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ADVENTURE lii

COLT .. The Dependence of Great
National Institutions

oo

American Railway Express
I —— shipments are constantly
under the watchful eye of

COLTS

« *niost
“just a fire aurmm”
but a COLT

OU cannot afford to be less par-

ticular than those men whose
lives and livelihood depend upon
the integrity of their fire arms.

For 93 years Calt’s has comtimually devised new
tests of materials, workmanship and perfiormance,
until, to produce the Arm illustratesti—the Coit
Official Police, .38 cal. Revolver—eeritdils 564 ma-
chine and 124 hand operations and 322 visual Colitts Serditee Dapatnnint will

and gauge inspections—1010 separate steps in all.  help sobwe shooting probitsns;

. . suggeest the Arrm best suirel o
These tests begin before the steels are forged into youur nests; assise you In févning

shape and end only after the finished Colt has been 4 joiningg a Releer Cllib.
targeted by an expert marksman. The Collt Positive
Lock embodied in Colt Revolwers makes accidental  Cailtés new Cantdgg No. 28 is the

discharge impossible. mest compdiece Foe Arvias Ntens
. R . uall evwrr Issuedl. Writge forr it; cllso
It is this unbelievable accuracy of manufacture for your copy of “Mikers of

which distinguishes Colt Revolvers and Automatic  Higesyy,” the thrilliiag story of
Pistols as the safest and mast dependable Fire Arms. Cualt aceosnphishimants.

COLT'S PATENT FIRE ARMS MFG. CO.

SMALL ARMS DIVISION
SMALL ARMS DIVISION

HARTEQRD: CONN:» U: §: 4

Phil. B. B kear: acific Coast Representative, 717 Market Street, San Francisco, Cal
Il.luf eart 0 ac‘ilﬁc goast Reﬂsentamve ;17 Market Street.” San Francisco, "f

] .mﬁARMMDldEA_WWnﬂ Ok DEOE R

Kindly mentiom Adwemtuwre in writing to advertisers or wisiting your dealer.



ADVENTURE

What Will You
Be Doing One Year
Erom Today?

Three hundred and sixty-five days from
now—wihat ?

Wiill you still be struggling along in
the same old job at the same old salary
—vwomiied about the futuwe—mnever
quite able to make both ends miestt—
standing still while other men go ahead?

One year from today will you still be
putting off your start toward swocsss—
thrilled with ambition one moment and
then cold the next—ddbdbayiing, waiting,
fiddling away the precious hours that
will never come again?

Don’t do it, man—ddom't do it.

There is no greater tragedy in the
world than that of a man who stays in
the rut all his life, when with just a
little effort he could bring large success
within his grasp.

Make up your mind today that you're
going to train yourself to do some one
thing well. Choose the work you like
best in the list below, mark an X beside
it, mail the coupom to Seranton, and
without eost oF obligation, at least get
the full stery of what the 1. C. S. can ds
for yeou.

‘hbe Uniinesaul Uninereihiy
Box 2013-F, Secranton, Penna.

Wiitlhout eost of obllgation, please send me a eepy of your boak-
let, “Wha Wims and Why.” and full particulars about the subject
beftoee which | have marked X in the list below:

BUSINESS TRAINING COWRSES

INTER NA‘II'I('.JIJN'AIL CORRESPON ns_mgi SCHoOoOLS

EuBuslness Management [ | Salesmanship

)Industrial Management [ | Advertising

< Personnel Mimmegemmentt [ |Business Correspondence

(=] Traffic Meregement [ | Shaw Card and Sigm Lettering
|JAccounting and C. P. A. Stenography and Typing

[
Coaching { English B] Civil Service
(

El Costt Aaaauttimg |Hallway Mail Clerk

£ Botidiering |Commen School Subjects

£] Searetarial Wiork [ | Higih School Subjects
£]Spanish ] Fremdn [ | illwstrating E] Cartooning

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES

Electrical Engineering E] Somditteett
lectric Lighting [2] Aenchitects” Blueprints
E]Mechanical Emglimeer |J] Contracter and Builder
Mechanical IDmefitsmzam J] Architectural Draftsman
Machine Siiop Prmdtiae [2] Conerete Buiilkder
E] Railroad Musittioms [<] Structural Emgineer
E] Gas Engine @penstiing (2] Chhemistry  [=] Iy
v/ =] Vi B ile Wark

Al Engl |
[<] Airplane Kingjimes

1 Sumeyiing and .‘mm?j
Lll’lummngg and Biat nizg [3] Agriculture [SRNawigatiom
£] Steam Engjimesting |J] Mathematics £] Nadio

Occupation . . ... .....ooievrri L.
Pursons refédigy in Comaila shoutd senul th
tipradl C Ci b Ki

" mmwl to the Inteama-
tiddd, 1

k8
i

NEW LIFE

o~

XNDOVIGOR
PO SPRING

Thiswonderful tonic—Peptona
—awnitains malt, iron, cod liver
extract and other body-build-
ing ingredients. Quickly cor-
reeta that run-down condition
whieh followa the rigorsand ail-
mentsef windar. Enrichesblood,
gives yau new strength. Peptona
is seld enly at Rexall Stores.
$1. Save with Safety at your

DRUG STORE

There is one near you. You
will recognize it by this sign.
Liggett’s are also Rexall Stores.

Only 4 Motions used in playing this faseinating instru-
ment. Our native Hawwimm instructors teach/yau to
master them quickly. Pictures show how. Everyg
thing explained clearly.

Play in Half Hour
After you get the four
easy motions you plal
harmonious chords witl
very little practice. No
previous musical knowl
d| ded.

Easy Lessons
Even if yow don't know
one note from another,
the 62 printed lessons
and clear pictures make "
it easy to learm quickly. h
Pay as you play.

ge nee
WVEN wihem you emmiill .
=a sweet toned
HAWAIIAN GUITAR, Carl:?rlnlg c;a:ﬂand
E e i ayln utfit—
Ty e Yo v iy | Vakee $18 to $30
io gain. A posteard will do. ACT! Ao i
OVHER ]Tei\nr Banjo, Violin, Tiple, Tenor Guitar, Ukulele,
COURSES Banjo Ukulele: Under well known instuctors.
FIRST HAWAIIAN CONSERVATORY of MUSIC, Inc.
9th Floor, Woslworth Bldg. Dept. S63, New York. N. Y,

Apiyenedd ax n Counr, spondbrwee Srihoat! Undetr the Laws the Statte
R VUG A g ek T el ok oy g o

PREPARE FOR AN

-=thru the only art school operated
as a departiment of a large art or-
gaﬂlzatlan. who have actually pro-
duced over a guarter million draw-
ings for leading advertisers. Where
else can you get so wide an experi-
ence? Home study instruction.
Write for illustrated book telling of
our successful students.

MEYER BOTH COMPANY
Michigan Ave. at 20th St. Dept. 62, Chicago, Il

Kindly mention Adwentare in writing te adventisers er visiting your dealer.



ADVENTURE

Mother knows best what to do for

SORE THROAT

HEN your throat tickles, when it feels raw or
irritated —gargle with Listerine full strength at
once. Keep it up. Note how quickly you mmprove,

Sore throat is usually a sequel to a cold, and is
caused by germs. And full strength Listerine, as
you know, is poweeful against germs. Its early and
frequent use will often check cold and sore throat
before they become serious. Wihen it doesn’t, call
your doctor.

Wiise mothers insist that members of their family gargle with
Listerine systematically night and morning during Wiinter and
early Spring weather.

Once you realize that full strength Listerine kills even the
B. Typhosus (typhoid) and M. Aureus (pus) germs within 15
seconds, you can understand its effectiveness against lesser
germ infections. Lambert Pharmacal Company, St. Louis,
Mo, U.S.A.

LISTERINE

THE SAFE ANTISEPTIC

Get the jump on a

COLD

Before every meal rinse the hands with
a litde full strength Listerine. Listerine
attacks cold germs picked up by your
hands during the day, rendering them
harmless when, on food, they enter the
body through the mouth.

Ordinary soap and water help destroy

germs. But they are not enough.

Listerine completes the job. It's a
precaution worth taking.

Kindly mention Adwvemture in writing to advertisers or visitingr yowr dealet,
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White Teeth
are no
Secutrity

As 4 persons out of 5 after forty amd
thousands younger know, greatly to their
sorrow, Pyorrhea ignores the teeth and
attacks the gums.

When you brush your teeth, brush gums
vigoromsly with the dentifrice that helps to
firm gums and keeps them sound (disease
seldom attacks healthy gums). Forhan’s
for the Gums is such a dentifrice.

Try it. You'll be delighted with the
results,

This dentifrice, more than an ordinary
toothpaste, refreshing, efficient and safe,
helps to firm gums. In addition, it cleans
teeth and protects them from acids which
cause decay.

Protect your teeth and your health.
Visit your dentist regularly for imspection.
Start using Forham’s, every morning,
every night. Get a tube from your drug-
gist, today, 35c and 60c.

Formuila of R. J. Fonthan, D. D. S,
Forhau Company, New York

YOUR TEETH ARE ONLY AS HEALTHY AS YOUR

GUMS

Righ Schoof
Course in
2 Years,

This simplified, complete High School
Course=~spedially prepared for ﬁwme study
by leading professors—meets ail require-
ments for entrance to college, business, and

~n et\ﬁer leading professions.

. 13 ? ﬂeﬁdg EE; Fuﬁ:
P inessMen, Sugmﬁ ed
c‘h'lrQ - sﬁbﬂﬁ %ﬁé Speeta. lﬂﬁ!iﬂ@l?&ﬁ :
which rou need for success. No matter what
w8\ your Inclinations may be, you can'thope |
1o Eacceed without ape d traink Let
us give you the practical training you n “

American School
Drexel Ave. and S58th Street
Dept. H-34, Chicago

Send me full Information on the subject checked and
how you will help me win success In that line.

...... Archltect ......Electrical Engineer
«.....Bullding Contractor .....Gemeral Education

Civll Engineer o .Illu’hu Shop Practice
..Structural Engineer ... Mechanical Engineer
Busii 1
y & Heating

...... Survayor & Mapping

wew.Draftsman & Deslgner . Migh Schesl Qraduate

Address

of Your Towm

You have heard of Tom Brown of the fa-
mous Tom Brown's Clown Band. You have
probably heard hisrecords,You, also, might
develop into a Saxerhmc Wizard and earn
a princely income. Atleast, you can have a
lot of fun.be popular socially and in college
and earn easy momey on the side. It is
easy to learn on a Buesclies! ‘Fone
Saxophome and easy to pay for it by
our special plan. 6 days’ trial on amny
Saxophome, Cormet, Tr , Trumpet
or other instrument. Mention imstinument
for Free circulars.

Buescher Band Inst@gg)ment Compan

2698 Buescher Block (1 Elkhare, Indiana

e ey
ooyttt

Breskers

ATLANTIC €ITY, N. J.

Kindly memntiom Adwentuvre: in writing to advertisers or visiting yowur dealer.
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...In more
Ipes every

day”

L ypoee
A A Ao A
)
- &
© things can ruin a man’s pipe pleasure
= a hot, biting smoke and a pipe clogged
with soggy, half-burned tobacco.

Granger’s shaggy “®wugtt Cut*’ puts an end to
both—iits big, rough-out flakes burn sizaly and com-
pletely. Result = a cooller smoke and a sweeter,
cleaner pipe!

And that rich "body"titzit pipe smokers like is

} I sealed inttd”’ Granger by ‘'WA¢lhmam’s 1870

| Method™ = a priceless old-time tobacco secret.

) Jl The package—foil instead of cestly tim—makes
possible the price of ten cents.

Lioere & Mvas Tomnc €0 ROUGH GUT

Kindly mention Advemture in writing to advertizers of Visiting yeur deale:



viil ADVENTURE

Back from the Island
of Lisiragg Dlead . . .

FIHE little ship steams slowly out of the harbor. And no one looks
behind as the island vanishes in the noonday haze. It is the
Island of Living Dead—Culion.

On the forward deck is a young Filipino mother, her eyes shining
at the thought of rejoining children whom she had never hoped to see
again. And here's a veteran American soldier—coming home. Here's
a boy of twelve, only half aware of the horror he is escaping. These
people are lepers who have been cured—lepers not doomed to watch
their hands and faces rot slowly away—lepers who are clean.

For leprosy is curable. A year ago, General Leonard Waood brought
back the news that a single American doctor, H. Wiindsor Wade, iso-
lated in the Philippine leper colony at Culion, had cured over a thou-
sand of these unforumates. The general's last public speech before
his death was an appeal for funds to aid Dr. Wade in his great fight.

Dr. Wade stands out as one of the true heroes of science. He has
sentenced himself to live among people suffering from the most hid-
eous disease known to man. Wiith pitifully inadequate equipment—
with but few trained assistamis—in the face of apparently insuwperable
handicaps—he has accomplished miracles.

General Waood asked for two million dolilars for this cause. The
first million has already been contributed by 15,000 Americans. The
bulk of this fund will be used for research work to perfect the cure
which as yet is successful only with those in the early stages of leprosy.

There are three million lepers—swartered all over the world. This
loathsome disease has even crept into our own country. But now at
last, there is hope for these miserable sufferers, for the methods worked
out at Culion will be given to the whole world. Such a great cause
as this is not charity—it is oppomunicy. It is a cause to which you will
feel proud to have contributed.

Interesting information on this subject may be obtained by
writing the National Chairman, General James 6. Harberd,
W [Mizdl1 yyaurr chvedk too thive Neartiond | Tincsssuesy, Garesed) Seaanadi I\ \
McRoberts.

HAddress al! Covrmuniieatvasst 4o
LEONARD WooD MEMORIAL, INC.

ONE MADISON AVENUE, NEW YORK CITY

Kindly mention Advemture in writing to advertisers ofF visiting your dealer.
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-

restful
sleep

Wy endure the pain and dis-
comfort which thousands of peo-
ple have relieved with PAZO?
Restful sleep is assured after the
first application. Unquestionably
one of the most pogullar reme-
dies ever offered for all forms of
Piles, because it gives quick re-
sults. Money-back guarantee and
full directions in package Tube
with pile pipe, 75¢. Tin box, 60¢.

I}grzo
PILES
A y’

Poolti'nglish’s,

How muath is it castibng you
in wasteed ofpppotuniiy?

Every day your associates are judging you~by what you
say anrg hou’l’;ou say it! Hazy ndc’ansgil gc‘m wy(':r ds, h{lt
ing sentences, erude, slovenly speech—theae mark A man as
loose in thinking. Thoughts elenf eut mmh that glva
tFye ﬁhap a laf. senten aflame with
ai-igi —t the th g that pfaelaim ablllty. thnt

E en’- u ﬁwm advan F §
E"i H XEMEEBG! lﬂ the ui ahy U

WFEtEW fﬁi %IHEEBH 8 FK% i%;?‘ :%g %?HFE
Rl i %

l.aSalle Extension Umvernty, Dept.S367BE€lnca'o

'SPRENGFIELD RIFLE, Model 1903

$19.50

d and R d

pounds, 43 inches long, 24 ineh barrel. Offered
without bayonet, $19.50. Packing charge 60c extra.
Ball cartridges $3.50 per 100. New catalog, illustrated,
380 pages of Army ? equlpment, pistols, guns,
uniforms, saddles, for 60 cents.
Special new circular for 2c stamp. Pstididebed 1865
Francis Bannerman Sone; 501 B'way, N..Y. City

The perfect
boss

i

ME men never scem to have any trouble io

keeping stemographers. Thhey're pipe smokers,
t66, but they've discovered Sir Walter Raleigh, the
rildest, mellowest smoke that ever came out of the
South. Stoke that strorg old briar with Sir Walter
Raleigh, men, and not even the sniffiest stemo will
ebject to it. By the way, we line the tin with gold
foil to keep Sir Walter fresh and fragrant to the
last pipeful.

LIMITED OFFER (for the United States only)
If your faverite isbacsonist dioes st Gy Sir Waller

Raleigh, send us his pare and address. I8 return for !

this courtesy, we'll be delighted to send you without

charge a fullsize tin of this mnilder gijee mikturee.
Dept. 70, Brown and Willlamsen Tobaces
Corporation, Wiiston-Salem, North Caroliga

SIR WALTER

RALEIGH

Who discovered how good a pipe can be

Kindly memtion Adwemture in writing to advertisers or wiksitimg yowr dealer.

It%s l milkiésr
[
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wouldid
XRididt/

It is always safe to give a Bayer tablet;
there is not the slightest harm in genu-
ine Aspirin. The doctor can assure you
that it has no ill effects on the heart.
And you probably know from experi-
ence that Bayer Aspifin does banish all
sorts of pain In short order. Instant
relief for headaches; neuralgia, neuritis.
Rheumatism, toe. Nothing llke It fer
breaklng up a eeld. At all druggists,
with preven direstions enelesed:

SPIRIN

Awpirin is the trade mark of Bayer Manufacture
of Monoaceticacidester of Salicylicacid

o

FACTIQIRE
daxwn

—. halance
easy pAYMHECAIS

Lightestt—Y¥et SGtoongest

For fishing or adventuring in the rushing
streams of the trackless wilds- for lei-
surely drifting down a moonlit river—for
every form of recreatiom that brings you
into the clean, balmy air of the scenic
lakes and rlvers—mmihimu compares with
the Haskell Cance.
Learn all about the many great superiori-
ties that make this canoe first choice of
gss Guides. Send for a copy of our
new baak “Anidie of Wilkhnmess Guides'™

HASKELIL BOAT €0, ).

201 East Ludlington St.
Ludlington, Michigan

CTEADY EMPLOXMENE-BIG PAY

OPEN TO MEN & WOMEN

No experience mecessary. Easy
hours and pleasant work bring
big cash reward to you at once
and continuously. Everything
you need to start wiil be fur-

i Jead:

er in direct to consumer field
guarantees this offer Write

e-rllon Millls 14 HM Avo.
W YORK Dept. 540-1 EEEEE—

DEAFNESS IS MISERY

Multituds of persons with defective hearing and Head
Naites enjoy conwersation,go to Thea-
treand Church becausethey useLeonard |
Iavisible Antiseptic Ear Drums. Tiny
Megaphomes fitting in the Ear entirely
out of sight. No wires, batteriesor
head pieee. They are Unseen Com-
forts and Inexpensive. Whriite for '
b%klet aﬂd awarn statement of the <
o was himself deaf.

A 0. I:EGNARB lHE Suite 568, 76:3th Ave., New Yerk

CAPTAINS AND OFFICERS OF YACHTS

AND SHIPS ARE IN DEMAND
You can learn this well pald, dignified profession In
your spare time, by our easy lmom and easy terms.
Also courses for Boat or Yacht own A
NAUTICAL COLLEGE, Box 763, Jacksonvillc, Elorida,

Kindly memtion Adwemturs in writing to advertisers or wiksitimg your dealer.
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WRITING

pays learn to write!

Palmer trained students are suemsful |Ivee sahd
rewn  staties lattly, ome far 6.
far wihinh I received 8166, hsg bear a%ﬁé&ﬁ%d
by the same maegapinide

oy i the  Aap:

Mwtitdrer stadbew! wvittes:
pistr day of my life. Rmmced a oheck for

my first staryy thar moeeringg”’

Still  amanber tedds  us: nMy sabes  will!  reaeh
81,000 by the emd of the Y9!

Mare than 125 stories and nmclsg by Palmer %
dents have been purchased ediors in the last
few weeks. Learn to write. It will pay yeu 1n
cash. You have a fund of story material. H you
also have the urge to write, Palmer training, under
the sympathetic criticism of experienced Wwriters,
will prove of invaluable help to you.

The coupon will bring you full information abeut
Palmer courses and orher suceesses.

PALMER INSTITWTE OF AUTHORSHIP
CLAYTON HAMILTON . , . PRESIDENT

Dept. 127-Q, Palmer Buwilldimg;, Hollywood, California

1 &m interested in: El Short Story Whmun&'lﬂ English and Self-
Expressiom F] Photoplay Wiiting

Al coreeppodedensce stictNy carlifidendial. Noo sabesmann null (ﬁM

PILES

driving you crazy?

.Don'glsuger the] agony ?f l?g;
ing, bleeding piles any lon,

%GUENT[NE RECTAL
CONES end the pain. Many
report complete cure without
operatlon At your druggist’s,
75¢. Write for FREE egttriiall.
Where a laxative is nemb@i
doctors urge also the use o
NOROL-AGAR, a gertle lu-
bricant, widely "advised even

for children. The Norwich
Pharmacal Co., Dept. AE3
Norwich, N.

ow to Obtain

A Perfeet Looking Neose
My latest improved Madel 25 corrects now
ill-sihmped noses quickly, painlessly, perma-
nently and comfortably at home. It is the only
nose-shaping J)pliam'e of precise adjustment
and a safe and guaranteed patent device that
will actually give you a perfect looking nose.
Write for free booklet which tells you how to
obtain a perfect looking nose.
M. Trilety, Pineer Nosemlplng sneeillm
Dept. 3212 Biimgireamtiom,

Kindly memntiom Adwentwre in writing to

Like Eloating
on a Cloud

~Y 71 MHATT thivgddingg roséhodf adfrim
your face, that lightning re-
sponse to the throttle, the butoy
ant speed, and the feeling of per-
fect control of your mount

—ithey give to motorcycling the
sense of glorious freedom that
no other sport offers. Elying a
plane is tame by comparison!

Maotoroydling at its best is yours
for small cest — in the Harley-
Davidson "“45". Tiis mewest
Twin is a wonderful performer
— smooth, quiet, speedy, eco-
nomical — and it costs only
$290 f. o. b. factory.

See it at your local Hiarley-
Dauittbson: Demibetss. A% him
aboutt his PBayssViow-Ride
Plan. Mhill the Cosgoom fior
illustvatedl Hitenetuire.

HARLEY-DAVIDSON
‘MotoruyiyeMO‘tOWLfdés

HARLEY-DAVIDSON MOTOR CO.,
B@M AF., Milwavkes, Wis.

] 1

in your

Send free literature.

or wiiiting your dealer,
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After a man’s heart

In this era of rapid-fire efficiency, we
still venture to urge five minutes of
dawdling each day. Yes, when you're
fagged . . . shed clothes and business
etiquette . . . and adjourn to the tub
wiith your cake of lvory,

Here's a soap that needs but a lazy
rub to twinkle into a rich bathing-suit
of foam. And its sweet cleanliness smacks
neither of beauty-shop perfume nor of
sterilizing pretensions! And when you

slip down for a final moment of bask-
ing, the mere touch of the water clears
every bubble away.

Why, after an Ivory bath, do you feel
like the President of the Corporation of
Content? Because Ivory, a soap after a
man’s heart, is gentle enough for a baby's
bath. Were you a baby after 1879? Then
it's more than a floating chance that
you had your first bath with Ivory, as
fine soap as money can buy!

IVORY SOAP

. . . kind to everything it touches =99 9 % Pavee- <Itifldlsats

Kindly memtiom Advemture in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.
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CHAPTER 1
THE REDHEAD SETS A PRECEDENT

ANGED by the neck until
you are dead—and may the
Lord have mercy on your
soul.”

Old Judge Wetherby’s voice broke on
the last word, but he shut his lips tightly,
swallowed thickly, and blinked around
the court room like an old owl suddenly
awakened in broad daylight. It was the
first time in his life that he had ever been

D

obliged to pronounce the sentence of
death.

There was not another sound in the
court room. It was as if a creaky old
phonograph were talking in a deserted
house. One could almost imagine the
scratching of the needle, but it was only
one of the judge’s euff links seraping on
the old desk top.

Silent Slade, the prisoner, towering six
feet four inches, stood facing the old
judge, a giant, with somber brown eyes
in a huge face, looking at the little old
man who had doorned him to die. Not a



B@gg&nm’gg

W. C. TUTTLE'S

Thrilling New Nowel
of Brickk IDavidson

Dl fitame

muscle twitched in the big man's face as
he turned his head and looked at the
crowded court room, but he was seeing
the crowd through a haze.

Just behind Silent Slade stood Brick
Davidson, the sheriff of Sun Dog County.
Brick was of medium height, wiry of build,
with a thatch of flaming red hair. His
thin face was plentifully sprinkled with
freckles, but he was so pale now that they
did not show. Brick looked old and
drawn—a tired old man at thirty years of
age.

The law had decreed that his best

Sun Doc

friend must die; and he—Brick Davidson,
sheriffi—must perform the execution. He
did not look at Silent. He wondered how
in the world the pit of his stomach could
get so far away from him. One time he
had gone down fifteen stories in a swift
elevator, and the feeling was almost the
same. Suddenly he was conseious of the
booming voeice of Silent Slade, a decided
eontrast to the rasplng, hilgh pltehed veice
of the eld judge.

“Wdll, pardner, I reckon we might as
well go back and finish that seven up
game.”
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Brick looked up quickly. Silent had
turned and was looking at him, a whimsi-
cal smile on his wide mouth. It broke the
tension of the court room. Men began
to shuffle their feet as they walked out,
looking back at the red headed sheriff and
his condemned prisoner. The old judge
hurried out, walking in short, jerky steps.
Woimmen stopped in the doorway and
losked baeck. One worman was erying.
She was Mis. Cale Wesson, & big,
metherly sort of persen.

She loved both Brick and Silent in a
motherly way; she had known them for
years.

“As if your tears would do any good,”
said a woman.

Mrs. Wesson turned and went down the
stairs.- Brick put his hand on Silent's
arm and they went down the back stairs
and around to the little jail.

“Wamnt to play now?” asked Brick
hoarsely.

Silent shook his head.

“I reckon I’d rather set down and think
for a while, pardmner.”

“Damn it, I don’t want to think,” said
Brick savagely, striking the bars with an
open palm. “I don’t never want to think
ag’in.”

“Wadll, you've got more time than 1
have. You can waitt’*

“Rub it in,” said Brick. *Ain’teha got
no feelin's, Sileaxt?®

“Yaai're funmy,” sighed Silent. “You
act almost as though you was the one who
was goin’ to git hamged.™

“I’d jist as soon. By God, I'd ratthen!”

Brick turned and walked down the nar-
row corridor, where he entered his office.

SOAPY CASWEILL, a typical
old cattleman, as gray as a
. badger and with a hair trigger
WNRN  disposition, was tilted back
against the wall, his boot heels hooked
over a rung. Soapy was a big man in
Sun Doz. He was a eounty commissioner,
owned the Madin City Bank, was
heavily Interested in the banks at
Silverten and Redroek, and also owned
the Cirele Cross raneh.

Soapy was keen, had plenty of money,
and was beginning to be .a power in
politics. He had watched Brick Davidson
grow up in Sun Dog, and he was per-
sonally interested in seeing Brick go
beyond what county politics could offer.

Brick had been a top hand cowboy
before he became sheriff. He was a
square shooter, a fighter; a born leader,
unless Soapy was mistaken. There had
never been any affection between Soapy
and Brick. They quarreled very often, and
Soapy liked Brick for his independence.

Brick tossed his hat on a desk and sat
down wearily. Soapy squinted at him,
but said nothing for a while. Finally he
cleared his throat.

* ’d you like to go to the state
senate, Brick?” he asked.

