




















Forty a Month Cowhand
THAT'S the way Walt Coburn described

himself i the letter he wrote us in re-
sponse to our inquiries about his Circle C
letterhead, the background for his many
popular Western storics and his own color-
ful experiences. He's one of the best
known of Western writers, of course, and
long popular in SHORT STORIES—both in
our pages and in our office. The Coburas
live about ten miles out of Tucson and
Walt says he may be on horseback and
hazing a pack mule again as in the old
days, what with gas shortages and so
forth. Here's his letter:

If I had to sum it up in just a few
words I'd sum it up about like this: That
I'm a forty a month cowhand who got too
stove up to make a hand and cashed in
on my campfire wind jamming by putting
‘em on paper and getting paid for ’em.

Was born in Montana in 1889. Learned
to ride on a litile fat white cow pony
called Snowflake who tanght me more than
I begun learning at school a few years
after I'd learned to set him. Like most
cow-country kids 1 grew up on a castle
vanch, learned brands and earmarks be-
fore I got into the first school grades. My
dad was one of Montand's pioneers, drift-
ing there in 63 when he was a kid. He
placer-mined and fought Injuns and be-
longed to the Vigilantes that hung a few
gents like Henry Plummer and George
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Ives. He registered the Circle C brand and
built up one of the biggest outfits in Mon-
tana, The home ranch was at the foot of
the Little Rockies, the stamping ground of
outlaws like Kid Caurry and his brothers
and Butch Cassidy and the Wild Bunch.
I knew the Curry boys when 1 was a kid,
punched cows later on with some of the
cowpunchers who rode the old Outlaw
Trail. There's a few things about the
Wild Bunch and those other boys that 1
don’t write about or talk abous. Things
that might make a few writers who have
messed around with so-called fact stories
about those cowpuncher-outlaws feel as
silly as their facts sound to a man who
knows the facts and has heard the owl
hoot.

When we sold out in 1915, 1 drifted to
Arizona where my two oldest brothers had
been since abowt 1904. Punched cows
there. A dally cowboy learning to tie his
ketch rope hard and fast. And then the
last war busted loose and 1 went into the
Air Service. Came out with the stripes
of a sergeant first class and a few or more
bundred hours in the air to remember.
Walked away from three forced landings
and that luck of the Irish beld out another
month. I had gone back punching cows.
Picked up a fall that busted a knee-cap.
With the other leg already stove up from
a spill in Montana, 1 was told by the vets
that I'd better swap my saddle for some-
thing safe like a rocker. While tackling
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BLOCKING OF BUZZARD PASS 23

ering shoulder. He did not scold her for
using that name “cabron” which could
mean “billy goat” or might be interpreted
more profanely.

"Quiet, little daughter,” he told her
gently. “Quiet. There are things you do
not understand. Turn your screaming into
smiles and go back to your mother at the
cantina. Smile, then, upon Dorf and Max
Wolfgang. Find out where El Lobo’s men
are. Send Paco to them with this message.
That they will come, one at 2 time and
cautiously, to the church, as soon as dark-
ness falls. I will go, myself, to talk with
El Lobo. Even Herr Otto Wolfgang dares
not deny a man condemned to die his priv-
ilege of receiving the last sacraments of
his church.”

Tana's anger melted in tears. Father
Estaban stroked her sleek black hair until
her sobbing ceased. :

“The last sacrament,” she whispered.
“No! If El Lobo dies, then they must also
kill me. Let me stand beside him then.
Let their bullets kill me, also.”

“Hush, child.” The priest halted an-
other burst of hysteria. “It is now the be-
ginning of the afternoon. Many hours un-
til sunrise tomorrow when such executions
are carried out at the jail. You know those
goose stepping troops well. Better than
Herr Otto or his sons Dorf and Max know
their own men. I, also, know which of
them we can trust. See to it then, that
these two soldiers go on guard at dark,
when they change the guard. See to it
that the two men who go on guard at the
jail are Guillermo Garcia and Eduardo
Brachamonte. You can attend to that,
Tana?”

Tana nodded. “Willie Garcia. Eddie
Brachamonte. I will see to it that Sergeant

Pablo Ignacio puts those two on guard.’

Pablo is jealous of those two and they do

not like the guard duty en a fiesta night

and Sergeant Pablo Ignacio will be glad to

revenge himself like that. But why do you

want those ¢two on guard tonight?”
“What you do not know,” smiled the
25

priest, “you cannot talk about with a care-
less tongue. Do as I say if you want EI
Lobo to escape tonight. Now go to the
cantim. Your mama needs you. Take
Paco along. You'll repeat nothing we have
talked about here, my brave Paco.”

“I am a secret,” said Paco. "I know
whete El Lobo’s men are hiding. I tell
them what you say. To come to the church
after the dark. I am a secret.”

WHEN Tana and Paco were gone the
padre’s smile faded. There was sor-
row and a grim desperation mirrored in
his deepset dark eyes.

“Perhaps,” he said quietly, “your man
Tex Rhodes is dead. Killed according to
the Law of Flight. Quien sabe? You
still wish to help our El Lobo? Your Cor-
poral Juan Ramirez?”

Mike Irish grinned. “Why not? He
saved my life. T'll settle with El Lobo
about Tex Rhodes when the time comes.
You think there’s a chance to get him out
of the carcel?”

“A desperate chance, yes. If it fails,
you’ll be in command of his men. TI'll tell
them to take your fighting orders, to fol-
low you wherever you lead them. El Lobo
has set this day, your George Washington’s
birthday, as the great day of our liberation
here at San Pasqual. Here in this little
village of San Pasqual where Herr Otto
Wolfgang is the mayor, some of us are no
better than free prisoners. For years I have
been under the sentence of his Law of the
Fugitive. His goose stepping troopers have
their orders to shoot me down if I try to
leave San Pasqual. Should anything hap-
pen to me, should El Lobo be unable to es-
cape from jail, the burden of leadership
falls upon you. This is Mexico. Your legal
authority ended when you crossed the bot-
der. But I do not need to tell you that.
No more than I need to tell you that Herr
Otto Wolfgang is the head of the smug-
gling gang that has used Buzzard Pass for
an underground trail for smuggling aliens
and drugs. That the guns and ammunition
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tail the almost fanatical subversive actions
of Herr Otto Wolfgang and others of his
bund. Copies of letters to and from agents
in Mexico and Germany. Letters from the
agents in the United States. Those agents
across the border who bought guns and am-
_munition and traded them to Otto Wolf-
gang for smuggled shipments of opium
and herein and other drugs. Another agent
who dealt in smuggled aliens. Where other
smugglers handled Chipamen, Herr Otto
Wolfgang dealt in Germans with Nazi
leanings. Carefully selected Nazis who
were taken through Buzzard Pass and de-
livered into the hands of a certain agent
who furmished them with false passports
and placed them in widely scattered places
where they would carry on in their trained
subversive methods the undermining of the
United States Government. The whole
thing was like some slimy crawling beast
with thousands of tentacles.

