled steers,
two dead men and a prisoner. The little
old man looked bleakly at the brands on
the steers, at the two dead cowboys, one

‘of them his own son, and then at Brocky,

without uttering a word.

Whatever he was thinking, Brocky knew
well enough what he did not want to
think. Brocky tried to speak naturally:

“They'd of got away with it, Whiskers,”
he gulped, “if this cowboy”—he nodded
toward Chris—"hadn’t been right on their
trail an’ started shootin’ "em up just when
I jumped ‘em!”

“You mean Chris never had nothin’ to

, do with the stealin’?”

“Hell, no!” said Brocky heatedly. “He
was tryin’ to stop 'em! Gosh, I'm sure
sorry they got him, Mister Edwards. He—
he had guts!”

The look in Brocky’s eyes warned the
live rustler to keep his mouth shut—or
else.

“I'm glad to hear you say so,” said the
old cowman quietly. “Just these two?”

Whether the old man believed the lie
or not Brocky could not tell, but he was
glad he’d told it. A man has a right to
have faith in his own son—if there’s any
way to let him.
























PETER MAGOTO, DRAGOON

carbine slings were fastened. I paused at
the door to take a Jook. .

Gnarled, callous Dragoons they were,
and trained. Proud to the man of the
Cockade and Eagle — and not a jittery
nerve among them.

Mounted they made a picture. Bays,
whites and sorrels, each company on a
solid color, each company different. Ap-

parently the colonel had ordered Company

D, the roans, to stay guard at the garri-
son. It put a tingling in my veins to hear
him shout:

“Form-—companies!”

Three captains screamed, “Company!”
in unison. Then Colonel Beaty waved his
arm high.

“Column of companies, forward—"
His voice was deep, rumbling. “March!”
he boomed and a full squadron of eager
soldiers charged out of the garrison.

It was a hundred and twenty individual

units of hell that rode out that front gate.
Never befare have I seen men like these,
whose only point in living is to die fight-
ing. ‘
The dust was beginning to settle when
I remembered Gattis. Peter Magoto had
got him at last. I wondered if his deser-
tion had anything to do with the powder
robbery.

Inside the rude hospital, an attendant
took me to Private Gattis’ bedside. His
long, lean face had a sardonic twist and he
was mumbling, “Magoto—Magoto.”

“Easy, fellow,” I said, testing his pulse.
He was about gone.

I removed the sheet and looked at him.
It made me sick all over. The man’s stom-
ach lay wide open, slashed with a knife.
I marveled that he was still alive.

“Get brandy,” I said to the attendant.
“Quickly!” But another look at the poor
fellow told me it was useless. When a
manis cut open like that, he is in the
hands of the gods.

Amazingly, Gattis held on while T put
him back together. The man had guts all
right—but Peter Magoto spilled them.
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The brandy rallied him temporarily, but
Before he died,
I got his story, piece at a time.

It was an incredible thing to hear, his
frank admission of framing Peter Magoto
years ago—he and three other men. It
must have been that Gattis knew he was
done for, or he wouldn’t have told it.

I had figured Magoto to be a smart man.
And now I was finding out that he had
graduated from a college in the East and
was once slated to become a diplomat in
the State Department. Then these four
thugs had framed him on a rotten murder
charge. It ruined his chances forever.

He had followed them relentlessly,
waiting and hating with every ounce of
his diminutive being. They escaped him
for years until he found them in the army.
When he enlisted in their outfit, they trans-
ferred to the Dragoons.

Doggedly he had followed, stalked
them, hunted them down. And now, jus-
tice had come through—Peter Magoto jus-
tice.

Gattis died quietly, seeming relieved
that he had told the story. I asked him if
Magoto stole the powder. He said yes—
that Mad Buffalo had nothing to do with
it. I wondered whether to believe him or
not. There was hate in the man’s heart.

I put away my instruments and supplies.
Sulphur, Seneca Indian oil, calomel — it
seemed that something here would relieve
this cholera fever. Then I realized that
the phosphorus was gone. I had kept it in
a bottle of water. Perhaps it was just mis-
laid, I thought. I didn’t have time to
worry about it now.

