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The Right Flag

j § YOU will remember in July a large

number of national magazines pub-
lisbed the American flag on their covers as
a matter of patriotism. It seems that only
about 80 percent of the flags reproduced
were true flags in accordance with the stat-
utes of this country. We are glad to say
that SHORT STORIES cover was among that
80 percent.

From One Contrib’ to Another

¢ B’RE just back from the Reunion at

Vegas,” S. Omar Barker wrote us the
other day. “Good rodeo, good crowd, consid-
ering war conditions, and a good time. Also
good and tired. I know ol’ Tuttle don’t need
any fan letters, but I've just read ‘The Lobo
Trail’ and sure enjoyed it. I sure get a kick
out of the deft way that ol’ cowboy handles his
dialogue and the authentcity of his cowboy
humor.”

*S. Omar Barker.”

Caribbean Pirates, Old and New

IN THIS issue we have two pirate stories
—one of the heyday of the buccaneers,
and one of today. A man who knows his
pirates is Arthur D. Howden Smith, and
he has a few words to say on the subject as
follows:

There have been pirates, buccaneers and
picarooas in the Caribbean—with the ex-
ception of one interval—ever since the first
Spanish explorers and colonists pierced the
dark curtain which the Time Spirit had
hung between Europe and the Americas
for no one knows how many millenia. For
the early Spaniards were certainly as pirati-
cal in their depredations upon Indiaa tribes
and nations as were the English, French
and Dutch, who harried them in Long
Diccon’s day and for many years after-

wards. Cuban, Colombian, Venezuelan,
Brazilian and American pirates and slave-
traders carried on the tradition until about
a century ago. But from the period just
prior to the Civil War piracy degenerated
into filibusteting and gun-running. I could
tell some stories about that, but this isn’t
the time or the place for them.

Anyhow, for the past three generations
people took it for granted that piracy in the
Caribbean was nothing more than a mem-
ory. If you wanted to know about it, you
had to go to such sources of information
on the old days as Esquimiling, Stevenson,
Sabatini or Howden Smith. But in the past
year the pirates came back to their favorite
cruising ground. With the difference that
in this mid-Twentieth Century the pirates
were Germans, crueler, more merciless and
treacherous than Henry Morgan or Long
John Silver. In their salt-crusted U-boats,
lurking beneath the beautiful blue waters
which stretch from the Straits of Florida to
the Dragon’s Mouth and from the Wind-
ward and Mona Passages to Yucatan and
the coasts of the Spanish Main, they are
prowling the Caribbean with the same
blind zest for death and destruction as
the men who wore top-boots and swung
cutlasses. The pirates of several hundred
years ago were used to forcing their vic-
tims to “walk the plank.” It was no harder
fate than has befallen many sailors of to-
day, who have had their ships torpedoed
under them without warning, and then
been shelled in their hastily-launched life-
boats.

The old sea-rovers had their bases on the
island of Tortuga off Haiti, in Port Royal
and Kingston, Jamaica, at the Belize in
British Honduras and many other places,
some of them very secret. And the Ges-
man U-boat pirates also undoubtedly have
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TRACKS IN THE SAND 23

“Blended with what?” asked Judge.

“Potato alcohol and turpenteen,” re-
plied Frijole, “and with jest a slight tech
of red paint to give color. She’s shore
smooth, gents.”

“T'll take a jug back with us,” said
Henry. “It should be well aged by two
o'clock this afternoon.”

“She’ll be a patriarch by noon,” de-
clared Frijole, and hurried to the kitchen.

Life was like that on the JHC; no one
took it seriously. Slim Pickins, with the
assistance of Thunder and Lightning
Mendoza, handled the cattle, kept the
water-holes open, and repaired the fences.
Henry was not critical. Judge Van Treece's
lectures on efficiency fell on deaf ears. He
advocated the discharge of the two Mexi-
cans, but Henry vetoed such an idea.
Henry loved to laugh, and what was fun-
nier than those two mishandling the
King’s English? '

What if Frijole Bill neglected his work
to manufacture prune whiskey, while Slim
Pickins slept in the shade, while there was
branding to be done? It was all right with
Henry. Somehow the cooking would be
done, the cattle branded.

HEY ate breakfast, and Slim took them

back to Tonto City. Henry always sighed
as he looked over Tonto City. When he
had come there it was a sleepy cow town,
with no worries for anyone. But gold had
changed all that. Ore wagons, drawn by
six span of mules, churned up the dust of
the street, the hitch-racks were crowded,
the sidewalks crowded with people. Music
blared from the King’s Castle, the biggest
saloon and gambling place in the country,
now owned by Bart Silvaine, a huge,
gross-faced, overdressed gambler. Henry
did not like Bart Silvaine, because the
gambler was too suave, too overbearingly
affable at times.

They atrived at the office and sent Slim
back to the ranch, after taking a gallon
jug of Frijole’s latest concoction into the
rear of the office, where Judge covered it
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with a tarpaulin. He came back to find
Henry talking with a stranger.

“Judge,” said Henry, “I want you to
meet Frank Travis, new owner of the
Shoshone Chief mine.”

They shook hands, and Travis said, “I
believe my demise was rumored in Scor-
pion Bend yesterday.”

“Slightly premature, I imagine,” said
Henry gravely. “I am glad to know it
was an error, and what may we do for you,
Mr. Travis?”

“It is rather personal,” said Travis so-
berly. “I came here last night with a Miss
Terry, who is seeking the position as
school teacher in your school. A very
lovely young lady and of great talent, I
presume. The cold, hard fact of the situa-
tion is that she needs the job. It now de-
velops that the situation is sought by a
number of applicants, who have been
asked to apply this morning, regardless of
how far they may have been obliged to
travel; so that the trustees may make their
selection.”

“Is there anything wrong with the
method involved?” asked Judge.

“Only,” said Travis, “that Miss Terry
was led to suppose that she would get the
position if she arrived in time. She didn’t
know it was a contest.”

“I see,” nodded Henry solemnly. “And
what am I supposed to do, Mr. Travis?
I can not very well arrest the other con-
testants, nor threater the trustees.”

“You have influence,” said Travis. “Ort
I don’t know just what to say—but she
needs the position very badly.”

“You—uh—haven’t heard any com-
ments on the Jady by a trustee, have
you?”

“One man,” replied Travis, “whom I
am told is a trustee, remarked that she
was, in his words, too damn purty to teach
school.”

Henry smiled. "I shall see what I can
do, Mr. Travis. After all, Tonto City has
no laws against beauty. God knows, it is
drab and sordid enough.”
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“I'm afraid,” said Henry painfully,
“that the stage is down at the bottom of
the canyon.’

“My God!” exclaimed Tony. “Thete’s a
woman on the stage!”

“A—a woman?” panted Judge. “Who
in the name of—"

“I dunno,” said Tony. “She got on at
Tonto. Wore a veil—paid me cash. I
dunno who she is, I tell yuh. My God,
she’s dead!”

“I am very much afraid you are right,
Tony,” said Henry. “Where is Dave
Leeds?” .

“Had too much whiskey,” said Tony.
“I had to drive. And look what hap-
pened! I didn’t see yuh at all. It was
too dark. What can we do?”

“One of our horses got killed,” in-
formed Slim. “The other one seems to
be all right. I'll yank off the harness and
ride for help.”

“A good idea, Slim,”
“Bring plenty of men—and ropes.
need—"

“We can't get down from here,” inter-
rupted Slim. “We'll have to go in the
lower end of the canyon, Henry. TI'll go
for help, and you fellers start walkin’.
It’s only about five miles to the end of the
grades. So- long, I'll go as fast as that
horse can travel.”

But when Slim turned to get on the
hotse, that horse was already traveling
away in the darkness.

“What the hell!” yelled Slim.
goes that—"

“Wega took him!” snorted Oscar. “Ay
saw him do it.”

“Why would Tony Vega do that?”

agreed Henry.
We'll

“There

asked Henry. “Why, he—well, he has
gone.”

“I'll saw his damn cars off,” promised
Slim angrily.