Brick looked at him, but did not
answer. In fact, he hardly heard what
Soapy had said.

“I’ve been thinkin’ it over,” Soapy.
“The election ain't more than three
months away. You've made a good
sheriffi—a danged good one. You've
made a lot of friends; friends that’ll back
you in anythin’. I'd like to see you
nominated for the state senate. It’s a
steppin’ stone. You'we got to git before
the publie, Brick. I'll betcha that if you
do go to the senate, it won't be more’n
four years before you’ll carry this state
for United States Senate. You're a
fighter. The Lokd knows this state needs
a fiphger”

Soapy stopped to let his words soak in.

“W¥ere you in the court house?” asked
Brick.

“Yemh, I was there.”

“Tthen you ought to know how much
I’'m interested in you, Soxpy.”

“That’s the risk you took when you
accepted that office—havin’ to hang your
friends. # like Silent, but that ain’t got
& thing to do with it. Silent murdered a
man.”

“Diid he?” asked Brick wearily.

“Twelve men said he did. They was
only out fifteen minutes. If I'd 'a’ been
on that jury, they'd 'a’ been hung yet.
Where’s Harp?”
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Harp Harris was Brick’s deputy. He
was six feet two inches tall, thin as a
rail, with a long, lean face that registered
deep despair most of the time.

“Harp’s sufferin' from tonsilitis and
he's home with his wife,” said Brick
dully. “And he's also a damn’ liar. He
don't even know where his tonsils are.
All's the matter with him is that he didn't
want to be in the court house this mornin'.
Delia came down and told me about it.
She said he was sufferin’. I s’pose he was;
so was 1.”

“It makes a tough job for you,” said
Soapy. “But you won’t resigm

“How do you know I wom™t?”

“Barause I know you, Brick™

“I'm the kind of a feller who’d hang a
friend, eln?*

“Yam're the kind of a man who obeys
the letter of the kaww.™

“You better get to hell out of here be-
fore I kick you out, Sompy.”

“You and what other six big mem?”

Brick shook his head despondently.

“Soapy, I want to do the right thing.
Could you hang your best friend? Me
and Silent have bunked together, rode
together, fought together. We've split
fifty-fifty on everythin’. Silent is as
square as a dollar. I don’t care a damn
what that jury said. Silent told me he
never did shoot Scotty MeKae, and 1
believe him. I'm no judge nor jury, of
course. And now I've got to hang him,
Got to trip that damn’ trap and—and
murder my best friend”

“Hiangin’ ain't murder, Brick.”

“It’s legal murder.”

“Alll right, I never made the law, and
I don't believe in it any more than you
do. Now that we've settled all that, how
do you feel about runnin’ for the state
senate?”

“No money in it.”

“That’s plenty true—but it advertises
you. Listen to me. I've got money. I've
got friends who have money. There’s
certain things that this state needs, and
it'll take national legislation to get them.
We need a man with guts enough te go
after It, sabe? There’s a rmachine In
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this state that needs bustin’, and we're
startin’ in to forge a monkey wrench to
throw into their cog wheels.

“Tihe state senate don’t pay you much,
but here's what I'll do. Fll make you
foreman of the Circle Cross, with time
off to be a senator. Think it over, Brick.
I ain’t said a word to anybody—yet. But
I ean swing a lot of money over to my
way of thinkin’. Dasmn it, I want tomake
somethin’ out of you.”

“Why?"

“I knowed you’d ask that. Mebbe
I’'ve got an ax to grind. Mebbe you'd
make a lot of money for me. And mebbe
it’s because I never had any son of my
own. I'm gettin’ old, Brick—old and
foolish. I'd like to see you go high in the
world—and know I helped you there”

Soapy tilted forward in his chair, got to
his feet, and walked outside without
saying anything more.

“Damged old pelican,” breathed Brick
softly, as he sagged forward, holding his
head in his hands.

He wanted to think—and it was not
about Soapy and his plans. Think. That
was all he had been doing since the day
he had been forced to arrest Silent Slade
for the murder of Scotty McKee.

SCOTTY McKEE had come

to Mandin City a year previous

to his murder, and had pur-

chased the Nine Bar Nine
eattle outfit from Lafe Freeman. MeKee
paid eash, and old Lafe had retired to a
single reem in the Manlin City hetel,
where he eould sit all day on a sidewalk,
whittle, ehew tebaeceo and play a little
peker.

Little was known about MclKae, except
that he came from somewhere down along
the Mexican Border. He had been on the
ranch about two months, when his
daughter came from school in San
Francisco and joined him. She was
twenty years of age—a tall, dark eyed
gifl—and had turned the head of Silent
Slade, who had never had a gifl before.

McKee was a silent sort of person,
sticking fairly close to work and rarely
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coming to town. Juanita was a good
dancer, and was so much in demand that
Silent was often plunged into the depths
of despair. She told Silent that her
mother had been a Spaniard.

She and her father talked Spanish
together, which caused Silent to purchase
a Spanish-English dictionary. He threw
it away in a few days, after Juanita prom-
ised to teach him the kenguage.

Six months after Juanita came to
Mardin City, Silent went to work for her
father. He and Banty Harrison were the
only help employed, as Scotty McKee
was able to do much of his own work.
Silent was in the seventh heaven. It
gave him a ehanee to be near Juanita.

There had never been any engage-
ment, but Silent took it for granted that
Juanita would marry him. But Scotty
McKee evidently had different plans for
Juanita, and he told her so in no uncer-
tain terms. She told Silent what her father
had said, and he decided to settle the issue
by a single handed debate w'th McKee.

It was on a Saturday, when Scotty
ordered Banty to hitch up the buggy
team and take Juanita to Silverton to do
some shopping. He told Silent to take
the day off if he wanted to—wthich he
did. Juanita decided to do her shopping
in Madin City, which gave Banty a good
opportunity to quench his thirst, while
Silent took care of Juanita.

There was nothing wrong in this. A
woman is privileged to change her mind
as often as she wishes—and Juanita was
a woman. It was about four o'clock in
the afternoon when Juanita decided to
go home, and strangely enough, Banty
was still able to drive a team.

Silent rode away ahead of them, de-
termined to have it out with Scotty
McKeze before Juanita came back to the
ranch. And that was where Silent Slade
made a mistake. He testified on the
witness stand that he rode to the ranch,
and that he thought he heard a shot
fired while he was at the stable putting
up his horse.

He said he went to the front of the door
house and found it locked. Then he went

around the west side of the house, where
he found a window open. He heard
somebody moving around in there, de-
cided that it was MeKae, and went
back to the front deor. He knoecked
heavily, but there was ne response.

Then he sat down on the porch. He
said he had no suspicion of anything
wrong. There were a number of calves in
the big corral, ready for the branding
iron, and as he sat there on the porch, a
coyote crossed an open spot below the
corral. He said he drew out his six-
shooter and fired a shot at the coyote,
whieh caused the animal to leave that
vielnity at top speed.

He did not see Juanita and Banty
nearing the ranch, but went back to the
open window, wondering where Scotty
McKee might be. Finally he crawled
through the window, and he said there
was a decided odor of burned powder.
In the living room of the ranch house he
found Scotty MeKee, lying on his face in
the middle of the room, shot through the
heart.

Silent said he turned McKze over and
examined him. Banty testified that he
knocked on the front door, but Silent
says he never heard it. And then, rather
dazed by the tragedy, Silent went back to
the open window and crawled out of the
house, instead of unlocking the front
door. Both Juanita and Banty saw him
erawling out.

THE PROSECEUTION based
their ease en three faets: Seotty
MeKee had never had amy
trouble with any ene in Sun
Dog €ounty. He had refused to sanction
the marriage of Juanita and Silent Slade,
and Silent had gone out there looking for
a showdown. And Silent had erawled
through a window, getting away from
the scene of the crime, instead of going
out through the door.

Juanita refused to testify, except at
the coroner's inquest, where she was still
too dazed to understand what the public
thought about it. Banty testified to the
facts as he knew them—Silent had told
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him he was going out to have a show-
down with Scotty McKee. This did not
help Silent any. The shot at the coyote,
whether mythical or not, helped the prose-
cution. Silent had neglected to remove
the empty cartridge from his gun, and
McKee had been shot with the same
ealiber revolver as the one used by Silent
Slade.

Silent stuck doggedly to his first story,
and all the efforts of the prosecution
failed to change it in any way. Juanita
was heartbroken over the affair and
stayed close to the ranch. Brick had
worked on the case from every angle,
trying to find some clue which might help
his friend.

Juanita seemed to know little about
#er father’s business. He had kept her in
setiwol, supplied her with money, and she
‘tned never really become acquainted with
4im until they came to the Sun Dog
country.

On the day that Scotty MeciKee had
‘been shot, Brick found two things at the
ranch house near the body. One was an
old envelope partly covered with penciled
figures, addressed to Jim Breen, Gomez
Springs, Mexieo. The other was a Bull
Durhafi tobaeeo sack eentaining a little
marlhuana weed. Brlek did net knew
what the stuff was, until he sent It to &
drug eefmpany for analysis.

Marihuana is really a Mexican product,
although it is grown secretly in places in
the southwest. The dried leaves are
mixed with tobaceo in cigarets. Its use
apparently destroys the smoker’s ideas of
right and wrong, and an overdese is said
o be eondueive to homieide. Secotty
MeKee had been a blg, husky sert ef
man, whe drank but llittle and smeked
nefe.

Brick knew that Banty Harrison did
not own the stuff, nor did Silent Slade.
Brick asked Juanita about the name on
the envelope, but she did not know any
Jim Breen. But she did know that the
peneiled figures on the envelope had not
beeni made by her father.

Juanita did not know where her father
had made his money. He had told her a
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little of a cattle ranch near the Border,
but had mentioned no names or places—
and that Border is around fourteen hun-
dred miles in length.

Brick had talked with the prosecutor
about the envelope and the marihuana
weed; but the prosecutor was little inter-
ested. He was looking for a conviction,
not clues to ruin his case. The court ap-
pointed a lawyer from Silverton to defend
Silent, but as a defense it was a mere
matter of form. Silent had one story to
tell, and the jury did not believe it.

Brick’s mind was wandering back over
the evidence, when Harp Harris, his
deputy, came slowly into the office.
Harp’s long neck was encompassed in a
red woolen sock, which sagged away from
his prominent Adam’s apple and gave off
an unmistakable odor of liniment,

“How’d he stand it?” asked Harp
huskily. Brick looked up at him.

“Who do you meam?”

“Silent.”

“Oh,” softly. *I didn't know you was
interested.”

“You know that’s a lie, Brick. I've
been awful sick, I tell you. Delia didn't
want me to come out now. Damn it,
she’s settin’ around the house bawlin’
right now.”

“Albout you comin’ out in the open with
a sock on the wrong end of youw?*

“No—albout what they’re goin’ to do
to Silemtt™

“Wihat they’re goin’ to, eh? Didja
stop to think that they are me and you,
Harp? That’s our job.”

“Not me. I resign right now.”

“No you won't. You quit me now, and
I’'ll make a widow out of your wife.
Harp, I think I’ll resign and make you
sherifft.”

“Make me—" An expression of panic
flashed across Harp’s lean face.
“No you don't. Noaossir.

that. Il resign if you do.”

“You’d make a good sheriff for Sun

“Shore I would, unless somethin’
serious came up before I could git my
resignation wrote out.”

Don’t do
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“I guess we're a hell of a pair of
officers,” sighed Brick,

“I dunno about you—but I'm offerin’
no defense for my end of it. I reckon I'll
go back and talk with Sillett™

“Go ahead. You're about as cheerful
as an undertaker. If I was goin’ to git
hung, I'd welcome you, Harp. That ex-
pression on your face would make most
anythin’ welcome.

“I tell you, I'm siick.™

“So am I, but I don’t need any sock
around my meck.™

Brick left the office and walked up to
the bank, where he wrote out a check for
a hundred dollars and cashed it. When he
left there he met the prosecuting attorney.

“I suppose you know that the county
allows you enough money to employ two
additional deputies until after the execu-
tion,” he said. “Im a case of this kind
it is customary to keep the prisoner un-
der constant swrveilltavee

Brick nodded slowly.

“[ll pick me a couple men tomorrww.”

“Be sure and get men you can trust,
Sheriff. Slade is well lilkedi™

“I realize thatt.”

“Medees it rather difficult for you, I
guess.”

“Oh, I'll get alomg.™

“Cantainly you will. This is really a
supreme test of a man’s nerve.”

Brick looked queerly at him, but did
not reply. In front of the office he met
Harp.

“Diidja have a nice visit with Silemt?”
asked Brick.

“Wine,” said Harp thickly. “I said,
‘Hello, Silent,” and he said, “Hello,
Harp,” and then we set there and looked
at each other. After while I says, ‘So
long, Silent,” and he says, ‘So long,
Harp." Yea, it was a fine visit. How do
I go abeut quittin’ my job?*

“Bettter wait a while,” advised Brick.
“Yow'wve got a wife to support, and you
don’t want to go back to forty a month,
do you?”

“Dadlla said I ort to quit.™

“Ask her to subtract forty from a
hundred and ten and see the difference.

And you might not be able to even get a
job punchin’ cows at forty a month. And
if anythin’ happened to me, you'd be the
sheriff and draw about three hundred a
month.”

“You ain't figurin’ on anythin’ hap-
penin’ to you, are you?"

“Im the midst of life, we are in death,”
grinned Brick.

“Ihat’s right—you never can tell.
Lincoln’s dead and Washington’s dead—
and I don’t feel so damn’ well m’self.
Well, I'll go and gurgle m’ neck some
more. You won’t need me no more today,
will you?”

“Dikdn’t need you at all, as far as that's
concerned.”

“Thank you kindly.
tomorrow, Brick.™

“You may be well, but you’ll never be

all riighott.”
g was eating his breakfast in the
little restaurant the following
morning, when he @ame in, half running
in his haste, carrying his hat in his hand.

“Dhe jail has been busted!” he blurted.
“Silent’s gone!

Brick quickly got to his feet. There
were a number of men in the restaurant,
and they all left their meals to follow
down to the jail. Word spread quickly
that Silent Slade had escaped, and the
curious came to see how the jail break
had been accomplished.

Five of the bars had been cut through
and bent aside. Once in the corridor, it
was easy enough for the prisoner to get
out of the main building, as the doors were
locked with a spring. Harp also dis-
covered that Brick’s horse and saddle
were missing, and that Silent’s six
shooter had been taken from a drawer of
the sheriff's desk, along with a full box of
cartridges.

The prosecuting attorney had been
advised of the escape, and was down
there within a few minutes, examining the
cut bars. Sun Dog County’s jail was of
an ancient vintage and the bars, instead of

I’ll be all right

T WAS a part of Harp's
duties to feed prisomers. Brick
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being tempered steel, were rather soft iron.

The prosecuting attorney looked the
cuts over critically. He even shut the
door of the cell and tried to crawl out
through the twisted bars.

“Rather queer,” he observed to the
crowd. “Slade is a much larger man than
I am, and it is impossible for me to get
out. Do any of you know whether Slade
was right or left hamdied?

“Right handed,” said Harp quickly.

“fhat’s strange. If you will netice
closely, these bars have all been cut from
the left side, and the cut had a dewnward
tendency. It is easy to prove from which
side the cut was made, as the last fraction
of an inch of the bar is broken off, not
sawed. Either Slade is left handed or
those bars were cut from outside"

The attorney turned and looked
squarely at Brick.

“What are you going to do about it/
he asked.

Not a musclie of Brick’s face moved, and
his eyes were level as he looked at the
lawyer.

“I might ask the county to replace
them bars with steel ones. It will make
it easier for the man who gets my job.”

Brick turned on his heel and went to
his office, where he sat down and wrote
out his resignation. The crowd filed out
through the office, leaving Harp and
Brick together.

“Diid that maverick mean to insimuate
that you turned Silent loose?” asked
Harp angrily. “If he did, I'lil—"

“Keep your shirt on,” advised Brick.

He finishedl writing, placed the letter
in an envelope, and addressed it to the
commisssioners of Sun Dog County.

“Take this over to the court house’*
he ordered Harp. “I'we advised that you
be sworn in at once so that you can get
on the trail of Silent Skedi.””

“Brick, you ain't resgmim ¥”

“Yaath, I’'ve resigned. You see, I never
thought about Silent bein' right handed,
and I never thought about him not bein’
able to crawl out through the bars

“Hey, Brick. What's all this

hearin' ?*

I'm
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Soapy Caswell stumbled through the

doorway.

“Some of them danged fools saidi="
He stopped for breath.

*“Said that you—you let Silent Slade
get away.”

“I heard that’s what they're sayin',
Soapy. I've just written out my resigna-
tion.”

“Yaur'we written— Brick, are you goin’
to let them loud mouthed jiggers get
away with anythin’ like that? You never
let him loose. They said that the bars
was sawed. My God, what do they
want? Brick, you can't do this. With
the reputation you've got—and what's
ahead of vou. Why don‘tcha say some-
thin’?"”

“Wowlld you mind deliverin’
letter, Harp?"

“Oh, shore.”'

Harp went away, shaking his head.

“Do a little talkim’,” urged Soapy.

“I haven’t anythin’ to say. I reckon
you've heard it all, amywzay.”

“Briick, you’re ruined, as far as politics
are concerned. This story will go every-
where. Sheriff’s bunkie sentenced to
hang and is turned loose by the sheriff.
My God, can you imagine how that will
look to folks?”

“I thought it all out, Sompy.™

“You gave him 2 horse and saddie and
his gum.”

“And a hundred dollars for expenses,”
said Brick calmly. “He’s got to eat.”

“Yaou're a hell of a sheriffi”

“I know it—and I'm sorry, Soapy.
The prosecutin’ attorney is mad enough
to eat spikes. Dang him, he got his con-
viction. What more does he wamt?"

“Daes he know you've resigred?”

“Prob’ly does by this time.”

Soapy chuckied softly for a moment.

“Hielll shore raise the roof when he
finds that you've resigedi’”

“Wiihy 2"

“Because I bet him a hundred dollars
yesterday that you'd never hang Silent
Slade. I'm goin’ up and collect. See
you later, Brick.”

Harp came back from the court house,

that
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He had not found any of the com-
missioners in, but he left the letter where
they would find it.

“P’m pullin’ out tonight,” Brick told
him. “You might do a little huntin’ for
Silent, if they make you sheriff. And
after a few days you might find my horse
and sadidlle.

“IMight find 'em where??

“©Oh, most any place in the county.
Right now, they’re in your stable. If
I never come back, they're yours, Harp.
Silent caught a freight train out of here
last nighit.”

“Where’s he goiir?*

“I didn’t ask himm.”

AT FIVE o'clock that after-

noon Brick’s resignation was

still unopened on the commis-

sioner’s desk, and Brick was
packing his few belongings. The pros-
ecuting attorney was mad. He had paid
the hundred dollars to Soapy Caswell,
who was gloating econsiderably; but he
wasg not maed about the meney.

“A lovely state of affairs,” he smorted.
“IMindlerer 2t large in the hills, turned
loose by the sheriff, and nobody looking
for him. Can you imagine such a thing.
Brick Daviidson should go to jail for this.”

“Can you prove he turned Slade loose?”
asked Soapy.

“Prove itl How can I prove it? Those
bars have been turned in their sockets
until no man could prove from which side
they had been cut; and they’ve been bent
back far enough to allow any man to crawl
through.”

“But you had witnesses to how they
looked this mormim:*

“Did I? Well, I thought I did, until I
questioned some of them. Fine state of
affairs. He’s probably had twenty hours
in which to make his escape, and no
warnings have been sent out. This
county is without a sheriff, Mr. Caswell.
For two cents I'd resign myselfi.”

“Well,” drawled Soapy, “I'lll take up a
collection if you really feel thatemueey.”

“Oh, you know what I meam™*

“Shore.”

Soapy Caswell and Harp Harris were
the only ones who knew that Brick was
leaving Marlin City that evening. Soapy
tried to give Brick the hundred dollars
he had won from the lawyer, but Briek
said he had plenty of meney. He and
Harp shook hands silently and solemnly.

“Wiill you ever come back?” asked
Harp, as the train began moving.

“Some day, Harp. Goodby, Stmw."

“Wen you come back, bring em both
with you,” said Seapy.

“Both what, Soapy?*

“Silent Slade and the man who shot
Scotty McKee.”

Brick grinned back at them, but his
heart was heavy as he watched the old
town fade in the distance. He had lived
nearly all his life in Sun Dog County.
His mother had died when he was ten
years of age, and two years later his
father died. He had been christened
Arthur William Davidson, but his thatch
of brlek red hair had ruined Arthur
William shortly after his ehristening,

Thrown on the world at twelve years
of age, he picked up with a trail herd
heading for Montana, eventually landing
in Sun Dog. And, except for a few out-
side trips, Brick had been in Sun Dog
ever since the day he had come into the
valley, trailing in the dust of a herd.

Sun Dog had never known a better
sheriff than Brick Dawidson. He had
plenty of bullet scars to show that the job
had been no sinecure. But now he had
violated his oath of office; betrayed the
law he had sworn to uphold.

Brick sighed deeply as he watched the
sunset fading across the Sun Dog hills.
In his pocket was a ticket to San Fran-
cisco. Just why San Francisco, he did
not know, except that he had always
wanted to see the old gray town on
Golden Gate. The conductor inter-
rupted his reveries.

“Talkin’ a trip for your health, Sheriff?’*

Brick looked up quickly, recognized the
conductor, and smiled thinly.

“I reckon that’s what it amounts to,
Carlim.”

“Goin’ to Frisco, eh?” looking at the
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strip of ticket. *Wall, that’s fine. Just
takin' a vacation, or are you goin' after a
prisoner?”

“I can't tell you—yet.”

“Weall, good luck to you.™

“THhamnks. I'll need plenty of it.”

CHAPTER 11
JIM BREEN

N DAYS gone by, the Rancho del
Rosa was known far and wide in the
Border country. Don Enrique Max-

well, loved and respected by every one
from sandaled friar to booted bandit,
ruled the thousands of acres where his
cattle roamed. These who traveled El
Camino Real found a welcome at the
Raneho del Rosa, and no questions were
ever asked. Don Enrique lived with an
open hand, thanking God for his many
many blessings, and the ehanee to help
those In need.

His wife was a tall, stately Spanish
woman—a daughter of the Dons—and a
fit mate for Don Enrique, who was born
an Englishman. They had one son.
christened Roberto, a wild riding young
devil who inherited the rancho when his
father and mother had gone the way of all
flesh. He married a Mexican girl and
proeeeded to spend money faster than he
made it.

The gambling tables called to Bob
Maxwell, and he answered the call until
his acres dwindled, his wife died, and the
huge herds of cattle and horses faded
away. Twenty years had passed since
the rancho had descended to Bob Max-
well. Marie, his only child, was nearly
nineteen, a tall, lithe, dark skinned
beauty, educated in a Catholic school at
San Franeisco. She had been heme less
than a yeaf, and Bob Maxwell was just
beginning to reallze that he had a
daughter.

The buildings of the Rancho del
Rosa—the ranch of the roses—were very
old, built with thick adobe walls. There
were deep windows and flagged walks,
worn by boots of eaballeros, and the bare

feet of Indians. Ivy covered the broad
walls of the patio, mingling with the huge
climbing roses, which almost made a
bower of the place. In the center of the
patio was the well, with a wide, low curb.
Wide arches, gated with wrought iron,
led from the patio to the outside.

It was only two miles to that mythical
line which divided the United States
from the land of mafiana, unmarked ex-
cept for an occasional monument. Three
miles below the line, almost due south of
the rancho, was the town of Gomez
Springs.

About two miles west of the rancho
was the town of Sicomoro. It was more
Mexican than American, with its adobe
structures and weathered balconies, where
guitars tinkled in the evenings. There
were no sidewalks, and the majority of
of the signs were inscribed in Spanish.

THE BORDER patrol had
Ry, little use for Sicomoro, and
- Sicomoro seemed to have little
use for the Border patrol. The
people of Sicomoro were close mouthed.
They told nothing. The Border patrol
swore that every man in Sicomoro was
either a smuggler or a hijacker. Perhaps
this was a bit exagperated, but there had
been many killings around Sieemoro, and
no man had ever been brought to justiee
for any of them.

The Chinese population of the town
fluctuatizst] badly. At times there were
only the scant dozen of regular residents,
and again there might be a dozen extras.
But they always left ahead of the patrol,
heading north. The several eantinas In
Sicomoro did a goed business I beth
liguor and gambling. Easy money 86es
quickly. Edward Pieo, a swarthy sen ef
the south, ewned the liguer and gambling
houses, while Wong Hep, a keen, slant
eyed Cantenese, bessed the Oriental end
of the tewn.

It was hot down there in Sicomoro at
noontime. A lone rider, tall, swarthy,'
slightly owerdiressed, rode in on a big
sorrel and tied the animal in front of the
Solo Encinas cantina. No one knew just
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why it was called the lone oak, because
there was no oak.

The sunlight glistened -on his silver
mounted saddle as the animal shifted
about in the yellow dust. The rider was
Joe Pico, a cousin of Edward Pico. He
spent much of his time in Gomez Springs.
The Border patrol was deeply suspicious
of Joe. He was apparently a leading light
in Gomez Springs.

Joe accepted a drink from the bar-
tender, and sat down at a table where
three men and a dealer were playing stud
poker. Joe was evidently not in the best
frame of mind. He threw some silver on
the table and aeeepti ! his ohips. The
playing was desultory, and little meney
echanged hands. Thefe was ne eenvef-
satlon. Flies buzzed areund the players.

A man came in and the players glanced
casually at him. It was Brick Davidson,
down at the heels, dusty, unshaven, but
still able to grin at the wo¥rld. It was tweo
months sinee Briek had left Sun Deg.
His blue sult was stained and a mass of
wrinkles, his shift leng sinee ready for a
laundry, oF a ragbag, and his hat eut of
shape. Inside the waistband of his pants
he earried a Colt revelver. He was ver
het and very dusty, grateful fer the essl-
fess of the adebe canting, with its der
of ligusr and stale Besr:

“Brereas dias,” greeted the bartender.

“Yemh, I guess so,” grinned Brick, lean-
ing against the bar. “I ain't sure what it
means, but that’s all right, pardner.”

“Hawve a durimk??”

“I shore sabe that,” grinned Brick.
“Got any cold water? Yeah—water.
The stuff that makes 'em build bridges.
Not cold? What do you folks drink
down here when you’re thirstty””

“Meebbe some tequile.”

“Not with me. I drank some of that
stuff about forty miles back in a town one
night. I had six drinks and woke up with
five policemen on me.”

“Diid they put you in jail?”

“Five policemen?” Brick grinned scorn-
fully. “Amd me with six drinks of to-kill-
you inside? They did not. I shucked the
last one off me two miles from town.

No, thank you—no to-kill-you. What
have we here?””

Brick walked over to the poker table
and watched a few deals. He wanted to
get into that game, but his finances were
down to one silver dollar. Finally he
addressed the dealer.

“Hlow much does it cost to buy in on
your game, pardmer?”’