The documents revealed names and
aliases of a long list of secret agents and
their Nazi hirelings, their places of resi-
dence, their occupations in the civil and
milltary life of the United States and in
Mexico. What the chief of the Border
Patrol had in the way of documentary
knowledge was nothing as compared to
the proof which Patrol Inspector Mike
Irish now read, then carefully wrapped in
its buckskin covering and slipped into the
leg of his high heeled boot. _

Mike had a bad uneasy hour while Dorf
and Max Wolfgang and their men
searched the church. He could, by climb-
ing the short stairway and listening be-
neath the heavy trap door, hear them
trampling around on the altar, shouting
and swearing while they searched for him.

Then they were gone and the time
dragged on. Mike ate beans and meat
rolled in tortillas and washed the grub
down with wine. He went essy on the
brandy that was as old or’ older than he
was. It was as smooth as syrup, potent as
liquid fire in his veins. He wanted to get
out of here. Fight. Do something hesides
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sit in the candle light under a chutch al-
tar, aloae and useless.

Then the trap door over his head opened.
A brown robed, brown cowled figure
leaned through the opening, outkined in
the light of 2 candle in his lean brown
hand.

“Pax vobiscum!” the low toned Latin
greeting came down to Mike Irish. “Blow
out your light. Do net forget the bottle of
brandy, my sen!”

Mike Irish blew out his candle. He
came up the steep stairway in the darkness
with the bottle of brandy. The #rap door
closed on the floor and he was standing
in behind the church aktar.

The brown frocked cowled figure turned
to face him. The cowl of the faded and
patched brown monk’s robe fell back.. A
handsome, black headed face grinned at
him.

“That stuff is better than what we drank

 together in that shell hole, eh, Sarge? Ser-

geant Mike the Great Jrish!”

“Corp! Cegmac Juan!” .

Juan Ramirez grabbed the bottle before
it slid from Mike’s hand.

Mike Irish and Juan Ramirez grabbed
one another in a Mexican embrace. Pound-
ing each other’s backs. They drank to
George Washington'’s birthday. Mike Inish
grinned at the monk clad El Lobo, his
brown bare legs, bare fost shoved in raw-
hide huaraches.

The grin on the Mexican’s face faded.
He spoke in his Mexican tongue, in a low
tone.






BLOCKING OF BUZZARD PASS 27

tol in its holster on his flank lurched into
them. He recognized El Lobo and stiff-
ened. He had his Luger pistol out and
was starting to shoot when a long bladed
knife in El Lobo’s left hand sped like a
streak of steel light. The sharp blade sank
to its hilt in the soldict’s bare throat. Blood
gushed. The soldier went down, dropping
his Luger, dawing with both hands at the
knife handle. He made horrible gasping
sounds and the blood gushed from his
open mouth. His eyes rolled back until
the muddy bloodshot whites showed. Then
he was dead. El Lobo pulled the knife
free and wiped the blood from its blade
onto the soiled khaki uniform.

“That Sergeant Pablo Igmacio was an
evil man,” said El Lobo. "His dirty hands
will never again paw at my Tana.”

His white teeth flashed in a grin. He
led the way from the street and around the
rear of the cantina,

“Better,” he said to Mike Irish, “that
we stop first at the kitchen. To let Mama-
cita Marcetti know we are here.”

At the rear door of the kitchen was a
large woodshed. El Lobo motioned Mike
back and stepped into the black shed. Mike
heard his voice call out cautiously.

“Tejano!”

The lazy drawl of Tex Rhodes gave
reply. “About time you showed up, pard-
ner. I'm down to my last quart of that
soothin’ syrup somebody calls tequila.
Wake up, Scotty. Time to rattle our
hocks!”

Mike Irish grinned widely. “The Law
of the Fugitive, hell!” _

“When Mamacita Marcetti,” said El
Lobo, "comes out weeth Tana, then yon
and Scotty go een. Sabe?”

“Heap savvy. Howdy, Mike. Long time
no see you. Scotty’s bin havin’ big fits an’
little "uns. Account of us bustin’ rules and
regulations. ‘This’'ll read shore purty in
that report of his.”

Tex Rhodes stood on his long bowed
legs. He drained the last drink from a
tequila bottle. Then rapped the base of
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the bottle against the side of the shed. The
jagged half that he gripped by its neck
made a wicked weapon.

Short, stocky, blunt jawed Scotty had a
six-shooter in one hand and a length of
wagon spoke in the other.

“Scotty,” grinned Tex Rhodes, “hates to
git his feet wet. But once he wades into
a scrap, keep outa his way.”

“This ain’t for the weekly report,” Mike
Irish told them, “but if it goes wrong,
I'll take the blame for this pasear, See
you boys inside. And I'm obliged, plenty.
Good luck.”

L LOBO and Mike Irish shoved
through the crowd outside. They were
inside the cantina before those who had
recognized them had gathered their liquor-
befuddled wits enough to do anything
about it.

“El Lobo!” the name was whispered at
first. Then spoken aloud.

"Viva El Lobo!” shouted one of his men.
Others took it up. A drunken soldier was
knocked down by the flat heavy blade of a
machete. Another felt the sharp pointed
bite of a steel blade in his back. He
dropped his rifle with its fixed bayonet and
toppled over onto his face. There were
a dozen or more ugly fights starting out
on the street by the time El Lobo and Mike
Irish walked through the crowded cantina
and into the patio where candles burning
on the tables sent flickering light into the
dark shadows.

- It was easy enough to spot Herr Wolf-
gang and his two big sons Dorf and Max.
Save for the half dozen heavily armed sol-
diers whose duty it was to keep everybody

. out of the patio that was commandeered

tonight for the mayor of San Pasqual and
his tow-headed sons, the patio was empty
of guests. The other tables were empty,
the chairs vacant. Only the candles burned
on the table tops, their little flames gut-
tering and dancing.

The vacant tiled floor of the patio was
ringed by the empty tables. In the middle
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its bite. He never slacked his headlong
charge until he collided with Herr Otto’s
paunchy bulk there in the darkness. The
cavalry saber swished past Mike’s head,
missing him by inches. Had it landed it
would have severed his rusty colored head.
Herr Otto had grunted as Mike’s low-
ered head butted him in the paunch. The
crashing impact threw the big German oft
balance and the adobe wall kept him from
falling.
~ Mike’s head felt like it had been driven
back through his neck and shoulders. He
staggered, caught his balance as he caromed
off the big bulk of the German. The Luger
cracked and burning powder stung Mike's
face. Then the silver handled six-shooter
was roaring and its soft nosed slugs were
tearing into the paunchy belly and thick
chest of Herr Otto Wolfgang. The top-
pling bulk of the mayor of San Pasqual
crashed into Mike and sent him sprawling
backwards.

THE yellow light in the cantina was

dimmed by gunpowder smoke. The
shooting in there and the din of shouting
was dying out. Wounded soldiers were
groaning and yelling that they had enough
fighting. El Lobo’s men were taking some
of them prisoners, shooting others they
hated.