They stood around in the darkness, each
one rubbing some part of his injured
anatomy, and wondering what to do next.
Finally Henry said:

“We may as well walk. No doubt Tony

Vega will sound the alarm in Tonto City;
so we may as well be down at the lower
end of the canyon.’

No one approved nor rejected Henry's
suggestion; they just started wakag to-
ward Tonto City. In about thirty minutes
they met Frank Travis and Tommy Roper.
They had seen a wild rider go past them,
but had no idea who he was, until Henry
told them what had happened. Travis got
out of the buggy.

"That lady,” he said huskily, “was Nola
Terry.”

“No!” exclaimed Henry.
teacher, Travis?”

“She left a note for me and one for

“The school

Mrts. Gibson. She was leaving Tonto
City. I—I wanted to catch her in Scor--
pion Bend.”

They quickly unhitched the horse, and
turned the buggy by hand on the narrow
road.

“Do you want to go back to Tonto,
Travis?” asked Henry.

“No, I—I believe I'd rather stay here.
Someone else go.”

“Judge, you go with Tornmy, ordered
Henry. “You know what is needed.”

VII

IT WAS well after daylight, when the
* men from Tonto met Henry and his
party at the mouth of Lobo Canyon. They
brought extra horses, plenty of rope, and
Judge was thoughtful enough to bring
some food for Henry, Travis, Oscar and
Slim. Lobo Canyon was full of brush and
broken boulders, and the stream bed was
difficult to follow. In places they had to
dismount and lead their horses.

They were all more or less bruised and
torn by the time they reached the ap-
proximate spot where the stage went over
the edge. Frank Travis had hardly spoken
a word during the hard trip, but was one
of the first to see the wreckage of the
stage — a smashed wheel, hanging to a
manzanita snag on the side of the wall.
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64 SHORT
that your friends are sc—suspicious of
me.”

Ames smiled pleasantly. “Willy has
orders to machine-gun this _property from
the alr, if I'm not aboard in fifteen min-
utes.”

“Then I have misjudged the motive of
your visit, after all. I was hoping my life
story was to appear—as the theme of a
play. Pethaps as your chef d’oenvre, Mr.
~ Ames.”

The dramatist considered, quite gravely.
“Now that you mention it, there is a per-
fect tragic pattern in the career of Dr. Jean
Saulier, late of the French Academy. The
doctor who let his passion for research out-
run his prudence. The practitioner who
lost his license, and left Paris to escape
arrest—"

Saulier did not budge. “So fat, your in-
formation is common property. In all
fairness, you should add that these charges
were eventually dismissed—" He broke
off, to gesture toward the door, as a Negro
man-servant shuffled in with bowed head
—a tray grasped tightly in two massive
paws.

“The perfect moment for champagne.”

The servant cased the cork from the
magnum bottle in the ice-bucket. A su-
preme example of his race, the Negro’s
'skin shone like polished mahogany—an
oddly theatrical effect against the spotless
mess-jacket and razor-creased ducks. Yet
there was something inhuman about the
man, something grossly mechanical—as if
those great hands were operated by re-
mote control, rather than a brain.

Ames managed to ineet the Negro’s
cyes, as he poured out the wine—and
shuddered faintly. There was no light
there, no answering spark. Dead eyes that
saw you, without understandmg——the eyes
of a shark in an aquarium.

“Va-t-en, chameau!” snapped Saulier.
And then, as the Negro vanished, with
effortless haste, “Shall we save time, and
drink without toasts?”

Christopher Ames watched carefully, as

STORIES

the Frenchman lifted the bubblmg wine to
his lips. No, he thought, this isn’t the mo-
ment. He's savoring the game too much to
count me out, at this early date. He sipped -
his own wine slowly, savoring its cold, vel-
~vet perfection. How soon would Michael
Towne zoom above his roof-top with spit-
ting guns—if he had, for once, miscalcu-
lated his opponent?

Saulier voiced his unspoken thought,
quite calmly. “Surely you don’t think I
would risk murdering you, Mr. Ames?”

“Thanks to this vintage, I have already
transcended such fears.”

“Splendid. Let me pour you anothcr
glass.”

Ames accepted gratefully. “Strafige, isn’t
it, that one country could produce such a
perfect wine—and such an amoral scoun-
drel as yourself? Forgive my bad taste,
while I am enjoying your hospitality—but,
as I remarked, my time is limited.”

“Why do you conclude that I'm a scoun-
drel? Surely that business in Paris—"

“Let me answer your question with an-
other, Dr. Saulier. Just when did you find
it more exc1tmg to play with drugs, than
to save lives?”

“Will you please explain?”

“That Paris imbroglio was mild
enough,” said Ames. “If I recall correctly,
a certain titled lady came to you for a
complexxon cure—and you prescribed ar-
senic.

“A natural remedy.”

“Yes, it’s a fact that minute quantities
of this poison will do wonders for the
skin, providing the dosage is measured to
a milligram. Did your hand slip purposely,
Doctor? I suppose it was fasanatmg, to
balance life against death, in your own
ptivate pharmacopeeia. Like all members
of your profession, you couldn’t resist the
urge to play both God and devil—"

“I think it is time you made your point,
Mr. Ames.”

“High time,” said the dramatist. “Natu-
rally, this Haitian background was ideal,
when you decided to expand a bit. You had
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30 SHORT STORIES

loon, slanting from the door, here, for-
ward across to the port-side passageway.
Some—" He looked down at the deck and
his blue eyes expanded. “Lookit, Cap-
tain!” he exclaimed, pointing downward.

I followed the line of his extended fin-
ger. From the settee forward to the door
of the main saloon was a trail of small,
dark, gobbets of blood. I caught my breath
and tried to remember who had been sit-
ting there, It did not take me long.

I was no hunter, no tracker of hot spoor.
I dida’t have to be. At a dead run I
made for the deck house. There was the
tell-tale track, leading obliquely across the
plum-colored carpet of the main saloon to
the passageway on the port side.

I heard footsteps pounding along be-
hind me. Without slowing down I looked
back over my shoulder. It was Gay Holly,
running as fast as I. So she remembered,
too, did she? I didn't wait for her. I
raced forward along the passageway until
I came to the open door in the steel bulk-
head which gave entrance to the engine
room. I stepped over the coaming,
ducked my head and entered the strangely
silent compartment.

That was the first thing that hit me,
the silence. Oh, it wasn't really silent in
that hot, oil-smelling compartment. The
auxiliaries were humming away, but it was
the first time I could remember having
been in the engine room at sea when the
main engine was shut down. The helper
was at the after end of the quiet Diesel,
motosely adjusting some gadget below the
injector. He looked intently at me as I
hucried past, bit said nothing at all.

I noticed, hurrying forward along the
steel plates, that the protecting shield be-
low the fiddley had been hoisted even
closer against the opening, and that the
forward door—the door leading to the
crews’ quarters, was both closed and
dogged tight against its rubber gaskets.
{ noticed, too, that the driblets of blood
made a clear trail forward bemeath my
hurrying feet.

Clyde Gray was at his standing desk,
his elbow on the slanting surface, looking
down at Johnny, who sat in the bent-
wood armchair beside the desk, Johnny
was bending forward, his elbows on his
knees, and on his face was a pallor I had
never seen before, even when he had been
on a two- or three-day binge.

As I came to a stop before him, he lifted
his colorless face and smiled apologet-
ically.

“Terry,” he said, still smiling, “I've got
a bellyache.”

XVIII

ILENTLY I looked at the steel deck

beneath his chair. There was a large,
dark pool of blood thete, shiny from the
unshaded electrics overhead.

“What happened, Bud?” I asked, re-
verting to the name I had used when I
had been very young indeed.

“Up there on the boat deck,” he said,
still bending forward with his weight on
his elbows, “when you and Gay came hell-
ing back from the chartroom. Remember,
some of us were coming forward to sec
what was happening? Somebody cut loose
with a machine-gun. I stopped one. It
knocked me down, but I got up all right.
I hardly felt it.”

I remembered, all right. I remembered
one of the dark figures dropping to his
hands and knees, then picking himself up.

There was a gasp behind me. “Johnny!”
Gay cried.