Brick did not look like money to the
dealer, but still another player would
increase the rake-off materially. The
dealer merely dealt and took the per-
centage, not playing himself.

“Um duro,” he said.

“Ihat’s one dollar in United States”
said Brick. “Gimme un duro’s worth,
will youw?”

The dealer gave him a stack of white
chips, and the game went on. Brick
knew stud poker well enough to realize
that a dollar’s worth of chips would give
him no margin for bluffing. The first pot
required all his chips, but he drew out on
them, winning three dollars, less the
pereentage, which was rather high for a
small game,

But Brick was not kicking, His luck
was with him, and inside of ten more
deals he had amassed the munificent sum
of twenty-five dollars. Two of the players
quit the game, leaving only Joe Pico and
Brick.

“If you want to close the game, it’s all
right with me,” said Brick.

“That,” said Pico insolently, *is an
American traitt.”

“What’s an American trait?”’ queried
Brick.

“To quit when they’re ahead of the
game.”

Brick’s ears grew redder, a sure sign
that Brick was mad, but his voice was
perfectly calm.

“I ain't got no place to go, pardner;
but I didn't suppose that it was worth a
dealer's time to throw cards to two
players.”

“I am here to deal,” said the man.

“Then let’s play poker,” grinned Brick.
“I’d rather play two handed; it only
gives me one man to watch.”
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THIS TIME it was Pico whose
_ears turned red. The dealer
> smothered a smile. Pico had

never borne a clean reputation
as a gambler. Brick had enough money
for a small bluff, a perfect poker face,
and it was his lucky day. Pico was-hot
tempered, nervous, and his eyes were an
index to the eards he had drawn. Pot
after pet went te Briek, while Pico
simeked furlously, eursed In Spanish, and
wished he had let this red headed gringe
qult while the guitting was geod.

But it was too late to quit now. Brick
played calmly, smiling most of the time,
but watching Pico’s eyes. It was not
poker—it was robbery. Finally Pico
sagged back in his chair, looking moodily
at the table.

“Got enough?’ queried Brick.
quittin’, or are you broke?”

Pico’s face hardened, but he did not
reply.

“I’'ve got a couple hundred of your
money,” said Brick. “Ain’t you got no
friends nor credit in this man’s town? I'd
like to double this amount, and what you
don’t know about poker would make a
whoppin’ big book.”

Pico suddenly leaned forward.

“Just now I am short,” he said coldly.
“Out at the hitch-rack is my horse and
saddle. I will sell both to you for one
hundred and fifty dollars, if you will con-
tinue the play.”

“Ihat’s a plenty money for a bronc
and a hull,” grinned Brick. “Ill take a
look at ’em, pardner, ’cause I shore need
rollin’ stock.”

They walked out and looked at the
saddle and horse. Brick had always de-
tested an ornamental saddle, but he could
see that this one was new, and worth
many times what Pico asked for both
horse and saddle. The sorrel was a good
looking, elean limbed animal.

“Pll stake you to that much,” agreed
Brick. “I don’t like all them doo-
dinguses on the saddle, but it ain’t costin’
me much.”

They went back and resumed the
game. Fortune seemed to favor Pico for

“Jist

a while, but Brick refused to over play
his hands. He wanted that horse and
saddle, and he wanted his hundred and
fifty dollars baadk

Twice in a row he bluffed Picco out of
a pot, accidentally turning over his hole
card and letting Pico see what he had
after the pot was won. Then came
Brick's big opportunity. It had cost him
fifty dollars to draw the deuce, trey, four
and flve of hearts, which were in sight.

Pico’s hand showed two jacks and two-
queens. It was foolishness on Brick's
part to have stayed in the pot. Pico’s
eyes had showed him that he had either
another jack or queen in the hole. It
was Pico’s bet, and he hesitated for several
moments, studying Brick's cards. If
Brick had either an ace or a six of hearts
buried, he would have a straight. flush.
Briek neted the hesitaney, and sald te the
dealer—

“I plumb forgot to ask you a few
questions when I horned into this game.
Do you play straights and flushes dewn
here?”’

The dealer nodded quickly.

“And a straight flush beats four of a
kind?”

“Exactly.”

“fhat’s fime,” grinned Brick.

“Pass,” said Pico softly, his eyes
triumphant. He knew now that Brigk
was bluffing. And Brick seemed to be.
Slowly he counted his ehips and sheved
them to the center. They were not many
now. Pieo smiled widely, as he sheved
all his ehips to the eenter.

“How can I call all that mess?” asked
Brick. “I’m broke.”

“You still have the horse and saddle?”

“That’s right. We'll discount the
horse a little, and I call you.”

Swiftly Joe Pico turned ower his hole
card—anotther jack.

“A full house,” he said softly.

Brick flipped owver his hole card—the
ace of hearts.

“Whaitee de Diws!”’ snorted the dealer.
“A straight flusih?

Pico tried to smile, but it was a failure.

“Ithe American don’t want to quit, but
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he hates solitaire,” said Brick seriously.
“It has been a profitable day, and Fll buy
a dirindi

Pico drank grudgingly. He needed the
drink to steady his nerves, but he did not
like to accept it from this red headed
Americano who had the luck of the
devil.

“Are you going to stay weeth us a
while?" asked the dealer.

“I dunno. I’'m lookin’ to hook up with
some cattle outfit down here. A feller
was tellin' me somethin’ about a ranch
down here; somethin’ about roses. I
didn’t get all of it.”

“The Rancho del Rosa?™

“Shore. That’s the place. This feller
would say seven words in Spanish and one
in English—and the English word was
damn. Have another drink? No? Is
there a clothin’ store around here? Across
the street? That’s great. I shore need
elothes. Well, I'll see you leter.”

Brick went striding out of the place,
crossed the street and entered a general
merchandise store. Pico had several
more drinks, handed out by a generous
bartender.

“That man has an insulting tongue,”
said Pico.

“And a thorough knowledge of stud
poker,” added the dealer. *“Wihem he
questioned me of the value of hands, it
was for your benefiit.”

“Only a fool would ask a question
which involved his own cardss

“Dhat, my friend, is the secret of
poker—to cause a man to believe some-
thing which is not true.”

“He was insulting,” persisted Pico.
The several drinks of tequila were taking
effect.

The dealer shrugged his shoulders.

“And the horse was worth more than 1
asked.”

“You made the price, and he paid it.”

“Bléov—yges. But I was mad. 1
cheated myselfi™

“Amgither drink—and forget it,” said
the bartender.

“Amoither drink—yes—but not to for-
get.”

BRICK spent about an hour in

the store. He bought a dark

b suit, shirts, boots, hat and a

cartridge belt and holster. The

belt and holster were second hand, and

fitted well. In a little saddle store next

door, he got a pair of second hand bat-

wing chaps and a pair of spurs. The

saddle maker let him change elothes in

the back room, and he eame out of there

looking like the old Brick Davidson of

Sun Dog, exeept that he needed a shave
and a haireut.

A few doors farther down the street
was a barber shop, and when Brick came
out of there, smelling of hair tonic and
witch hazel, he was fit to face the world or
anybody in it. As he walked up the
street, two men rode in and tied their
horses. Brick saw the sunlight flash on a
badge pinned to a shirt front, and he'
wondered If this man had ever been called
upon to hang a frlend. They were stand-
Ing In frent ef the stofe as he eame up, and
nedded pleasently.

“Howdy, gents,” smiled Brick. “Nice
weather we're havind”.”

The sheriff smiled.

“Not bad, is it? I don’t believe I ever
met you?”

“I know danged well you never have—
at least, not down here. I just got in a
while ago. My name’s Davidson.”

“My name’s Camphbell, Davidson.
Shake hands with Ortego; he’s my
deputy.”

“Pleased to meetcha,” grinned Briek,
“How’s crime down here?’

“About likp it is every other place, I
reckon,” said the sheriff. “Are you from
the nortin?*

“Yeah. Not enough to be an Eskimo,
but enough to freeze my ears in the winter.”

They laughed with Brick. Campbell
said he had spent several winters in
Alberta, and that he was perfectly willing
to stay where no snow fell. As they were
talking, Joe Pico and the dealer came from
the cantina and stopped near the sorrel
horse. Pico seemed rather drunk.

“They’re admirin’ my horse,” grinned
Brick.
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“Is that your sorrel?” asked the sheriff.

Brick nodded.

“l won him a while ago. That tall
jigger over there thought he .could play
stud.”

“That’s Joe Pico,” said Ortego. “Prob-
ably been ddwn to Gomez Sprimgs

Brick squinted thoughtfully.

“Is Gomez Springs near here?’

“Down across the Border—about six
miles from here

“Wihat kind of a place is it

“Not so good for a gringm?

“Gringo is a white man, ain't it? What
have they got against us?”

“DEexico for Mexicans,” said the sheriff
dryly.

“Didja ever know anybody by the
name of Jim Breen around here?”

“He lives in Gomez Springs,” said
Ortego. *“I know himn.*

Brick was interested.

“Wibat is his busimess?’*

Ortego shrugged his shoulders.

“Quiten sabe? He comes here once in a
while and seems to have plenty money.
Runs the big cantina, they say.”

“Didja ever know a feller named
Scotty McKee?”

“Sure,” nodded the sheriff. “Scotty
used to own the One Oak canfina over
there. Sold out to Ed Pico, I think. I
dunno where Scotty went from here”

Brick was learning things fast. Until
he heard Gomez Springs mentioned, he
had no idea he was in the country where
Secotty MeKwee used to live.

“How do I get out to that rose ramdn?”
he asked.

“Ihe Rancho del Rosa? Take the
road straight east of here. You can’t
miss it

“I heard they might need another
puncher.”

“I don't know about that,” said the
sheriff. “Bob Maxwell usually has quite
a crew”

“Lots of catitle?’

“Quite a few, I reclkom’

Brick thanked them and started across
the street. The dealer had gone back
into the canttna, but Joe Pico lounged in
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the doorway, smoking a cigaret. Brick
walked over and untied the sorrel, talking
softly to the animal. Pico lurched away
from the doorway and came out toward
Brick, his swarthy face twisted into a
scowl.

“What you going to do weeth my
horse?” he asked. Brick turned his head,
a puzzled frown between his blue eyes.

“Your horse”"

“My horse—of course.”

Brick turned and rested his hands on
his hips.

“Is your memory so short that you
don’t remember losin’ him?”

“You have a bill of sale from me?"

“No, I never got one. But I won this
horse, and I take him. now.”

“You think twice, my friend. You
have nothing to show ownership.”

“What kind of a skin game is this?”
demanded Brick hotly.

“Not any skin game,” smiled Pico.
“Dhe horse is mine.”

“Yau're cockeyed and crazy!” snorted
Brick. “Just watch and see if I don't
take this horse.”

Brick turned and looped the rope
around the saddle horn.

“Jus’ a moment,” said Pico softly.
Brick jerked around. Pico had half drawn
his gun.

“We do not wait for the law to deal
with horse thieves down here,” said Pico
meaningly.

IT WAS a foolish move on

Pico’s part, unless he intended

to carry it through. Perhaps

he had an idea that the half

drawn gun would intimidate the red

headed cowboy. At any rate, Pico was

totally unprepared for what followed.

Briek’s right hand snapped dewn to his

helster, jerked up with the same meove-

ment, and Jee Pieo went stagaering baek

and sldewise when Briek’s heavy Bullet
smashed threugh his right sheulder.

Pico’s gun thudded into the dirt and

Pico stopped, sat down against the wall

of the cantima, a surprised and foolish ex-

pression on his face. Brick did not meve
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for several moments. The sheriff and his
deputy were coming across the street,
They had seen everything, but did net
hear what had been said. The bar-
tender, dealer and a eouple of customers
crowded the cantina deorway, and men
were coming from all peints ef the esm:-
pass.

“What seems to be the trouble?” asked
the sheriff.

Brick stepped past him and faced the
men in the doorway.

“Any of you fellers want to tell the
world that I didn’t win that hoese and
saddle? he asked coldly.

“You won it,"” said the dealer quickly.
‘Joe was drumlk™

Brick turned to the sheriff.

“He tried to tell me that I didn’t own
that horse and saddle. Accused me of
pnyin’ to steal it

“It’s all right,” said the sheriff. “I
seen Pico draw his gun, and you got him
quick. Some of you fellers better get a
doctor. The horse belongs te you,
Davidson.”

“Thank you, Sherifft™

Brick walked over to the horse and
started to mount. The sheriff came in
close to him.

“Watch out for the Pico gang,” he
warned Brick. “There’s several of ‘em,
and this is the first time that one of ‘em
has been dowmned.”

“Thank you kindly,” smiled Brick, and
swung into the saddle.

He thrilled at the feel of a good horse
between his knees, the fit of a well made
saddle. It was the first time he had been
on a horse since he had left Sun Dog. He
had ridden into Sicomoro on the rickety
wagon of a Mexican wood peddler, dirty,
ragged, with only a dollar to his name.
Two hours later he was riding away, well
dressed, elean shaven, with money in his
poeket, astride his ewn herse In a silver
trimmed saddle.

“And still they try to tell us that it's
wrong to gamble,” he said whimsically.
“When the goddess of luck smiles on you,
you're a fool if you don’t make a fuss over
her. Now, all I've got to do is get me a

job and look out for the Pico family; and
the job worries me the most.”

He rode along for a way, examining the
silver trimming on the fork of the saddle.
Finally he stopped, took out his hesvy
bladed pocket knife, and proceeded to pry
loose the silver rivets. It was a simple
matter to strip off all the silver, which was
really only a silver plating on white metal.
The saddle was so nearly new that there
was little indieation that the leather had
ever been eovered.

Brick threw the silver aside as though
it were worthless.

“I’d look well huntin’ for a job in a
saddle like this one was,"” he told himself.
“I’d look like a mail order puncher makin’
a fhath’

He traveled along the narrow, dusty
road, through the boulder strewn hills—
the leavings of the ice age. Around and
among the boulders grew thorny mes-
quite, cresote bushes, sage, cactus, and an
oceasional desert smoke tree, looking at
a distance like a puff of yellow smoke.

A sidewinder, the little desert rattle-
snake, crossed the road ahead of Brick
and he drew rein to watch the little fellow
angle his way into the weeds beside the
road. A sage rabbit hopped softly into
the road, saw the horse only a few feet
away, and seemed fairly to explode in a
eloud of dust.

Brick lounged sidewise in his saddle,
scanning the country to the south. Those
mountains down there were in an alien
land. Brick wondered where Silent Slade
had gone. He and Brick had often talked
about the address on that letter, and the
few erumbs of marihuana weed in the old
tobaeeo sack.

Brick felt sure that Silent would go as
far as his hundred dollars would take him.
Silent would never go east, and the west
coast would hardly be far enough away
from Sun Dog. Wihen Sun Dog County
broadcasted his description, it would be
difficult for a cowboy of Silent’s stature to
eseape detection. His best chance would
be in the southwest, where, in a case of
neeesslty, he eould step over into Mexico,

As Brick rode along his eye caught the
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flash of a bit of color which did not seem a
part of the natural hues of nature. It was
a vermillion flash in the sunlight. Brick
drew up his horse for a moment, and then
swung off the road. The brush was
scarcely knee high here, spotty with bare
pateches of alkali. About fifty yards from
the road he found what he sought.

It was a red handkerchief around the
neck of a dead cowboy. He was lying fiat
on his back, arms outspread, one hand
still clutching a blue €olt revolver. The
man was of medium height, blond, with
a deep scar across his left cheek and the
side of his nose. He was dressed in a gray
ghirt, overalls and boots. His hat, a black
Stetson with a silver trimmed band, was
lylng against a bush several feet away.
Briek eould see where the blood had eozed
frem a bullet wound just abeve the left
peeket of his gray shirt, Briek did net
fieed to examine him. He did net even
dismeunt. It was a job for the sheriff.

Brick rode back, tied his hamdkerchief
to a bush on the left side of the road to
mark the spot, and rode on. It was less
than a mile to the Rancho del Rosa. The
road led straight in through one of the
wide arches of the patio, and the sorrel
stopped at the water tub beside the well.
The patio was a veritable garden. Roses
and ivy had taken the place.

BRICK relaxed and looked
around. He had never seen
anything like this before. Sud-
denly he realized that he was
looking at a girl. She had been seated on
a bench in the shade of the roses, but
was coming toward him now. He dis-
mounted quiekly and removed his hat.

“I beg your pardon, ma'am,” he smiled.
“I was so kinda taken up by this place
that I plumb forgot it might belong to
somebody.”

“Hbdlibe V. Espancd??”’ she asked, smils
ing at him.

“Dhat’s the worst of it,” complained
Brick. “I can say buenas dias and
buenas noches, but that don’t make much
conversation.”

“Then I'l talk Englisi

“Ihat’s my tongue,” laughed Brick.
“Mebbe I'll learn the other, but I'd hate
to miss talkin' to you while I'm learnin’,
Ma’am, I'm Arthur William Davidson,
but on account of my auburn hair, they
call me Brick. And I'm lookin’ for a man
named Maxwell—Bob Maxwell, I thimk

“He is my father. I am Marie Max-
well.”

“Wdll, I'm shore glad to meetcha, Miss
Maxwell. Nice place you got here”

“I love it,” she said simply.

“Dhen that makes me and you jist
even—so do 1.”

They were smiling at each other when a
man came from the bunkhouse. He was
a short, heavily built man, evidently a
Mexican. His hair was rather long and a
heavy black mustache covered his upper
lip.

“iLeo, will you please tell Mr. Maxwell
that a man wishes to see him?" said
Marie.

“Sh, sefiorita.”” The man smiled pleas-
antly and went into the house.

A few moments later Bob Maxwell
came out. He was a big, lean faced man,
rather swarthy, dark eyed, his black hair
turning gray in spots. He smiled at his
daughter, who introdueed him to Briek.

“I jist kinda rode in on you,” grinned
Brick. “I’m lookin' for a job, Mr.
Maxwell.”

“A job, eh?” Maxwell looked keenly at
Brick. “Wat kind of a job?*

“Pomehin’ cows.™

“Olh, yesnm

“I was jist driftin’ through,” said Brick
earnestly, “and I heard that you handle
quite a lot of cows down here. I needed
a job pretty bad, so I came along leokin’
for one.”

“I see. Well, I'm sorry, Davidson, bat
just at present I have enough mem.”

“Tihat makes it tough, don't it? Do
you know any other ranch that might
need a mam?’

“No, I dom't.”

“TUh-huh,” thoughtfully, “Say, I al-
most forgot. About a mile back towards
that town of Sicomoro, on the south side
of the road, you'll find a dead man. I
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hung my handkerchief on a bush beside
the road to mark the plece’

“A—a dead manP” faltered Maxwell.

“Shore. Somebody spotted him a dead
center shot. I got a flash of red out there,
and I1—"

“You say the man kas been shuatt?’*

“Shore. I dunno how long he's—*

“Wihat does he look like?” inter-
rupted Maxwell.

“Oh, he's about my size, I reckon.
Kinda blond, and he’s got a scar on one
cheek and on his nose.”

The blood seemed to drain from Max-
well's face. He and Marie exchanged
glances.

“Dell Harper,” exclaimed Marie.

“You say he was shot?” asked Maxwell
blankly.

“Well, I didn't probe for no bullet, if
that's what you mean. He’s dead, and
he's got a gun in one hand. Mebbe he
shot himself. But there didn’t seem to be
any burns on his shirt. I jist looked at
him and came on.”

Maxwell rubbed his hands together
nervously, started for the bunkhouse, but
turned and went back to the veranda.
He called to the man who Marie had ad-
dressed as Leo. They exchanged a few
words in Spanish, and Leo went running
across the patio, going out through the
rear arch toward the stables.

Maxwell came back to Marie and Brick.

“The dead man was my foremam,”he
told Brick.

“That’s too bad. I saw the sheriff in
Sicomoro just before I leff.™

Maxwell muttered something under his
breath, and walked out toward the stables
where- Leo Herrera was saddling two
horses.

“That’s kinda tough luck,” said Brick
slowly. “Has he been with you long,
Miss Maxwelll?*

“He has been with the rancho a long
time, Mr. Davidson. I have only been
here less than a year, except when I was a
little girl. You see, I have been away to
school mostly all my lifie”

Brick’s mind flashed back to Juanita
MciKee.

“I don't see who could have killed Dell
Harper,” she said. “He seemed very
nice. But some one is always getting
shot down here, it seems to me. There is
always trouble along the Border.”

“I’ve heard there was,” replied Brick.
“I reckon the Mexicans make things
kinda lively, don’t they?”

Marie did not reply. Her father and
Herrera were coming in with their
horses.

“You say you marked the spot with a
handkerchief, Davidson?”’ asked Max«
well.

“Sure—on the south side of the road.
I’ll go back with you, if you—"

“That isn't necessary,” quickly. “You
might put up your horse and stay here
awhile—at least, for the day. I—I might
be able to use you.”

“That would be fime,” grinned Brick.

“Yauill find the stable out that enm-
trance. Plenty of empty stalls’™

Brick thanked him, nodded to Marie,
and led his horse back to the stable
where he unsaddled the animal and gave
it a feed of oats. He came back to the
patio and sat down on a bench in the
shade to smoke a cigaret. It had been
a hard day for Brick, and he was a little
weary.

After a few puffs on his cigaret he
stretched out on the bench, pillowed his
head on his arms, and went to sleep under
the bower of climbing roses. But Brick
was a light sleeper, and the sound of
horses walking aceoss the patio awakened
him. He turned his head sidewise and
saw two rlders near the old well.

ONE WAS a big man wearing a
huge Mexican sombrero, while
the other was of medium
height, slender, and as Brick
expressed it, all dogged out fit for a
gseandal. His blue silk shirt was orna-
mented with large pearl buttons, his
blaek trousers fitted like the skin on a
sausage, and on his feet he wore high
heeled patent leather boots. His som-
brere was nearly white, surmeunted with
a Blaek, silver studded band; hls neckers
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chief was scarlet, and around his slim
waist was a fancy sash, beneath his silver
studded cartridge belt.

“If that jigger busts into song, I'll
know I'm at a show,” mused Brick, now
wide awake. “Gallly, ain't he a shimen!™

The big man did not dismount and
kept his back to Brick. Neither of them
had seen him on the bench. They talked
for several moments, then the slender
man adjusted his sash and walked over to
the steps of the veranda, as Marie came
out. At sight of him she stopped short.
From her actions, it was evident that they
were either strangefs to each other, or
Marie did not like him.

Brick could not hear what was said, but
he heard the man laugh and say some-
thing in Spanish. Marie came out to the
steps, and although Brick could not
understand Spanish, it was evident that
she was telling him that she did not care
to talk further with him.

But the man persisted. He became
eloquent with his hands. Marie turned to
go back into the house, but he grasped her
by the wrist and drew her back. She tried
to jerk away, but he tightened his grip.

“What she's tellin’ him now would
burn a hole in the ice,” said Brick to
himself.

He uncoiled from the bench, took
several steps toward the porch, hooking
his thumbs over the top of his belt.

“You better let loose of the lady,” he
said clearly.

The man whirled quickly, glaring at
Brick. The big man turned in his saddle,
disclosing a huge black beard which grew
out from his face like the bristles on a
hair brush. Brick was not grinning now,
and his mop of red hair was like bur-
nished copper in the sunlight.

The man released Marie, who stepped
back quickly.

“And who are you?” asked the dandy
coldly.

“I’m the whippoorwill that made you
behave yourself:”

“And what is this affair to youw?”

“Start somethin’, and you’ll find out,”
said Brick.

The man looked at Marie then back at
Brick, who was slowly rocking on the balls
of his feet. His fingers were splayed out
a little, but the thumb was still resting on
the edge of his belt. It was a danger
signal, and the man read it rightly.
With a shrug of indifference he turned,
bowed gracefully to Marie, came slowly
down the steps and walked out to his
hoetse, Ignering Briek entirely.

But Brick did not take his eyes off him
as he swung gracefully into the saddie.
He wheeled his horse around to the left,
presenting his back to the red head. But
for several moments the big man con-
tinued to look at Brick, who was staring
at him, now, his jaw sagging a little.
Then the big man turned his horse around
and fellowed the othef. As they rode
out threugh the east areRway, the big
man gave a baekward wave of his left
hand, but did net lift 1t abeve his khee.

Brick relaxed slowly. Marie had come
to the edge of the porch and was looking
at him.

“Dhank you,” she said.

“That’s all right, ma’am. He ain’t ex-
actly an old friend of the family, is he?”

“iHe is an old friend of my father.”

“Oh, yeakh?”

“{Hiiis name is Jim Breem.”

“WWedll, can you imagine that? Jim
Breen, eln?”

“You knew himm?”

Brick took a deep breath and shook his
head.

“No, ma'am. I never seen him before,
but I've heard the name. Do you know
the man who was with himm?*

*“No, I don't believe I have ever seen
him before. Jim Breen came to see my
father.”

*“I suppose that’s why he pawed you
around thataway. He’ll probably tell
your dad about me, and I won’t have no
more job than a jackrabbit. Still, I
don’t suppose your dad wants to have
folks pawin’ you aroumd.”

“Wieelll, I don’t, at least, Mr. Davidson
—and I thank you agaim.™

“Weither do I—and you're welcome,”
grinned Brick.



20 W. C. TUTTLE

Marie started to walk back into the
house, but came out again.

“I’m sorry it happened,” she told
Brick. “Jim Breen and my father are
close friends, and I—F hope we will
understamd.”

“Jim Breem?”

“No, my father.”

“Domn’t let that worry you none,” said
Brick.

“But you wanted to work here, amdi—"

“Shucks,” laughed Brick, “I ain't got
the job yet—prob’ly never will. Don’t
Jet it worry you. I'm sorry it happened,
ma'am, but when you stop to comsider, it
could have been a lot worse.”

“I was afraid it would be, Mr. Davidson.
Jim Breen is rather an impulsive persom™

“I noticed that. 8till, he never got im-
pulsive with me.”

Marie smiled and walked away, while
Brick went back to the bench in the shade
of the roses, where he rolled a cigaret.
His fingers trembled just a little, but it
was not the reaction from his near en-
eounter with Jim Breen. It was because
he recegnized the bearded man as Silent
Slade.

Rl “CAN YOU beat that?” Briek
_ asked himself. *Silent trailin’
Piss.  with Jim Breen. What kind of
@& mess is this down here amy-
way? I have to shoot a man to collect
the horse I won fairly, then I find a dead
man sprawled in the sun with a bullet
through his heart, and then Silent with the
man whose name was on that emvelope.
“A friend of Maxwell, is he? And he
tries to paw Maxwell’s daughter, who is
scared that my interference might cause
complications. I've been in this country
half a day, and I've made plenty enemies.
That’s what you git for havin’ red hair,
I s’pose. Hm-m-m. If I was showin’ any
sense, I'd saddle my bronc and keep on
gein’. Silent didn’t want te knew e,
although he slipped me a slignal. I
reekon Il stiek areund and see what the
big feller has of his mind.”
It was about two hours later when
Maxwell came back. Herrera was not

with  him. He was accompanied by
Camphbell, the sheriff, and another man.
This other man was rather tall, slender,
hard faced. His skin was burned to the
texture of leather.