Out in the street the deep bell toned
voice of Father Estaban, the Fighting Priest
of San Pasqual, was warning all the sol-
diers out there to throw away their guns.
The padre was bringing peace out of
chaos. Unarmed, his faded brown robe
spattered with fresh blood from the
wounded and dying he’d cared for, Padre
Estaban came into the cantina. At his loud
command the shooting and stabbing
ceased.

“Where are you, Mike?” that was
Scotty’s voice, cold and calm and steady.
“Sing out if you're alive!”

“Mike the Great Irish,” sounded the
unmistakable voice of El Lobo, “ees too
tough to keel. Where ees that Tejano?”

]

“Straddle of somethin’ that feels like
one of them 'dobe guards. He's so dead
he’s commencin’ to stink. I kinda pulled
up lame a while back. Where the hell is
Mike Irish?”

“Crawlin’ out from under Herr Otto’s
carcass. He's as heavy as that dead horse
back in Buzzard Pass. Take a look at the
corporal, Scotty. He stopped one.”

“Notheen,” called El Lobo, “but a lilly
hole een a shoulder. Who's got a cork-
screws? Corporal Cognac Juan, all the way
through hell an’ high waters and he comes
op weeth always a bottle. Ees the wan
Herr Otto don’ use no more. But the son
of a gon he push a cork een hard. Where
ees a corkscrews, Sarge? Viva Jorge
Washeenton’s birthday. The Savior of the
United States! The great Americano Saint!
Twenty years we wait for thees night, me,
Corporal Cognac Juan and hees buddy
Sergeant Mike the Great Irish! Viva!”

Candles were lighted. There was a
Mexican doctor who had plenty of ex-
perience with gunshot and knife wounds.
The priest was equally skilled.

Dago Tony Marcetti, gold earrings in
his ears, tears welled in his red brown
eyes, talking and gesturing, serving free
drinks from behind his bullet scarred bar.

Tana helped the doctor and the padte
dress El Lobo’s wounded shoulder. The
steel jacket Luger bullet had drilled a clean
hole through the muscle without breaking
a bone.

Then Tex Rhodes’ bullet ripped thigh
was dressed and bandaged and the doctor
found three slight bullet wounds in Mike
Irish’s tough hide. Scotty had come
through the battle without so much as a
scratch.

Over at the barbecue pits the women of
San Pasqual worked and chattered. Young-
sters of all sizes and ages played around
the huge benfire under the trees. The mis-
sion bell rang without stopping, relays of
small boys swinging on the thick rawhide
bell rope. The brass cannon boemed.
Hundreds of candles burned inside the old
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the end of law and order, would collect
whatever heads they could, and renew their
acquaintance with long pig. All this was
too plain for discussion.

And as he sweated with adze and chisel,
Tarrant did not know whether he had or
had not used his head, down there on the
beach. He was sure of nothing other than
that his hands were horribly blistered, that
he ached in more muscles than he ever had
suspected himself of having, and that the
Japs might as well have bombed and
shelled Pulau Besar.

Though he was not really conscious of
the fact, Tarrant had quite forgotten to
curse the skillet-heads who had ruined the
copra business. However, he might have
got around to that routine, later in the eve-
ning, had Jan Dekker not furnished an
antidote: “A guard must be posted at the
hull as well as at the blockhouse. Line up
and draw lots.”

Everyone but the two Chinese had sug-
gestions, brilliant ones, on guard duty. But
the posthouder, after listening patiently,
simplified matters a good deal. “Just stay
awake and on your posts. No drinking,
sociable or otherwise—Tarrant, I mean
you, too! Since this is not an army, I can-
not tell you that sleeping sentries will be
shot. Still I can assure you that sleeping
sentries will be eaten. Good night, gen-
tlemen.”

THERE was no attack that night, and
none during the shaping of the hull,
or the stepping of the mast. She had a
square sail, like a2 Moro vinta.

No champagre for the launching. She
was long and slim, without any keel; out-
riggers kept hef from capsizing. For a
chronometer, there was the posthouder's
- watch. For charts, his atlas, and a 1904

edition of a British Admiralty pilot book,
dug out of a corner of the trading post.
One of the Australian prospectors had a
prismatic marching compass.

Tarrant, meanwhile, had been solving
problems of his own. Buginese navigation

to set the course.

* SHORT STORIES

was based on principles contained in manu-
als written in that abscure language. Where
he had expected elementary sea knowledge
among at least a few others of the settle-
ment, he found that every man, from the
posthouder down, had cheerfully dumped
the responsibility on him. What had started
as a suggestion for public consideration had
ended as a personal responsibility. So,
during the completion of the war canoe,
Tarrant had been at work.

He was tempted to confess to Luden,

* the missionary, but thought better of it.

Instead, he said boldly, “There’s probably
not a sextant between here and Timor, and
probably not even a surveyor’s theodolite.”

Mynbeer Luden nodded. “That is true.
But the old mariners steered by the stars,
and we have a compass. After all, we do
not expect frills, Mynheer Tarrant, the
Buginese method you know is good enough
for us.”

Tarrant was thinking, “Yeah, swell, un-
till we wander around in circles, and run
out of rations and water, and then who'll
they be lynching?” He said, “Maybe you
have some drafting instruments, a pro-
tractor?” '

“But of course. Right here.”

So he set to work with an aluminum
dishpan, wire, and a piece of gas pipe.
What he finally catried aboard was some-
thing he hoped would pass for an astrolabe.

The women, crowding amidships with
the half dozen children who had not been
sent back to the Netherlands to go to
school, cried out against the impossibility
of living in such a cramped space. Jan
Dekker said, grimly, “As we run out of
rations, there will be more room to stretch
your legs, ladies.” '

Dekker was in command, by virtue of
age and rank. Tarrant’s job was merely
“And,” Dekker whis-
pered to him, once they were under way,
“to be thrown overboard if something goes
wrong. And I will be next.”

Tarrant glanced back at the settlement,
which Dekker had ordered set afire, so that
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back at all!” He brushed cigar-ash from

his vest, went on. “Haywire kites like Neil

and Brad fly oughta be condemned. Look
at Brad—him and Lefty Sykes have been
rebuildin’ that wreck of theirs for two
weeks now; and chucked together like she
is, Brad flies her out today with no more
- of an okay than what Lefty himself likes
to hang on her.” Then Campbell added,
“Yeah, and likely overloaded by about
seventy-five percent.”

That night, however, Pilot Wallace
Bradford returned from his trip to- Three
Falls. The sergeant found him and Lefty
unloading the plane by the aid of 2 flood-
light affixed to their warchouse on shore.
The load consisted of bales of fur, each
bearing the “H. B. C.” brand as well as
the code-number of a Churchill River post.

Joe Bailey asked, “Well, what’s new?”

Bradford, in the doorway of the plane,
turned. He recognized Joe Bailey, "New?”
he repeated. “Nothing's new; that is if
you're referring to Neil Foster. Why,
didn’t he show up yet?”

“Neither Neil nor Red Conlon,” an-
swered the policeman.