She slid in front of me. Deftly she
opensd . Johnny's starched white blouse.
My heart nearly choked me as I looked at
the singlet beneath. There was a tiny hole
there, but only a drop or two of blood
showed. With exquisite care Gay pulled
up the woven shirt, exposing Johnny's
hard-muscled stomach. There, very low
on the right side—just above the belt—
was a very small puncture, blue around the
edges. It was not bleeding at all. 1
closed my eyes for an instant, and moved
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Tn the engine room—Johnny was dead,
but Clyde Gray was so used to taking extra
tricks a few more wouldn’t matter. He

could doze in his chair at the throttle.

Shot-gun, who had smelled death aboard
—he was dead, too, but Handy could
double as cook and cabin steward.

“My compliments to your commanding
officer,” I said formally, “and tell him
we'll get back to Miami without any
trouble. And good luck at dawn tomor-
row morning.”

He vanished. I stood where I was,
oddly dreading to go back to the bridge
and to start the Privateer on her sad voy-
age back to Miami, with her cargo of dead.

I didn’t know I was speaking aloud, but

suddenly I heard myself saying:

“Johnny is better off, really. He'd never
have got over his—his trouble. And Mr.
Halliday, he’s glad to stop living with his
memories. But the others—"

GAY swung her slim legs over the edge
of her bed and sat there looking at me.
“Stop it, Terry,” she commanded, and
I stopped it. For some moments she
searched my expression. Then, deliber-
ately, she rose and stood directly before
me. “Terry,” she said in a very low voice,
“couldn’t you say something nice to me?
If you have a girl somewhere will you
tell me?”

Like a damned fool I sucked in my
breath and just stared down at her, unable
to put the things I was thinking into
words. But maybe she was clairvoyant or
somethmg ’

“I'm through with Hollywood you
know, Terty,” she said, softly. “Acting
just isn’t in me. Idon’t like it. And now
‘that little Hymie doesn’'t need me, I'm
never going back. Not ever again.”

I'm a sailor, not a Great Lover. And
I've been at sea so much I've had damned
little experience with girls. The things
I wanted to say to this lovely child got

SHORT STORIES

caught in my throat, which was as dry and
rough as sandpaper. So I just put out my
arms, gathered her into them and brought
her hard against me. Her beautiful face
came up and I put my lips fully against
hers, while the world stood still and all
my aches and troubles faded into the dark-
ness of the sea-spiced night.

“Darling,” I said in a choked voice,
“I've decided. I'm going to turn this ves-
sel over to the Navy. I've been offered two
full stripes, and I'm going to take them.
Could you—could you wait for me until
we've licked the Nazis and the Wops and
the Japs?”

She bent her head back, looking straight
up into my eyes.

“Two full stripes?” she whispered.
“That’s a lieutenant, isn’t it?”

“Lieutenant, senior grade,” I told her

She took a long, deep breath. “No,”
she said, “I couldn’t wait for you. But
on a lieutenant’s pay you could support
me, if we were both very economical.
What’s to prevent your marrying me as
soon as we get back to Miami?”

From the darkness outside the open
port I could hear the lifting whine of the
destroyet’s blowers, the sudden thrash of
her four propellers as they churned into
the phosphorescent water. Her searchlight
dissolved into nothing at all, and the sound
of her moved swiftly away from us, leav-
ing us alone on a warm and friendly sea.
In a few hours she would be carrying
death and destruction to the raider which
flew the crooked cross of the Nazis, and
Johnny, and Mr. Halliday, and Shot-gun,
and the bosun and the rest would not have
died for nothing.

I listened and heard only the remem-
bered sounds of my own ship. Then, once
more, I tasted the sweetness of Gay's
bright lips.

“Come with me to the bridge, darling,”
I whispered. “We're going places—to-
gether!”
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‘ Twenty-five Miles from the
Placer Camp of Bootleg Bar
—-that Was Where a Doctor
Was Desperately
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with her is a2 white papoose. So.” His
vivid pantomime registered a tiny babe.

Doc Levitt and Thompson had followed
them out and now in answer to a question,
Jennison translated the graceful Nez Perce
into his own venacular.

“Doc,” he said soberly, “it says that
thar’s a sick white woman bad in need of
a doctor and if that ain’t hell enough, she’s
nursin’ a new come baby.”

Levitt’s instant reactian was the epitome
of his professional code.

.+ “Then I must go to Drowsy.”
“But, Doc,” Thompson protested with
an iron-clad catalog of indisputable facts,

“it's twenty-five miles to that camp and

there’s four feet of snow, two feet fresh
fell. There’s not a horse in these diggings
and none nearer than fifty miles. There’s
not a snowshoe in Bootleg Bar, nor any-
body who could use it if there was. Be-
sides, it’s twenty below zero and you're not
able to make the trip. Only a natural damn
. fool would try it.”

“Moren that,” Jennison contributed,
“thar’s not been even a Injun cayuse over
that road fur a month and thar ain’t a sled
in camp and if we had one it couldn’t be
dragged through this soft snow. It's a two-
day trip as the weather stacks up and we've
gotta take grub, blankets, et celety along.
What we need is one of them taboscoes
with a turned up front and flat bottom.”

“Yes, Bat,” Levitt corrected without
seeming to do so, “we could get along
handsomely with a toboggan. Yet you and
I will manage.” =

“What do you mean, ‘yox and I'?”
Thompson raged into the plan making.
“You ain’t cutting me out of that fun.
Hell! I can lope that far without stopping
to rest even.”

Levitt laid a slim white hand on the arm
of the indignant giant.

“Whispering,” said he, “you and Bat
and I ate one. We will go to Drowsy.”

“Since that’s settled, Doc,” Jennison said
briskly, “'s’pose you flax 'round in the cabin
whilst Whisperin’ and me ranny down-
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town to git something to haul our stuff on.
We'll need grub and blankets and our
heavy clothes, *specially grub.” He turned
to the Indian to add, “Send thou the mes-
sage that the fewat comes.”

As they plowed through the feathery
snow, Jennison expounded an idea to
Thompson.

“I've gotta notion, Whisperin’, about

- that sled. Down in the blacksmith shop

I've seen 2 slab of sheet iron that Spratling
planned to bottom his riffle box with and
didn’t. It’s thin, so it "ud give climbin’
over bumps, it’s light but tough. The sides
and ends could be crimped up and holes
punched in ’em fur thongs to lash our
dunnage on with. The end could be turned
up like an old-fashioned sleigh and straps
fastened thereto fur pullin’ it. Let’s drop
by Friedley’s cabin and ask him about
fixin® it.”

Friedley, holding up his unbelted
trousers with one hand, shivered in the
doorway while Jennison made brief work
of his errand. Then the craftsman spoke
through the medium of the humble smith.

“I can do it,” he nodded emphatically,
“I’ll gallop right down and have at it. You
need a toboggan and that’s what you'll
get.”

“That’s the damned namé I've been tty-
in’ to think of,” Jennison said disgustedly.
“We'll be down at the store or saloon,
mebby.”

There were men at the store who tried
to dissuade them. But not the patriarch
of the flock, Ahab Spratling. Yet of all the
men, he knew best the dangers faced. So
he interlarded sage advice, minute as to
detail, with a plain analysis of perils that
might be encountered. Most of all as to
traveling with wet feet should the tem-
perature drop sharply as he predicted.

“You've got to cross the river a good
hundred times,” he summarized the diffi-
culties, “and while the river's froze hard
as a donnick in places there’ll be spots
where it'll not be so. If you break through
you've got to stop and get a fire going. If
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thinking that Ivan had his own emergency
station to go to.

Ivan waited while Strang got the spare
coil from the battery room. Strang told
the third" operator to connect the small
emergency transmitter to the short-wave
receiving antenna and see what results he
could get. He and Ivan then went out.

The ship was still completely blacked
out. The radio cabin was on the after end
of the boat deck, and crew members from
aft were hurrying by on both sides in re-
sponse to the alarm bells. Through the
loudspeakers the captain’s voice was tell-
ing the men to go to their boat stations,
keep calm, and wait for further orders.