Brick noticed that Maxwell seemed
greatly depressed and tired. He immedi-
ately went into the house. The sheriff
introduced Brick to the stranger, whose
name was Berry.

“Mr. Berry is one of the Border
patrol,” explained the sheriff.

“P’we heard about you folks,” smiled
Brick.

“Natthin’ good, I’ll bet,” said Berry.

“Alll accordin’ to who tells it. How
was the patient gettin’ along when you
left, Sheriff®”

“Pico? Oh, he'll get well. Damn’flools
are hard to kill, Davidson. Maxwell tells
me that you were the one who found
Harper, the dead man, out there along
the reed.”

Brick explained how he happened to see
the flash of color and discover the body.

“I didn't know who he was until I de-
scribed him to Maxwell. Who do you
think killed him?"

The sheriff shook his head slowly.

“No idea, Davidsom.”

“You're a stranger down here, ain’t
you?” asked Berry.

“NYemh, but I seem to be gettin’
acquainted in a hurry,” laughed Brick.

“But not enough to understand local
conditions. You're from the north?”

“IMomttana."”

“I'see. Are you goin' to work for Max-
well?”

“TIhat’s a question.
hired yet.”

“Meaxwedll is a fine man, Davidson. The
killing' of his foreman has hit him
mighty hard. Harper has been with him
a long time. There's quite a lot of killim'
done along this part of the Boeder, but
we can aceount for quite a lot of it be-
cause of the constant feud between the
smugglers and the hijackers.”

“The hijacker is the feller who steals
from the smuggler, ain't he?”

“That’s the idea,” said Berry.

I haven’t been

“As
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soon as the smuggler has done all the
dangerous work, the hijacker takes the
stuff away from himm.”

“Can you blame the smuggler for killin’
him?”’ asked Brick;

“Well,” smiled Berry, “from the smug-
gler's viewpoint, it's justifiable homicide,
I suppose. But it all goes to make things
hard for us.”

“You don't mean that this Harper was
mixed up with one faction or the other,
do you?*

The officer shook his head quickly.

“There has never been any suspicion
about Harper or anybody connected with
the Rancho del Rosa.™

“You asked about Jim Breen,” re-
minded the sheriff. *“He was in town
when we left there”

“Do you know Jim Breen?’aslked Berry.

“Newer met him. I jist heard about
him, that’s all.”

The two officers shook hands with Brick
and rode away. A few minutes later
Maxwell came out and Brick crossed the
patio to him. Maxwell looked Brick
over, a troubled expression in his eyes.

“I’m sorry about what happened a
while ago, Davidson,” he said slowly.
“I’'m sure Jim Breen didn't—he’s of
rather an impulsive nature, you see.
Marie told me. I heard what happened
between you and Joe Pico. That was
rather unfortunate. Now, I'm putting it
up to you, whether you stay or not.™

“You mean that I get the job, unless
I'm scared to stay here?”

“Ihat’s the situation exactlly.”

“Ill sty

Maxwell smiled thinly.

“That’s what Marie said.”

“I guess it's my red hair,” grinned
Brick.

CHAPTER III
BRICK HORNS IN ON A CONFERENCE

N THE days that followed, Brick
learned much of the local history.
There were only five cowboys, in-
cluding Brick, employed at the Rancho
del Rosa. Slim Neeley, a long geared

cowboy from the Panhandle; Buck Eads,
a hard headed waddy from New Mexico,
Leo Herrera and Johnny Snow, younger
than the rest, ajwild riding young man
from eastern Oregon.

Brick liked Johnny the best of the lot,
and it did not take Brick long to discover
that the youngster was in love with
Marie. He admitted frankly that Marie
did not know it.

“Ain’t she a pippin, Brick?” he asked,
as they rode the brushy hills north of
Sicomoro.

“She’s just fiire. But, boy, I've got my
work cut out. Her old man wants her to
marry Jim Breen. Can you imagine
that? No, you can’t, because you don’t
know Breem.”

None of the boys knew of the incident
which had happened in the patio the day
Brick arrived at the rancho.

“But does she want to marry Jim
Breen?" asked Brick.

“Quitrn sabe? She’s half Spanish or
Mexican, and she might do what her old
man tells her to do. Ed Pico used to
ramble down here to see her once in a
while, but Maxwell shore stopped that in
a hurry. 1 wish I'd been in Sicomero the
day you pasted a hunk of lead inte Jee
Pico. He's mucho wmale, that hemb¥e.
And you want to look eut, Brick.

“Ed Pico ain't so liable to mix into it,
but there's Al Abelardo and Bill Abelardo,
Joe’s cousins. They’re bad . . . Wish I
knew who killed Dell Harper.”

“Diid you ever know a feller named
Scotty McKee?”

“Shore. He used to run the Sele
Encinas cantina in Sicomoro. He was all
right, too. But all of a sudden he
sold out to Ed Pico and faded out
of the country. That was over a year
ag@,)'

“Wihat does Jim Breen do for a livin®?’

“Oh, he's half owner of the big cantina
and gamblin’ house in Gomez Springs,
and he's got a little rancho about a mile
below the Border, kinda southeast ef
Sicomero. WaitTll you see him, Briek.
He’s the faneiest dresser you ever seen.
He’s got one vest with turgueise buttens.
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It’s a fact. And he’s plenty rapido with
a sikegum’”

“Got plenty merwe?”

“Well,” grinned Johmny, “it takes
nerve to dress the way he does.”

“I suppose the Border patrol has a
job to handle down here’

“Shore. But what can they do? They
don’t get much help from anybody, be-
cause it's dangerous to buck either
element. Me, I'm just a waddy, gettin’
along. There’s a lot of money to be made
down here, if you want to take a chanee
on the hot end of a bullet, or the inside
of a Federal penitentiary. I den’t, I'm
plenty sure”

“Nor me,"” grinned Brick. “F was: just
wonderin’ which side of the fence Jim
Breen would be on—if amy.”

“Well, he wouldn't hardly be a hi-
jacker, Brick. He'd last about as long as
a snowball in hell. You ean bet your
last pair of socks that anybody livin” in
Mejjiso is either a smuggler of nethin’.
Gomez Springs has enly abaut flve hun-
dred Inhabltants, but it draws frem a let
of esuntry. Old Migwel Gomez ewned
the tewh until Diaz eame aleng and éut
him off at the peekets. He nailed the
eld man, but he missed the sen, whs is
werse than the ald man ever was. 1L6B8
Gomez den’t owh the tewh, But he thinks
he daes:

“He’s a great big ignorant greaser,
part Injun, with an inflated idea of what
he is. He don’t dare cross the Border
because he's pulled enough rough stuff to
draw a first class bullet. I've heard that
Lobo is the sweet young thing whe brings
the eontraband to Gomez Springs for the
lusty smugglers. He gets his percentage
witheut any danger, exeept frem his
own government, whieh recognizes him as
a dirty deuee in thelr deg eared paek of
autlaws, and of net eneugh impertanes 8
bether abeut kilik™.”

“Welll have to go down to Gomez
Springs some day,” smiled Brick.

“Ill go,” said Johnny. *“The last time
I was down there, me and Slim Neeley
shore came away in a hurry. A fat
headed gringo got into some kinda

trouble in the big cantina, and me and
Slim elects to help him out. You can't
allow your own kind to get the worst of it
in a foreign land, can you?

“I dunno what the total loss was, but
my gun was empty when we piled this
gringo on a horse in front of Slim and
headed north. He had been hit over the
head kinda hard, and Slim had a job
holdin’ him upright. Anyway, we beat
the gang to the Boider and took the feller
to Sicomoro, whefe we set hifi dewn en
a sidewalk in the light frem a windew.
He’s plumb eonseious new, but he’s get an
egg sized lump o his head. He leaks up
at Slim and says—

“ “Deutschiand iiber allles.”

“Me and Slim ain't been down there
since. Slim ain’t got no sense of humor,
anyway. He says that next time he's
goin’ to know more about a man before
he horns in on a rescue pastiy.”

“What do you think of the Mexicans
as a people?” asked Brick.

“Fline. The real honest to gosh Mexi-
can is fiire. They’re honest and proud as
the devil. We don’t get many of 'em up
here. You can’t no more judge the
Mexican people by what you find along
here than you can judge the white races
by these Border toughs. Muost any old
time you find a tough gang of Mexieans,
you’ll find a white man leadin’ "em.”

“Breen is an American, ain't he?”

“From Indiana,” laughed Johnny.
“Hie’s a fair sample. I’'m wonderin’ why
you’re so interested in Breen, when you
say you don’t know himn.”

“I reckon I do kinda speak about him
often,” smiled Brick. *But I've got a
reason, pardner. I’ll let you in on some-
thin’, if you’'ll keep it under your hat.”

And while they rode back to the
rancho, Brick told Johnny Snow the
story of what had happened in Sun Dog.
Johnny was amazed owver it all, and more
go, when Brick told him what had hap-
pened that day in the patio.

“Amd this big feller was your old
bunkie, eh?”’ he marveled. *“Ridin’ with
Jim Breen. Can you imagine that?
Shore sounds like one of them story
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books, this idea of you comin’ all the way
down here, and all this happenin’. And
he recognized you? Say, that must have
been a slodk™

“It was a shock,” said Brick. “I
didn't even know he was headin’ for this
country, but I kinda had a humdn ™

“Well,” said Johnny seriously, “I
don't like Breen and I ain’t got no use for
the Pico outfit, so if you don’t mind, I'd
like to set in with you on this game. No,
I ain't got nobody to mourn my loss. 1
was an orphan further back than I re-
member. There’s nobedy to notify in
case I get stopped short, except the
sherifft”

“fihat’s shore nice of you, pardner,
but I ain't askin’ for heljp.”

“I’m just offerin’ it, Brick.™

“Tihank you, Johnny. I’'m hopin’ for

“So am I, but I’ll keep on wearin’ a

gun.”

IT WAS hard for Brick to con-
nect the Rancho del Rosa with
trouble and strife. It seemed
so peaceful there. An old
Mmcan woman served their meals out
on the veranda, which overlooked the
patio. The work was light at this time of
the year. The inquest over the body of
Dell Harper was a mere formality. Brick
was obliged to testify econeerning the
discovery of the bedy.

They buried him in the little cemetery
at Sicomoro, and there was another
Border mystery to be solved. Brick saw
Ed Pico and the Abelardo brothers at the
funeral, but they paid no attention te
him. Joe Pico was getting along well,
according to the sheriff, who talked with
Brick after the funeral. Befry, and
another of the Berder patrel was there.
Brick saw Berry peint hif eut t8 the
other officer,

After the funeral service, Berry shook
hands with Brick and introduced him te
Mitchell, the other officer.

Brick had had little chance to talk with
Bob Maxwell since that first day. Max-
well had appointed Slim Neeley foreman,
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and the boys took their orders from him.
But Brick had an idea that something
was bothering Mauwell. He seemed
nervous, irritable, inclined to keep to
himself.

Brick mentioned it to Johnny Snow.

“I didn’t think anythin’ about it until
you mentioned it,” said Johnny. “There
is a change in the old mam.”

Maxwell was by no means an old man,
but most of the boys referred to him by
that title.

“Meibbe he's worryin’ about Harper
bein’ killed,” suggested Brick.

“Ihat might be. He’s got somethin’
on his mind. It might be Jim Breen.
You say Marie told him about Breen
grabbin’ her by the wrist. Mebbe it
bothers him.””

“What would prevent a gang from
across the Border rustlin’ Maxwell's
cattle?”

“Natthin’. That’s been done plenty,
but not just around here. Maxwell has
always minded his own business, been
friends with everybody, and his cattle
have been left alone. I think that’s why
he’s minded his own business all this
time. Bob Maxwell is nebedy’s fool,
Briek.”

“No, I reckon not; but I hope he don't
marry his daughter off to a damn’
renegade like Breen, who ain't neither
white nor Mexicam.”

“If Breen knew what I think about it,
he'd shoot me in the dark of the moon,”
said Johnny seriously.

That evening Buck Eads was dealing
ecarte in the bunkhouse. All the boys
were playing two bit stakes, except
Johnny, who was out at the stable,
He had snapped his rope in the middle
that afternoon, and was putting a honde
on a new one.

It was about nine o’clock when Johnny
came in. He managed to catch Brick’s
eye, and flashed him a signal to come out-
side. Brick yawned and sauntered out.

“Jim Breen came in about five minutes
ago,” whispered Johnny. “He was all
alone. I think that him and the old man
are up there in that corner room where
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you see the light. I hate like hell to listen
in on anybody, but we could use that long
ladder—and I don’t think the windew ls
all the way down.”
“I'm shore surprised at you,” said
Brick earnestly. ‘“Wmre’s the kedider?”
Together they secured the ladder,
which reached to the upper balecony, and
leaned it softly against the old railing.
“I’ll do the listemin’”,” whispered Brick.
“If they catch me, it'll be all right. You
don’t want to lose your job, you kiiow.”
Johnny made no comment. He stood
at the foot of the ladder in the deep
shadow, while Brick climbed silently te
the balcony and ecrossed over to the
window. The eurtains were elesed, but
the voices of the two fiien were audible.
Maxwell was talking angrily.

\\\i[ﬂ/ . *. . . ALWAYS been square,

_ Jim, and you know it. If Dell

'8605% had them, which I doubt,
h@’th"—h’

“Wait a minute, Bob,” said Breen.
“Dhat remark reflects back on me. I tell
w=ou he had 'em. Wong Kee sent 'em
esvoss by Dell. He told me he did, and
Wbng Kee never lied to us in his life.
We've always trusted him because he had
more brains than any of us, It was his
job to scheme out things te beat the
eustoms and the hijackers, and you kiew
hew well he’s done it. 1f Wong Kee says
he sent *em aeress by Dell Harper, that’s
what He dene, Beb. Weong Kee was as
henest as a dolkar”

“Why do you say ‘was?"

“Because,” said Breen slowly, “Wong
Kee got into a mess with several other
<diiinks in a fan-tan game that night, and
died with a knife between his shoulders™

“My God! Do you mean to tell me
that nobody knows how they were
semt?"

“You know well enough that Wong
Kee never told anybody, except the man
he selected to take the stuff across. He
wouldn’t work any other way.”

“And both of them are dead. Jim,
don’t you realize what it means? Every
cent I'm worth is gone. Oh, I've been

afraid of something like this all the time.
Thrusting a damn’ Chimnermzam.”

“But who got 'em?” demanded Breen.
“Wiho killed Harper? The hijackers
never got 'em. They knew that the stuff
was coming across. Don’t ask me how
they found out. There always Is leaks.
But it wasn’t the hijackeis that killed
Harper.”

“ILeaks,” groaned Maxwell. “Amnd I
mortgaged everything I owned to put
this deal over. Well, I'm down and out.”

“Are you?” Breen did not seem con-
vinced. “I had a lot of money in the deal,
and so did othexrs. They don’t know you
as well as I do.”

“You don’t mean to say they think I
got *em?”

“I didn’t think so, Bob. They’ve been
investigating, but they’re fully convinced
that the hijackers didn’t get 'em. It’'s a
cinch that the Border patrol didn’t, or
they'd be crowing loud enough to be
heard back in Washington. Now what'’s
to be done?’

“Oth, I don’t kmow.”

“You better come ower the line and
convince the others that you didn't
doublectess amybodiy.”

“Ill do nothing of the kimd.™

“Suit yourself. I'll go back and tell
them that you deny having anything to
do with it. I lose ten thousand dollars,
but that’s all right; I'm not whimimg.™

“Suppose Wong Kee. never sent 'em
across? Suppose somebody knifed him
for the layout, Jimm?”

“Not a chance. We've imvestigated
that. What became of that damn’ red
headed puncher who got smart with me
the other day? 1 suppose you heard
about it.”

“I heard about it and gave him a job.”

“Oh, you did, eh? On the strength of
the deal, I suppose.”

“Breen, we better come to an under-
standing. Marie don’t like you. She has
told me that a number of times. She's
old enough now to know what she wants.
Leave her alone from now on.”

Breen laughed shortly.

“Oh, well,” he said, “I suppose I did
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get a little rough. But she got mad at
me and told me a few things I didn't
care to hear. But I don't intend to let
that redhead get away with any tough
stufff.”

“He’s the one who put Joe Pico in care
of the doctwor.”

“Dhat was fine. I wish he'd lead up the
whole Pico outfit, but he better not make
any more breaks toward me. I'm goin’
back now, and I’ll try to explain to the
boys.”

“I don’t think any explanation is
needed. If they can find out who killed
Harper, they’ll find the stuff. I'm sure I
didn't kill hiom.”

“Weell, T’ll talk to 'em, Bob.™

As they left the room, Brick hurried
down the ladder. Swiftly they put it
away and went out to the stable. Breen
came out alone and rode away. Brick
i not know how much he ought to tell
Johnny, but finally decided to keep most
of it to himself.

“It was about Marie,” he told Johnny.
“Breen was sore about what happened
*here the other day. I reckon he's out to
get me. Anyway, Maxwell told him to
leave Marie alone from now om.”

“Gee, that's great. What did Breen
eay?’

“He didn't like it, but he didn't com-
plain.”

“Menzweedll better not trust him too far.”

“Ill betcha Maxwell knows it.”

“I don't see how Maxwrell can afford to
mix with Breen. If the Border officers—
but they all know the old man is on the
square. Brick, I'm sure glad I thought
of that ladder. Let's go and see if we
ean’t clean up Buek’s ecarte game.”

BRICK played a few more
hands of ecarte and went to
bed. He wanted a chance to
think things over. He knew
now that Maxwell was a smugglef, in
cahoots with Jim Breen. It was evident
that a valuable earge had gene astray,
and it had te de with the killlng ef Dell
Harper. He Had heard Mux#ell deelare
that he had mertgaged the fanehe 1A

order to put over the deal, and that this
would break him.

No wonder Maxwell had seemed ner-
vous. Brick wondered what kind of a
cargo it was—a cargo small enough for
one man to carry, and still be of such
value. From the conwensation Brick had
overheard, he surmised that a Chinaman
named Wong Kee was the one who figured
out the ways to send the stuff aeross.

Brick realized that it would require a
keen mind to devise ways of outwitting
the Border patrol and the hijackers, and
that a Chinaman might well be mentally
equipped to handle this kind of a job.
Wong Kee had evidently sent the stuff
aeress the line by Harper, and then got
himself killed in a fan-tan game witheut
diselesing to Jim Breen the methed used
in that partieular ease. With beth
Harper and Wong Kee dead, e man
knew Rew It had been sent:

Brick knew nothing of the smuggling
game, except that they were a desperate
lot of men who stopped at nothing to
complete their work. If Jimn Breen was a
smuggler, which he apparently was, Silent
Slade was working at the samie game.
When Johnany erawled inte the bunk be-
side Brick, the redhead whispered te him—

“How many drugs could one man
carry?”’

“Kiinds or value?’ asked Johnny.

“Yalue.”

“Oh, I dunno, Brick. A good many
thousands of dollars’ worth, I reckon.
You wash’t thinkin’ of paekin’ in a
supply, was you?"

“No, I was just wonderin’ about it.”

“Wigll, it's a bum job. I don’t mind
what else they smuggle in, but I'm shore
against dope. Know anythin’' abeut
drugs?”’

“Not much, Johnny. What’s mari-
huana?’

“@The worst loco weed on earth.
Grows down here, and the Mexicans
smoke it in with their tobaeeo. Oh, It
shore freezes their nerves all right. Tese
faucho, and they ge heywire—ciazy.
And it hits a white man werse.”

“Do white men use it?"”
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“Do they? Show me anythin’ a
white man won't do. We’re a versatile
race, cowboy. Say, do you reckon the old
man was serious when he told Jim Breen
to keep away from Marie? I don’t blame
the old man for tellin’ that jigger to keep
away from the girl; but the old man better
net get in bad with Breen. I figure Breen
is a grande hombre dewn aeress the line,
and he eeuld shere deal this ranehe plenty
trauble.

“Me, I'd jist as soon swap lead with
that bunch as not. I've got jist a faint
suspicion that a lot of them lazy jiggers
has been fattenin’ their insides with Max-
well cattle for a long time, and if any
trouble ever busts, they’ll elean eut the
Raneho del Rosa pretty profite. A man
eouldn’t run fast enough te give me a
raneh this near the Border.”

“Won’t the Mexican government give
us any protectiom??

“How can they? They used to have a
bunch of soldados over at Gomez Springs,
but they moved 'em out. Your protec-
tion is to stay on this side of the line,
pardner.”

“Well,” said Brick sleepily, “I dunno
whether I want to go over there or not.”

“Aw, it's fum,” laughed Johnny. “I
suppose they’re layin’ for me and Slim.
He won’t go. He says what’s the use?
Kiil off a dozen contratbamdlittss to rescue
a Dutchman. Slim’s practical. We’ll go
over and see what she looks like. I
missed one jigger twice, and he might
held still the next time . . . Well, good
night.”

CHAPTER 1V
SILENT SLANE-=—OUTLAW

ILENT SLADE did not know yet
what it was all about. After he left
Manlin City, he rode as far as the

hundred dollars would take him, and
then kept right on going south. He had
a vague idea of going straight through
to Central of South America. He rode
en freight trains, asked for rides along
the highways, and when there was not

anything better, he walked. An occa-
sional job provided him with food, but
he did not stop long in any one place.

He realized that the law has a long
arm. His whiskers and hair grew, but
his great size was undisguisable. He came
to Sicomoro much in the same way as
Brick Davidison a little later, found a
sheriff there, and kept right on down
across the line, ending his pilgrimage at
Gormez Springs. The name of Jim Breef
was vaguely familiaf, but he did fiet een-
neet it with the one Briek had found en
that letter.

It did not take Silent long to discover
that Gomez Springs was a haven for
wanted men. Breen gave him a job in the
big camifiree as a bouncer, but was obliged
to take him off the job because he did not
understand Spanish. Breen had four
renegade whites—Mathan, Eddy, Kelsey
and Berg—talking care of his rancho. He
gent Silent te join them. Together with
a buek teothed Chinaman, Ling, they
made up the personnel of Breen’s ranche,
whefeas one man eould have handled
the werk.

Silent did not like the outfit, and it
took him quite a while to resign himself
to it. Berg told Silent that Mahan had
killed a policeman in Yuma, Kelsey was
wanted for a mail robbery and a killing,
and Eddy was wanted for things too
numerous to mention. Berg did not say
what he was wanted for, but Kelsey told
Silent that Berg did not dare to poke his
nose aeross the line.

Silent drank too much tequila one day,
and confided to Kelsey that he was under
sentence to hang for a murder in Mon-
tana. This information gave Silent a
good standing on the rancho and in Gomez
Springs. It just happened that Breen
asked Silent to ride with him the day
they went to the Rancho del Rosa. Silent
had ne liking for that side of the line, but
he went along, and he was rather in a daze
for several hours after seeing Brick
Daviidzen I the patie of the rancho. He
wanted te stay and join forees with Brick,
but his better judament teld him ne.

Breen was angry over Brick’s interfer-
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ence, but said nothing to Silent. Silent
told the boys at the rancho about the inci-
dent, not mentioning the fact that he
knew Brick. The gang was rather
amused. None of them admired Jim
Breen, but they needed his money and his
protection. As Johnny Snow had told
Briek, Jim Breen was a grande hombre, a
blg man, in Gomez Springs.

The control of Gomez Springs seemed
to be vested in three men. Breen, Lobo
Gomez, a son of his father, and Lee Duck,
an unassuming Chinaman who wore yel-
Jow diamonds and a bland smile. Gomez,
nicknamed Wolf, was a big man physi-
eally, overhearing, with a prodigious
thirst for tequila. He wore a huge mus-
tache, leather, silver trimmed shirts, and
the biggest sombrero in Mexico. Gomez
was an ignorant bandit, but with his own
following. Lee Dwuck was probably the
smartest man in the trio, and Breen was
wise eneugh to realize this. But to Lobo
Gomez, he was just a yellow Chinaman,
He lknew the breed. Had net he smuggled
dozens of therm aeress the line?

It was the day after Brick had listened
at Maxwell’s window that Breen came
out to his rancho. He was in a bad
humor, and Kelsey told Silent that a big
deal had gone wrong. A little later in
the day, Lobo Gomez and two of his
henchmen came along.

“Looks like a conference,” grinned
Kelsey. “Wamdler where the chink is?*

It was supper time when Lee Duck
arrived. He was the only one of the three
(hat did not affect a bodyguard.

™ THE BREEN ranche was net
s/~ #M a big place. It was hidden
away on a little mesa-like
»=="" shelf, with the only appreach
from the south, The builder had an eye
for business and safety. It was but little
over a mile from the Border, but difficult
of approach. The buildings were of
adobe, one storied, and almost inmvisible
at any distance. The ranch did not
belong to Breen. There were no boundary
marks, no fences, except the corrals.
Jim Breen brought plenty of tequila

along and passed it out to the boys.
Silent declined. Not that he did not
drink, but he wanted to be sober enough
to hear what was being said. The other
boys were not particular.

After a venison supper, a cold wind
whirled down across the little mesa and
they gathered around the big fireplace in
the low ceiled room, sitting on crude
benches and the flwor.

“You talked with Maxwell?” queried
the Chinaman in English.

Breen nodded sullenly, staring at the
blazing mesquite roots in the finegpliace.

“Talk Spanish,” ordered Gomez, speak-
ing in that tongue.

“I talked with him,” replied Breen,
who spoke Spanish like a Mexican.

“And he denied everything?”’ said Lee
Duck.

“Yes.”

“Whhat do you believe?” asked Gomez
heavily. He had eaten too much and the
heat made him drowsy.

“I don’t believe Maxwell had any hand
in the deal

“If not—who did?" asked the China-
man softly. “The hijackers did not
get them. I have a way of fiinding
out.”

“#Find out who they are, and we will
kill them,” grunted Gomez.

The Chinaman smiled blandly.

“My information does not cover per-
sons—only conditions. The man who
told me would be in a position to know if
the hijackers got the diamonds. They did
not.”

Silent pricked up his ears at the word
diamonds. The Chinaman had used the
English word instead of the Spanish, and
had also used hijackers, because there is
no Spanish equivalent.

“What did Maxwell say?”
Gomez.

“That the loss will ruin hirm.””

“That is probably true,” said Lee
Duck.

“And that perhaps Wong Kee never
sent them across,” added Breen. “But
Wong Kee told me he did. He gave them
to Harper.”

asked
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“Did he send for Harper?” queried the
Chinaman.

Breen shrugged his shoulders.

“If he did,” said the Chinaman,
“Mavzmeell would possibly know why.”

“You mean he'd kill Harper and get
the diamonds?" asked Breen.

“{Hamper is dead and the diamonds are
gone. Wong Kee is dead, and the hi-
jackers did not get the diamonds”

“Biring Maxwell here and we will get
the truth,” said Gomez. “There is a
matter of many thousands to clear up.”

“I can’t believe that Maxwell would
take them,” said Breen. “He’s always
played square with us. His meney paid
for the bulk of those stones”

“Half,” corrected the Chinaman.

“Breen seeks to protect Maxwell,*
grinned Gomez. “It is said that he is to
marry Maxwell’s dauglhter.