“Funny,” observed Bradford. “We
called at Red’s place on the way in but he
wasn't around.”

“What d'you mean, not around?”

“Not around anywhere.” Bradford
dragged a bale to the cabin doorway, lifted
it to Lefty Sykes’ shoulders, went on again.
“His shack is padlocked, but we took a
squint through the window. Some of his
stuff is there, but not that bunch of white-
foxes he kept out in the warehouse.”

Sergeant Joe Bailey digested the news.
“And his dogs?”

“They’re still there. And that’s another
thing that's funny. They were all loose
and the meat-cache was open. It looked
as though, wherever Red went, he didn’t
want the dogs to starve.”

Joe Bailey gave a puzzled grunt. “Looks
more like Red don't figure to come back at
all. Not to an empty meat-cache.”

It now appeared that the charges against

SHORT STORIES

Red Conlon had been well-founded; that
Red, jittery following the Huskie's death,
had taken things on the lam. Moreover,
the fact that he had taken his fur with him
seemed to be another bit of proof that he
didn’t intend to return. A month before,
when Bradford and the sergeant had been
at Wolf River, Red had better than two
hundred Barren Lands white-fox skins.
His catch, he said, for half of the winter.
The sergeant hadn’t believed him then and
doubted it more than ever now. Red wasn't
much of a trapper at any time. But if Red
had hooch and the Huskies had fur, well,
two hundred white foxes was only a sam-
ple of what an energetic man might do.

“D'you think,” suddenly asked the ser-
geant, “that Red flew out?”

“Must have,” said Bradford. “His dogs
are still there.”

“And that Neil Foster was the guy who
flew him?”

Bradford shrugged. *‘That’s something
I wouldn't know. And only Neil could
tell you.”

The sergeant said nothing further until
the unloading of the plane was completed,
then he asked Bradford for a frank opin-
ion of Neil Foster’s continued delay.

THE pilot was lighting a cigarette. “As
a frank opinion, I haven’t one. But if he
did fly Red out, you've three bets to cover.
He may have hit for The Pas, he may have
hit for Edmonton, or he may have been
heading in here and never made it. And
by that I mean forced down.”

“But wouldn’t you have seen something
of him on your way in today?”

“Not after we crossed the Churchill. By
that time it was dusk.”

The sergeant and Bradford both ate
their meals at the Ritz Cafe. There, later
on, they met again. Bradford was at a
table, and Joe Bailey joined him. “Well,”
said Joe, “I've been on the phone.” He
explained. “Edmonton and The Pas.
Neil didn’t land either place.”

“And Red?” asked Bradford.
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All right. Then where are the tracks of
Neil Foster’s plane—the one Red went out
on five days ago?”

Bradford studied the problem. “That'd
mean that Red didn’t board the plane here.”

Joe Bailey shrugged impatiently. “Aa-
other thing—no matter how well this shack
may have been built, don't she strike a bit
too warm for one that’s been vacant five
days?” He pointed to a water-pail on a
stool behind the stove. “Five days—and
only a skim of ice. And why should Red
go off and leave water in the pail at all?
He’d know it'd freeze, know the pail would
split.”

Bradford looked quickly at Lefty Sykes;
from him to the sergeant. “Then it adds
up; Red doesn't figure on coming back.”

Joe Bailey snorted. “So he chucks all
this stuff away—grub, dishes, dogs, sleigh.
Hooey! And unless he was clean looney,
why did he pull out in 2 fifty-below spell
and leave his mitts behind?”

BRADFORD gave a short, nervous grunt
and flicked his cigarette in the general
direction of the stove. Joe Bailey wasn't
interested in the cigarette as a cigarette, but
he was interested enough to see that it
shouldn’t start a fire. So he put out a foot
to step on it; and when the thing rolled
between two boards, he stooped to pick
it up.

lllt) lay somewhere in the shadows, but
stooping for it showed Joe Bailey some-
thing else—a dirty, rusty-red spot on the
floor; and hard alongside the red spot was
a six-inch piece of green braid.

He picked up the butt as well as the
braid. ‘The butt went into the ash-box, the
braid he turned over in his fingers. Then
he suddenly realized that this that he held
in his hand was the same sort of stuff that
Lefty Sykes used to fasten his parka.

He glanced up, at the coat, as Lefty stood
before him. There they were, tie-strings
in pairs, one pair, two pair, three— Not
three pairs; the last one had lost its mate.

Then his eyes met Lefty’s. And Lefty’s
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eyes, set each side of a broken nose, were
wicked, questioning, calculating. Suddenly,
without warning, Lefty sprang.

But Joe was ready. He had had a split-
second warning; and he met the rush with
a stiff-arm jolt to Lefty’s jaw.

It stopped the man, but didn’t knock
him out. He staggered, wheeled, went
back against the far wall to glower there,
dazed, rubbing his eyes with the back of
his hand. '

Bradford, too, made a motion; but Joe
checked it at birth. Fist bunched, ready—
it was all that-Bradford needed. He
stopped himself, eyes narrowed, breathing
hard.

“So that's the way of it, eh?” snarled
Joe. “And you do know a bit about it?
Okay; then I'll tell you the rest!” His rat-
skin cap was over one eye; and hard-jawed,
straddle-legged and bulky in his buffalo
coat, he stood and glowered at the pair.
“That bit of braid came off your parka,”
he told Lefty Sykes. “Red Conlon prob-
ably yanked it off in the tussle you had be-
fore you brained him. And this,” he said,
scratching the rusty spot with a toe, “is Red
Conlon’s blood.”

Lefty Sykes’ head seemed to be clearing.
He glared back at Joe Bailey, sooty-eyed.
The pilot, Bradford, had gone pale, but his
jaw was hard set.

“I've been a sucker quite a while,” the
sergeant went on. "I looked toward The
Pas for the bird who was flying in
Red’s rotten liquor. I never thought to
look right under my nose. And when that
Huskie snuffed out, you knew there’d be
the devil to pay. Red'd squawk if the
screws were put on him, and you’d face ten
or fifteen years in the pen.” Joe Bailey
nodded knowingly. “Your first idea was
to fly him out, to get him out of the way;
then when you came north yesterday and
found the wreck of Neil Foster's plane,
you had another idea. Fly him out noth-
ing! Rub him out! That way Red could
never talk—and you’d be eight or ten thou-
sand dollars’ worth of foxes to the good.
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“So you did it; you beefed him and
loaded him in your plane. And you flew
low over the crash and you shoved him out.
And if you'd dropped him almost anywhere
but where you did, you'd probably have got
away with it. Red lit right in the path
of the wind, and if he’d been there before
the fire, he would have been covered in
ashes. I missed the point the first time,
but I noticed it later, when we went to
move him. There were ashes and a bit of
burned fabric and even a bit of wind-
shield glass right on the spot where Red
had been lying.”

Lefty Sykes began to speak, but Brad-
ford cut him off. “I'll handle this,” the
pilot said sharply. Turning to Joe Bailey,
he asked him, “That’s your case, is it? That,
and a few two-bit canclusions because you
find Red’s dogs here at the shack and an old
pair of his mitts up on a shelf?”