It was not the mast but the antenna
bridle that had been snapped by the ex-
plosion. Ivan hurried down to the well
deck, and Strang paid out one end of the
spare coil to him. Then he went below
to join him. The after part of the ship
was now deserted except for him and
Ivan. The ship’s pulse was slowing up,
and she slanted forward and sidewise as
if down on one knee. Lights had gone
on round the boats. Strang cast a glance
across the dark sea. The night was calm
and starlit, but he couldn’t make out any-
thing of the submarine.

As he was holding the wire clear of the
winches, standing on the hatch, and Ivan
was about to climb the mast ladder to
make the wire fast midway, a terrific ex-
plosion blew Strang into the air. His head
smashed against something with sickening
force, and his senses flew like sparks into
black extinction.

When, as it seemed to him, he kicked
his way upward to life again, he be-
came aware that he was lying on his back.
His head was throbbing like a great boil.
His eyes opened on darkness except for
bright peints above; slowly they took on
the familiar pattern of Orion’s glittering
belt.

His clothes were wet. And his head was
resting on something soft but wet, too.
Something was lying across his chest. And
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then suddenly he sensed that someone was
lying close beside him. He turned his‘hand
to feel over the man.

“I am glad you move. I vos t'ink maybe
you dead.”

The weight was lifted from his chest,
and he knew it to be Ivan’s arm, thrown
protectively across him like a deck-cargo
grip. He explored with his other hand.
It dipped with alarming ease into deep
water; feeling further, he was startled to
discover that he was adrift on a patent
buoyancy float. It was exactly six feet by
four. And there were two of them on it.

He sat up. “How did I get here?” he
exclaimed.

Ivan, lying face downward, did not stir.
“Ven the secon’ torpedo come, the ship
started to go fast. I vos knocked down.
The captain, he say abandon ship. Ven I

get up I shout. You do not answer. So
I look. I find you on the hatch. I t'ink
you dead, but I do not know. I shout to
the others, but they do not hear. There 1s
no time to go for someone. Then I t'ink
of the pile of floats near the ship’s side.
I pull off the top one, and pull you on to
it. The stern vos nearly under by then.
I push the float clear and jump on. She
bob up and down plenty until the sea get
quiet again, but I hold you on tight.”

“Thanks, Ivan,” said Strang, in a tone
that conveyed more than the simple ex-
pression. “I must have been thrown up
against the cargo booms lying over the
hatch.”

He felt the top of his head, but snatched
away his hand as the fingertips touched a
raw gash. He peered around, still feeling
dazed and sick.

“What happened to the boats? I don’t

see or hear anything of them.” He
shouted, but there came no answer.
“I do not know about them,” said Ivan.

“The submarine, she send up a flare; then
fire machine-gun. I vos hit on my back.
It knock me out. Ven I come to, I am-
lying across you, and all is dark and
quiet.”
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APPOINTMENT IN SALAMOA

known to their spies. Now he was a pris-
oner in their hands.

In various ways rumors had drifted
south to Port Kennedy that Tom Ridgeley,
instead of being shipped to Japan, was be-
ing held in Salamoa and subjected to daily
torture.

The government had protested, but that
was all the government could do, with
Australia in danger of invasion.

To the old Thursday Island hands, of
which select organization Tom Ridgeley
was a respected member, it seemed as
though the brass hats had abandoned Tom
to his fate. Something, they declared, must
be done about it. Something was. Mc-
Kinney and Tuck, as the two members most
familiar with the country between the
Mambare and the Huon Gulf, volunteered
to make the attempt to rescue Tom Ridge-
ley from the Japs.

The rest of the old hands co-operated
in the furnishing of a seaplane, which car-
ried McKinney, Tuck and Chappie, whose
tribal name was Kurang, the Tiger Snake,
to Mambare Bay and up the Ipori River to
the rapids, eighteen miles upstream. There
the plane had left them, the pilot promis-
ing to return in ten days.

Recruiting half a dozen bearers at Mopi
Village, on the Ipori, McKinney and his
companions had struck out across the

mountains toward the northwest, heading.

into country seldom visited by white men,
a land of savage, jungle-clad hills, whose
inhabitants were disposed to regard all
strangers as so much nourishment on the
hoof. For four days they had alternately
scrambled and hacked their way across
country, finally coming out of the brush
on the northern side of the range, where
it slopes toward the Huon Gulf. Making
a permanent camp on a hill above the
swift-flowing Wussi River, McKinney had
left their supplies in charge of the Mopi
head man. Then he and Tuck and Chap-
pie had pushed east toward the sea. Now
they were in sight of their goal, awaiting
the coming of midnight to make the at-
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tempt to snatch Tom Ridgeley from under
the nose of the local Japanese command.

CLOSE to midnight, McKinney was
aroused by Chappie. Tuck was al-
ready awake, and was draping a lava-lava
about his waist, over his belted Webley.
For a while after sundown, a new moon
had hovered above the western horizon.
Now it was gone, leaving behind the hot
blackness of a moonless tropic night.

McKinney shook himself fully awake,
stripped off his loin cloth and buckled his
pistol-belt about his waist. Resuming his
scanty garment, he wrapped a couple of
hand grenades in the folds of the cloth.

During the long afternoan they had
made their plans. Now, as they left the
clearing, McKinney recapitulated: “Re-
member to keep an interval of about a hun-
dred feet between the three of us. Also, if
we're challenged, we scatter and beat it
back here. We can't fight the Jap army.”

Chappie took the lead and moved con-
fidently ahead, following with unerring in-
stinct in the inky darkness beneath the
trees some faint jungle path that wound
erratically down the slope in the direction
of the town. McKinney followed a hun-
dred feet behind the black. Bill Tuck
floundered along a hundred feet behind the
American, making more noise than a bull
elephant on a rampage.

“Damn!” McKinney swore as he listened
to the racket behind him. “Old Bill’s
making more noise than a twenty-ton tank
going over a junkpile.”

He was being hard put to keep Chappie
in sight, for the black’s tall figure seemed
to merge with ‘the surrounding gloom.
More by instinct than anything else, he felt
his way along the 'narrow trail. They
passed through a native garden deep in
the jungle, came out of the jungle and crept
in single file between the orderly tree rows
of an abandoned rubber plantation, past
the ruined house of the overseer and the
burned-out labor quarters, then rows of
blackened piles which once had been a na-
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meet you back at the place where we left
our swag.”

“Okay, Bill!” McKinney squeezed the
othet’s muscular shoulder. “Good luck!”

He followed Chappie inland again, away
from the path. They clambered over the
arching roots of the mangroves and finally
came out on solid ground, climbed a low
hill and then saw the water of the harbor
shimmering darkly below.

Half an hour later they came out on the
beach and turned left toward the town.
Before them, Salamoa lay silent and dark.
Not a light showed. Even the native vil-
lage on the peninsula beyond was wrapped
in darkness.

As they reached the low, swampy neck
over which the town straggled, mosquitoes
descended upon them in a whining, blood-
thirsty horde. So far, they had encoun-
tered, few of the pests. Now McKinney
found himself covered from neck to heels.

He swore. "This is the cock-eyed limit.
\What a hell of a place for a town!”

Chappie was more practical. Breaking
_ a leafy twig from a bush, he fanned the
pests from his naked torso. McKinney
followed his example, aware that the mos-
quitoes were, after all, an unmixed bless-
ing, for they kept the Japs indoors.

“If they've got as much sense as God
gave wallabies,” McKinney told himself, as
he followed the black through the silent
streets, “that’s where they’d be in a burg
like this.”

BECAUSE of the Japanese soldier’s noisy

progress, McKinney and Chappie were
able to avoid the single patrol they en-
countered as they penetrated deeper into
the town. Twice they circled about gun
emplacements, where harassed soldiers
crouched for protection from the hungry
mosquitoes in the smoke of tiny smudge
fires. Having spent most of the afternoon
in observing the place, McKinney knew
that the few buildings had been turned
into billets, that the natives were gone,
fleeing from the threat of enforced labor
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to their obscure villages in the back bush.
So far, he had seen but few of the enemy.
But he knew that the first alarm would
bring them swarming from their billets like
wasps from a disturbed nest.