“You damn’ greaser! snapped Breen
in English.

The cowboys laughed and Gomez
swelled visibly. He understood the word
greaser very well, and any English pro-
fanity. But Breen did not fear Gomez.
Sometimes he wished for a chance to kill
him, The big bandit was becoming a
nulsanee in many ways. Breen wanted to
bess Gemez Springs, without any inter-
ferenee.

“Naithing can be gained by quarrdiing;”
said the Chinaman softly. ‘“Tihis is the
first reverse we have suffieredi™

“It was our first big chance,” re-
minded Breen angrily. *“The rest of the
deals were small compared with this—
fifty thousand dollars’ worth of dia-
monds.”

“A hundred thousand in the States?
said the Chinaman. “You say that this
deal will ruin Maxwelll?*

“He mortgaged his rancho to the hilt.
He had no ready casin.”

“Perhaps he can sell what he owns and
pay up the mortgage.”

“And have nothing lefit.

“It is of little interest to me,"” growled
Gomez. “If Maxwell is to lose what
he owns, and if he has played false
with us—there are many of his fat cattle

in the hills, and a market in Mexico.”

“Damn’ cow thief,” grunted Breen.
“Penny ante bandit. He ought to be
picking pockets in a small towm.”

“Speak Spanish,” ordered Gomez.

“You spoke to me of a red headed cow-
boy—the one who shot Joe Pico in
Sicomoro,” reminded the Chinaman,

Breen spat savagely into the fire.

“He is still there. As far as the shoot-
ing of Joe Pico was—"

“I understand that,” interrupted Lee
Duck. “I merely meant to say that the
redhead found the body of Dell Harper.
Did you ever stop to consider that he
might have stolen the dizmonds?”"

“Tthat’s worth thinking about,” said
Breen quickly. *I never figured him in on
this. We'll have to find out what he
knows about .

“Bring him down here to me, and I'll
make him tell what he knows,” said
Gomez. “I can make him talk. Were
you not across the line the day Harper
was killest??

Breen turned his head and eyed Gomez
angrily.

“You don’t mean to connect me with
the killing, do you?”

Gomez shrugged his shoulders.

“Some day,” said Breen coldly, “there's
going to be a lot of rotten Spanish spoken
in hell—and you’ll speak it, Gomez.

“Say that in Spanish,” said Gomez.

“It’s the same in any languags
growled Breen.

Silent hunched against the wall, won-
dering what all the conversation was
about. He did not understand a word of
Spanish. It was the same with Mahan,
Berg and Eddy. Kelsey understood
Spanish, and after the conference broke
up and the three principals had gone
back to Gomez Springs, he told them the
gist of the conversation.

“THIS CHINK named Wong
Kee sent the diamonds across
the line by Dell Harper, and
somebody killed Harper. Wong
Kee was the smart one of the gang. He
never told anybody how he sent the stuff.
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That’s how there wasn't any chance for
one of the gang to doublecress the rest.
Wong Kee was paid a commiission on the
value of the stuff, so he didn't have
no interest, except to get it across
safely.

“They think Maxwell got the dia-
monds. Anyway, Gomez and the chink
feel that way. I guess Breen is doubtful
about it. They’ve got their eye on that
red headed waddy who shot Joe Pico. He
was the one who found Harper, and they
think he pinched the diamonds off
Harper’s body. God help him if Lobo
Gomez ever gets him down here. I'd
hate to have that big brute lay out a
torture for me.”

“What was that bunch of diamonds
worth?” asked Silent.

“I guess it cost them about fifty thou-
sand, and that’s only about half what the
bunch would be worth across the line.
Even at that, it wouldn't make a very
big packege.”

“Fifty thousamd,”
“That’s momey.™

“Gomez wants to raid the Maxwell
rancho,” laughed Kelsey. “THattlll be
our job, I suppose. I don’'t mind rustlin’
cows. You don’t run foul of the govern-
ment, runnin’ cattle. I've never hankered
for a look at the inside of a Federal
prison.”

“Suppose they do smuggle a bunch of
diamonds across the lime,” said Silent.
“Wio sells *em?”

“Oh, they've got an agent. Didn’t you
ever meet Sohmes? No, I guess he ain’t
been down here since you came. He sells
'em in Los and Frisco. There’s plenty
market for sparklers. I'd like to have a
chance to hijack a bunch of *emn.”

“You better keep that talk to yourself;,”
advised Mahan.

“I’'m not scared of Breen and Gomez.
This is a game of dog eat dog down here
anyway. Some day the Mexican govern-
ment will fall in on us and line us all up
against a blank wall. The newspapess in
the States are all talkin’ too mueh abeut
this part of the eountry. There'll be ene
grand eleanin’ some day, just for the

repeated Silent.
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moral effect. I've been here for two
years, you must i

“Have you been with Breen all that
time?" asked Silent.

“Nope. I've been with Breen over a
year. Some day they’ll get him. He
worked the smugglin’ game alone for a
long time, but a man doublecrossed him
one day and broke him. The man
worked the north end of the deal, and he
shore cleaned Mir. Breen to the queen's
taste. But Breen made another stake and
joined in with Gownez and the chink.
They threw in with Maxwell and every-
thin’ went fine, until this diamond deasl.”

“Do you ever go across the lime?"
asked Silent.

“Not a chance,” grinned Kelsey.
“Dhey’d grab me in a minute. Campbell
knows I'm down here. T’ll bet he's got
the deadwood on every one of us.”

“I went across with Breen,” said

Silent. “We went to Sicomoro, and we
saw the sheriff. In fact, Breen talked
with ki,

“He’s got nothin' on Breen except
suspicions. Mebbe he don’t know who
you are, Slade. You're lucky if he
don’t.”

“I’m not goin’ back. I’ll take a chance
down here.”

“It’s all right for a while,” said Mahan,
“but you stay down here a year or so
and you'll want to go back. I've got a
girl in San Berdoo.™

“Dmmgihter?” asked Silent.

“No, thank God. I never stayed still
long enough to get married”

“I’'d like to go back,” sighed Eddy.
“l'we got a sister in Phoemix

“Aw, shut up,” said Berg angrily.
“WHiinin’ about home. Why didn’t you
think of it before? Youw've made your
own bed, so lay on it. Youe free, at
least. I don’t want to spefid my life down
here either, but Ii’s a damn’ slght betier
than leekin’ through the bars.”

“Berg’s right,” declared Silent. *“We’re
danged well off, if we only know it. But I
wish I could hablar Bsgnsvel.”

“Yauilll get it.” said Kelsey. “Get you
a girl who talks it. That’s how I leamadi>”
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CHAPTER V

GOMEZ SPRINGS

RICK had been just a little worried
since he had overheard the conver-
sation between Maswell and Breen.

He did not trust Breen for a minute.
Under the circumstances, the Rancho del
Rosa had no protection from a raid, and
Brick did not dare tell the other boys
what he knew. Brick was sure that Marie
did not know her father was in partner-
ship with Jim Breen.

In fact, Brick had had little oppor-
tunity to talk with Marie since he came
to work for Maxwell. He knew that
Maxwelll was worried. He had no way of
hearing how things were going down
across the line, and there was the dreadful
uneertainty of what Breen, Lee Duck and
Lobo Gomez might deeide to de.

Maxwell gave Slim orders to have the
boys move all the cattle off the south end
of the range and throw them on the north
side. Brick knew he was afraid of having
them stolen across the line. The boys dis-
eussed this phase of it, deciding that
Maxwell had some intimation of a raid.
They rather welcomed a chance for
aetion.

Brick kept away from Sicomoro. He
did not want trouble with the Pico gang.
Wihile they were moving the cattle, Brick
met Berry and Mitchell, the Border
patrolmen, and Berry wanted to know if
they were rounding up the cattle for ship-
ment. Brick told him what their orders
v. ére, and Berry was imntersstiad..

“I guess I better have a talk with Max-
well,” he said. *“Bob is so square, he
would not squeal on anybody. If he’s got
wind of a raid on his cattle, I want the
dope on it and so does Camphell. There's
men down there we’'d like to catch across
the Berder, Davidsom.”

“I s’pose that’s right,” smiled Brick.

“There’s a lot of wanted men down
there,” said Mitchell.

“Sort of a refuge, e’

“Camphell has a bunch spotted down
there. Their combined rewards would
make a nice stake for somebody. Camp-

bell was tellin’ me yesterday about one
feller. He’s dead sure it’s the right man.
This feller was under sentence of death
away up in Montana, but he got away.
Name’s Slade. Campieil got the re-
ward notice through the regular ehan-
nels, I guess. There wasn't any pieture,
but the desecription sure fits the feller whe
was in Sicomero a few days age with Jim
Breen. Campinil didi’t think abewut lt
at the time. Mebbe he's wreng, but he
den’t think s6.”

Brick’s eyes hardened. It seemed as
though Mittcthell was telling all this for his
special benefit. But before he fiiriided,
Brick realized that the telling was either
merely a coincidence, or Berry and
Miitothelll were clever actors.

“I suppose they come quite a ways,”
said Brick.

“Dhat’s the longest trip I've heard
about,” laughed Miitcthell. “He’s worth
five thousand dollars, dead or alive.
Camphell is sure kickin’ himself for over-
lookin’ the chamee.””

Brick wondered how he could get word
to Silent, warning him to keep across the
line. If he and Johnny went to Gomez
Springs they might see Silent, but Brick
knew he would be throwing himself wide
open to a lot of trouble if Breen saw him
down there. Brick could see plenty of
trouble ahead, without hunting for it.

That afternoon Maxwell came to Brick
and asked him to drive a team to Sico-
moro. He told Brick that some company
was coming on the stage and that he was
to bring them back to the rancho. Slim
hitched the team to a two seated buggy,
and then Brick found that Marie was
going with him. She climbed on the seat
beside him, and they drove away from the
raneh.

“I haven’t had much chance to talk
with you,” she said, after they left the
rancho. “Dad isn't feeling well, and he
seems to want me with him most of the
time. Do you like it here?”

“Yees'm, I like it fliire. Your dad is a
good man to work for.”

“Dad is flire. I guess everybody likes
him. Do you like the'boys? I've noticed
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that you and Johnny Snow are together
most of the time.*

*I like Johnny fime,”
“He's a nice, clean kiidi.”

“He is a nice bay.”

“Yeah,” thoughtfully. *“He’s better
than the average, Miss Maxwell.”

“Why don’t you call me Marie?
Everybody else does.”

“T'd like to. I'm used to callin’ folks
by their first name. Nobody ever calls
me anything but Brick—uomless they're
sore at me. And that happens a lot. 1
reckon I'm a regidar trouble hunter.
That's my red hair, I s’pose.”

“Your hair is red,” laughed Marie.

“Y'hetcha. No half way stuff with me,
I started out to have red hair and I made
good. Nothin’ auburn about my head,
and I'll count freckles with any livin’
human. They don’t show so much down
here on account of this tan, but you give
me a few months of winter weather, and
I'll blossom out with the finest bunch of
freckles you ever sow.”

“And you have the bluest eyes I have
ever seen, Brick.™

“fhat’'s my sunny dispositin,
laughed Brick. “‘I’m good hearted, too.”

“I believe you are.”

“Cinch. You ain't seen our friend
Breen lately, have you?”

Marie's eyes clouded for a mement.

“Why mention him?" she asked.

“I dunno. Every time I think of him, I
think of the day he had you by the wrist.
Don’t never let him get you where you
ain't got progection.”

“Why do you say that, Brick?®*

“Because he ain't to be trusted, that's

“He and dad are old friemds ™

“That won't make no difference to Jim
Breem.

“What
Breen?

Brick shut his jaw tightly. He did net
want to tell her what he knew about
Breen. She repeated her question.

“I can't tell you, Marie. You try bein'
afraid of him, that'’s all.”

Marie did not question him further, but

smiled Brick.

”

do you know about Jim
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turned the conversation into other chan-
nels. They tied the team in front of a
store, and Marie did a little shopping
while they waited for the stage. Brick
did not get far away from her. He saw
the Abelardo brothexs in town, and also
Camphell, the sheriff. Brick would have
liked to see that reward notiee for Silent
Slade. He wondered if Harp Harris'
name was on it as sheriff of Sun Deg.

MARI¥E and Brick were stand-

ing in front of the store when

the stage came in. The tired

horses halted in front of the
little post office, and the driver assisted
the lone passenger to alight. It was a girl
about the same size as Maiie, and they
embraced each other joyously.

Brick stayed near the buggy until after
they had greeted each other, and then
went over to the stage to get the baggage.

“Brick,” said Marie softly, “I want you
to meet Miss McKee.”

Brick turned so quickly that he almost
fell down. Juanita MeKee was staring at
him, as though he were a ghost. Brick
took a deep breath.

‘Pleased to meetcha, Miss McKee,"
he said huskily.

“Well,” Juanita swallowed thickly,
forcing a smile, “thank you.”

Marrie did not appear to notice anything
wrong, but went on chattering while
Brick went to get the bags. He placed
them in the buggy and was adjusting the
harness when the two girls climbed in.
Brick wondered what irony of fate ever
sent Juanita MeKee down into that
eountry. Marie explained as they dreve
away.

“Juamnita and I went to school to-
gether,” she said. “We have always
corresponded since that time, and I
wanted her to come down and visit with
me.”

“That’s great,” said Brick foolishly,
but he did not look around.

The two girls chattered all the wajy out
to the rancho. Maxwell had never met
Juanita, but he gave her a friendly wel-
come.
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“Gee, she's a good looker,” exclaimed
Johnny Snow, as he helped Brick unhitch
the team. “Wthere’s she from?*

“Mearie didn’t say.”

“I s’pose she's engaged to some feller.
That’s always my luck. The next time
they pull off a dance in Sicomoro, let’s me
and you take the two girlks’

Brick smiled thinly.

“You don’t exactly hate girls, do you,
Brick?"” asked Johnny.

“Wlhy?”

“Don’t a pretty face get you en-
thused?”

“No-0-0, I can't say it does.

“Uh-+huh. Well, everybody to their
tastes. What’s her name?"

“M@M-”

“Ihasso? I wonder if she’s any rela-
tion to Scotty MclKwe, who used to own
the One Oak cantina in Sicormene?”’

“Miight be.”

“Well, you’re sure interested, cowboy.
When do we go down to Gomez Sprimgs?*

“I don’t know, Jolmmy.*

“You say whem™”

Later in the evening, Brick encountered
Juanita on the back veranda of the
ranch house.

“I’'we been trying to get a word alone
with you,” she said. “lHow in the world
do you happen to be here?"

“It just happened,” smiled Brick.
“I've been here quite a little while,
Juanita. It shore was a shock to see you.”

“It was a shock to me,” she said seri-

ously. “Notbody in Marlin City knows
where you are. Harp Harris is the
sheriff mow.”*

“And it was Harp who—you knew
there was a reward for Silkart?””

She nodded slowly.

“Tihey are posted ‘all over the country
up there. The county commissioners got
them out. There seemed to be some
hitch about appointing Harp. I saw his
wife before I left. She said she’d be will-
ing for Harp to remain a deputy, if you
could only come baeck. And Seapy Cas-
well eame out to see me. He thinks a lot
of you and Silent. When Maiie wrote
me to eome and make her a visit, I

couldn’t refuse.
from up there”

“I suppose they don’t think much of
me in Sun Dog.”

“P’m afraid not, Brick. The prosecut-
ing attorney wanted to arrest you. He
didn’t know you had left there. I suppose
the people are about evenly divided in
their feelings. Mis. Wesson says that
you did just the right thing. She’s a geed
soul.”

“The best in the world, Juammitz.”

“Hawve you ever heard from Silemy?’”

“No,” said Brick honestly. “I have
never heard a word from ham.”

Juanita sighed deeply.

“I’'we wondered where he is. You never
thought he was guilty, did youw?”

“I turned him loose, didn't 1?*

“Waomnld you have turned him loose if
he had been guility?”

“I don’t know. Your father was dead.
Nothin’ could ever bring him back again,
and Silent was my best friend. What is
duty anyway? Is the link of friendship so
weak that a man made duty can break
it? I violated my oath of office; saeri-
fleed my standin’ with henest men. But
what of 1t? DI'm the loser—if there’s any
4lss. The peeple will seon forget 1t} but
if T had gone ahead with my duty—
would I have ever forgetten {t? That’s
Ry argument, Juanita”

“I know how you feel, and I’'ve wanted
to thank you. Do these people know
where you are from?*

“Not exactly. I don’t want them to
know because—well, I've got a chance to
work out somethin’ down here. I can't
explain it to you.”

“Tihat’s all right, Brick. I’ll have to go
back now, or Marie will be looking for
me.

As Brick started back for the bunk-
house he met a Yagui Indian who had
slipped like a shadow into the patio, his
bare feet making no sound on the old

I wanted to get away

flags.
“Senor Maxwell,” he said in a soft
voice. “A caria.”

“Wihat kind of a cart?” asked Brick.
The Yagui exhibited a sealed envelope.
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“Oh, yeah—a carta. That must mean
letter.”

“S, senor.?

Brick indicated the doorway:

“Yorlll find him in theye.”

“Chraciags, senon?

BRICK went on to the bunk-
. house, where he found Johnny
Snow putting strings on an old
s guitar. He grinned widely.

“Goin’ to serenade the girls,” he said,
chuckling to himself. *“The rest of the
bunch headed for Sicomore.

Brick nodded and sprawled on his bunk
to smoke a cigaret.

“An Injun just brought a carta to Max-
well,” he said. Johnny laughed softly, as
he tested a string.

“Talkin’ Espmmol already, eh?
was he, a Yaqui?””

“I suppose sw.”

“Brought a letter to the old man, eh?
You never heard me play ‘La Paloma’,
didja? I can sure make you hear the
doves. That’s my only tune. Slim
taught me how to play that one. He’s a
dinger on a guitar—plays like a Mexicam.”

Johnny managed to tune it, but his
efforts were far from musical. He gave
up in disgust and they played two handed
seven up instead. Brick had been in the
bunkhouse about an hour when Marie
came to the door, knocking timidly.

“I was afraid you might be in bed,” she
said, when Brick opened the door. She
glanced around the room. Johnny
grinned and laid down his cards.

“Wikere are the rest of the boys?” she
asked.

“They went to town,”
“Wihat’s the matten?””

“I don't know. Perhaps I'm foolish,
but—a Yaqui brought dad a note to-
night. He put on his riding clothes and
went away without telling me where he
was going, but I found the note on the
flook in his rewm.”

She handed Brick the note, which
read:

What

replied Johnny.

Come down here at once. This is importamt.
—FBREAN

“Gome down to Gomez Springs,” said
Johnny. “Why, that’s all rights*

“M&be,"‘ said Brick shortly, “Mebixe.
not, too.”

“Oh, I don’t know," said Marie
nervously. “Sometthing is worrying dad
all the time—and he took his gun. It
always hangs in a belt near the head of his
bed, but it is gone.”

“Well,” said Brick slowly, “me and
Johnny will go down to Gomez Springs
and see what we can see, Marie. I hope
everythin’ is all righ.”

“But you don’t think it is, Brick.”

“Well, don’t you worry about him,
Johnny, get your gun.”

“Is that supposed to be fummy?”
asked Johnny.

“I hope it will be somethin’ to laugh
at.”

He turned to Marie.

“You go to bed and don’t worry.
Lock every darned door tight, and don't
come outside until we tell you it's us.”

“Wihat’s the idea?” queried Johnny
quickly.

“Just my idea of humor.
Sancho Panza.™

“Dhat sounds like a Spanish cuss
word,” said Johnny, as they trotted back
to the stable.

“It ain't,” laughed Brick. “Sancho
Panza was the silent partner of a feller
named Dom Quixote, who went out to
spear & windmill.”

“IIs that what you’re goin’ to do?”

“Somethin’ like that, I reckon. Better
pick a runnin’ bronc, 'cause we might
want to come north pretty danged fast.”

“Domn’t tell me about that. Didn’t me
and Slim rescue a Dutchmam?”

They saddled swiftly and rode away
from the rancho. The road from Sico-
moro to Gomez Springs ran past the
Rancho del Resa. They headed due
south at a swift gallop. Only a couple of
monurents, invisible at night, marked
the boundary line, but Jehnny teld Briek
when they were out of the States.

They slowed down, but talked little.
They did not meet any one in that three
mile ride from the Border. Johnny

€'mon,
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knew the town very well, and Brick ex-
plained that they had better leave their
horses in a secluded spot, but where they
could get at them fairly quick in case of
emergency.

Johnny led the way and they tied their
horses well off the main street, but not
over a long block from the big cantina and
gambling house. They sauntered easily
around to the main street, which was not
over two blocks long. No one paid any
attention to them.

They crossed the street and approached
the big canfina. There were no curtains
on the dirty windows. Men were going
in and out of the place, and other men
lounged around the entrance, all convers-
ing in Spanish. Brick and Johnny, their
sombreros drawn low over their faces,
loitered at a window long enough te
see Bob Maxwell and Jim Breen at the
bar,

While the two cowboys were watching,
the two men left the bar and crossed the
room to a stairway at the left.

“Gome up to-a room,” grunted Brick.
“I wish I had a chance to hear what was
said?'-

“Let me get some of this straiglut;,”
whispered Johnny. “What’s all the fuss
about the the old man comin’ down here?
What’s the damgen?’”

Brick motioned for him to follow, and
they circled the rear of the building. It
was dark around there, but Brick found
that there was an outside stairway which
led to a rear doo¥ on the second story. It
was a temptation for Brick to sneak up
that stalrway, but he decided to stay
where he was and play safe for a
while.

“fHere’s the old man’s horse,” whispered
Johnny. It was tied to an old fence near
the rear door.

They moved ahead to where they could
look diown an alley to the main street, but
came back to the rear of the cemtina
again. They sat down against the
corner of the adjoining building and Brick
told Johnny what he knew about Bob
Maxwell; and about the missing dia-
fonds.

“Diidja ever see such hair on a dog!
snorted Johnny. “How much of that
didja hear from the ladder the other
night?”’

“Emough to make me afraid of what
might happen to Maxwell.”

“Illl be a liar,” breathed Johnny. “The
old man a smuggler.”

“Sh-h-h!” whispered Brick.

Some one had opened the upper door-
way and the hinges creaked. Some one
was whispering. Came the soft shuffle of
feet on the stairway, the grunt of some
one carrying a heavy burden, the ereak
of the stairs.

“Ihat last drink shore got him,"” said
a voice softly.

“Shut up,” warned a voice. “Amre you
sure there's a rope on his sedidle?”

“Hold up his feet. Wihere’s that
damn’ horse?”

A man laughed breathlessly. Brick and
Johnny froze against the side of the build-
ing. They were nott over thirty feet from
the horse.

“Wihoa,” grunted a voice. “Somebody
hold that horse, will you?”

A rope hissed and subdued conversa-
tion followed for several moments.

“That’s good. He won’t come off. You
stay here, Berg, while we get the rest of
the horses”

“He’s too drunk,” said another.
well, you're the boss.”

Three men passed within six feet of
Brick and Johnny. They could see
their dark bulk against the light from
the street as they went down the
alley.

Brick squeezed Johnny’s arm as a
signal to stay where he was, and got
cautiously to his feet. As noiselessly as
possible he stepped across the alley. He
bumped into the wall, swore huskily, and
came stumbling around the corner. There
was o attempt to go silently now. Briek
was playing drunk In the dark.

‘Quec es?”’ asked Berg, as Brick stag-
gered toward him.

“Bireevaas noches,” said Brick thickly.
It was the one greeting he remembered
just then.

“Oh,



POWDER AND RUM 33

“Go on back, you drunken bum,”
growled Berg. *Vammees.”
There was the sound of a blow, a

grunt of surprise, then Brick’s voice,
speaking softly—
“Johnny? All set, kid™?

TO BE CONTINUED

POWDER antBRIUNY

By ARTHUR WOODWARD

horn of powder hanging from the peg

beside his flimtlock, the black grains
of the “Deewill’s dust” had mere than one
use besides that for whieh it was originally
Intended.

At that time, powder making was not as
complicated as it is now, and the common
explosive used in muskets and rifles con-
tained quite a bit of sulphur. Conse-
quently, in times of sickness, as at Valley
Forge for example, in 1778, in the spring
after the long, hard winter, when the huts
in whieh the men had been quartered
needed fumigatien, the erder was given:

“Officers are to see that the mud plas-
tering around the Hutts to be removed
and every other method taken to render
them as airy as possible. They will also
have the powder of a Musquet Cartridge
burnt in each Hutt dayly te purify the
Alf, of a little Tar if it can be proeured.
The Cemmissary of milltary Steres will
previde blank Carteldges for this pur:
pese.”

On the other hand, men going into bat-
tle sometimes, as at the Lower Fort in the
Schoharie country when the Tories and
Indians were attacking, were given rum

IN THE days when every man had a

sweetened with gunpowder to divest them
of fear. This was a common beverage in
former times when hostile armies were
about to conflict. The liquor was
thought to embolden, while the pewder
maddened the warrior; and judaing frem
the words of the woman whe passed this
drink areund, seme of the heys wsre badly
in need of a bracer. She further abserves,
‘“When the glass was presented to the
geldiess at the piekets, the hands of sems
trembled s as seafeely te held it

At other times, gunpowder mixed with
water made a fine war paint, or a make-
shift for ink.

As a condiment it was not to be ige
nored. Men frequently used it in place of
salt. This practise continued until come
paratively recent times. I ean well -
member my grandfather who served en
the plains stating that the best pieee ef
meat he ever ate was ene he had In his
haversaek where leese powder had fallen.

Then too there is the tale to the effect
that on the Frontier, when men were bit-
ten by rattlesnakes, the heroic measure
of applying gunpowder and a mateh t6
the wound after it had been eut te bleed
freely, was eften adepted.



The HEDUWCATION

of
CAPTAIN SUTHERLAND

By ALBERT RICHARD WETJEN

An Annapolis Mamw Abosnd a Ereighvesr

E STORY seems very un-
reasonable, but its truth is be-
yond question. I had part of it
from Bouverie, the then Ameri-

pan consul at Bahia, and part from
Captain Smithers of the Tonguim, who
was then third mate en Sutherland’s ship.
The whele affair is prinelpally interesting
in shewing that different men must be
handled iR different ways, and that
qualities required fer eemmand In ene
Braneh of 3 prefessien may Be totally
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useless in another. Whhich some men
never learn.

You must understand first of all that
between the merchant service and the
Navy there exists a deep and undying
feud. Naval men regard merchant men
with something of the same lofty seern
that a soldier regards a elvillan; while
merehant men regard Naval mena with a
eontempt that goes beyend speseh. It [s
the firm bellef of every merehant seaman
that the Navy eentains ne sailsrs, and
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it was this fixed belief that almost caused
every master mariner afloat to perish
with apoplexy when, during the late war,
he discovered the Government had placed
each port under a Naval officer to whom
he must go for orders, advices and per-
missions. This was an insult the mer-
ehant serviee has never forgotten, equiva-
lent te making a man a publie keughing
stoek.