“No, there’s other things,” Joe Bailey
told him bluntly. “Stuff like Red locking
the shack and forgetting to take the key
along; him heading out with Neil for Black
Lake when he knew I'd be looking for him;
and three boxes of fish up at the Black Lake
depot packed with white-fox skins and a
few assorted chunks of old iron.”

The wotrds were a slap in the face for
Wallace Bradford; but they had an oppo-
site effect on Lefty Sykes. Lefty swore an
oath, stuck down his head, and charged.

THE mechanic was a husky sort of man
and aimost as big as Joe Bailey. More-
over, he hadn’t collected that broken nose
following the paths of peace. The police-
man jarred him with a wallop as he came
but failed to stop him; and then Bradford
stepped in.

There was going to be no quick finish to
. this fight; it would be vicious; and if Joe
Bailey went down, he knew he could ex-
pect no mercy. So he would have to fight,
cripple or kill or be crippled or killed him-
self. '

He was wearing no gun, though he had
his service arm in the packsack; and even

_that vicious drive on the noase.

if he had had it, he would have had little
chance to bring it into use. It was a case of
slug and swing till you could grab up a
chair and use it as a club.

But then he went down; they all went
down.

Salty blood was in his mouth; and
as he locked his legs around Bradford’s
waist, something crashed against his ear. It
maddened him with pain; he went wild.

But going wild wasn’t the thing to have
done. In a mad effort to finish off Brad-
ford, Sykes was given his chance. He took
it—used his knee and the heel of his hand,
and Joe Bailey went as flat on the floor as
though his legs had been kicked from un-
der him.

He felt sick, horribly sick from the kick
in the stomach; tears flooded his eyes from
Then in
fast order came three brutal blows on the
back of his head. And as the pinwheels
whirled and shivered, Joe Bailey checked
out.

THREE factors saved him from being
murdered; one for each blow: the thick
muskrat cap on his head, the lack of any
suitable weapon for murder, and Lefty
Sykes’ haste. What actually roused him was
a curious sort of crackling and the roar of
an aircraft engine.

He dragged himself to a knee, and the
past returned. Sure; he'd been beat up.
Sykes and Bradford. And the crackling
was—>by golly! fire!

Swaying dizzily he got on two knees. He
located the fire. It was on the bunk. The
hay was burning. He guessed the rest.
Lefty, after knocking him cuckoo, had
dodged from the shack and chucked a
match to the hay on the bunk as he went.
Nice guy, Lefty—and that would be the
plane pulling out—

He remembered the water-pail with its
thin coating of ice. He found the pail,
broke the ice, sprinkled the water over the
bunk and completed the job by dumping
it on it bodily. Then with smoke choking

25






















































70 SHORT STORIES

Bobbie swallowed. “I—I don't know
who you mean.”

The front door opened again and
“Wrinkle-tace came back into the room,
followed by Faris and Knowles.. Faris
waved 2 derisive hand at Bill. He called,
“Hi, pal. How you feelin?”

“Got that wire?” Worthington asked.

Wrinkle-face nodded.

“Tie 'em up.”

Faris and Knowles started toward Bill
Ludlow. Wrinkle-face edged toward Bob-
bie. Bill stood perfectly still.

“Atta boy, pal,” Faris nodded. “Take it
the easy way. It'll save us all trouble. Stick
out your hands.”

Bill stuck out his hands. He stuck them
out suddenly, both of them knotted into
fists and he lunged forward as his arms
straightened, catching Faris squarely in the
stomach. Faris grunted and doubled over.
Bill came erect. He hooked a fist under
the man’s jaw, twisted sideways to avoid a
smashing blow from Dave Knowles and
then jabbed Knowles full in the mouth.

He was really as startled as the two men.
He hadn’t planned anything like this. It
was all an accident. When he had stuck
his hands out he had just lunged with
them. That was all.

Over Knowles’ shoulder he saw Bobbie
struggling with Wrinkle-face. She was
clawing at him, screaming, kicking.
Wrinkle-face was backing away. Bill
shouted 2 word of encouragement to the
girl. He rocked Knowles with a stiff blow
to the side of the head, staggered away
under a sudden attack by Faris, tripped
over a chair and went down. He was up
almost immediately but he jerked his head
straight into the smashing blow of Worth-
ington’s gun., Pain exploded in his head
and a thousand stars danced in front of his
eyes. He didn’t even remember falling.

BILL LUDLOW was soaking wet when
he recovered consciousness, wet from
the water which had been poured over him
to revive him. A throbbing pain ham-

mered against the walls of his head. He
was in a chair and he tried to get up but
couldn’t make it. His legs were wired
to the legs of the chair and his arms were
fastened to the chair arms.

“He's comin’ out of it, Jim,” said
Wrinkle-face.

Bill lifted his head. He stared in a dazed
fashion from side to side. Bobbie was
lying on the davenport. She was lying per-
fectly still. Faris and Knowles stood near
the mantel. There was blood on the front
of Knowles’ shirt. His nose was swollen
and was still bleeding.

Wrinkle-face stepped aside and Jim
Worthington moved up in front of Bill's
chair. There was a tight, ugly look on
Worthington’s face.

“You're damned lucky to be still alive,
Ludlow,” Worthington said bluntly. “May-
be you’ll stay lucky. Maybe not. I want
to know where I can find Carol Adams.”

Bill moistened his lips. He shook his
head. '

Worthington stepped forward. His hand
shot out and slapped Bill smartly across the
face. There was nothing gentle about the
blow. It seemed to rip away half of Bill's
cheek and it made everything in the room
hazy. Somecone threw more water over
him and Worthington bent closer.

“Listen here, Ludlow,” he sa2id grimly.
“I haven’t even started. I'll cut you to
pieces inch by inch if I have to but I in-
tend to get an answer. Where is Carol
Adams?”

Bill bit his lips. He felt another jar-
ring blow on the side of his face and then
another. For an instant he slipped back
into the cool shadows which were crowding
close around him but Wrinkle-face
wouldn’t let him stay there. Wrinkle-face
shook him awake and Worthington started
talking to him again.

There was no reality to what was hap-
pening. This was like a nightmare only
there was no escape from it. Worthing-
ton’s voice kept hammering at him.
“Where is she, Ludlow? Where is she?”
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5lind side of ¢he door. Bobbie had fallen
asleep. For an hour, now, he had heard
her regular breathing. There was no sound
from the bathroom. Pete might be sleep-
ing, too, Bill realized. He had taken a
pillow with him and sprawled out on the
floor.

Over and over, during the time he had
waited, Bill had checked the conclusions
which had led him to believe that Worth-
ington would come here tonight. Logi-
cally, the reasons were still sound, but as
the minutes passed they didn’t stand up
so well.

Except for the regular sound of Bobbie’s
breathing, there was hardly a sound in the
room. Trafhc noises. reached faintly in
through the almost closed window. Bill
stretched and shifted a little in his chair.
He heard the sound of footsteps in the
carpeted hall beyond the door and for a
moment went rigid. The footsteps passed,
then came back and stopped. A hand tried
the knob.