Reaching the center of town, McKinney
and the black halted in the shadow of a
tree’ across the narrow, unpaved street
from the Administration Building, where
two sentries patrolled beats on opposite
sides, their movements timed to bring them
in sight of each other at the corners. They
wore green mosquito veils over their tin
hats, and each man carried a whisk of grass
in his free hand. They were having
troubles of their own, McKinney realized,
as he watched the nearest man march
with his short-legged, coolie stride, plying
his whisk vigorously to knock the sting-
ing pests from his body. Studying their
movements, he saw that he would have lit-

tle difficulty in entering the building.

Getting out, however, was another matter.

He turned to Chappie and whispered,
“I'm going to try getting inside. You
stick here, and keep that gun in your belt
unless you're challenged. If you hear
shooting inside, it'll mean they’ve discov-
ered me. If the shooting stops, and I don't
come out, you leg it back to Bill. Savvy?”

“Savvy too much!” Chappie pouted.
“Japfella shoot, me no go 'way. Me
come inside, shoot plenty.” He placed a
finger on his massive chest and added,
“Me bloody good shot!”

McKinney chuckled. “Okay!
your own way. I'm off.”

Have it

MCKINNEY watched the sentry on his
side of the building reach the end of
his beat, make an about-face and start back
toward the other corner. Waiting until
the soldier had passed, he crouched low
and darted across the street. With his
eyes still fastened on the sentry’s back, he
crawled up on the veranda and lay flat on
the boards.
Lying there, he studied his surroundings.
On this side of the building were sev-
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SHELLY TAKES A HAND

“You just get me somebody.”

“Not me. All I do is prove somehow
that you didn’t do it.” In a lower tone,
“If only I had the gun used, the right
weapon! Come, Bobbie, better give me
that one; men like you sometimes go hay-
wire and shoot themselves. Come, hand it
over, time counts, I've got lots to do—for
you.”

Not until Shelly had gone did it occur to
the prisoner that Shelly had not asked how
he had come by the weapon. “Wouldn't
believe me if I told him I found it halfway
under my PJHOW ‘Now there’s something!
How

APTAIN M. V. FAIRTILE'S assut-

ance tonight baffled Shelly. He talked
freely while Shelly’s eyes admired the
‘cabin. When the monologue ran out,
Shelly asked bluntly, “What's your real
reason for big lawyers, bail and no pub-
licity?”

“Be sane. I'm that boy’s father.”

“Who set him going once for petty
larceny.”

The captain lost much of his poise. “So
he’s even spilled that. Against himself!
You men are certainly forcing a confession
whether he did it or not.”

“Then he might have done it? Is that
why we found a gun in his hands after you
left him tonight?”

“What? My God!”

“Okay, Captain, forget it. Now you
said Captain Lacey let you into Alves’
room on the other ship. Sccretly, without
our sayso. Well, two and two make four;
you see how bad it looks; after you've been
there, a gun’s put in the boy's hands.”

Captain Fairtile tried to hide his con-
fusion. Shelly waited for the next reac-
. tion. It came thus: “Sece here, Mr. Shelly,
Bob is all I've got. He’s like me, I know
him better than you do. He might look
and sound like a tough character—" It was
an appeal, it added nothing.

Shelly rose, reached for his hat. “That’s

your story, then.” He headed for the door
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in a static silence. He didn’t hurry be-
cause thus far his visit had failed in its
chief purpose. Now he was setting thic
man up for a final shot. He opened the
door, set one foot outside. Abruptly he
aboutfaced: “You found a gun in Alves’
room. You have not mentioned that, Cap-
tain Fairtile.”

The skipper stood up, gave him eye for
eye. “Are you by any chance prejudiced?”

“That is a queer question, I'm a police-
man.”

“Prejudiced, I said. In the boy’s favor?”

This man certainly had parts! Shelly
took quick stock of himself, of the tight
situation, of this man. “I am. I admit it
—to his father. I do not believe he ever
held a gun in his hands till tonight. But
it is another thing to clear him. I lack vital
evidence; that’s why I came down here at
this late hour.”

-Captain Fairtile turned aside, whirled the
disc on his safe, opened it and came up
with a wadded, dusty towel. He unrolled
it gingerly and a revolver was there. Said
he, “Just as quick as I heard, I got to the
Oneco and Cap’n Lacey let me into that
room.’

“So it was in there,” Shelly mused.

" After Norocki inspected it—before I went
in alone later. Well!” ]

“Not at all. It lay in the dirt against
the front of the shed on the wharf. Just
a dirty rag in the dirt.”

“May I toke this along? Well, well!

. This puts the finger on—good night, Cap-

tain. Wish us luck.”

A SHORE again, Shelly phoned No-
rocki’s home.- Not there. He went to
Headquarters, to Norocki’s office. Not
there. Locked. Shelly used a masterkey
He returned the gun taken from the sailor
to the litter. In doing so, he spotted a
quart brandy flask two-thirds empty. That
flasks  received his undivided attention.
Then he planned and laid out a situation
from that as a starter, concealing the dusty
towel withia easy reach. He left the office
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eting in the east, and as far as he knew
his lone prisoner, Juan Guerrero, sleeping
off a gallon of vino rojo, has not yet had
lunch. Old Ben Mooney, his jailer, often
forgot such matters while puzzling out a
chess problem at the Stockmen’s Rest.

At the door of the jail a finger of warn-
ing touched his spine coldly. Perfume!
Who in his jail would be using perfume?
He stood in the portal, head shoved for-
ward, small eyes traveling about the room.
Then, in a dusky corner, he saw her.

Small, shapely, trim as a yearling colt
in her gray traveling dress and poke bon-
net, she stood up to meet him. And even
in the poor light it was apparent that her
hair was glistening auburn.

“Sheriff Hardy? I'm Mary Nichols,”
she said quietly. “I've been waiting. They
said you'd be back.”

Gus gravely shook hands with her, try-
ing to place her. She was not a Dusty girl.
She might be the new girl the Double
Eagle had imported recently as a singer of
tear-starting ballads. “What can I do for
you?” he asked her.

Thete were troubled shadows in her

cyes. Trouble that her words only hinted
at. “I just came in on the stage today.
I—T need your help, Sheriff.”

A red-headed girl, and in trouble. Gus’
big heart softened to the consistency of
butter left in the sun. He pulled the chair
near his desk, seated the girl, and set
across the littered desk from her. He
leaned forward, putting into his voice the
solicitude of a doctor drawing informa-
tion from a patient.

“Now, what’s the trouble, little lady?”

The girl fussed nervously with her
handbag. “It’s not easy to tell. You sce,
I'm a widow”—her eyes were raised
briefly, dropped when she saw the almost

maudlin expression of sympathy on his

face—"and things have not been easy
since my husband died. That was two
months ago. Joe was always a traveling
sort. He was forever off to some mining
camp or other. But less than a year ago

SHORT STORIES

he struck some color and sold the claim
for seven thousand dollars.”

“Then,” Sheriff Gus objected, “I should
think you’d have been took care of when-
he died.” :

“As I should have been. But, Sheriff,
Joe didn’t have a cent of that money when
he died!”

Gus’ spine tingled, scenting mystery in
the way her dark eyes flashed, the way she
pressed forward. His breath came faster,
his eyes narrowed. “What happened to
it?” he asked huskily.

Mary Nichols' slim shoulders shrugged.
“Joe hid it. He told me the story when
he died. He had all the money in cur-
rency when he-left Beaverhead—"

“Beaverhead! That’s just thirty miles
west o' here.”

“I know that. He had hardly left town
when he realized he was being followed.
He had to ride hard to make it to Dusty
without being overtaken. And then—
Sheriff, do you remember a young man,
a blond young man, who got into a fight
in the saloon and had to be put in jail
overnight? It was about six months ago.”

Gus thought back. “Well, now, I
reckon I've had about fourteen blond
young men in the jusgado for fightin’
since last winter. And some of them just
travelin’ through, I recollect.”