That was the way Timmiins felt about it
when he heard that Sutherland was going
as master of the Camden Hall, and when
he further learned that Sutherland had
been a Naval man. Timmins was fiive
feet seven inches tall, built like a barrel,
gray eyed, Iron jawed and sandy haired.
He was alse forty yeats old and had been
at sea twenty-five years. He was a per-
fest mate, as perfect a mate as he weuld
have beenl a fallure as master. He knew
this and was generally eentent te aceept
the faet that he weuld end as a mate, but
he liked t8 Rave eaptains aver him whem
he eauld respest and with whem he estld
feel comfpriable. 1f sieh were net forth:
EBHIIH% Timmins allowed the werld 8
ikRow RIS feelings and, as his feslings wers;
§8 hE acted. OHS 8F EWS masters 8 WHSHI

& did Rt & F8V% Rad already Rad
m§81¥8§ H?& fwsﬂ 19 BtHer Vesssls:
g would transterred TiMMiAS
Sf Bt F8F { & fact EE&I the HHS’
{I‘Séﬁ mah %l%%r QH ma{s h3

én earg %

com an S on
25835%65 QF"he Wes 8 x‘*ure

“Dhink of it,” he said to the second
mate, one Barton. “A damned Naval
man! Annapolis first, then nose wiper on
a cruiscr. Had charge of a gunboat once,
I hear. His daddy’s bought into the
line, so senny has t’ quit the Navy and
get a serviee ticket. One voyage as mate
he’s made and new it’s a command for
him. DTve broken In eubs befere for the
line, but I'm damned If Il held up a
Navy man. Annapelis! Well shew him
what a ship is”

Sutherland came aboard just before the
Camden Hall sailed for South America,
and according to Smithers, then the

re a lmmm

lmmms
1T was

young third mate, the new skipper was a
nice looking guy.

“About five foot ten, I'd say. Wasn’t
much older'n me, twenty-eight or nine,
I guess, and he had a voice like a girl's
almost, soft and drawling. Didn’t look
as if he could stand much. Pink faced
and all dressed up. Gloves, lavender tie
and handkerehief, tan button shees. We
had half the shipping In pert giving us the
laugh. Fine thing, wasn’t 1{? Naval man
trying t’ run a frelghter! You aught te
have heard Timmming earry on.”

TIMMINS met the new ar-

rival at the head of the gang-

way. The mate was in a gray

flannel shirt, all sweat stained,
with the sleeves rolled up. He had a
dirty, white topped eap stuek over efne
ear and his old serge pants looked flt for
the junk heap. He put his great hands
on his hips se that his halry, tatteeed
arms bulged eut, squinted up at the
younger man and ehewed steadil d” 8n his
q;:_’ia, the tebaees juiee FUARing dewn his
enif.

“Wedl?” he said. “An’ where in hell
did you spring from?”

“I’'m Captain Sutherlamd,” remarked
the other pleasantly. “I suppose the
office informed yeu I was coming aboard
today?”

“So you’re Captain Sutherland?" was
all Timmins said. He ran a cold eye up
and down the new master. “W&dll, welll’”

And then he did something for which
any experienced man would have called
him down for then and there. He spat
calmly into the scuppess, turned away
and went forward, leaving the Camden
Hall's new master standing there at the
head of the gangway, a llttle flushed and
with slightly narrewed eyes. The steward
eame forward with a traee of a grin, in-
trodueed Rifmself and shewed the eaptain
te his reem befere geing dewdn en the
deek to gather the bageage. Thus that
ineident passed:

The first meal in the saloon together
was a funny affair. The new master sat
at the head of the table and ate in
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silence. Timmins ignored him entirely,
talking to the second mate or the chief
engineer and eating noisily as always.
The others were in a quandary for a while,
waiting to see how the skipper took it,
but as he showed ne signs of attempting
to eheek the mate It was net leng befere
every ene else ignered him tee. The
seeond mate In partieular, an admirer,
even a teady ef the mate, teek speelal
palns te shew that as far as he was é8n-
eeriied the real master of the Oamden Hall
was Mr. Timmims, whe was fet @8 Navy
sailer sither. The skipper's ehesks went
& bit red when this subtle remark was
made, But still he said RSthing:

“Aiin’t even got th' guts t' sguawlk,”
announced Timmins disgustedly some
time later. “Wihere he comes from if a
man gets hardboiled all he has t’ do is t’
trot out the guard or something and clap
him in irons. He's got all sorts of help
behind him, the whole United States! He
ean slt In a ehair and send a man up for
a few menths "ard labor, easy as winking.
well, freighters aln’t run that way, an’
you den’t learn hew by geing e
Annapelis. Well have him trettlng
baek te his gunbeat enee this trip’s
BvRr.”

There can be no doubt that Mr. Tim-
mins put his whole heart and soul into
being disagreeable during the run down
to the Canal. He never spoke to the
eaptain unless he was absolutely com-
pelled, and when he did it was merely a
grewl that slipped from one corner of his
meuth. He handled the ship as he
pleased, and when It came to deciding
Hpen esurses and sueh he acted as if the
new master were entirely lgnerant of
navigatien. The rest of the etfieers quite
Raturally Began te regard the skipper as
3 joke. They might have stesd eff as
Redtrals and watehed with seme emjoy-
fment while the mate and Sutherland
Battied it aut; But fiFm set in thelr eraw
was that objectionable and insuiting
fact that they were eommanded By 2
Naval man; dnd they tosk B8 pains ts
Rids TR&lF Fesentment:

It got so bad that even the steward was

heard to speak sharply when the captain
asked him something, and this elicited a
protest from the chief engineer, who was
callous enough normally te suit even

“Wihat of it?” said Timmins. “Am I
supposed t’ trot around with diapers for
every midshipman I runs across? If he
can't handle a steward he deserves all he
gets and it's a cinch he’ll never handle
a freighter. Don't get it in your head th’
steward’s a-going t’ get fresh with any ene
else. If he opens his gap reund fme I’ll
bust hinq!™

In the meantime Sutherland was keep-
ing quiet. After the first day or so he
ceased to redden whenever he was of-
fended. He seemed to settle into a sort of
shell, to withdeaw himself mentally frem
all the ship. He spoke seldom unless
first addressed. He gave no orders. He
made no suggestions, no protests at first.
Eaeh merning he appeared on the bridge
during the faate’s wateh, neatly dressed
in a Aew unlferm. He weuld walk up and
dewn, smeke his pipe and ignere the esld
gye of M. Timmins.

He seemed to make it a point to eat in
the saloon at exactly the same time as the
mate, a fact which irritated Mir. Timmins
more than he would admit, as he had
expected the new master to order his
meals sent to his room after one o two of
the saloon sessions. As it was, Sutherland
sat through everything.

“He knows he's ballast aboard here
Timmins declared one day. “He knows
if it wasn't for his daddy he'd be fourth
mate of a coast boat, slinging a suji swab.
He’s got enough sense t’ keep quiet any-
way. I'll give ten t' one he gquits at
Para and catches the first boat home.”

It became quite the thing after that to
make bets as to how long the new skipper
would stick it out. And then, the day the
Camden Hall passed through the Canal,
the ship was electrified by the news that
Sutherland had sent for Timmiing, had
actually told the steward to please ask
Mii. Timmhing to step up te his reem.

Timmimns himself was grim and scornful,

“Wamts t' drop off at Colon maybe.
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Or maybe he’s sick. I’ve a notion t' send
th' steward back with castor oil.”

TIMMING did not do that.
In the first place he was curious
to hear what Sutherland had to
say. And, although he would
never in the world have admitted it, he
had enough Innate respect for any man
whe wore the four geld bands, no matter
what he was, to aceede to a request that
apparently weuld net make [t appea¥r that
he was seftenlng. Se He went up te the
bridge, ehewing his quid. He leunged Ia
the desrway of the captain’s reem, his
thumbs 1A Ris Belt, Ris eyes sember and
glightly amused. e said Rething:

Sutherland was reading a book, accord-
ing to Smithers, who was on watch at the
time and craning his head over the upper
bridge rail to see and hear what was
toward. The captain had his legs cocked
up on his desk, his swivel chair tilted
back, the book in his hands and his pipe
between his teeth. He was, as always,
fully dressed, a faet upen whieh Timmins
had eften eemmented with esnsiderable
foree as being an attempt oA the part ef
@ Naval man t8 shew up real sailers whe
had te werk, and therefere had te wear
dungarees:

When Timmins appeared Sutherland
removed his feet from the desk, sat up-
right in his chair and laid down his book.

“Won’t you come in, Mr. Timmins?”
he said, very quietly. Timmins turned
his head and spat far and accurately over
the rail.

“I’m chewing,” he said, just as if he had
all his life made it a point never to enter
a cabin when so emgaged.

Sutherland nodded, and taking his pipe
from his mouth began to tap the edge of
his desk very gently with the stem.

“I realize you don’t like me, Mr.
Timmins,” he began. “I understand you
don’t care for Naval men at all, as I
understand you resent my being made
master of this vessel, possibly beecause it
checked your own promotion. I don’t
knew. 1 wish te say, hewever, that I
teallze a earge vessel Is a vastly different

craft to handle from, say, a gumboat;
and bearing this in mind I have tried
to keep my eyes and ears open in an
attempt to learn. I do not expect to be
an efficient master for some time yet, and
I had anticipated when I first was given
this ship that I would have to leave mat-
ters very mueh In eharge of my first
officer. This I have dene and I am pef-
feetly willing te eentinue deing se. 1
knew you are a very eapable man—Bbut
this nensense must stop?”

“Nomsense?” Timmins spat overside
again and looked grimly severe.

“MHis deliberate insulting of myself.
You must know it is ruining discipline,
even if you don't care personally how I
feel about it. The ship is becoming a
bear garden. If I had you in the Navy
I'd knew hew te deal with you, but I
admit my helplessness and Igneranee In
this prefesslen. I want te be deeent
about things. I'm willing te meet yeu
mefe than half way. New ean’t we fof:
get what's gene and dene and start eff
of & differsnt foating? I ean tell you 'l
Be extremely grateful for your help and
1 promise y8u that when we get Baek £9
Sall Francises Il d8 my Best 8 gt yod
& command, if s that which is gﬂ-
Selting you, apart from this Navy sty

Smithers says he thought Timmins was
going to burst. His neck swelled. He
shook like a leaf, and when he spoke his
voice was so hoarse it sounded like sand-
paper on wood.

“Me? You'd know how t’ deal with
me if you 'ad me in the Navy? Me? 1
was running ships afore you got out th’
nursery! You ain’t even a good able
seaman yet! So you'll get me a command
will ye? Me?”

He choked. He turned and walked
slowly to the rail, spat prodigiously and
returned to the cabin door.

“If you want t’ be a sailor I’ll make you
one. Get them duds off an’ climb inter
some dungarees. We allus starts off deck
boys shining brass’

Sutherland jumped to his feet then and
his voice grew slightly hysterical.

“Damn you, don’t you talk to me like
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that! I'll log you! I’ll pay you off! As
long as I'm master of this ship you'll
treat me as such or take the conse-
quences!”’

Timmins laughed and grew abruptly
easy and insolent. He had caused the
skipper to lose his temper and for the
moment at least he dominated him.

“Caomsequences?” he jeered. “You log
me an’ I'll make you th’ laughing stock
of th' coast. Pay me off? Where’ll you
do that? You couldn’t get another mate
in any o’ them dago ports, chances are,
even if th’ consul’'d let you diteh me. You
ean’t go home witheut me. The sesond’d
be a flop as mate. Yow’d likely lese the
ship ef *ave the finest seramble of a 6args
stewing you ever saw. Den’t {alk feelish,
sen. Be a man! If yeu take my tip
youwll trot off Baek &' that gunbeat. An-
other %hmg; den’t keep sending fof me:
I'm Busy!

It was Sutherland who choked this
time, but before he could think of a reply
Tiramins stalked away, mad as a wet hen.
Below in the saloon he let go, stamping
up and down and swearing.

“Me? Wishes 'e 'ad me in th’ Navy!
Th' pup! Comes aboard an’ don't scarce
know port from starboard, an’ I'm sup-
posed t’ say ‘yas; Sy’ ayi’ et it like it
was human. Pay me off, will he? Well,
maybe he can but he’ll know he’s been on
a ’ard case packet before I'm through. 1
been pgentle with ’im so far, jest been
saying things but keeping the werk
geing. We'll see hew he ean handle it.
Me? Wishes ‘e *ad me in th’ Navy se he
eouild handle me? Yah! Needs ¢h"whele
Blesmin® URited States behind Rim be-
fare he ean esmmand anything. What
soFt of trips is thaP*

The ship agreed. And each man felt
he had been personally insulted. To hell
with the Navy!

AN OMINOUS calmness

# brooded over the €Camden Hail

e assheplbughed nerwey thmoug

the blue waters of the Carib-

bean, steamed along the South American
coast, rounded Trinidad Island and the

tip of the continent and entered the South
Atlantic. The mate appeared on the
bridge exactly at four o’clock, when his
watch commenced, and disappeared be-
low again when it ended. Repeort had
it he spent his off tlme lying in his bunk,
reading and ehewing, afd for at least twe
days he busied himself in the effieer's
bathreem deing his washing.

“I been mate fifteen years,"” he told the
chief engineer, “an’ I needs a rest. I been
holding down me watches and running
th’ ship besides. Now we’ll let Mister
Sutherland ’ave a crack”™

But Mister Sutherland did nothing.
He appeared each morning for breakfast,
each noon for dinner, each evening for
supper, and they were funereal meals.
The mate ate as stolidly and as silently
as the master and no one else who was
present eared to say a word. Between
meals the skipper paced the lower bridge,
an empty pipe gripped rigidly between
his teeth, his uniform immaeulate as al-
ways and his hands elasped determinedly
behind him. Moke than ever new he
seered te withdraw inte a shell, te held
himself mentally aleef from the rest of
the vessel, theugh Aew there was a hint
of Hnbending detianee in his stiff legged
walk and iR the sember smeldering of his
Blug 8yes. If he realized he had made &
Bad Blunder there was Rething abeut Rim
that eould Be taken as & sign of admissien
aF FS%F@E* theugh several of the officers
thaught he was gsnm% thiAAeK, Zlmast
strathed aBsut the moeuth and the jaw:

The ship was what suffered. It is a
first mate’s duty not only to serve his
two daily watches on the bridge, but also
to parcel out work to the crew, make con-
tinual tours of inspection, see to it that
running and standing gear is kept sound,
decks clean, holds ventilated, wells
sounded, and in port personally to over-
see the proper stowing of the carge.

There are other things a mate must do
as well. Sometimes he is expected to keep
the ship's papers in order and, when
serving under an efficient master, must
often act as a soothing agent and arrange
to be around to be sworn at when any-
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thing goes wrong. In short, a first mate
is the ship's husband, and when he de-
cides he has lost interest in his job there
is bound to be a serious mixup in the
dermestic circle.

The bosun, coming to the mate for the
day’s orders, was met with a cold eye and
a distiiret—

“Wihat th’ hell d’' you wamtt?”

The second mate told him to go see the
Old Man. And Smithers, the Third,
who was very young and cheeky then,
advised him to follow the example of
his betters and turn in. This, the bosun
eventually decided, was the sensible
eourse, so after serupulously washing
down each meorning he left the erew te
its ewn deviees and retired te his bunk to
read and smeke and eontemplate the
strangeness of life. The erew breught
their mattresses oh te the fereeastle head
ahd By ten o'cleek eaeh merning the
Camash Hal had a Sunday-like appeat:
anes. The infection spread thraugh the
vessel: No man did éﬂﬁ_?ﬂ%@ than he
absolutely had t8 d8 f8F his swh esmfert
and well Belng:

The cooks worked solely because they
would have heard from a hungry crew if
they had not. The engine room and fire
room crowds kept at it somewhat lan-
guidly and there were watches when the
number of revolutions per minute dropped
to a8 level that made even the calloused
and indifferent engineers ashamed to look
the pisten reds In the face. Thefe was one
slogan, ferward and aft, aleft and below.
Te hell with the Navy! The mere the
fen theught abeut it the mere magnifi-
eent a feud it seemed. To hell with the
Nawy!

And still Captain Sutherland did noth-
ing. He acted in fact as if everything was
quite normal, or as if he was merely wait-
ing his time. He did onee call the second
mate to him and suggest it might be well
if the paintwork of the lower bridge bulk-
heads were washed.

“Oh, you’ll have to see the mate about
that,” smirked the second. “I ain’t got
nothing t’ do with th’ mem.”

The captain clamped his teeth upon his

pipe stem once more and resumed his
steady pacing. The helmsman was re-
ported to have laughed outright.

NOW ACCORDING to Smith-
ers the skipper was not the
only man aboard who suffered.
Timmims, for all his reading and
chewing and apparent resignation to his
chosen part, was boiling over most of the
time. Fifteen years now he had run ships
—iten years on the Camden Hall—eard] he
had been a good mate, a first class mate.
All the coast knew it as well as he knew
it himself and it was more even than a
matter of pride with him to have his
vessel constantly in tip-top condition.

It was a religion. Crews to him were
just machines to do ship’s work; individual
men were to be ranked according to their
ability to wield a ehipping hammer, paint
brush or oil rag with speed and preeisien.
Even the great line was merely something
that senit aboa¥rd repe, eanvas, helystenes
and ether deek stores, all for the well being
of the Oamden Hall.

And now here was his beloved vessel
going all to pieces beneath his eyes. Spots
of rust appeared on rails and houses after
the heavy tropieal rains. Stains, that
only helystoning eould take out, were left
in the beautifully white planking, un-
touehed by the perfunetery moening wash
down. Seareely half the wineh and def-
flek gear had been greased and lesked
ever. The ferepeak heeded eleaning out;
dunnage 1ay in No. 2; the boats sheuld be
painted. There werd & Rundred and sne
{Hiﬂ%ﬁ erying for immediate attentisn,
and here was M. THmins, the Best mate
oR the ceast, llfriﬂ& idie in Ris Bunk, chew-
ing and reading geed time away BE&:
¢ause of a2 Naval man:

He might have rested more or less easy
with the last thought to help him, but for
the continual sight of the crew, his crew,
lolling around on their mattiesses on the
forecastle head. Ewery tife he eame ef
deek te go to the bridge, he fumed and
swore benieath his breath. Wait till all
this nensense was ever! He’d shew ’em!
What did they think this was, a teurist
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party? It must have been all he could do
not to capitulate at such moments.

“Soon as I figure on takin’ a rest th’
damned ship goes t' hell,” he said to
Smithers, rubbing his great hands up and
down his thighs as if they itched to get
hold of something. “Dom’t let me find
you nor that second tryin’ t’ be furmmy,”
he added darkly. “I want that chart
room kep’ deecent and everythin’ else up
there leskin’ right. Otherwise you’ll "ear
abeut 1t.” He ended with a gloemy,
“Wweell go Inter Para leeking like an eut-
heuse. 1 enly ’epes there’s ne paekets
there what knews me.”

“Well, you can always tell 'em we're
being run by the Navy,” suggested
Smithers. That seemed to brighten Mr.
Tiramiins up. To hell with the Navy!

THE CMMHENEN HWUALL

reached Para in course of time

with her internal affairs um-

changed. And it was in Para
that the defection of Mirr. Timmins grew
aetually serlous—even threatening to
Sutherland—for Mx. Timmins’ first move
when the ship was properly tied alongside
was te dress Up and go ashere. It is
true he sent the steward up to the eaptaln
first with what ship’s papers he had, and
a eemplete plan of the earge; but as yeung
Sutherland’s khewledge of earge stowage
and eargs unlsading was mestly thesreti-
gal; this did net help mueR.

“And tell 'im,” said Mr. Timmins
grimly, “Ill be back at four in time for
my watch. That is if I'm sober.”

The agents came aboard; the customs
officers came aboard; the boss stevedore
came aboard. And there was no mate to
meet them with a rough handclasp, a
package of cigarets and a drink or two to
smooth away official questions and diffi-
eulties. Instead there was a very young,
very red faced and very bewildered man
In a eaptain’s unlform, gazing helplessly
at a plle of papers and muttering to him-
self. There were a eouple of distressing
heurs befere the agents teek eharge and
started things te werking. But by this
time the seeand mate hae dressed up and

gone ashore also, as had most of the engi-
neers. Young Smithers was the only
officer outside of the man in charge of the
donkey boiler to remain aboard. By ones
and twes what few of the erew had meney
drifted uptown.

“Some one’s got to watch the holds,”
said the agents. “Ywulll have half the
cases busted open and a lot of stuff stolen
if you don't. And then when you load
you'll have to superintend the stowing,
else it's likely you'll have cargo shifting
at sea, or maybe a lot of it spoiled by the
time you get home.”

“Very well,” said Sutherland grimly,
his face not at all red and embarrassed
now but very white and set. He borrowed
some dungarees from young Smithers and
took over the forward holds, leaving
Smithers the after ones. And so in &
fashion, below in the heat and dust, with
the sweat running down his baek and
stinging his eyes, Captain Suthefland
began to learn how to handle a frelghter.

“I can tell you,” said Smithers, “that
was when I first began to like him. He
was soft as a sponge and he had gold braid
on the brain, but he stuck it out. We
worked ecargo thirty straight hours and
the only time he took off was to eat and
deink, and te go up to the eonsul’s and
elear ship, which he did when the mate
eame baek aboard and teek over the helds
just for the perled of his usual wateh.
The skipper was abaut dead by the time
we dropped dewn the Fiver. Minsed tws
feals in the saleen and when he did
%B E"F Re Isoked like he'd Been in &

ght.”

“He won’t last,” stated Mr. Timmins
scornfully. “If he don’t quit at th’ first
decent port th’ line'll fire ’im fer all of his
daddy. Them forward holds is stowed
something disgraceful. And he’s put
cedar logs in th' shelter decks what was
reserved fer eargo at Momtenddso-
thought he’d be smart. He tried t’ get th’
eonsul t’ find 'im a mate. Jest as if
lleensed men e'n be pleked up llke
bananas dewn here. Yah! Wait till we
get ' Bahia”

It was in Bahia that the crash came.
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The Camden Hall stayed there over two
weeks and to Captain Sutherland it must
have seemed like an age. Mr. Timmins
went ashore as usual. The second mate
went ashore with him. The engineers
went ashore. And almost to a man,
ashore went the crew. In its deep wis-
dem the Amefican Gowvernment some
years ago passed a law, still extant, whieh
maede it eompulsory for masters of Ameri-
ean shlps te pay te eaeh man in eaech
fereign port ene half of the wages then
due him. Seamen being what they are,
things happen. 'The saleens and the girls
de & rearing trade, and until the men are
Broke again vessels lie deserted, save for
the stevedsres:

All this and more was the lot of the
Camdion Halll. Men drifted back aboard
by two and threes, drunk and singing and
brawling. They ate, put on clean shirts
perhaps, and went ashore again. The
engineers staged a fight in the forward
well deck. Mr. Tirmiins began to forget
to return even te stand his regular wateh.
He usually appeared at early dawn with
the seeond mate In tow, te bellow and
rear areund the saleen fer the steward to
make esffes.

Now, bad as are the American marine
laws, and much as they limit the power
and authority of a master, a strong man
can still hold his crew in control and, if
heis so fortunate as to have a strong mate
too, can even subdue it. But Captain
Sutherland was not a strong man, not
yet at least, and Mr. Timmins was, to use
his ewn expression, on his first good spree
in years. It is true he semetimes la-
mented the eenditien of things, and
Smithers avers there was ene night when
he almest wept te coatemplate the
breken eases and the shiftless stewage of
the helds; i see the grimy, jumbled &8n-
ditien of the deek; t8 hear the men amus-
ing themselves By threwing empty betties

Zinst the enee immaeulate pairtwerl
of the Bridge heuse Bulkhead. But he
remained A

“ILet 'im fix it. He’s master an’ draw-
ing pay as such. If 'e had me in th' Navy
he’d know ’ow t’ handle me. Well, let

'im learn freight ship stuff. To hell with
the Nawvy!”

“To hell with the Navy!” agreed the
second mate.

“Wiadll, he seems to be sticking it,” put
in Smithers. “Amnd he ain't done any
whining yet.”

“Yah!” said Mr. Timmins, but he was
obviously growing more and more irri-
tated.

THE FOURTH night they

were in Bahia young Suther-

land, worn out from a day in

the holds, sleeping wearily in
his room, was awakened by a terrific
crash from below. He lay still for a
while, tense, a little eold feelifig pessibly
under his heart when he heard Mi. Tim-
mins swearlng with great guste at seme-
thing of seme ene. There was ansther
erash, and anether. Eventually seme:
thing gave of breke, and esmparative
silenee fell.

“Th’ mate'd lost his room key,” ex-
plained Smithers. “Came aboard four
parts squiffed and tried to get into his
cabin. I told him te go and wake the Old
Man up and ask for a pass key but that
only started him hopping. Sald he didn’t
need ne Navy man io open a deer fof
him. He got the big berieh eut of the
pantry and started te use It like a batief-
ing ram. Wihen the befeh bBreke he
grabbed ene of the fire axes and split the
deerf right. He seefed t8 think he might
as well make a geed job of things 8 he
pretty well wreeked the saleen £60. You
pught 8 Rave seen the place. And fhen
Ree he'd got the doer Busted Re decided
Re didR’t want {8 g8 18 Bed, s8 Rim aRd
the seesnd mate and the foUrth &REIAGEE
sat Hp and guzzied the rest oF the RIghE
and then went ashore 2gain~

Thiis incident called forth a protest from
Sutherland the next day. When Tim-
mins drifted aboard about noon, in a half
sober, genial eondition, Sutherland met
him at the gangway. 'The fate was
dressed up, seemifig on the verge of burst:
ing eut of his blue serge sult. His slesves
stretehed tightly ever his great museles,
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his thick hairy wrists stuck out. His soft
hat was a shapeless blob of felt rammed
over his sandy hair, and the two days’
growth of sandy beard covering his rocky
face did net improve his- appearance.
Sutherland was lean and drawn leeking
in stalned dungarees. The sweat had
soaked threugh until It steed I great
dark patehes aeress his baek and ehest
and dewn his thighs. His veiee was
raspy, seeming abeut te eraek, but there
was ne sign ef hysteria in his eyes whieh
were eald bBlue fllames:

“Next time you need your key, Mr.
Timmins,” he said, “I’d be glad if you'd
ask for it. There’s no need to wreck the
ship. This isn’t a bear gardem.”

“Is that so?” said the mate. He spat
tobacco juice on the deck right at the
captain’s feet. “I s’pose if you 'ad me in
th’ Navy you'd know how t’ handle me,
eh?”’

“I’d certainly see to it you kept sober!
snapped Sutherland.

The second mate who was with Tim-
mins laughed aloud and said a fellow
ought to wear his gloves else he'd spoil
his hands.

Sutherland turned on him with a
furious gesture.

“You keep your mouth shmu!™

Timmins ran the back of a hairy hand
across his gash of a mouth and squinted
up at Sutherland, who was white as a
ghost and shaking badly.

“If you 'ad him in th' Navy you'd
know how t' handle 'im, wouldn’t yer?*

“Yaur're not fit to walk a ship’s deck,
let alone hold a license,” said Sutherland
icily.