The supply wagons weren’t quite ready.
So I ordered my black saddled. Somehow,
I had to find Magoto. With Choctaw
drums and all that powder on the loose,
hell would likely overflow.

THE fight was on, I knew. It was a

hundred and twenty fight-happy Dra-
goons against God knows how many
screaming redskins,






PETER MAGOTO, DRAGOON

Colonel Beaty stormed around, and the
soldiers were cursing. _

Mad Buffalo called to his men and then
made a few gestures. The entire band
withdrew and rode away.

The colonel straightened himself in the
saddle, “Form companies—" he called
over his shoulder. “Squadron, forward—
march!”

The regiment headed back toward the
- garrison, Captain LaMonte rode on one
side of the colonel and I rode on the other.
We didn't talk much. The little half-
breed had us all baffled.

HE sun had moved to midafternoon

when Colonel Beaty and I came out of
his office. The air was hot and sticky.
Extra sentry duty had been placed in the
blockhouse all afternoon.

We questioned Peter Magoto again. All
he said was that the Indians would likely
attack. Then his eyes would flutter and
he would mumble about fighting with
Jackson.

The silence that engulfed the garrison
was ominous. Every soldier was cringing,
like an animal with his back to the wall.
Heat was pouring in from the cloudless
sky. The place was too quiet.

Then a sentry’s shrill voice sliced into
the silence. “Indians!” Instantly the gar-
rison was seething with men. With clock-
like precision, every soldier found his
place.

Colonel Beaty and I ran to the observa-
tion window at the front stockade.
Through the haze of heat waves I could
sce them charging toward us. Colonel
Beaty was screaming instructions.

“Make every shot count, men!” And I
knew that was important because all the
powder had been stolen except a little in
the powder horns in the arsenal.

Watching the onslaught of red raiders,
[ pictuted in my mind how it would be.
They would fire the front barricade, sur-
round the entire garrison, and start pour-
ing over the walls.
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But I was wrong. A good hundred
yards from the front walls, they stopped.
After a time of talking loudly among them-
selves, a small group came on foot toward
the garrison. They were pushing a small
Army wagon, loaded heavily.

“The powder!” someone yelled, and a
volley of shots rang out around me. Evety
Indian helping move the black hell-dust
dropped dead.

All was quiet for an instant. Then an-
other group of red men dashed toward
the wagon. They pushed it on toward us.

It was an incredible plan that these bit-
ter Choctaws had thought out. A few feet
at a time they were bringing destruction
closer to the blockhouse. And using an
Army wagon loaded with powder at that.

“They're crazy,” 1 yelled to the colonel.
“Open the front gates and storm their lit-
tle powder detail. We can capture it be-
fore they know it.” .

“You're crazy, Major,” the colonel
growled. “They'd like nothing better than
for us to open the gates.”

Four little groups of redskins died from
Dragoon guns, but the powder was only
a hundred feet away. If they blasted the
blockhouse, the massacre would begin.

I heard footsteps behind. Whirling
around, I saw Peter Magoto running up.
He grabbed Colonel Beaty's arm.

“Colonel, sir,” he said, excited. “I think
I can stop them.” The colonel looked down
at him, surprised.

“Stop them?”

“Yes. Let me through the gate. Quick!”

The colonel’s lip curled viciously. “You
damned little traitor! You’d like to save
your own hide. Get out of my way!” He
caught the half-bteed by the shoulder and
sent him sprawling in the sultry dust.

I looked back at the Indians. Another
detail had moved around the wagon. They
were preparing to fire it and roll it on
down into the blockhouse. Leoking up,
I saw Peter Magoto climbing onto the
scaffold of the front stockade. Two Dra-
goons raised their muskets and fired at
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room. “I mean I'm a soldier now—not a
policeman. We've got a war to win—a
damn tough war. You're worth a damn
sight mere to Canada  fighting Germans
than you'd be worth in Kingston Peniten-
tiary. As far as I'm concerned you can
forget Joe Bedore for the duration. After
this show is over, though, you'd better get
gaing. I'll be back in the police again.
Murder don't outlaw—and it’s just one
of those things a policeman never for-
gets.”