BILL LUDLOW came silently to his feet.
He moved back against the wall. As
clearly as though he could see into the hall,
he knew who was there. As though it was
already over, he knew what would happen.
‘With a pass-key Worthington would un-
lock the door. He would come in, cross
to the window and close it and then move
to the bed. He would stoop over the figure
lying there.

A key sounded in the lock, turned the’

bolt and was removed. The door started
slowly to open. A dim shaft of light
stretched in from the hallway, a shaft of
light almost blotted out by a man’s figure.
The man stepped into the room and closed
the door.

Bill pressed his body back against the
wall. He could hear the faint sound of
. the man’s breathing. For what seemed
like an endless minute, the intruder didn’t
move. Bill could make out the white blur
of his face as his head turned from side
to side. The man’s eyes were searching

the room, probing the darkness. And sud-
denly he started for the bed.

"Hey, Bill!” whispered a voice from the
bathroom. “Is that you?”

The man was half across the room when
Pete’s question hit him. He stopped and
jerked erect, whitled around and dived for
the door. Bill Ludlow charged in to meet
him. He heard a muttered curse as the
man checked himself. He saw an arm
flung up in the air and caught a glimpse
of the club the stranger was holding. It
crashed down on him as he came against
the man, scraped against the side of his
head and took him in the shoulder. It
seemed to paralyze one whole side of his
body, but the force of Bill’s charge cat-
ried both of them backward to the floor.

The man was quick and strong. He
rolled away as he fell, came to his knees
and smashed another blow with his club.
Bill took it in the side. He sprawled over
the-man, got his fingers around the man’s
throat and fastened them there with all
the strength at his command. In a dim
fashion he was aware of Bobbie’s voice,
screaming for Pete. The lights clicked
suddenly on and in another moment Pete
had left the switch for which he had been
fumbling and was helping him.

“Ease up, Bill,” Pete ordered.
don’t want this guy dead.”

The door to the room had been opened
and a couple of men were looking in, men
in old-fashioned nightgowns over which
they had thrown coats. Bill took his fingers
away from Worthington’s throat. He stood
up and looked over to the door. “Come
on in,” he invited grimly. “We're about

uwe

to need some witnesses.”

Worthington's face was purple. He was
having trouble breathing. The two men
who had been at the door came on into.
the room and several more joined them.
Pete picked up the club Worthington had
been carrying. It was a short, heavy piece .
of wood, as thick at the end as a man’s
upper arm.

“He was gonna use this on Bobbie,”
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rather have it the other way around?”

Muir gave him an approving glance.

The glance Bent gave him was approv-
ing too. In a kind of hungry way. Like
a lion, Piper thought wildly, gazing in
fond contemplation at the dinner that has
just bounced unthinkingly down a jungle
path.

“So you're back!” he snapped at Piper.
And Piper could see that Bent was not re-
luctantly eonsidering the abandonment of
his beloved reds in favor of Piper as pet
suspect. “"\//here've you been?”

“Me—" Piper’s voice tapered thinly. A
sick sensation settled coldly and lumpily
in his stomach. He'd certainly pulled this
one down on top of himself. Without a bit
of help from anybody.

Muir’s voice, like cold, distant steel,

was prodding at his back. “Tell them,
Hamlin.”

So Piper did. "I didn’t go anywhere.
I was kidnaped.”

At first Mayor Bent thought that was
hilariously funny. Then he changed his
mind.

His flabby cheeks crimsoned with
indignation, his wattles shook, his eyes
popped. He looked like a man beset with
an apoplectic stroke. Hamlin was crazy.
Hamlin was a liar. Hamlin was a detesta-
ble little upstart who had dared to sug-
gest that in the fair city of Preston could
occur so loathsome a crime as kidnaping.

After a time, Muir pricked, as with a
swordpoint, the scarlet balloon of Mayor
Bent’s wrath. “You'd better hear the rest
of what Hamlin has to say,” he told Bent
quietly.

Piper furnished more details, even in-
cluding the lavender nude at the Salvation
Beer parlor. He wished he’d left that out.
The heavenly twins were nightmarish
enough without the addition of that final,
incredible detail.

Behind him, he heard a deep chuckle
of appreciative and impersonal amusement.
District Attorney Halliday had joined the
party, followed by Police Captain Ken-
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nedy. His eyes lighted speculatively on’
Muir.

“You're Muir,” he said. “You brought
our fugitive back. Rather heartless, don’t
you think?”

Muir spread his tapering hands. “Busi-
ness,” he sighed, “is business. Besides,
I've always rather wanted to visit Preston.”

“Your work, though, is finished now
surely?”

“Mr. Muir represents me,” Rhea put in.

Halliday nodded. “I see. Sit down,
sit down. All of you. Captain Kennedy
has something to say.”

Kennedy steered smudgy brown eyes
around at all of them. Slowly. One after
the other. Suddenly, his jaw thrust out
and the powerful bulk of his body tilted
toward Piper.

“Speak your piece first,” he commanded.
“Why do you think you were kidnaped?”

Piper said the first thing that popped
into his head. "I took a picture here in
this office a little while before they found
Stevens’ body. There was a fat man here
—had a big nose like Diogenes’ lantern,
made him stand out. I thought it was
Stevens at the time. But it wasn’t. Maybe
he didn’t want his picture floating around
to connect him with the murder.” The
more Piper thought about it the better he
liked it.

Kennedy thrust out a hairy jaw. “Let’s
see your picture.”

Piper, looking sour, admitted he didn’t
have it.

Kennedy snorted. “Thought so! You
are the only one who saw the fat man.
You took a picture of him but you haven’t
got it. Want to know what I think?”

" Piper didn’t, but Kennedy told him. *I

think you made him up. Come on, admit
it. There wasn't any fat guy. You never
took a picture at all.” He put his pudgy
palm against Piper’s chest and pushed him
back.

Piper didn't like it. “Quit shoving me
around,” he snapped. “And why don’t
you admit a couple of things? The pink
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REWARDS INCORPORATED

dresser, the studio bed, the kitchen corner,
until everything in the room had been
picked up by the prying lens and recorded
on film.

By the time he was through, Wegg was
making his report to Muir. “No finger-
prints on the body. Plenty on the trunk.
They could be anybody’s—most likely hets.
Doesn’t seem to have been much of a strug-
gle. Probably a man did it. Strangled
her—with his hands.”

“When?"”

Wegg washed the Van Ledden thet-
mometer in the basin, talked over his shoul-
der. “I'll have to look at the stomach be-
fore I can tell you that. Maybe thirty-five,
forty hours ago. Monday night would be
a close guess.”

“Bruises?”

“None.” Wegg straightened and let his
eyes, bright behind the thick-lensed glasses,
tun around the room. “Must’ve been get-
ting ready for bed. Looks as if she'd just
undressed and put on a kimono to receive
her caller. Then—"

“Aren’t you going to call the police?”
Piper demanded. “They'll be itching to
give me a good going over. This is just
about all they need.”