“And my Joe was one of them!” Mary
Nichols exclaimed. *Joe. deliberately got
himself jailed. Then he pried an adobe
brick out of the wall, scooped out a little
hole in the brick, put his money inside it,
and replaced the brick. So that when he
left town in the morning he wasn’t carry-
ing any of it to be robbed of.”

Gus watched her stand up, his brain
aching with the suddenness with which the
mystery had suddenly been thrust into his
own lap. “Two months ago Joe reached
home,” the girl concluded. “He took
pneumonia just afterward and—and died.
As soon as I could overcome my grief I
came. I need the money, Sheriff. If it's
still there—"
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THE DEVIL VOTES WITH LEAD

Gus took the key-ring from the wall.

He said grimly, “Did he say which cell it .

was, ma'am?”
“Cell Four.”

Gus opened the last cell in the small

block. Mary Nichols hung back when he
stood aside to let her enter. “I'd rather
not,” she murmured. “You understand—
Joe—"

Sheriff Gus patted her arm. He stepped
inside. Mary Nichols watched him hunker
at the base of the wall, in one corner, and
begin to probe with a pocket-knife. Then
from her bag she extracted a short length
of lead pipe. She went quickly across the
cell and brought it down with all the
force of a slim arm upon Gus' scantily-
plewed head.

Gus quietly slumped to a sxttmg pos-
ture and leaned against the wall. And
just as quietly he went to sleep.

CHAPTER III
THEY'RE COUNTING VOTES IN HELL

IN HIS black cavern of lethargy Gus

floundered about helplessly, repeatedly
banging his head into a stone wall. At
each impact of his skull with the rocky
abuttment an explosion was set off inside
his brain.

At length he awoke. Dimly, beyond the
confines of the jail, he thought he heard
gunfire. Sheriff Gus came to his feet and
clung to the bars of the window. Across
the street, a clear hundred feet away, he
saw a masked man at the door of the land
office. He had a scattergun in his hands,
and in one hand he held the reins of two
ponies. The street was deserted.

Sheriff Gus’ hands slapped down upon
his holsters—and found both empty. He
roared a curse and turned from the win-
dow to charge the door. In letters a foot
high, printed across his brain, he saw the
story of Mary Nichols’ treachery. The
stout pine - panel, strap -iron - reinforced,
hurled him back with aching bones.
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Again the peacemaker attacked the door
and now panic entered him and he began
to hammer it with both fists.

“Lemme out of here, goldarn you!” he
shouted. “Lemme out or I'll—"

There answered him only the sodden,
maundering voice of Juan Guerrero.
“Hijo de cabron! How ees a man to sleep
weeth you yell’ and holler’?”

Through the window floated the sud-
den whirl and chop of hoofs. Again Gus
Hardy ran to the window. He watched
the horses, their saddles filled, now, lope
up the Street and splash across Povcrty
Creek.

He saw faces appear in windows, men
come from doorways.

He watched small knots of excited men
form and swiftly mass into a single, vo-
ciferous group. And the sound of his own
name struck his eardrums: “Gus Hardy!
Where in tophet is he?”
~ Then he did the thing that must cer-
tainly cost him the election. He returned
to the barred window and shouted, “Right
here! I'm locked in Cell Four.”

Hellfire Martin was at the head of the
group that came to free him. Present also
were Vance Sheedy and Al Dikes. Martin
had the keys. Unlocking the door, he
stood there in the portal looking like a
lanky, red-bearded prophet of doom.

“Locked into your own jail, eh, while
the land office is gutted and the agent beat
half to death! What's the answer?”

Sheriff Gus pressed both fists to his
slogging tcmples “I was tricked,” he
groaned. “I tried to help out a lady, and,
consarn me, she turned on me like a bob-
cat.”

“Not,” said Hellfire sarcastically, “a red-
headed widder, by any chance?” Hellfire
was a lanky man in his sixties, his body
high-shouldered and stooped, his face thin
and sallow, made longer by a red goatee.
When he was being sarcastic his eyes
glowed like green vitriol.

Gus’ face told him he had blundered
onto the truth. Vance Sheedv. who seldom
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missed 2 trick, came in now with an ex-
plosive syllable of disgust.

“I hope you gents can see what’s hap-
pened! Hardy accepted money to let him-
self be locked in his own jail. Malfeasance
of public office, I call it!”

Hellfire cocked an eye at him.
did he do it for?”

“It’s obvious, ain’t it? Caine put Lin
Williams off his claim today. Williams is
looking for revenge. He's talked for a
year about Caine grabbing Lake Valley,
when it really belongs to him. I'll bet dol-
lars to corral apples the only thing missing
from the land office is the abstract of the
Forked § Iron!”

Gus grabbed the lawyer by the front of
his shirt. “You're almighty sure of what
we’'ll find there! Shore you wasn’t one of
the men that robbed the placs?”

But this attempt to derail the train of
guilt upon which he was a helpless passen-
ger drew only a quick flash of guilt from
Vance Sheedy; then Al Dikes laughed
harshly.

“You're shootin’ in the dark, Hardy.
You're finished. We're going down and
have a look into the land ofhce, and if we
find out Vance is tellin’ it right— Well,
boys, I reckon the election ain’t all he’ll
lose!”

His glance calied up thought of scaf-
folds and penitentiary bars. Gus shivered
as if with a chill, and they left the jail.

“What

1X-GUN lead had sufficed to shoot the
padlock off the massive iron-and-oak
safe.

On shelves in the back of the safe
were ranged abstracts of all the plots of
land in the section, each abstract being a
book nearly the size of a Bible. ‘Thus, the
space from which a single abstract had been
filched gaped like a missing tooth.

Hellfire pulled out the books on each
side.
“ ‘Commonly known as the Bar Seven'.
He squinted at the title cf the second book.

L 1

“‘Lin Williams’ Ranch’,” he read.
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* ‘Gus Hardy Ranch, otherwxse called the
Rafter Fork’.”

Hellfire replaced the volumes and slowly
turned to face the silent group in the office.
“There we are. Nothing missing but the
Deacon’s title. What are we going to do
with a polecat like this, boys? Suppose it
was you he was trying to ruin!”

Al Dikes had been prepared for this mo-
ment, and his gun-barrel now caved
through Gus’ Stetson and creased him heav-
ily on the side of the head. The sherift
sank down, groaning, hearing through
heavy folds of wool, it seemed, the muffled
talk about him.

“Haul him back to jail, boys.” That was
Sheedy’s voice, full of sly triumph. “We'll
talk to Judge Smith about the charge to
hold him on. I hope you'll remember this
when you cast your votes day after tomot-
row.”

“They'll remember,” promised Hellfire.
“If the Dusty Bzgle’s voice counts for any-
thing. “Lemme out of here, now. I've
got an editorial to write.”

“Gonna write it in blood, Hellfire?”
someone called after the printer.
“No!” Martin called back.

wolves calls for arsenic!”

Ben Mooney, Gus’ jailer, brought his
dinner about eight o’clock. He brought
news, too, which served to take what ap-
petite the lawman had left.

“Judge Smith says the charge is aidin’ an’
abettin’, malfeasance, and acceptin’ a bribe.
Bail’s pegged at three hundred dollars.”

“Is that all I’'m worth’ " Shediff Gus
grinned.

The watery-eyed ]at_ler sctatched his
neck.” ‘The Deacon tried to get him to
make it a thousand. Likewise he said
Ben Mooney swallowed, scratched his
neck again. “He said it’s the law that you
got to give up your badge while you're in
jail.”

“You tell him,” Gus said huskily, “te
come over and take it off himself. Minnie
kr.ow about this?”

“Pizening
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over a block of type; and he was still in
this attitude when the bullet crashed
through the window, carrying glass into
the room in a swarm of shining, deadly
little spears. The shade, ripped to tat-
ters, came down with a crash. Gus hurled
a wrench at the lamp and in the darkness
threw open the door and lay on the floor
just inside, firing the .45 he had taken
from Hellfire.

He saw, in that first, flashing moment,
three spurts of gunflame at vantage points
across the street. He fired at one and heard
a man cry out. There was no more fire
from this point, but from a corral down
the street lead whirled into the open door.