“I could never get going,” Stan replied
sourly, “You know when I got my dis-
charge. And you'd be right there wait-
ing.
%Yea'h? Well—it just happens that I
wouldn’t know when you got your dis-
charge. There’s other things beside mur-
der that a policeman don’t forget. One
of 'em is when some guy risks his chance
of making a get-away to save the police-
man’s life, when from his angle he might
better have kept on going and left him to
die in the bush. Like I said—I won’t know
the day you're discharged—but I'll damn
well know a week from that day. When
you come back from over there and hit
Canadian soil again—you’d better hit run-
ning.”

“Okay, Jimmie. Thanks.”

“Don’t thank me. T'll get you yet. I'd
have got you before this, if it hadn’t been
for the war.”

“You'd have raised hell getting me!
You haven’t any authority in the States—
and even if you had, you’d never been able
to find me in the big city.”

Jimmie McVane grinned. “Big city—
my foot! Slim Taylor tried to put that one
over. You've been up beyond the railways.
Your kind don’t belong in a city. Besides,
in a city a young man don’t wear a beard.”

“What do you mean—beard?” Un-
consciously Stan’s fingers stroked his
smooth jaw.

“I mean the one you had shaved off
just before you came 1n here. You've got
a swell tan, Stan—all but your face. That’s
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white as this paper. Come on—what’s
your name? And where do you live?”

“Stan Novak. That’s my mother’s name.
It's as good as any.”

“Residence? And let me give you a tip
—you say you've been in the States—why
not claim residence there? I don’t know
whether they check up on enlistments or
not. But you've got to name your next of
kin so they can notify 'em in case you get
knocked off. I'd hate to have ’em find
out who you are and stick you in jail be-
fore I get a crack at you. I owe you one
for breaking my arm.”

“You enlisting Americans?”

“Hell, yes! We'll take anyone that can
carry a gun.”

“All right—make it Chicago, U.S.A.”

“Chicago, Illinois, US.A.” McVane
corrected. “If you're going to be an Amer-
ican you don’t want to forget a little thing
like a state. And you better get hold of a
book, or a map and find out something
about Chicago—like the names of some
streets and buildings. There’s lot of Amer-
icans in this man’s army. You might run
onto some of ‘em.”

“Suppose I run onto some of the boys
from Blind River or Thessalon?”

“You're not apt to. Most of ‘em en-
listed early and have gone across. I'd be
over there, myself, if they hadn’t shoved
me into this damn recruiting job. How
about this next of kin?”

“Make it John Novak. That'll keep ‘em
busy if they try to check up on me. Chi-
cago’s as full of Novaks as Dublin is of
Kellys. My mother came from there.”

“Okay. Any particular branch of the
service you'd prefer?”

“No—just so it’s something that will
get me across where I can get a crack at
those theinies. I sure as hell don’t want
to stay here at the Soo.”

“I'll put you down for infantry prefer-
ence. You can handle a rifle. That’s my
choice, too. Jack wanted to fly. He's in
the R. A. F.” ,

“Yeah, I heard about it-in Blind Rivet.
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to be one hell of a fight. But first we've
got to polish off the Heinies.”

IT WAS the eighteenth of Novembet
when the outfit embarked. The second
day out the fog lifted as Stan stood beside
Jimmie McVane at the rail. Other ships
of the convoy became visible, one by one.
McVane grinned and pointed to a destroyer
that passed close.

“American,” he said. “They aren’t in
the war yet—but they're coming in, step
by step. President Roosevelt turned fifty
destroyers over to the British Navy a
couple of months ago. Then he approved
the selective service. And hete they are
helping to convoy Canadian troops across
the ocean, under the American flag. It
won’t be long, now, before they're in.
They're no damn fools. They know that
if Britain falls, they fall, too. Hitlet’s out
to conquer the world—and if the Ameri-
ans don't come in, he’ll bloody well do
it.”