“Maybe,” responded Timmins, still
grinning. “But I never 'ad t’ have th’
United States behind me before I ¢’d run
a tin can like this"

“It’s very obvious that both of us cam't
stay on this vessel,” cried Sutherland.

He had grown very rigid now and his
fists were clenched tightly at his sides.
Tirnmiins nodded and grinned again.

“Wedll, I'm sure glad you've gotta hold
of that fact,” he said. He spat again and
moved off to his room. Sutherland took

a step after him, as if to drag him back
or protest, but apparently he thought
better of it for he abruptly relaxed and
strode forward to the nearest hold where
the stevedores were working.

BOUVERIE, the then Ameri-

can consul at Bahia, was a man

of very clear vision and in-

finite understanding, which is
the reason perhaps, he afterward became
ambassador to Rome. He was not
greatly surprised, he said, when Captain
Sutherland of the Camden Hall came to
see him one hot afternoen leoking as If he
had just risen from a fever bed, of been
threugh a leng beut ef insemnia.

Rumors had reached Bouwerie that all
was not well with the American ship, and
he had, in fact, ha? some difficulty al-
ready with the local police over the un-
fortunate occurrence of several of the
Camden Hall's crew wrecking a beer
joint near the marketplace and staging
a free for all fight in ene of the elevators
that run frem the waterfront up the hill
te the tewn.

“I don’t know what to do,” Sutherland
started miserably.

He was no longer tucked away inside
a shell with a scornful contempt for what
went on about him. He was a very
young man in trouble and the doubt in
his soul was shadowed in his eyes.

‘Practically my entire crew’s been
ashore and drunk since we arrived.

“Uihat’s right,” said Bouwerie comfort-
ably. He picked up a slip of paper and
tossed it across the desk. “I was coming
down to see you today. Four more men
were arrested last night. Fined a hundred
milceis each. Want t’ pay it?”

“IL had no idea there'd be all this
trouble,” said Sutherland, quite dis-
tressed. He added bitterly, “I’'m a
damned fine captaim!’

“Daom’t choke,” said Bouverie. “You've
only got six men in jail. The East Coast
packets double that number. Been the
same for all Amexican ships since Congress
passed that fool law about paying crews
in every port. Foiget it. I you den’t
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want ‘em aboard until you said, let em
stay in the jug. Have a cigar?”’

Sutherland accepted a cigar, “withich he
proceeded to break up between his fim-
gers,” said Bouwerie later.

“It isn't only the men,” muttered the
captain. “My officers are as bad. The
mate’s been against me from the first
and the others are following his example.
He insults me before the men, leaves all
the ship work to me. He seems to be
angry beeause I was a Naval man.”

“Ohl” said Bouwerie, sudden light
breaking upon him. “So that’s what the
trouble =

“Have you heard?” Sutherland wanted
to kmow.

“Heard? The whole damned water-
front's heard. No wonder you've got
things in a mess. Nawval man, eh? Well,
well?”

“Oh, I admit I knew very little about
freighters when I began,” said Suther-
land, reddening. “But I was willing to
learn; I am learning. The trouble seems
to be I can’t get in touch with the men.
It’s ridieulous really, but every one acts
as theugh beeause I've been in the Navy
Pve fie business aboard.”

“YWell, Navy men are rather helpless in
the merchant service,” observed Bouverie
brutally. “I’wve had cases here before.
You see they come from ships manned
by anything up to a thousand men and
expect to run vessels of almost the same
size and with erews of thirty or forty in
exaetly the way they’ve been aceustomed.
There’s a ehange In diseipline teo. In the
Navy, If a man begins te perform you eaf
slam Rim 1A the Brlg, but the merehant
servieg’s different: Youw haven’t mueh
autherity there, at least net these days:
Yeu ean log a Man and give him a bad dis:
eharge, whieh he gfamptly tears up, and
that’s abeut all. Command’s really mere
of & persgnal matter. Yowve get {8
stand algne. You've got t8 Be & diplomat
and 2 wet AUFse: YRw've gat 8 Be ablg 18
KSEE_ men tamed dewn and WSFHHI% With
RStRIRgG Byt BIUH {8 Relp you. Youwve g8t
{8 make them like you. Pow’t ask me
hew 1Ps dome. 1 oMt KRSW. Each

crew’s a different problem. All I know is
there are captains who can do it.”

“I don’t see any way out,” confessed
Sutherland, very troubled. “You see as
far as officers are concerned, I've been
used to dealing with gentlemen, and the
sort I've got new—"

“Roughnediss!” snapped Bouverie.
“Tireat 'em like roughnecks. Put your
foot down. It’s likely enough you won’t
get away with it but you can try. If you
flop you can’t be any worse off than you
are now.”

“I THINK I might manage

the men,” said Sutherland, be-

ginning to frown. “But what

can I do with the mate? He
and the second have been ashore drunk
since we docked. They eome aboard at
all heurs and ralse eain. Wieeked the
saloon one night. The engineers are
starting the same thing. The men wen't
behave with that sert ef an example
befefe them.”

“Mimmims is mate with you, isn’t he?*
asked Bouwerie. “Yes, I know him.
He’s been running down here these five
years. This is the first time he’s ever
performed though. What do you want
to do, pay him offf?”

“WWhat would you advise, sir?”

“I advise you to please younself. If
you can't get along with a man get rid of
him, generally speaking. But this is a hell
of a place to pay a man off. The deeks
are crowded with beacheombris. Tlm-
mins’d be weeks getting away and then
he’d likely have to go as A. B. Besidss
that I doubt If T eeuld plek you Hp an-
other lleensed man that was any 964"

“I see,” said Sutherland. He frownea
a bit more. “No, it wouldn’t be white te
pay him off here if conditions are as yeu
say. Besides I think I'd feel he’d won aut
if T had te get rid of him. I want te stiek
things out until we reaeh the States again.
It’s a matter of prlde, If you like. Y sip-
pese I eould log him.”

Bouwerie looked queerly at Sutherland.

“I suppose you could. You might dis-
rate him too but one doesn’t do that sert
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of thing—very often—with men who've
been in the game as long as Timmins. Of
course I don’t know about the Navy ....”

*]1 see,” said Sutherland, a little red.
“I won't make that mistake them.”

Bouwverie nodded, pleased a little.

“Tihat’s the idea. Youlll win out in
time if you stand on your own feet and
not depend on the log book and such.
Now, how about these men in jail? De
you want them out or want them kept
there until you saill?”

Sutherland’s face set in lines of clear
decision.

“ILet them stay,” he said. “I wish
they'd arrest the others and keep them
until we sail too. It might teach them a
lessom.”

“Dhat’s easy arranged,” said Bouverie.
“A lot of the East Coast captains fix it up
as soon as they dock.”

“How's thatt?”

“You just dish out money to the crew
and then tip the police off you'd like the
bunch run in as soon as they’re drunk.
That keeps them out of the way and out of
trouble. It’ll cost you just a hundred
milreis & man to get ’em released, and
that comes from their wages. The pelice
are glad te oblige beeause the elty needs
the MeRey.”

“It seems a dirty trick,” said Suther-
land, hesitating.

“Roughmecks, my boy. You’re dealing
with roughnecks. You’ve got to talk
the language they can understand. For-
get Annapolis. Freighters aren’t run by
gentlemen.”

“Alll right,” said Sutherland.

He stood up and put out his hand.
Bouwverie shook it and decided the other
was not going to be a pleasant companion
for a while from the look in his eyes.
Sutherland went away and the next
merning a polite, black mustached,
swarthy policeman entered the eonsular
offiee with the distressing infermatlen
that nineteen men of the steamer Camden
Hat lay in jail, having Rad assessed
against them a fine of ene hundred mil-
rels eaeh. The eharges ran frem drunk:
eness and disturbing the peaee 6 resisting

arrest and destroying property. Did the
consul wish to do anything about it?

“Iet 'em stay,” said Bouwerie heartily.
“Tihe captain’ll be down to get 'em out
before the ship sails”

When Mr. Timmins heard this news he
was slightly staggered.

“Ien t' one it was Bouwerie put him
up to it,” he swore. “He’d never’ve had
th’ savvy t’ think of it ’imself. Next
thing y* know he’ll be paying me off an’
making Smithers mate. Well, let’s go
ashore and 'oist a few, This’s the best
spree I’ve had since I was a kidl”

The second mate put on his hat.

“Maytbe he's got something framed
with the consul about us too,” he said
uneasily as they went down the gang-
plank together. Timmmins spat profusely
into the water between the ship and the
deck.

“Being as 'e’s a Naval man it's likely,”
he observed. “Tthey’d do most anything.”

Sutherland, standing by No. 3 hatch,
heard this but made no comment. The
second mate chuckled. Smithers said it
was about then he began not only to like
the skipper but also to feel sorry for him.
You eould not help it. He was game all
right, stieking it out, though it was queer
he did net glve Timming his walking

pers. The rest of the offleers put it
dewn te the faet that elther the skipper
was afraid of Timming, of what Timmins
fight de te him, oF else he knew the mate
steed se strang with the line that te fire
Rim weuld be equivalent te firing himself:
N©® 8ng theught, of esurse, that it might
E_% 4s leEﬂQl matter inside of Sutherland

iHselt:

IT WAS very early next morn-

ing when Mr. Timmins came

aboard. He was far from being

sober, but he was certainly not
drunk. He did not look much like a man
who had been enjoying himself. He wore
a imerese frewn and was swearing ab-
sently at the seeond mate whose fest
were sefewhat uneertaln. The faet was
that fer Mr. Timinins life was beginnlng
te lesk very dark.
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He had been certain that Sutherland
would quit before now, but it seemed the
young man was determined tostick in spite
of everything. There had been a certain
zest and anticipation in looking forward
each morning to annoying the skipper,
but that was palling too. Of course it
was always possible to work up a glow
ever the idea of a Naval man In eharge of
the Camden Halll—teo hell with the Navy!
=but this prelenging ef everything, this
whearitainty, this stalemate was deing dis-
astrous things te the Oamden Hal herself.

It was becoming increasingly difficult
for Mr. Timmins to force himself ashore
each day when everywhere he looked
along his beloved decks he saw chaos and
dirt; when it made his professional soul
writhe to see the way the cargo was being
stowed; when he looked forward and saw
what few men were left aboard, drunk and
singing, of snering seundly on their mat-
tresses. It even hurt him te think of these
nineteen men IA jail, nlneteen pairs of
hands that sheuld Be busy getting the
Camtian Hall i (. I 25y IHing, 16 G-
termplate these matiers and 6 think
they were all dug t8 the fact there was a
Naval man abeard, made Timmins’ feel-
ing 2gainst Sutherland mere intense than
gYer.  T9 Rell with the Nawy

Coming aboard this morning, wrath
rose and stirred in Mr. Timmins and,
dragging the second mate into the saloon,
he shook him savagely.

“Go and turn in, ye drunken lout!” he
said.

With an incoherent and indignant pro-
test, the second tottered away. It was
then that Timmiins discovered he had
once again lost his key. He was starting
to lift a fire ax from the bulkhead when
an idea struek him. Here it was four or
five o’eloek in the merning with every one
aslesp. “Next time you need your key,
Mg. Timmins, I'd be glad If you'd ask foF
it,” the skipper had sald. “Mries A
need to wreek the ship. This Isp’t a Bear
garden.”

Fine! The skipper had the pass keys
and the skipper was asleep. He would un-
doubtedly be annoyed if awakened. Mr.
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Timmiins chuckled to himself and climbed
up to the lower bridge. It was the first
blow of his great fists on the captain’s
door that awoke Smithers, who dressed
and prowled around to see what was
going on.

Tirnmiins was making a great deal of
noise, using his boots, fists and voice. His
language could be heard the length of the
ship and it was not long before the cap-
tain’s door opened and Sutherland stood
framed in the opening, buekling his belt
and dressed just in his pants and white
eotton singlet, his eyes dazed with sleep.

“SWhat’s all this disturbance for, Mr.
Timmins?” he said.

“IKeys,” replied the mate. “I’we lost
mine again. You made a squawk last
time I opened the door meself, so 1
thought I'd come an’ see you.”

“I should think it’s about time you'd
stop this drinking,” said Sutherland hotly.
“Naulll be seeing things before lomg.™

“Of course,” said the mate, leaning
against the door jamb and beginning to
enjoy himself, “if you 'ad me in th’ Navy
you'd know how t’ handle me.”

“That’s enough,” said the captain, his
voice shaking a bit. “THat’s more than
enough.”

He went back into his room for a mo-
ment and got his big ring upon which
hung duplicate keys for all the doors in
the ship. Then he stepped past Timmins
and walked steadily to the companion and
so down to the saleon. The mate spat
tobaeeo juice easually on the snee white
deek aned followed him, his grim lips
twitehing a bit. Smithess trailed the pair
of thefn te see what would happen.

Sutherland went into the saloon, crossed
to the opposite door, shut it and locked it.
Then he turned on all the lights. The
mate came in and Sutherland brushing
by him shut the remaining edeef and
locked that teo. Then he tessed the
keys Inte a eorfer. Smithess had dived
reund outside the salesn and was gaping
In threugh an epen pert, the enly withess
te all that transpired:

“Yow're a rotten dog!” said Sutherland
tensely. “Yow've done your best to drive
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me from this ship and now you’re swilling
liquor until you’re not fit to be near. I
may not be the sort of sailor you can
approve of but at least I've enough self-
respect to keep myself clean and to take
what care I can of my ship. I ought to
pay you off and leave you here to rot in
the heat and the smells, but I wouldn't
leave even you to become a beachcomber
like those poor devils we see every day.
Is that clear? I’'m keeping you because
I’'m sorry for you! Yeu’re nothing but a
damned ignorant fool and I've stood for it

long emougin!™

TIMMINS was standing rigid

with astonishment by this time,

his eyes wide. He gave a start

when Sutherland finished speak-
ing, almost as if he had been abruptly
douched in cold water.

“Well,” he said in a strange, uncertain
sort of voice. “Wiell, you’re coming to
life. If you'd started t’ talk like a man
in th’ beginning . . .”

Very deliberately, his face the color of
ashes, Sutherland walked across to him
and knocked him down!

There was a brief silencs after the thud
of the fall, broken only by Sutherland's
breathing, short and hard so that his
nostrils opened and shut and were edged
with livid white. Timmmins very slowly
sat up, got to his knees, one hand on the
earpet and the other te his meuth. Still
slewly he elimbed te his feet, wiped his
lips and spat bleed. He was guite seber
few and his eyes were eeld petnts of jee.

“Is that what they do in th’ Navy?” he
said softly, so softly the words were al-
most a whisper. “Hit a man without

warning?”’
“Are you going to fight?*” shouted
Sutherland. “Damn you! Now show

me if there’s anything behind that mouth!
Do you have to be knocked down again 7’

“Fight?” said Timmins. He laughed a
little. “I’m a-going t’ take you apart so
yer own mother wouldn't know you. An’
I didn’t learn ’ow at Annapolis eiten’”

Sutherland let out a bitter oath, the
first any man on the Camden Hall had

heard him use, and then ran in. Timmins
stood square and met him and for a few
seconds they slugged at each other. Then
Sutherland backed, gasping, shaken to the
eore with each of the stoeky, solid mate’s
blews. He dueked a vielous jab at the
jaw and made Timming grunt with twe
swift heeks belew the left ribs. For a
while then he had things his ewd way,
prepping the mate up with his leng left
and eecasionally whipping a righ e the
Reart. Timmins spat bleed and neither
Bagked ner advaneed, abserbing &very-
thing, Ris eyes still steady and eold as
{ee. His methed was the infighting of the
gxpert manhandier and this IgAg dis:
tanee sparring was nat at all t8 Ris HkiAg:

He began to advance with the remorse-
lessness of a steamroller, not in a series of
quick rushes, but methodically, step by
step, his arms content to ward off blows,
his head slightly lowered. And then
abruptly he slipped beneath Sutherland’s
pumping fists, had his head on Suther-
land’s ehest, and proceeded to take the
younger and less experieneed fighter apart.

He sank his fists into Sutherland's
stomach; he hammered at his kidneys.
In vain Sutherland tried to step aside,
back, to get clear. The sandy head
never left his chest and his own desperate
fists could find no target. At the last,
with a terrific upward hook Timmins
literally lifted the captain from his feet
and hurled him against the saleon bulk:
head. It was, logieally, the end of the
fight.

Timmins wiped his wet forehead with
a hot forearm, spat more blood on the
carpet and began to feel at his jaw. He
was quite astonished when Sutherland
abruptly loomed before him again, chok-
ing, wheezing, swaying but trying to fiight.

“Damn you!” the captain was cough-
ing. “Damn you! Come on and fighitt!”

“Fight?” grated Timmins with a sud-
den gust of fury. “If you want more it's
coming.”

They closed with a thud. The mate
had so far been quite cool about the whole
affair, had even taken some delight in it.
To think that this slender, long limbed



THE EDUCATION OF CAPTAIN SUTHERLAND

youngster should try to put him out, put
out Timmins who was fighting tough men
before Sutherland was out of the nursery,
was amusing. Now Timmins Was angry.
Once he had put a man down he expected
him to stay down, and surprisingly, this
man had got up again.

Timmins’ eyes were mere slits now.
His sandy hair seemed to stand on end.
His thick growth of sandy beard seemed
to bristle. The muscles stood out in
angry knots and ropes over his chest and
along his arms. His neck swelled. Hard
and true as pistons, disregarding any de-
fense, his arms shot in and out. Suther-
land went down again and again, and,
after brief seconds, he got up. He always
got up.

ONE OF his eyes was closed,

his lower lip split and streaming

blood. He had a cut under the

right ear and dull bruises were
growing down his left cheek. His singlet
was in shreds, his pants torn, his knuckles
raw. He was breathing in great, sick sobs
and the beating of his heart was plain
agalnst his reddening ribs. When he was
flsen fof the faurth time, very weaklly and
slewly, he was almest uneenseious oA his
feet, puneh drunk, gageing, weaving,
Blind, swinging his arms wildly. Tim-
mins stepped baek and surveyed him,
eeel again new and very grim, alse a
little eurieus and distirbed.

“You're licked and ye might as well
take it that way,” he observed, breath-
ing hard. “Can’t you stay down when
you're hit! Falling around like a damned
drunk. Did they teach you that at
Annapolis?”’

“Fight, damn you!” Sutherland was
croaking, swaying like a tree in the wind
and peering out of his one good eye.
“Fight! You're all damned mouth!™

Timmins laughed short and hard and
wiped the blood from his chin. He took
Sutherland by the throat, shook him as
one might shake a dog, then forced him
back until he fell inte ene of the swivel
chairs bolted to the deek areund the
saloen table.  Sutherland struggled,
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choked out oaths, but the great hairy
hand upon his windpipe had him helpless.
He collapsed at last, went limp, and drop-
ping his arms on the table, buried his face
in them and wept tears of impotent rage
and shame.

Timmins stood still for a long time,
according to Smithers, who was still gap-
ing through the open port. He stood still
for a long time, did the mate of the
Camden Halll, and then very thought-
fully, while he watched the shaking bat-
tered figure in the ehai¥, reached reund to
his hip poeket, proedueed a plug and
gnawed off a large ehew.

“Welll” he said, once he had his jaws
working properly, and apparently speak-
ing to himself. “Well! You ain’t much
of a sailor an’ you ain’t nothin’ t’ talk
about as a figditear, But I s’pose you'll
learn in time.”

He was silent for a spell, his thumbs in
his belt. Then he scratched his head and
spat tobacco juice and blood absently on
the carpet.

“An’ you wouldn’t pay me off because
you'd ’ate t’ see me down among them
beachcombers, hey? Well, if you ain’t a
bloody fool! An’ they thought you ¢’d
’andle a freighter!”

He crossed to the shaking figure, heaved
it roughly to its feet and propelled it
toward the door. He retrieved the keys
from the corner, unlocked the door and,
after a cautious look outside, supported
the eaptain to the bridge companion,
helped him up and led him inte his reom
where Stitherland eollapsed on his settee
and bufled his faee In his hands agaln.
The fate spat Inte the euspldef and
seratehed his head. He was apparently
at a less what te say.

“Yow’d better get cleaned up an’ climb
inter bed,the ventured at last. “You can’t
sit around an’ bawl like that, 'cause you
ain’t in th’ Navy now. Gotta be a mam!™

Mrr. Timmins left the captain’s room in
a state of great disgust and, going down
to the main deck, he met the second
engineer who was in an evil moeod after a
night’s debauch. Up on the brldge young
Sutherland stralghtened himself with a
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weary sigh and was staring bleakly at his
raw and aching hands. He supposed it
was the end. Smithers, who went up to
see if he could do anything, heard him
muttering to himself. The whole crew
would know he had been licked and if
the mate had been intolerable befofe, he
would be deubly se new. The ship
needed a aoed man te lesk after her and
If he pald off Timnming there weuld be
g ene te take his plaee. For tihe good of
the line it weuld Be Best for Rim, Swthes-
Iand, t6 get eut himself: Timmims Rad
Been seund and eomsecientiows Befere he
had &8me; {HE Best mate 8n the edast it
was sald: They might Rave get 2IoR

fine tegether Byt for HRis Fidicdleus feu

Betwesh EHS merchant service and the
NQV \\. 1t had {8 B faced: HS had
tFlE l8¥¥ BouvRHes &8\’/188 2hd
{F?é&E F8H2: R%%\i% illi% FSH%HHQS 3 FHE H

QWer. A sied
(il B

He rose to his feet, groaning as he
straightened, and then he was electrified

to hear the mate’s voice bellowing up
from the main deck below where he was
arguing with the second engineer.

“Is that so, you dirt caked spanner
hound! Give me any lip and I’ll bust
you open! I want steam at six an’ I want
th’ pumps full blast, Tthis packet needs
a wash, 'arbor rules of net—an’ den't let
me eatch you spitting on th’ deek again.
What th’ hell do yeu think this Is, a
blasted bear garden?”

SUTHERLAND is still the

Riaster of the Camden Halll and

Timmiins is still recognized as

the best mate on the coast. A

good many have commented on the cor-

dial relations that appear to exist be-

tween them, which are demonstrated by

the faet that Sutherland always refefs to

his mate as “that Irish bleckguard”,

while Timning has been heard to remark

that his skippef’s “motthing but a damned
Naval man”,

The most astonishing thing is that

they are both perfectly sincere about it.
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CRMSON SILK
A Mystery tale of Old Japen

By SIDNEY HERSCHEL SMALL

ESTGAARD woke early,
with the brilliant light of day
full in his eyes. He felt tired,
but not inert; in the first

serene moments of waking he was languid
and luxurleus, and explored unconsciously
the joy eof stretching. The sky was with-
aut a eleud, blank, but glewing white at
the edge. The sun was net yet eut of the
hills: Birds elimbed inte the sky with a
sharp song. Seeres ef smaller enes, gray
almest to the peint ef invisibility, darted
acress the hillsek en whieh he had slept;
dipping in their flight from bush t8 Bush:
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The fresh air fanned his eyes open.
Avoiding the glare overhead, he turned
sidewise on the ground.

Northward, on the smoky blue plain,
was a village of brown, violet, and shining
mulberry trees. As he looked toward it a
lazy bell began to beat regularly, achiev-
ing nothing more than a minor cadenced
shuddering of the air. A second, with
mellower and mightier tene, sent am
accompanying peallng like summer thun-
der; it stopped, the last erash Blending
with the small bell until the twe made a
golden mean. Woestgaard eeuld almest
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see the priests busy with their offices.

He stretched again, but this time took
no pleasure from it. The white man knew
himself to be stiff, very tired, and growing
cold, despite the rising sun. More, he
remembered keenly the eating shops in
the last town he had walked through,
remembered also why he had not been
able to spend the night in a comfortable
tea house.

At this a tight smile moved his lips—
a smile which neither waxed nmor waned
but seemed frozen on his face.

He sat up stiffty and drew a sheet of
paper from his pocket.

Westgaard looked at it soberly:

Mickii ggachivgaivavehdininae ka . Yo aueare
going the wrong way. The village of Fuzetso
is no place for you. Stay on the train until
you are in Wakayama. Then you will be given
back your money and watch. Keep away from
Fuzetso. Nothing at all is there.

Westgaard closed his eyes, reviewing
everything that had happened.

He had left the Asiatic-Import head-
quarters at Tokyo to return, by train, to
Wakayama. Just another buying trip.
On the train he had met Heston, of the
Middleton Chambers crowd. They had
talked about a dozen things—men they
knew, the price of rice, exchange, the
shortage of good silk, and espeelally of
red silk, the coming rainy season. West-
gaard himself had sald something abeut
having been in alfmest every village in the
distriet exeept Fuzetse. He had ne real
intention of geing there; he had merely
Been talking. - When Hesten left the
gélﬂﬁ W%Egﬁﬁf@l had slept en the leng

ehe

His tlcket stub had not been taken
from him, but everything else had. The
car, when he awoke, had been enmipty.
He had questioned the guard, who knew
nothing exeept that all of the ether honor-
able passengers had already deparied.

Whoever had taken his money had
known well enough that the white man

would buy bevite—Hinahh—whibehdawwloke;

try to buy It, rather, and find no money.
Only, where the money had been, the
note in Japanese.
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Why he had left the train at the nearest
station to Fuzetso, which was not on the
railroad, Westgaard did not know. The
sensible thing would have been to go on
to Wakayama, get more money there by
wire and - then investigate Fuzetse. If
the eash were returned te him there, why
bether with the ether village? Ne deeent
silk had been tade in it for years. But—
why was it ne plaee for him? Why sheuld
he keep away from it?

He had acted entirely upon impulse.

Through village after village he had
walked; he was near Fuzetso by evening.
Two things kept him from entering.
First, he had not the money to buy food
oF a place to sleep. Second, eaution, bred
from his loag years in the Orient, told
him that evening was not the time to o
inte a village where apparently he was
net wanted.

He had slept as best he could on a dry
hilleck.

Now, without knowing how he knew,
he was suddenly aware that he was being
watched and that an unblinking bright
eye peered at him from behind one of the
bushes. As unconcernedly as he eould,
he pulled on his hat, stood up and strolled
off the little elevation. He was being fol-
lewed, but affected net to knew I,
although his heart began toe guleken.

The mud path, bordered on the left by
a ditch full of black water, made quick
turns and whoever followed him was able
to keep out of sight behind the lines of
shrubs. The sky was shell pink and
shading already inte blue. The eeaseless
catstep behind him eame eleser.

In a far field Japanese men, bare to the
thighs, worked in the ooze. Women, with
wide straw hats bound under the chin
with ribbons, worked beside them, babies
strapped to their backs. Bare feet, ankle
deep In mud, brought up pools of inky
water and, when the owners moved, eame
eut with a hissing seund.

Westgaard tried to focus his eyes on
the laborers; but his mind was entirely
upon the man who was following him.
No use to turn swiftly unless the fellow
were close enough to seize . . .
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He came at last to a shrine. It was no
more than two uprights holding a thatched
roof, connected a few feet from the ground
by awsoden s i, crn wiiidirest tedlaamiiroor
and a stone on which was roughly carved a
fox. Here, grimly, the white man stopped.