As suddenly as it had begun, the attack
ceased. No more guns betrayed them-
selves by stripes of yellow in the street’s
blackness. Gus took a blanket from Hell-
fire’s cot and hung it over the broken win-
dow before he lighted a lamp.

In white-lipped fury, Hellfire looked at
the shambles of his office. Type-cases were
overturned, a can of benzine punctured, a
stack of newsprint chewed by a bullet.

“Your pard, the Deacon, ain’t such a
good shot, is he?” Gus remarked. “You'd
a’ thought he could a’ done better than that
if he really wanted to put me out of the
way.”

Hellfire did not reply. But his face was
a mixture of bewildered conjecture as he
went back to work.

The night wore out in peace after this.
Temporarily shorn of his legal power, Gus
let the town worry out the puzzle of the
brief gun-battle itself. He and Lin slept
in shifts, and about dawn they took
bundles of Dusty Bxgles around to the sa-
loons and business houses and left stacks

where they would be found early. Then "

they returned to prepare for the show.

HEY had advertised the exhibit for
eight o’clock, but by seven-thirty the
street was filling with curious townsmen.
Gus and Lin waited inside the shop, pick-
ing out the men in the crowd they had
25
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‘been waiting for. The Deacon showed up

late; Al Dikes, his hand bandaged, came
shortly before him with Vance Sheedy.

When the crowd was beginning to stir
impatiently, Gus gave the signal and they
went out the back way. A moment later
they came around the corner on a buck-
board and worked into the crowd. Lame
Johnny Wilson sat on the box between
them. ‘

Gus felt the hostility of the watchers
like a pressure as he stood up and raised
both hands for silence. “I promised you'd
get to shake hands with Johnny Wilson,”
he told the men. “And here he is. Just
back from a little trip. Gents, step up
and shake!”

Lame Johnny had many a friend in the
town. A swarm of men pressed forward,
and one of them mounted the hub of the
off wagon-wheel and reached for the old
miner’s hand.

Then he saw the Colt in Wilson’s fist.
He fell back with a startled oath. Gus
Hardy chuckled. “Johnny won’t hurt you,”
he said.

The man came close again, to stare into
the brown face of the weird figure. He
let out a yell that had the shrillness of
terror. “He's dead! My Gawd—it's a
mummy!” '

The effect on the crowd was to shock
them, to stir their curiosity; but after that

‘came resentment at the grim joke Sheriff

Gus had played them. Gus had to shout
them down before he could say his piece.

“I know it ain’t any way to treat the
dead,” he admitted. “But puttin’ bullet
holes in an old man aint any way to treat
him, either!” He yanked back the faded
shirt, exhibiting the death wound of the
old miner.

Someone cried, “Where’d you find
him?”

“Lin Williams found him.” Gus looked
over the crowd, noting that Deacon Caine
and his cronies were well back on the rim
of it. “You can all'go up to the mine to-
day and check on what I'm telling you. Lin
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dug through into the old Spanish mine
you've all heard of "What he found was
pore old Johnny shot to hell, a gun still
gripped in his fist.

“I guess we all know what this means.
Deacon Sam Caine is running cattle in
Lake Valley on the assumption that the
old Spanish mine is in North Twin Peak.
This proves it’s in South Twin. And it
gives the land-and the lake to Lin Wil-
liams.”

“But how about Johnny?” a cowboy
demanded. “Who shot him—and why?”

Gus said calmly, “Well, who would
shoot him? Who stood to lose by him
telling Lin Williams what he’d found?
Who'd want his mouth stopped bad
enough to murder him and dynamite the
mine to hide what he’d found?”

Attention drew to the Deacon, where he
stood leaning against a hitchrack behind
the crowd. “You're a lying coward,
Hardy,” said the Deacon. “And I don't
reckon there’s a man here will blame me
if T put a slug right between your eyes.”

“Neither do I,” Gus replied; “unless
- I prove what I'm saying. And here’s my
proof.” He tossed something that was
brown and curled, like a claw, to a
rancher. “Pass it aronnd, boys. Take a
good look. It's something the Deacon
left behind after he murdered Johnny Wil-
son.

Several men had examined it before a
puncher gasped: “It's a thumb!”

Gus stabbed an arm at the Deacon. “He
didn’t lose that finger takin’ dallies on a
bull, gents. That’s the thumb that Lame
Johnny Wilson shot off him when he was
murdered. We found that in the tunnel
ten feet from the mummy!” ‘

T WAS not 2 moment in which to be

careless. But Gus had been careless

in taking his eyes off the Deacon and his

boys for a moment. He saw a whirl of

movement beyond the crowd, heard a Colt
bark, and felt the pluck of lead.

Deacon Caine, Al Dikes, and Vance

SHOR'T STORIES

Shecdy were already a-saddle. Caine was
at an alley mouth, but he lingered to throw
down a second time on the lawman. The
crowd was spilling in every direction,
struggling to get out of the line of fire.

Then, high and shrill over the deeper
tone of men’s voices, a woman yelled:
“No, you don’t, Sam Caine! Hoist your
hands, or—"

Caine swerved in the saddle, bringing
the gun in line with a figure in red and
white gingham on the boardwalk. The
woman'’s eye was cold and steady behind
the barrel of a Winchester; a black knot
of hair sat atop her head like a door-knob.

“Minnie, you consarned fool!”

Gus Hardy yelled and fired at the same
instant, but Minnie had pressed the trigger
a moment sooner. Caine was knocked out
of the saddle by the impact of a hollow-
nosed .30-30 slug.

Al Dikes and Vance Sheedy sought to
use the moment of confusion as a smoke-’
screen for their own escape. But Gus had
his sights on the mouth of the alley as
they sprinted for it. He fired twice; at
each shot a man left the saddle like a clay
pipe snapped off.

There was silence, thick and heavy As*®
the last echo died, Gus jumped down off
the wagon and went through the crowd to
Minnie. They heard him start to lay down
the law about a woman’s interfering in his
peacemaking; but Minnie was not silent
long;

“You can't take care of yourself any bet-
ter than you can run a ranch,” she com-
plained. “I got" a mind to take this
sheriff’s job over, put you in gingham, and
let you do the cookih’ for a spell. Now,
find your hoss and get home.”

Sheriff Gus wagged his head. “You're
the hard-heartedest female that ever sliced
an onion without sheddin’ a tear,” he said
bitterly. “One of these days the worm is
going to turn.”

But for the present it was Gus who
turned, obediently, and hunted up his
horse.
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sighted.
tent?” )

“Yes,” said Morris numbly. “I thought
you wete just a funny little guy trying to
get along.”

“How humorous,” . said Pingo-Pongo.
“It is like my name. That is a joke, too.
Your fellow workers and drivers explained
it to me. They could not pronounce
heathen languages and names, so they
called me Pingo-Pongo. Isn’t that im-
mensely funny?”

“Well—" said Morris.

“What?” said Virginia
“What, Morrey?”

“Did I deceive you to that ex-

drowsily.

Pingo-Pongo had a fat, short .38 special
revolver, and he put it right up against
Morris Harley's nose. Pingo-Pongo was
smiling. He was quite amused.

Morris made his voice work. “It’s noth-
ing, Honey. I guess I was having a night-
mare. Go back to sleep.”

“Why?” asked Pingo-Pongo.

Virginia rolled over carefully. “What
did you— Morrey!”

“Honey,” said Morris. “It's all right.
Everything is under control. This is a fella
that used to work with me at the gravel
pit. He—he's a Chinese fella.”

“She is your wife,” said Pingo-Pongo,
“and no doubt you are the best judge in
such matters, but I hardly think she is that
much of a fool.”

“No, I'm not,” said Virginia. She eased
herself up toward the head of the bed,
panting a little. *“You're a Jap. What do
you want here? What do you want with
my husband?”

“A small matter,” said Pingo-Pongo.
“He will perform it, and then he will be
safe, and he can come back to you and roll

over and bark and wave his paws like all
other American dogs do.”

Virginia said, “You can't—" :

“One moment,” said Pingo-Pongo.
“You are raising your voice just a little
bit. It would be so unwise if you did it
any more. I forgot to introduce my com-
panion. His name is Alfred. There.”