In the huge army camp not so far from
London Jimmie McVane accosted Stan one
evening in the doorway of the barrack
room.

“Put in for a forty-eight, Friday
night, and we’ll go up to the city. I got
word from Jack. He brought down his
fortieth plane. And the King’s going to
decorate him Saturday. I'd kind of like
to be there and see it. Like to see what
London looks like, too—after the pound-
ing they've been taking.”

Stan agreed. “Okay. Cripes—think of
it Jimmie—seeing London! Funny how a
guy will always hear about a place and
nevet think he’ll see it—and then some-
thing turns up and he gets the chance to.
We'll see the King, too.”

“I went up to Sudbury and saw 'em both
when they were in Canada awhile back.
Lizzy's a damn good looking gal—but he
ain't so much to look at.”

“Forty planes, eh?  Jack’s a fighting
fool. I heard about him and Rose Brady
being engaged. I'll bet she’ll be proud
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when she hears about him getting deco-
rated by the King.”

The sergeant shet him a sidewise glance.
“Yeah? Do you think Rose really cares
for Jack?” ‘

“Maybe not. But she sure as hell really
cares for Rose. She'll be proud of the deco-
ration—not of Jack. All the rest of Blind
River and Thessalon, too, knows exactly
how many planes Jack has shot down—
but not Rose.”

“She used to be pretty strong for you
till you lammed out, that night.”

“She was strong for the ten bucks a day
I could make running a saw in the mill.
Does she think I knifed Bedore?”

“Far as I know she’s never come out
with what she thinks, one way or another.
A lot of people in Biind River and Thes-
salon don’t think you did it, Stan—they
come right out and say so. I wouldn’t be-
lieve it myself if Jack and Bill Crosby
hadn’t seen the knife in your hand. I'm
not saying you intended to knife him, nor
that you even know you did it. You were
so damn drunk that night you don’t re-
member what happened.”

Stan shrugged. “Okay. You sure don't
have to worry about getting killed in this
war. No gun Hitler’s got would even
dent that thick skull of yours. TI'll go over
and put in for that forty-eight. T'll be
proud as you are to see the King pin a
medal on Jack for shooting down those
planes. It's a cinch no one will ever pin
a medal on him for telling the truth.”

It was early in the morning when the
two reached London. For hours they
wandered about the streets where, save
for the scarcity of motor cars, life seemed
to be going on about as usual, despite the
fact that the city had been visited the night
before with a particularly heavy air raid.
They would walk seemingly for miles
without seeing any evidence of the bomb-
ings, stopping in now and then at a pub
for a glass of beer. Then they would turn
a corner and for a half a block only masses
of rubble, from which protruded broken
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George do it. Before December seventh
it was charitable to give 'em the benefit
of the doubt. But not since Pearl Harbor.
They know now that this war was forced
on us. That it is as much our war as Eng-
land’s war, and that if England falls, we
fall, too—and they are no longer pacifists.
If there’s an isolationist or a pacifist left
in America now, they're that way either
because they haven’t got a brain in their
head to think with, or else they remain
that way through selfishness or downright
cowardice. I know the kind—they won't
dare to come right out with what they
think—now we’re in the war. But they’ll
do everything in their power to keep their
sons out of the armed forces. They'll be
perfectly willing to see other people’s sons
go and fight to protect them from German
slavery—but not their sons! Cowardice—
contemptible selfishness—that’s all it is.
And believe me, if the war should go
against us, and Hitler's hordes should
overrun America, they would be the Quis-
lings—the first ones to jump on the Ger-
man bandwagon, and get themselves jobs
helping the Reich to Naziize America.
Not because they believe in Nazism, but
because it will save their hides—they
won't be jailed, or raped, or murdered.”

“Nice people,” Stan grinned.

“That's the hell of it,” the captain re-
plied. “A lot of 'em are considered nice
people—by those who don't take the trou-
ble to see through 'em.”