“No police,” Muir said lazily. "Too
much red tape. Too much—grief.”

“But Mrs. Lafferty. How—"

“I'll take care of that. Give Wegg a lift

with the trunk down to the station wagon.
When you're through, Hamlin, check on
those pictures. Get in touch with the cab
people——ﬁnd that driver.”

12:30 P.M.
PROBABLY nothing about the Stevens
case would have been much different if
Piper had carried out Muir’s instructions to
the letter and on the jump. But because he
didn’t, he was introduced to one of Pres-
ton’s most distinctive institutions.

He was on his way to the Checker Cab
outfit's main stand, when, passing a corner
tavern, he reflected that maybe 2 drink
would steady his wobbly nerves. Well, no,
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on mature consideration, one drink
wouldn’t. But six or seven might. He

went into the tavern and had a shot of
rye. :
After the third or fourth, he began
thinking about Rhea Vern. Next to Col-
onel Abbott, she was Piper’s pet suspect.
There was certainly something funny about
her.

Something she was hiding. Some-
thing she was afraid of. There was that
mysterious boy friend, and her legacy from
Stevens. Maybe she’d got the idea that
Libby La Roche was interfering in her
plans. Or maybe she really was in love
with Stevens and had killed them both out
of jealousy. Nope, that didn’t include the
unknown Romeo; and it didn’t make any
sense anyhow.

But then what in this crazy, Piper re-
flected with alcoholic philosophy, case
did? . . . Pink gardenias. One derby hat
too many. An owlish man named Wegg
looking for a wife who'd been missing for
seven years and whom he’'d never liked
much anyway, A fat man who shouted
about “anarchists” and had a city in his
pocket. A fighting man handing out
gratuitous alibis to the needy. A corpse
in a trunk and one in a closet. It all went
round and round.

Piper’s brain went round and round too,
and in its circuit eventually arrived back at
Rhea Vern. Maybe he’d better have a little
talk with her, ask a few questions himself.
Piper warmed to the idea. And the next
thing he knew he was in the phone-booth
dialing the number of Stevens’ office.

Rhea had a nice voice. Warm and
friendly.

“You sound hungry,” Piper told her.

“I guess maybe I am,” Rhea answered.

“I've got a lot of more important things
to attend to,” he said gravely, “but you
know what—? I'm gomg to drop every-
thing and buy you lunch.”

“Thanks too much,” Rhea snapped.
After all, a gir] likes to feel that she’s more
important than anything else, even to a co-




































TaE Pup

Grows OLD

By CHARLES
TENNEY JACKSON

HE mournful cry of the trailing

hound came across the big saw-

grass, and Mase McKay laughed

lazily. He stretched six feet of

lean, brown swamp man from
the sinking hummock where he stood and
felt the breeze with his open hand. Then
whooped with the joy of being free. That
left slough had slowed OIld Pelt but not
for long. ,

“Shake a foot, Log! Best trailer, run-
nin’ loose, in the county pack Cap Bailey
says. An’ my old man give him to the
sheriff when Pelt was nothin’ but a belly-
fed pup. One of Nellie’s pups. Swamp
raised like me. Maybe I played with that
pup around the old man’s store when I was
a kid. Just can’t remember ’em all. But
now a Jigger Key hound trailin’ me home!”

He went on whooping to the free sky
aver the Glades. But, boy, his folks would

be sore over this runout from the county
work camp! Just eleven more days on his
thirty-day stretch and Mase could come
home free. But that was no fun; Mase
had wanted to devil those shotgun guards,
raise a rookus, as usual, and get himself
talked about. The camp captain’s prize
county hound would be fooled for once—
perhaps. But he hoped Jigger Key folks
wouldn’t say he took the runout just to go
home and see that yellow-haired girl, Sade
Bailey, the captain’s niece, who was always
arguing Mase to settle down. Settle down!

“Come on, dog! Rise, snakes, and sing!
I'm headin’ for right lonesome country.
But flat your ears, snakes, when I pass! But
listen to that old hound? Huntin’ me down
where we was both born and raised.” He
went on slowly, supremely confident. Sure
a mean trick to play on Cap Bailey though.

Bailey bossed a fair camp. No man
worked in Jeg-irens unless he tried the run-

Listen to That Old Hound!
Huntin® Me Down Where We
Was Both Born and Raised
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take a few townie scalps. All he had









THE PUP GROWS OLD

the grass road to the great world of Jooks
where a swamp boy felt techy about bookies
in big cars. He planned to turn up the
- slough and opposite Tiger Hammock he’d
signal Jimmy and Johnny out and warn
them of the state killers. They’d find him
a canoe and coontie flour cakes, maybe
dried deer or panther meat. The Three Old
Men would never know he'd ‘passed their
village. They would order every child and
woman into the huts until the last State
gunshot had ceased in their woods and then
wonder where the winter’s meat would
. come from. Spittin’ would never ask for
Government rations for his clan.

Six hours since the runout. Mase tired a
litle and blood was through his tcrn
clothes, for he wasn’t taking care now.

“Don’t need to care,” he argued. “I'm

. leavin’ you dog, right here at the slough.
‘Nother hour I'll be ’crost water and then
into mangrove country with a dugout. Boy,
over West’ard the whole Guvment can't git
a man out. Live on coon oysters and cab-
bage palm. South is the coast mangrove,
ol’ dead hurricane jungle. Man can fork
it, but a dog can’t. Not even you, Pelt.
End o’ trail Pelt, right here. Sit on your
ol’ pore tail an’ beller for Harp an’ the
pack. An’ you don’t like them upstate
hounds either. Like me—wanta run free
an’ alone. Settle down, hell—what that
Bailey girl think you an’ me is made of?”

The breeze had died. The sun was level
over the grassy sea, and when he stood on
the slough’s edge, sky and water were blue
and pink, and hurricane-month storm
clouds, black based on the distant Gulf,
glacier white at the peaks, beckoned that
" there were wilder spaces. '

Then he saw a dot west’ard and it was
moving. A Seminole dugout poled slowly
along, and he knew his friends shortly.
Jimmy Tiger and little Johnny Cumso, and
they were leaving camp at sundown when
Indians usually holed up. And while Mase
watched silently he heard another sound
apart from the distant creak of pushpoles
against wood. The beat of a motor over

25

129

east’ard; and he recognized that also. The
camp workboat which Cap Bailey used to
fetch supplies down the road canal.

“Well, of all things, comin’ around
down the lake to head me off in a boat!
Why I ain’t knowed cap to take after a run-
out in years! Boy, you musta got his dander
up, hurt his pride in that dog, to take out
after me himself. But a boat, now, it ain’t
fair. Never knowed them Baileys to be
mean—except that Sade is always after me
to quit swamp-runnin’ an’ git a job. Hey,
hound, you oughta be 'shamed of 'em! You
an’ Cap gittin’ old and need a boat!”