He was standing thickly and solidly in
the shadows at the head of the bed on Vir-
ginia’s side, and the dim light made a
futuristically menacing mask of his face.

“He is German,” said Pingo-Pongo.
“And very stupid—as is only to be ex-
pected. But he has enough of the—shall
I say?—instinct for self-preservation so
that he obeys orders when they are given
by his superiors. He:l Hitler!”

“Heil Hitler!” said Alfred.

“Do not laugh at him,” said Pingo-
Pongo. “He actually believes that supreme
stupidity. He cannot, I'm happy to say,
speak Japanese or English of Spanish or any
other civilized language. You must speak
to him either in German or in sign lan-
guage.
he is very quick at sign language. Watch.”

Pingo-Pongo put the back of his left
hand delicately against his mouth and then
pointed at Virginia. Alfred moved as in-
stantly and unquestioningly as a mechanical
man. His thick arm flipped out, and there
was a sharp slapping sound.

Virginia’s head thumped against the
head of the bed, and a thin little trickle of
blood oozed over her lower lip. Pingo-
Pongo’s eyes gleamed watchfully under
their hooded lids. Morris sat as rigid as
a man made of ice.

Pingo-Pongo chuckled. “I'm afraid you
are a coward, Mr. Harley. According to
all your motion pictures and novels and
stories, you must immediately arise and
smite the horrid, horrid aliens who have
dared to lay hands on your wife, Es-
pecially because she is carrying your child.
Or is there some more delicate—and typ-
ically American—way of speaking of her
condition?”

25

But really, for a German-brain,

AN






166

you will have a great deal of difficulty ex-
plaining your part in the affair. In fact,
I would advise you not to try. You will
be late to work, but you can excuse your-
self by saying you were attending your
wife. Everything will be so simple that
way, and you will also avoid the possibility
of me—or somecone else—paying your
wife a return visit. That is a matter for

you to consider most carefully.”
Morris looked at Alfred.

INGO-PONGO said, “Alfred will not

touch your wife while we are gone un-
less we do not return with the explosive
within the time limit [ have set. Really,
reither of you will be harmed if you co-
operate.” :

“When we come back,” said Morris,
“we'll sit out in front in the truck with
the motor running until Virginia comes
to the door and I can see she's all right.
Do you know what I'll do if she isn’t?”

Pingo-Pongo chuckled. *“I can imag-
ine. You will drive the truck into a lamp-

st or a tree.”

“The truck,” agreed Morris, “and the
nitro—and you.”

“It will not be necessary,” said Pingo-
Pongo. “I will do exactly as I promised,
I will explain your precaution to Alfred.”
He spoke in quick, gutturals, and Alfred
nodded once.

“Honey?” said Morris inquiringly.

“Yes, Morrey. He went awful fast,
but I'm sure he didn’t say anything but
about the truck and you waiting until you
saw me.”

Pingo-Pongo stared at her, surprised.
“You can speak German?”

“Sure she can,” said Morris, getting out
of bed and pulling off the top of his pa-
jamas. “Two years in high school and
two years in business college.”

“Most amazing,” said Pingo-Pongo. “I
must tell Alfred that.” He spoke again,
more slowly now, and Alfred nodded stol-
idly. “You understood what I said, Mrs.
Harley?”

. SHORT STORIES

“Yes. You told him I spoke German
and that he was not to answer me if I
tried to talk to him.”

“It will be better that way, I think. You
wouldn’t enjoy talking to him anyway.
He is very stupid. Are you ready now, Mr.
Harley? There will be no one at the gravel
pit this early, but if you and your truck
should be seen it will not excite suspicion.
People will merely think you are working
extra hours in your zeal to aid the war
effort. Should anyone, for any reason, see
me you will explain that I am your new
assistant or helper ‘and that I am Chi-
nese.”

“All right.” said Morris.

“Good-by, Morrey,” said Virginia Har-
ley slowly and soberly. -

“Keep your chin up, Honey,” Morris
said. “TI'll be back in a flash.”

He and Pingo-Pongo went out of the
bedroom and across to the kitchen and
out on the back porch.

“Wait!” said Pingo-Pongo sharply.
“Who is that man digging in the lawn
next door?”

“He lives in that new house there,”
Morris said.

“There was no one living in that house
two days ago!”

“He moved in yesterday.”

“Is he a friend of yours? Has he vis-
ited you?”

“No. He just came over once—to bor-
row some garden tools. The ones he's
using now.”

“All right,” said Pingo-Pongo. “We
understand just how you Americans who
live in a small suburb like this talk with
your neighbors. You will do and say
exactly what I tell you. We will walk
on the drive to the garage. You will say,
‘Good morning. Looks like a swell day,
huh?” He will answer some similar non-
sense, and you will say, “This is my new
helper.” I will greet him, and then you
will say, ‘He’s a Chinaman, an’ doesn’t talk
good English.” You will use just the words
I have—not any others. Is that clear?”
: 25
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LEARN AT HOME

Are you adult, alert, ambitious, willing
to study? Investigate LAW! We guide
you step by step—furnish all texts, in-
cluding 14-volume Law Library. Train-
ing prepared by leading law professors
and given by members of bar. Degree of
LL.B. conferred. Low cost, easy terms.
Send NOW for Free, 48-page “Law
Training for Leadership.”

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY
.__ A CORRESPONDENCE INSTITUYION
DEPT. 1075-L CHICAGO

Asthma Mucus
Loosened First Day

For Thousands of Sufferers

Choking, gasping, wheezing spasms of Bronchial
Asthma ruin’ sleep and energy. Ingredients in the
grescrlptxon Mendaco quickly circulaté through the

leod and commonly help loosen the thick strangling
mucus the first day, thus aiding nature in palliating
the terrible recurring choking spasms, and in pro-
moting freer breathing and restful sleep. Mendaco
is not a smoke, dope, or injection. Just- pleasant,
tasteless palliating tablets that have helped thousands
of sufferers. Iron clad guarantee — money back un-
less completely satisfactory. Ask your druggist for

Mendaco today. Only 60¢.
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Buy where thousands have
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MAKE MORE MONEY

Taking Orders For The NIMROD Line

Earp more every day in the year represent-
ing old established firm with & complete
line of fast selling necessities: Shirts of all
kinds, Ties, Underwear, Hoslery, Pajamas, §
Sweaters, Jackets, Pants, Belts, Breeches,
Shoes, Sport Coats, Uniforms, etc. Every
flem guaranteed. Expericnce unnecessary.
Wrjte quick for FREE SALES EQUIPMENT
NIMROD COMPANY

4922-M Lincoln Ave., 5 Ghicago, L.

90 DAY TRIAL
MONEY.BACK GUARANTEE of

IN 1941 alone over 4,000
Assignments of Patents a month
were made by inventors to manufacturers
or individuals. This shows today’s demand
for new patented Inventions. If you have
ideas, write for our FREE BOOK, ‘Protect,
Finance and Sell Your Invention’’ that gives
you the complete facts. 8pectal form ‘TInvention
Record”’ also mailed FREE. No Obligation.
McMORROW & BERMAN, Req. Patent Attorneys
129-G Barrister Bldg., Washlington, D, C.
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ERE is a free and easy meeting
place for the brotherhood of ad-
venturers. To be one of us, all you have
to do is register your name and address
with the Secretary, Ends-of-the-Earth
Club, c/o Short Stories, Inc., 9 Rocke-
feller Plaza, New York, N. Y. Your
handsome * membership - identification
card will be sent you at once. There
are no dues—no obligations.
Expects to Travel
Dear Secretary:

I only started to read SHORT STORIES
lately and I made up my mind to join the
Ends of the Earth Club immediately. My
favorite hobbies are hunting, shooting,
camping and aviation. I also like to read,
especially narratives by explorers, and 1
have planned to do some traveling my-
self in the near future.

Yours truly,
Delbert Denton.

Box 258, New Milford, Penna.

Sea Shells and Photographs
Dear Secretary: _

I wish to apply for membership in your
Ends of the Earth Club. I have lived on
an island in southern Florida most of my
life, which isn’t very long because I'm in
my middle teens.
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