LIE_UTENANT JOYCE called McVane
aside after mess .the next noon.
“Make up a list of forty names, Scrgeant,
and bring it over to my quarters in an
hour. I'll make a similar list, and we’ll
compare notes. Every man has got to be
good.” :

~ Sergeant McVane saluted, and turned
away. An hour later he tapped on the
lieutenant’s door. Joyce placed the two
lists side by side upon his table and bent
over them. Presently he looked up with
a grin. “Thirty-five names appear on both
25 )

137

lists,” he said. “The other ten are all
good men. We'll take two from each
list, and toss a coin for the fortieth.”
Stepping to the cabinet he took down a
bottle and two glasses. “Come on, we'll
throw a drink into us, and go talk to the
Major. He's got a sweet little job all
worked out for us.”

Major Blamey looked up from the map
spread out on his desk. He came directly
to the point. “There are two objectives
here, gentlemen,” he said, placing a finger
on the map. “A short-wave radio station
and a barrack. Our information is that
sixty soldiers are stationed here under a
captain. You are to surprise the barrack,
taking the captain alive for questioning,
if possible, and destroy the station and all
equipment. You, Joyce, will command the
cxpedition, with Sergeant McVane second
in command. I suggest that, upon landing,
you divide your force, you to attack the
barrack, and McVane the radio install-
ment. Work as swiftly as possible, and
when the objectives are accomplished, re-
tire at once to the boats. I would advise
putting the radio out of commission as
quickly as possible to prevent the broad-
casting of an alarm, as there is a consid-
erable ground and air force stationed here
at this point, within fifteen miles of your
objective. Two competent guides, brothers,
and natives of the village will accompany
you.” He paused and turned to McVane.
“Is everything clear? Lieutenant Joyce and
I have been over this before, so he is fa-
miliar with the action.”

“Yes, sir,” McVane said.
stand.”

“Very well. Good luck to you. You
will start at dusk. A destroyer will con-
vey you across the channel and stand off-
shore to await your return.”

Outside the Major’s door, Joyce handed
McVane a paper. “Here ts the list, Ser-
geant. Notify the men to assemble on the
beach with full equipment, directly after
mess.

McVane watched Stan toss a 190-pound

“I undet-
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the skies. On the deck the Commandos
busied themselves blackening their faces,
or with the small pocket oilstones putting
the finishing touches to the razor-sharp
edges of their knives.

In the chartroom Joyce and McVane
bent over a map with the two guides—
Frenchmen who spoke English.

“It is this way,” one of them explained.
“We will land here in the cove. It is
“two miles from the village. We will go,
each company by a different route. The
Germaps are quartered in the church. The
radio station is in the house of my brother
here. The captain in command is quar-
tered in the house—in a bedroom on the
ground floor at the west side. Armand
will accompany the sergeant and his men,
who will swing to the left, and approach
the village through the forest while I will
lead the other company to the right, and
we will enter the other side of the village
by a lane that passes directly behind the
church. Armand will lead the sergeant’s
company dircctly to his house which is at
the edge of the village, and also upon the
cdge of the forest. They should arrive there
five minutes before we reach the church.”

OYCE nodded. "Okay. When we

reach the church, we will liquidate any
sentries, surround the building, and wait.
In the meantime, Sergeant, you proceed
against the radio station. Take the captain
alive, if possible, and demolish the house
and all equipment. Then join us imme-
diately. If you blow the place up, the
noisc of the explosion will undoubtedly
cause the garrison to pour out of the
church where we will be waiting for them.
If not we will use other methods. The
night is clear and we must use cxtreme
caution. If we are discovered before our
mission is accomplished, we'll be in for
the devil’s own time. There’ll be planes
and motor troops here from the big camp,
fifteen miles back. The chances are we
would be cut off from our boat. I think
we both understand what that means.”
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The destroyer slowed to a stop. At the
rail the men could see the dark blur of
the shoreline. The landing boat was low-
ercd into the sca and the men clambered
down the ladders and took their places.
A black-faced crew, looking like some fan-
tastic conception of demons from hell. As
the boat moved toward the shore they re-
moved their shocs and tied them about.
their necks.