But Mase was sure proud. He'd stirred
the whole county outfit up to trap him. The
big boss and every shotgun man. Big
joke! '

Sure a joke. In ten minutes Jimmy Tiger
would have him across the water. Old Pelt
would reach the edge and there would ead
the jail smell and the warm blood trace.
Dark coming, and by dawn Mase would be
where salt tides flowed through the man-
grove islands west’ard. The county men
could go to Tiger Hammock and question
Spittin’, and a lot they'd learn. Spittin’
would give them a grunt even if he knew
of a runout man. Not Indian business, any
white man’s lJaw. Mase Jaughed and stood
out frem the grass. He heard another dog
now, far and faint to the east’ard. Old
Pelt in the grass behind him was silent.

“Ol' Cap got his dogs on that boat.
That little bitty sorry blue hound he’s train-
in’ to take Pelt’s place. Earl'll be handlin’
‘em. Cap can't spraddle grass no mere.
Gittin" old—like Pelt.”

HE WENT along the bank and the two
young Indians saw him. He lifted an
arm and they were silent, upright, watch-
ful. Mase grinned again. He'd be safe
acress there. Joke. Jailhouse or work-
camp—big joke. Runnin’ free—big joke!
Ribbin’ them gun guards and all, when
your old man'’s got forty votes around Jig-

.ger Key and ’lection on. Joke—big joke!

He waved his hand and Jimmy waved back.
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“If you was my dog I'd learn you about
wadin’ traplines. Hound, yore brains is
slippin’.”  He tore his shirtsleeve to strips,
mopped the mud and blood, and then, with
a drier piece, bound twisted tendons. Then
Mase stood up and laughed:

“Smell me, you ol' man-hunter! Smell
that bug dope frem the stockade! Smell
blood, too. Mebbe last time—mebbe end
o’ the trail for you.”

He listened. That boat was nearing be-
hind the Point. The motor snatled the
mud. Mase crouched and went along be-
hind the grass ridge to the Point. That oak
clump was his chance. The county boat
would pass unseeing him—sure—if Pelt
was silent. Pelt, crippled, a man could
double back into the grass later when the
gun guards left. If Pelt got to his feet he
could follow and raise voice . . . he could.
Mase went on and looked from the turn.
That hound hadn’t moved except to twist
his head and fix sad eyes upon the fugitive.

“Holler,” grunted Mase. “Let ’em
know. Or mebbe you know yore licked.
Met up with a good swamp man and licked.
Cap wouldn't like it. One o’ Nellie’s pups,
I wouldn't either. Hell, dog, I didn’t steal
ner nothin’ like that. Just fightin'—an’
you know damn well McKays don’t do cut-
tin’.”

E STARTED for the Point and he

heard the boat grounding on a bar.
The motor was shut off, and he heard talk-
ing. He heard splashing, heavy boots in
the shallows. Captain Bailey led, and he
was like a2 man tired and sorry and wishing
he was somewhere else.

“You and Earl go along to left o' the
Point,” he ordered heavily. “You other
two men take the right. We’ll thresh in a
piece and wait fer Harp. Pelt and that
no-‘count McKay'll be somewhere’s be-
tween.”

Mase heard them wading.” Well, if they
took both sides of the Point he better not
turn. The deputies might spot him out in
the grass. The best chance was straight to-
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the moss-hung oak on the Point. No trick
to it. The camp captain was wading slowly. -
Long before he reached the shell beach
Mase had wormed through the seagrape,
close to the oak and then up to the gray
moss to stretch flat out on a thick limb.
Then he looked back through the dusk. If
Pelt gave voice? Hell, he was treed just
like a damn swamp cat and that was dis-
grace! He sure didn’t mean that but here
he was—treed after all. Jigger Key folks
would sure laugh.

Cap Bailey came on right under the oak
and followed the grass bank. Mase lost
him against the gray-red furnace of sunset.
Old Cap was mumbling to himself. Then
the mumble stopped abruptly.

“Found him,” muttered Mase. ‘‘Now,
what? Got me fitchered, them two!”

He raised to see and Cap’s back was
bent. Mase heard him again.

“Why, boy, what’s this? That McKay
skunk gunshot you?” Then Cap saw the
steel trap in the mud. He saw a rag tied
about Pelt’s torn paw and he raised the leg
to smell and see. Jail smell sure enough.
Cap stood up and he was whispering. Then
he was coming back and Pelt was in his
arms. He didn'’t call to his deputies spread
far in the grass. He came to the Point and
looked at his boat. Then at his quiet
hound. OId Pelt had raised his dripping
head from Cap’s arms and he was watching
above into the gray moss jungle. Cap didn’t
look up. He began to grumble again. He
moved a yard from the oak and Pelt tried
to look back and up.

“Hound, I didn’t train you to trec swamp
cats. Might be panther too. You ain’t
fitten to fight. We get aboard and get coffee
goin’, you and me. You could go some
hush-puppies and sowbelly meat I bet me.”

He went to the water’s edge and stopped
and spoke more loudly.

“Now, Pelt, I ain’t advisin’ you. Holler
or not, yore the judge. Even if you treed
a McKay he’'d lie about it when he got
home. But you could tree 'em, the best of
‘em. On three legs you could run ‘em
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FLIGHT OUT OF COLD DECK

“How about the others, specially Bill
and Fong?”

“Fong’s head was against the umiak’s
skin when it hit a block of ice. It left
him cold. Bill is doin’ okay.”

“This is Sunday—Mothers’ Day,” T re-
mind them. “If Bill can talk, get a call
through to Anna March. He’s got that com-
ing to him. And so has she, eh, General?”

General Addison has come into the room.

“And order 'em to carry my bed along
side of Bill’s,” I suggest to the general.

A few minutes later I'm next to Bill.
He’s in bad shape, and I can see he’s liable
to cash in. “Listen, Bill,” I say in a hoarse
whisper, “this is your uncle, No-Shirt
They're putting a call through to your
Mom. Pull yourself together.”

His eyes flutter, and stare at the ceiling
“Hold the transmitter to his lips,” I whis-

er. There’s a delay, but the call goe .
through, because Anna March has been
roosting near the telephone all morning.

“Listen, Bill,” I whisper, “your mom’s
waiting for that call. Are you going to
let her down?” “

His eyes blink, then I hear Anna’s voice.
“Hello, Bill. Are you there? I can’t hear
you.”

Now you can almost see the fog roll
back in his eyes, and the light that spells
life and intelligence begin to glow. “Hello,
Mom,” he says, and it takes plenty of
effort. “I'm—okay. Got into a jam. No-
Shirt got me out. I've got a busted—leg.
As soon as I can travel, I'll be—there
We'll catch up on our visiting, the two of
us—in our wheel chairs.”

I lean over and add, “This is Michael,

Anpna. Bill's okay now. Honest! Have
I cver tried to fool you?”
. Ican hear her happy sigh as she switches
off, then I start to relax, but Fong is com-
ing into the room. He's leaving in a few
minutes, Mr. McGee,” the general says. "1
know you need the rest, but before he
goes——" 1 listen to the rest, and get red
in the face. When they start pinning medals
on us McGees, we blush to beat hell.
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