The landing boat nosed up onto the
beach, the front lowered nogselessly, and
the men split into two sections and silently
disappeared. ‘

Stan Klaska walked beside Jimmic Mc-
Vane, directly behind the guide. Behind
them, Indian file, trailed nincteen deter-
mined men, and as silently as Indians they
moved swiftly through the forest.

Twenty-five minutes later the guide
paused abruptly, halting the column. He
pointed through the trees toward a point
of light. “Wait here till I return,” he
said. “The light is from my house—from
the radio station. I will proceed to the
edge of the forest and sce what I cn
discover.”

Ten minutes later he returned. “The
light comes from the window that was
once my parlor. It is there they have their
equipment. Before the door is a car. It is
a large car—a Mercedes. The captain has
only a small car, so it may be that an officer
of importance is here from the air field. A
soldier is in the drivet's seat, and a sentry,
carrying a rifle, paces back and forth be-
fore the house.”

“Okay,” McVane said. “Let’s go.”

At the edge of the forest, which was
only fifty yards from the house, the de-
tachment halted. As the guide had said
the big shiny Mercedes was drawn up be-
fore the door, facing south, its rear toward
them. It was an open car. Evidently the
officer to whom it belonged wanted an un-
obstructed view upward where swift death
might at any moment come hurtling out
of the sky, where the R.A.F. was rapidly
coming into its own. Between the car and
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We're selected to handle the tommy-guns
and grenades. Commando Fours will
handle the high explosive, and the Three,
acting as paratroops will drop in behind
‘'em from the air. ‘This will be a daylight
job.”

The American Marine captain slipped
the bandage from his eyes and looked up
as McVane paused beside him. Several
parts of a tommy-gun lay on the floor be-
fore him. McVane grinned.

“Putting it together in the dark, eh?
Well, you better get it right. There'’s a
big show on—and we’re the tommy men.”

“Tonight?”

“No. Daylight job, this time.”

The captain grinned. "I kind of like
the black face act.”

“You fellows sure did a job there at
the church that night.”

“Like shooting fish in a barrel. Damn
it, Mac, I couldn’'t have done it if I'd
thought of those birds that came piling out
through that door as men. I'm not like
the Poles, and the Norwegians, and the
Balkan boys. None of my folks have been
butchered. -And the pictures haven't suc-
ceeded in working me into a frenzy of
personal hate. I think of Naziism as a foul
pestilence that is spreading out to engulf
the earth. These German soldiers are not

“individuals—not men. They are the germs
that are spreading the disease — and as
germs they must be destroyed. Our way
of life will not be safe as long as there is
an active germ left in the world. So I
destroy them, singly, or in groups without
the slightest compunction. But these Nor-
wegians, and Serbs, and Poles—they really
hate.”

A wry grin twisted McVane’s lips. “You
telling me! Fight next to Krasinski, some
night, and you'll know what hate is. That
germ idea is not bad. But—it’s a cinch

-they won’t all be killed. There’ll be some
of 'em left to spread the pestilence after
this war is over.

The captain nodded thoughtfully. “That
is the hell of it. A focal pomt of infec-
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tion, I believe the medicos would call it.
And somehow it's got to be neutralized
and rendered harmless. Or at least boxed
in where it can poison only itself. There’s
a big job ahead for somebody —to fix
things so the pestilence can never break out
again. Iknew a lot of Germans back there
in Michigan—old Germans, kindly and
sensible—good farmers, and good neigh-
bors. That's why it's so hard for me to
hate the Germans. But—I guess that kind
has pretty well disappeared in Germany.
Hitler, Goebbels & Company have taken
care of that. These young Germans are a
different breed of cats. They've been taken
away from their parents when they're five
or six years old and educated in State
schools—educated to hate all people and
all things that are not German. Educated
to believe that the Germans, the Hérren-
volk, ate the predestined lords of the
earth—all other peoples are inferior—
botn to be the slaves of the Herrenvolk.
Educated to regard the world as their heri-
tage—and educated in the means of wrest-
ing this heritage from the people who
now hold it. Educated to believe in only
one God—and that God’s name is Hitler.
So—after the war—after these Herrenvolk
are licked—how are you going to handle
people who believe like that? How are they
going to adjust themselves to the new or-
der? They believe that they can’t lose this
war, When they do lose, and they find
that they are not the lords of the earth,
how is it going to affect them? What are
they going to think? What are they going
to do? How are they going to fit into a
world they can’t rule?”

McVane shrugged. “Don’t ask me. All
I've got to say is that I hope we do a bet-
ter job than we did last time. And this
damn Hitler—according to his pictures he

- looks more like a second rate bum than

a god. Let’s worry about the future when
the future comes. Right now we've got a
war to win.”
Instead of embarking in a landing
boat the hundred picked men were
25
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jaded; it’s a prime secret. Along about~
two in the morning you’re on your second
wind when the rest are down with the
heaves. With a few tricks like that, a
straight player can lay over all the crooked
workers going.”

“That woman we met—is she really a
gambler?”

Judson chuckled. “Gambling Woman,
huh? You said it, partner. She likes to
be took for a man. She used to work the
Missouri packets, I hear. As I said, she
don’t drink and she lives straight and
plays straight. Sometimes she sticks to
three-card, which is usually good for a
hundred dollars a day; other times she sets
in at poker. She’s good. Nobody knows
much about her history; best guess is that
she’s a professional gambler’s wife from
St. Louis and took up the game after he
got killed. Don’t know if it’s true. Well,
you circulate around and before evening
you ought to have a surveying business
well established. But mind, cash and noth-
ing else! Everybody’s out to hook every-
body else here, remember. And no mercy
shone. You lose your scalp if you don't

keep your eye peeled.”
~ That aftetnoon, with Judson snoring at
home, Sinclair circulated from the settle-
‘ment of Auraria, now incorporated with
the city as West Denver, to Cherry Creek
and the Platte. He tramped over the whole
place, now with eager speculators, now
with anyone who came along, now alone.

There was a shooting at the Platte ferry,
and he loaned his gun to the sheriff, who
had pawned his official weapon for twenty
dollars to buck the games, and who made
ineffectual attempts to enforce order; it
was no go. Everywhere he found a rush-
ing, hearty informality that astonished
him.

With canny Scots sense, Sinclair had de-
cided not to hit for the riggings but to
settle here in Denver City, the future me-
tropolis of the mountain country. And
long before sunset, when he tugged off
his boots to rest his aching feet, he had
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been confirmed in his resolve. There was
no smaller coin in circulation than a
twenty-five-cent piece, but money was
abundant, “deals” of all kinds were being
made hotfoot—and that afternoon did ac-
tually get him established as the only sur-
veyor in the city, the last gentleman of
that persuasion having decamped fer
Gregory Diggings after swapping instru-
ments for mining tools and grub. Sinclair
swapped a new extra pair of boots for said
instruments and was ready to go, with
high bids being made for his immediate
services.

“The boy preacher of Argyle”—that fa-
miliar phrase lingered in his mind. He
seatched faces everywhere, asked ques-
tions, and found no answer to the puzzling
query of who could have spat forth those
words in the Denver House. With dark-
ness he lit a lamp, cooked supper and
woke up Judson; he was a fair cook.

“What made you blurt out at me about
you being a preacher?” demanded the curi-
ous gambler, over their meal. Sinclair
laughed boyishly.

“Weil, I was once. I knew you were
a gambler so I thought it'd shock you,
maybe.” '

“Just trying a game on me, eh?” Judson
said, with a twinkle. “And were you try-
ing to pull my leg with your question
about Nell Foster?”

“God forbid!” he said gravely, and
then came out with the harsh thing he
had locked away in his heart.” She was
my sister, four years older than I. Our
parents died when I was a baby. Life was
a hard struggle with bitter poverty, there
in Nova Scotia. Some distant cousins, also

Sinclairs, took me to raise; Nell was taken ..

by the Fosters. All were good folk but
overstrict in religious matters. The Sin-
clairs were fanatics. As a young fellow I
absorbed a lot of their notions.”

THE fame of Davy Sinclair, the boy

preacher of Argyle, had gone far and

wide; he, boy-like, had enjoyed the show-
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last night at poker—cleaned out a fat
crowd. She can put in plenty—"

“Why drag Franky into it? I don’t want
her as a partner,” said Sinclair.

- “Kind of particular all of a sudden,
aren’t you?” said Judson.

“What d’ye mean by that?”

“Shucks, Dave! Remember when you
won real heavy at the tables? Franky done
that a-purpose. She’s thrown stuff your
way right along. Why, most of your good
luck has come from her—she’s sent no end
of jobs to you.”

“The devil!” Sinclair started up, but
Judson caught his arms and forced him
back.

“Easy! Don’t be a fool, Dave! No harm
in having friends, is there? You'd ought
to be grateful to Franky, not get your
damned Scots pride up! I've done my best
to help you, too. Let me call her over here
and tell us your proposition.”

Sinclair frowningly agreed. He was
amazed at this disclosure. Why Franky

should have gone out of her way to throw

luck at him, he could not see; nor did he
entirely believe it. He nodded when she
settled into a chair opposite, and in her
expression he found only her usual acid,
casual greeting; certainly it held nothing
personal.

“Make it quick, Dave,” she said.
“There’s a big game starting.”

“This is bigger,” he rejoined, leaning
forward and speaking quietly. “You don’t
realize what's going on around you. No-
body knows it yet, but yesterday Blake sold
a corner lot for twelve hundred dollars—
~cash. He’'d have sold it for fifty gladly,
' last week.”

“Good lord!” exclaimed Franky in dis-
gust. “Are you going in for speculation?”

“No. Look here, now. A huge brick-
yard’s going in along the river. The ex-
press people are planning a two-story
frame terminus building. The assay office
people on G Street are going to put up a
regular mint and banking house. So it
goes—everybody’s making plans; this win-
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ter will see a tremendous building boom.”
“The gamble at the tables yonder is
safer,” said Judson cynically.
“Maybe. But here’s a gamble on out
very country—I can buy a big section of

~ F Street that isn’t laid out yet, if I do it

today. Come in on it with me,” said Sin-
clair. “It’s part trade; I'll need all the lots
we can rake and scrape. It's owned by the
Grubers, those two Dutchmen from St.
Louis; they want to pull out and go home.”

“What d’ye mean, gamble on the coun-
try?” demanded Franky Farrell. “Go on;
I like to hear you talk. You want to specu-
late, like I said.” :

. "No; buy and hold.” Sinclair met her
hard, level gaze. I believe this whole
section of country is rich, richer than any
of us dream. The mountains are rich; the
land is rich. The Grubers own some land
along the Platte; we can get that, too. I
propose to pool our lots, all we can get,
sell them now, buy out the Grubers, and
sit tight. Gamble on this country of ours,
sure!”

“Count me in,” said Franky abruptly.
“How much do we need?”

Sinclair told them. From her weighted
coat pockets Franky drew out two fat
leather pokes of gold-dust and tossed them
on the table.

“That, and as much more,” she said,
“an hour from now. Cough up, Tex.”

Judson grinned, and obliged. “There
y'are. I've got a batch of scrip—Ilots and
land. All right, Dave; it goes in. How
"bout you?”

“I've saved money; and I've some lots,
and I'll get what Wilkins owes me today,”
replied Sinclair. “I'll get the Grubers
signed up at once.”

“Tex, we’ll make an honest man of you
yet!” said Franky. “Put your deal through,
Dave. In an hour we’ll have the rest of
the yellow stuff ready.”

She rose and sauntered off. Sinclair
gathered up his plunder joyfully and went
off in search of the Gruber brethren.

They, like so many others, “had seen
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