The uprights would give him no pro-
tection from a gun but, if the other
intended knifing him, he might dodge
behind them.

The steps came closer.

SUDDENLY Westgaard smiled;

around a turn came an old

Japanese, hurrying to catch up

with the longer strides of the
white man.

“I have prayed many times at that
slmiies,” the ancient puffed. “But this is
the first time the prayers were ever an-
swared. Mah! You walk too rapidly. It
is not hesliy.”

The old Japanese wore a silk kimono
gathered high to permit rapid walking.
His face was the color of Latakia, seamed
and wrinkled, out of which peered eyes
extraordinarily prim and wise. For all
his great age he was ereect.

“The mirror is an honorable sihinted,”
the old man said more placidly. “But
the stone is said to make plants grow, to
cause sons to divorce obnoxious wives, to
win a wrestling match, to give geisha
wezlthy protectors, and to cure colds and
avert pestilences. Also other things. A
veritable patent medicine of.a god. Well,
I was waiting for you.”

“Why?” Westgaard said slowly.

“That,” the other told him, “is some-
thing I myself do not know. Perhaps,
now that you are here, we will find out.”

“Who sent you to meet me?”

“That, also, I do not know. A com-
bination of three things—the desire to
see a strange business solved, the desire
to welcome a guest properly and possibly,
the desire of the gods. Now, let us start
fer my most unatiractive heuse, lest
others cofme to—greet you.”

“You do not speak the North Japanese
diallset,” Westgaard said, as he followed
the other.
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“Hai¥ Am I a coolie to talk monkey's
talk? I have been— What differemce””

They walked in silence after that.

Where the path branched, the Japanese
stopped and pulled off his kimono, hand-
ing it to Westgaard.

“If you can get it on, my long legged
friend, do se,” he said. “You see, I have
another beneath it. And when you walk,
try not to be so big. Bend over. We take
a way to my house which is seldom usadl”

They were ushered in by a tremulous
jochu, who peeped at the blue eyed for-
eigner timidly when her master was not
looking. Konoinari waved away the cere-
monial eup of tea.

“We are cold,” he said.
more than tea.”

Two small cups and a squat bottle were
hurriedly brought.

“IExamine the whiteness of these cups,”
the old man said, holding one to the light.
“Now as I pour liquid in, observe!™

By some witcheraft of construction, as
the cup filled the porcelain seemed to
swim with purple fish.

“Lovely! Given me many years ago
by— What matter? Many years ago.
But do these children of mine understand
such beauty? Mah! Never in the world.”
He filled his own cup, waving the maid
from the room. “Iet us drink to—well,
to wealth, happiness and, perhaps, dis-
honesty. The three seem to go together
these days.”

Westgaard bowed over his cup.

“ILet us merely drink to the first two,”
he said.

“That is the sort of man I thought you
were,” Konomari grunted. “The dis-
honest are wealthy, but are they happy?”’

They drank. The lukewarm liquid
brought an almost immediate flush to
Westgaard’'s cheeks, and set his ffingers
and toes to tingling.

“Now we will talk while we eat,”
Konomari said, as the maid entered with
lacquered trays and stands. “THistly, my
friend, why did you eome to Fuzefse?”

“To get back my money, and to find
what reason any one had for taking it.”

“What money?”

“We need
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Westgaard told him.

“It gets stranger and stranger,” the old
Japanese muttered.

“Wihat does””

“Everything.”

“And how did you know I was com-
ing”’ Westgaard said slowly.

“A word here and there—I heard!”

“*And now that I am here”? Winat tiem??"

Before the old man could answer, a
knife, accurately hurled, came through
the open panel and stuck in the floor be-
tween the two men.

There was a long silence, and then
Konomari said quietly:

“I can only apologize for such treat-
ment in my house, demwasan. But—
what does it all mean?”

Westgaard could not tell him.

The Japanese sat quietly as long as he
could, and then clapped his hands.

“My household,” he told the maid.
“Bring them here.”

THE ROOM filled swiftly.
Four sons, their wives, many
grandchildren. At a respectful
distance, servants.

“Will some one please wipe the nose of
my youngest grandchilld?’ Konomari said
calmly. “There; that is better. Now,
all of you see three things. Myself, who
am the head of this house; this dannasaan,
who is my guest; and, sticking in the flleat,
a kiife. “I have this to say. Whoever
inures the dannassa) infireeniee. I$3Hagt
clesaw?™ He turned his head slewly, until
his eyes were en Kune, his eldest sen.
“De you knew whese knife that is? he
asked.

“A common knife, or@ji. There are a
thousand like it,” Kuno said.

The father whipped a thin blade from
under his kimono.

“Mhere is only one like this,” he
snapped. “Amd if I find the pig who
threw the other, I intend letting out a
little of his blood. When you are in the
village, my son, you might pass that wored
about.”

Kuno bowed.

*It will not be pleasant for us when
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people hear you have the demmwma-ssen inn
your house,” another son said uneasily.

“Have I spoken to you, Yamabashi?"
Konomari asked.

“No, bat—"

“Then be silemt.”

The old man rearranged the folds of his
kimono with precision.

“You can all go,” he said.

As they stirred, he added:

“KKuno is to stay outside the room of
the demwssan. Kagawa goes to the
little room from which the damwa-saiiss
ean be seen, and does not fall asleep while
watching! Motashima, every few min-
utes, Is to walk areund the heuse. That
is all.”

“And I?" Yamabashi, the youngest
asked.

“You? You go back to the nursery,
and learn not to speak until you are
addressed. Is this a coolie hut?"

When they were alone again, West-
gaard said—

“Yamnaibashi-san might have been ques-
tioned.”

“No. Firstly, he needed discipline, and
secondly, I know as much as he does.”

“Which is—"

“ILast night the silk workers were told
that a white man might come. If he did,
everything from disease to a low price for
silk would result. So the white man must
be kept away. I hardly saw how so much
trouble was possible from your visit.
That Is all Yamabashi knows. Tell me,
what have you to do with the priee of
silk?’

“I buy silk, yes. But the more people
who buy, the higher the price.”

“I figured so.”

“Wiho buys the silk now?"

“Tthe business stinks with secrecy. It
is shipped away from here to Yokohama.
A very good price is being paid, I under-
stand. Very good, indeed. Some of the
other villages even bring their hahutae
here to selll—”

“Crimson silk?”

Konomari reached for his pipe before
replying.

“Yes, crimson. Why?”
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“I don’t know. Only that the particu-
lar shade has been hard to fimdl™

“It is sometimes the wisest thing to go
straight where trouble lies,” the old man
said thoughtfully. “So you eame to
Fuzetso. If it is agreeable with ‘you, let
us go and see if we can purchase any
crimson sillk.”

“Which I'm not wanted to do?”

“Perhaps. I am not sure. We may
find out. One thing is certain. That
kmife was thrown. It did not drop out
of the sky. Now, I started in on this
affair out of curiosity, but I have been
imulied. It does not make me happy.
Shall we go?”

As they left the house Westgaard no-
ticed that Kuno, Kagawa and Morashima
followed them, and that the youngest son,
Yamabashi, joined his brothers before
they were at the fence surrounding the
garden.,

GRANDMOTHERS sat before
old hand reels, winding off the
skeins with marvelous deftness.
Outside the huts, boys were
besting sticks together under trees in
which wild sllkworms were feeding, to
keep away hungry birds. The trees were
grown, the worms raised, the thread
spun, weven and dyed all in the same
tiny huts. Westgaard's first glanee told
hifn that the silk was yame-mne ussddder
weaving inte leese erape, altheugh here
ahd there Ine awtkilecHadliaIsR NG JVRYEN.

He saw that in most of the huts were
objects almost out of keeping in North
Japan villages. Costly shrines of gold
lace. Inlayed images. Expensive toys
for the youngsters.

“Silk brings a good price here,” he said
to Konomatri.

“You saw?”

Westgaard nodded.

“All of this wealth has come in the last
month,” Konomari stated. “There is
too much gambling, but still money is
Jeft over. Now—here is a good place.
I know the owner. Offer a good price,
and see what this fellow Koto says. He
knews me.” 1n a lower voiee, “Have you
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seen how those sons of mine follow us?
Well, I am not so old that I need their
protection, yet—"

Westgaard opened on the silk weaver—

“Omaye maffunde gorah yoi?"

Instead of naming a price as the basis
for bargaining, Koto glanced apologet-
ically at Konomari and said that the silk
Westgaard indicated was not for sale.

Westgaard then named a price entirely
out of reason, and saw that the other
blinked, although he shook his head again.

“I will give you silk of a different
shade,” the weaver said. “But I can not
sell any of the blood color. I am soriy.”

“Why not?”

“I have agresd—"

“Wiith whom?” Konomari shot in.

“I can not tell”

“You are so completely the fool that I
feel sorry for you,” the ancient snorted.
As he spoke he drew the single edged
dagger from his kimono, and began wip-
ing it carefully on his sleeve. “I eould
make you tell,” he continued pleasantly.
“Shall 177

Westgaard watched the play between
peasant and high born Japanese.

Panic was obviously creeping up Koto’s
legs, to loosen the joints of his knees.
Konomari brightened the edge of his blade
on the silk of the kimono. At last he half
turned.

“I am a busy man,” he said at large.
Koto drew in a deep breath; the unearthly
quiet was only broken by that short
sound for minutes. “What have yeu 6
say, Koto?”

“You may do as you like,” the weaver
said jerkily. “I can not tell what 1 de
not kmow.”

“You agreed with some person. His
name?’

“I do not know.” As Konomaxi held
the blade to the light, Koto added hastily,
“But Tatsumi pays for the red sillk”

“You spoke just in time. We will now
see this Tatsummi.”

“He is a dangerous man,” Koto stam-
mered nervously.

Konomari stared at the weaver as if
about to demand, “What de you knew ef
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dangex?’ Instead, however, he contented
himself with—

“I will not mention your name.

Back in the narrow street, the old man
said to Westgaard:

“It made it difficult for those sons of
mine when we went inside. They came as
close to the door as they dared. As to
this Tatsumi, I have heard of him. He
is a gambler—a true babwidiiiuakt)iandd |
have seen him stand before a debtor’s
shop and hewl, ‘Will you pay up what
you lost last night? If you don’t, I'll
shout it all ever Fuzetse. I'll ruln your
trade. I'll make you ashamed. I'll beat
?‘au te death. I'll kisk a hele in yeu
arge eneugh te walk threugh.! 1 have
always wendered if he weu d, and Rew
we eaf find eut.”

Westgaard spoke his own thoughts
aloud.

“I don’t understand this .crimson silk
business. It hasn't as high a value as
white. There’s no special demand for it.
There has been very little for sale for the
last month.”

“I do not understand it either;” Kono-
mari said. “Or why you should be kept
away from this village. Or why the peo-
ple glare at you as we pass. You have
observed that also? Yes? Or why a
knife should be hurled into my house.
Or why these villagers, always hungry,
suddenly have money, A dozen whys.”

Down the street careened a temple
sweeper, his short jacket open at the
chest, his legs carrying him from side to
side of the street.

“Sake,” Konomari grunted.

In one hand the sweeper brandished a
broom and as both Westgaard and Kono-
mari stepped back against a wall to give
him room, he seeied to leap toward them.

Westgaard tried to get his own long
body between the sweeper and the old
Japanese, but in the same moment there
was a littleflurry;,.and men leaped in from
nowhere with Ineredible swiftness.

“That was not badly done, my sons,”
Konomari said smoothly. “However, I
regret that you have killed him, as we
might have made him talk.”
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The four sons moved back, bowing to
their father.

“We came as rapidly as we could,”
Kuno said. “There was no time to do
more than strike.”

“He’s dead,” Westgaard said, bending
down.

“Very,” Konomari agreed laconically.
“There are four knife holes in him. If I
had more sons, there would be more holes.
Remember, all of you, to purify the
blades. There is plg’s blood on them.
Now, we go to vislt Tatsumli, whose
name is a eombination of dragen and
serpent. We will ses, ameng other things,
if he is as pewerful as the ene and as wise
as the ether.”

Tatsumi’s gambling was done in the
first room the tall white man and old
Japanese entered.

On the floor was a doubled mattress
which served as a table; over it was pinned
a gray sheet. A dice box of brown wicker,
shaped like a ecandle shade, lay on the
bare floor. Here, Westgaard knew, the
leeal sporting men gethered—shopkeepers,
weavers, artisans, prlests. The house re-
eelving a tenth of everything wagered.
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Or was he now blaming everything upon
something which he did not understand?

“There was the matter of a little debt,
Konomari-gam,” came from one of the
men on the mats. “Miiisu has no sons,
and so her husband and I came to an
agreamait.”

“And who in the devil are you?" the
ancient snapped.

“Tatsumi, my lord. What can I do for
you? Arrange a little party? Or do you
want inrtlaa, fifsshhdonmt ibecoanntyy whiho
do not know what the Yoshiwara is?
Whetever 1 ean do—"

All of the sleepers, Westgaard knew,
were now awake. Tatsumi had whis-
pered a word to one of them, who passed
it along, almost unneticed, to his next
fellow.

Konomari kept his temper.

“You can tell me what is done with the
red silk,” he said.

Every eye, Westgaard felt, was on him
now.

“Red silk, honorable Konomari? Red
sillk?””

“Your ears are excellent. Red silk.
Exoetily.”

Westgaard said suddenly—

“Komomaiti-san, do you smelll—"

“Smell? 1 regret that I have a nose in
this pig sty! Come, Tatsumi, talk. Tam
a busy man’

At “pig sty”, the woman Mitsu cow-
ered down; Tatsumi saw her. He was on
his feet at once and kicked her with his
bare foot, slapping her face with his bare
palm and pulling her hair. The woman
had said, “Correct what displeases you™.
She made no effort to defend herself.

Westgaard'sflistsclenched, but he stood
quietly. He believed that Tatsumi's rage
might be real enough, although he felt
that the scene—the gambler’s part in it—
was staged. The other men in the room
should have been watching it. Instead,
they were all looking at Westgaard.

One of them, sitting up, cried::

“Tatsumi is a terrible fellow. This is
nothing for him at all. He frightens the
police, I can tell you. No wonder you
merely stand there looking at him with

57

big round eyes like a country boy. Every
one is afraid of him. He is terrible™

Westgaard said silkily:

“So I see. It takes courage to beat a
woman.”

The gambler stopped at once.

“Did you say something about me,
seiyo-jin?" he snarled.

“You,” Konomari answered for the
white man, “have good ears. The danna-
sam said that you disgusted him, and I
agree. You disgust me, also. However,
1 am not interested in you and your fam-
ily affalrs. What 1 want to know is, what
is done with the red silk?”

“If you had come alone, Konomari-san,
I should have told you. But nmow that
this kefo-fim is with you, I have nothing
to say.” With a glance about him to his
fellows, as if to say that they should listen
closely, he added, “It is really none of
your business, anyhow.”

“Is it not?" the old man snapped. He
raised his voice. “My sons!” he called.

They were in the room before the echo
had died down the hall.

“This tiger, this serpent and dragon
called Tatsumi, has just said that a little
affair is—what are his exact words?—
none of my business. What have you
to say about that, my sons?””

Kuno, the oldest, growled—

“We will make it your business, oyaji.”

“Good. Tatsumi, according to all ac-
counts, including your own, you are a
terrific fellow. Now here are my four
sons, myself, and my white friend—six.
I see you have five followers, Making
six agaln. Very Interestlng. New I ask
you enee more, what of the red silk?”

Tatsumi’s eyes roved about the room.
All of his men were either kneeling or on
their feet; he bent toward the nearest of
them.

“Make vour plans,” Komnomari said.
“Tthey will help you little”

Westgaard, intent upon Tatsumi, saw
the gambler take something from the man#
to whom he was whispering. Fof an
instant he stared, and then, with ne vis-
ible tightening of muscles, sprang forward,
elearing the heap of quilts at a jump.
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A knife stung him in the arm as he
grabbed Tatsumi: the gambler and near-
est man were both dragged down by the
unexpected attack.

Instantly the room was in a turmoil.
Konomari and his sons were in action,
but the white man had no tlme to see
what they were dolng. Close to his own
face were eyes like erescents of evil light.
He felt his halr rise as some one fell over
hifn with a seft gurgling efy. Ragged,
broken werds, a thiek stream of abuse and
filth, were sharled inte his ears, but all of
the time he werked te get held ef Tat-
SuURi's hands.

The white man felt a hand creeping up
his neck, and knew the numbness the
crushing fingers could bring. He gave
over his search for both of Tatsumi’s
hands, and hit out blindly. One of Tat-
sumi’s followers, taken high in the shoul-
der by the swinging blow, spun about,
stumbled into the earthenware stove, and
fell.

The charcoal, spilled to the floor, began
to send up smoke; in another moment one
of the quilts was burning brightly.

“Stamp out the fire, my sors, " watichiful
Konomari cried. He had medie Iisaremiss-
take. All four jumped to do his bidding.

The old man was overbome as the
gamblers, Tatsumi at their head, rushed
past him. The last of them whirled his
knife, but Westgaard's filying tackle
brought him to earth, the blade clattering
to the fiteat. The white man came to his
feet at onee, but the gambler lay still.

“We have one of them,” Konomari said
grimly, after telling his sons not to run
after the others. “And from him we may
learn a thing oF twe.”

“I'we learned something alremtyy,”
Westgaard said. “It may—"

Kuno and Yamabashi were smothering
theflameswith heavy quilts s Konomari
said softly:

“Wait until we are in my house, diznmwa-
sam. Tell me then what it is. The roof,
a proverb says, bends down to listen. 1
thought you saw, or knew something
when you leaped at Tatsumi—and I
spolled it by calling attention to the fire.

SIDNEY IIERSCHEL SMALL

Mah! 1am getting old! And I was fearful
that you would begin to fight when Tat-
sumi was beating his wife.”

“I wanted to,” said the white man.

A STEADY stream of excited

men and women were hurrying

down the narrow street when

Konomari and Westgaard were
again in it. Every house vomited excited
Japanese. Merchants howled invitations
to attend their bargains, the keepers of
eating shops fiddled with the fire beneath
the cooking pots that the sohayn might
heat more quiekly, but nene of the people
stopped.

“We had better see what is up,” Kono-
mari said. “There is a something in the
air. Keep our prisoner close, my sons;
tighten that rag over his mouth—fime!"

None jostled or pushed. It reminded
Westgaard of a long train of ants, moving
relentlessly on. Near the shop of oil
dishes, the throng separated into two
parts. Exactly, the white man thought,
like ants reaching a rock.

What they saw at last was this: a great
bamboo cage, ten feet high and as wide,
and in it a Japanese. He was squatted
down, blank of eye; boys, bravely shout-
ing to one another, would dash up and
place a finger on the cage, to boast of it
afterward.

“Kodomo no shigmit,” the villagers
agreed. “It is the work of the untended
dead.”

Westgaard knew that the insane, in
North Jaj were so caged.

Turningaway in disgust, Konomarissditt:

“After these fools have had their fun
with the poor devil, I will try and get him
into a bed. There is nothing to be done
ﬁow.-”

“He seems quiet enough,” Westgaard
agreed. “I wonder what he was doing
when he was caughd?””

Konormaari asked the question at large.

The story came piecemeal—

“He always sleptt—"

“Once he was a good worker—"

“We saw him go to sleep after having

slept all nighe—"
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“And being virtuous men, we could not
refuse him shelter, but—"

“We seized him firmlly, knowing that
some devil was in himmn—"

“He told strange stories of things he
Soin—"

“Haid! Of gods and demoms and
wionmer—°

“And so we—"

“A dozen of us—"

Westgaard said to Konomari:

“His eyes are open; he’s awake now.
If he’s a silk worker, go ask him about
red sillk™

“He is nothing but a gctm mender,”
Konomari answered. “This has nothing
to do with our problem, my friend— You
think it has? Well, ask him yourself,
them™

Westgaard went close to the cage.

He faced the cage squarely, trying to
eatch the prisoner’s eye. The stream of
onlookers flowed slowly past, rippling
into two runlets as they approached the
eage, passing It on either side with clicking
tongues and bated breath.

“Tari naoso to omou ga,” Westgaard
said steadily. “I want to help you. What
puts you to sleep all the time, old man?
Tell me. Then we will get you out of the
@m_”

The blank eyes slowly lighted.

“Tell,” Westgaard insisted.

“I—e¢an not,” the geta msndisr gyagpet.

“None will—believe. 1 am—already
erazedl”

“You are not crazed,” Westgaard
snapped. “A doctor-san will make you
well. Tell me, and you can go Home.™

“I promise it,” Konomari shrilled, him-
self excited now.

“Ask agaim,” the caged Japanese
pleaded. “I do not remember—what you
wish to know.™

Westgaard put the question slowly.

The throng of Japanese pressed closer,
eyes wide, mouths open. Westgaard
eould feel them at his back.

“Yes, I understand now. I can tell
36 You willl matt kst mie diie i the caze?
You promise? All I did is—"

He clutched at his throat, the last word

gurgling out as the point of the hurled
blade buried itself deeply. He stood
stock still for a moment. Then a tremor
went through him. He fell, while a great
smear of blood brightened his kimono,
turning It, Westgaard theught, te shining
erimsen silk.

Just as he died he lifted his head.

“Direams!” he cried distinetly.
“Dreams?™”

The throng surged nearer. Westgaard
started to turn where Konoma¥¢i had
been, but saw that the old Japanese had
been pushed by the exclted villagers a
dozen feet away; saw also that where
Kune’s taller than average figure was
abeve the erowd there sesried te be a
jostling, and then semething trerendevs
hit hif. The eage, the erewd, the bright
sky, the uplifted reefs of a temple all
whirled in his sight and went Blael.

In the immeasurable time between
reason and unconsciousness, he knew that
feet seemed to be stamping on him, that
something had been jaramed roughly into
his mouth, that he was being eca¥ried
swiftly away from the eage. I heard,
high abeve the noise of the villagers abeut
the eage, Konomarl’s “Helld tight to the
gambler, Kune!” And a shriller veies,
probably that ef Yamabashi—

“Where is the white o

Then there was a roaring in his ears
like sea on sand—and silence.

WESTGAARD stared at the
i plane of blackness over him.
W He lay perfectly still for a mo-

ment, and then slowly steed up.
His head ached, his legs were unsteady
under him. It seemed that he rese toe
short a distance to have come from a
qullt en the floor, and, reaching dewn,
he found that he had been lying en a
erude eloth eot.

He lighted a match and saw that he
was in a room apparently of cencrete.
There was one door, one windew— The
match fared out.

The hush of night deepened abeut
him. The crowing of a coek would have
been a pleasant sound.
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It was still dim but no longer absolutely
black. Westgaard heard, or thought he
heard, little noises. A rat gnawing at a
board, perhaps.

Westgaard, alert at last, went into
action. He tried the bars across the one
window, first gently, and then with all
his strength; they did not give, nor was
there any creak of metal.

The floor of the room, like the walls
and ceilings, was of concrete. He went
to the door. Even with his shoulder
against it, there was no give, although
the wood made a eracking sound. He
ran his hand along the edge of the door
and found that the hinges were inside,
but that the heads of the belts had been
wisely beaten out of shape.

The white man lighted a match and,
this time, held a cigaret to the filanee. It
pleased him that his fingers were steady.
Before the match went out he made an
exact inventory of the room. A cot with
a coarse blanket or two. Nothing else.
Just a door, walls, a window, a eeiling
across whieh were supporting beams.

From the window came light again.
The gleam of a torch, of many torches,
giving off starlike sparklets of ocher and
crimson. Muffled, but growing steadily
clearer, the sound of advancing feet:
muffled snatehes of song, foreign, fanati-
cal, and terribly earnest.

Westgaard shivered.

The ceiling of the room brightened
with faint color, ghostly shades of violet
dusted with yellow, maroon with gamboge
—a devil’s palette of color.

Under the torches, Westgaard knew,
must be dark faces and shadowy forms.
Why? What quarrel had the Japanese
with him? For years he had worked
among them as a friend. Kept mission-
arles from buying sword guards and
blades and images too cheaply. Bought
for the A-1 at a falr price to the natives.
What had any one agalnst him?

Red silk!

That, he realized, was the answer.

What some one wanted to prevent his
learning about, he had stumbled over—
a thing he would never have done if his

money had not been stolen, if he had not
been warned away from Fuzetso.

He had no time to consider anything
now.

The light was constantly advancing.
From side to side it filittel. Now it
seemed half quenched in the night air—
had he been unconscious all of the day?
It broke out again, closer, in new corusca-
tions. It hovered, and the gleam of it
lighted up, like a demon lantern of great
size, strange paths, dim, evil passages.

With careful haste, as if his mind had
actually been planning without his own
knowledge, Westgaard went about a euri-
ous business.

He fastened the four corners of the
blanket from the cot by tying it to the
side pieces of wood. Next he stuffed the
second blanket, bundled together in a
heap, under the other. He raised the cot
and shook it vielently, making certain
that the doubled blanket did net fall eut,
of the other slip. To make sure, he tied
the outer one several times along the leng
edge of the eot, jerking the knets tightly,
and then sheving them eut of sight.

Next he pushed the cot with its end
against the wall and, standing at the far
end, raised it quickly so that it leaned at
a forty-five degree angle. He gave the
bed covering a final pat, found that the
cot stood steadily, then backed off to an
opposite eorner.

He lighted a third match and measured
with his eye the distance from where he
stood to the cot. He saw that the middle
of the cot was under one of the beams—
that nearest to the door. He drew a
short breath.

With no preliminary, Westgaard ran
forward. He took off at the seventh step,
leaped into the middle of the cot and, with
the impetus of the stretched cloth, sprang
high.

His head hit the ceiling. His arms,
which had missed the hold he had planned,
flzillsdl out, eaught at the beam— He
swung his leg over it instantly.

Without a pause, without thinking of
the increasing pain in his head, he reached
down and seized the high end of the eot.
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He lifted it away from the wall, swung it
out into the room and let it drop. Cup-
ping his hands, he lighted his last match.
The eot was almost where it had stood
before, the bed covering hardly ruffled.
Shediows by the light—the flaring torch-
lght—in the dark room would make the
bed seem oeeupled.

For the fraction of a minute, at least,
he would be able to see who entered the
room.

He might do two things. Wait until
he was discovered, and then be ignomin-
iously pulled down like a monkey out of a
tree, or select one of the assaulters and
drop on him. Which one? Tatsumi,
probagbly. Or was Tatsumi only a cats-
paw? Semebody, Westgaard believed,
owned the éet. No Japanese would sleep
86 high abeve the ffbeat. Whese et was
it, and weuld the ewner eome?

In him, Westgaard decided, was the
answer to everything he did not know.
Very quietly he put together that which
he had learned. First, in the gamblers’
den, hie had smelled what he believed to
be opium. Second, he thought he had
seen one of the gamblers hand Tatsumi
a foil wrapped or tin package. Possibly
oplum again. Third, the villagers were
being paid an eutrageeus priee for thelr
proguet: Why? Not elear, Feurth, e
erimsen silk was to be had. Why agaln?
Fifth, the eaged eeelie had been killed
when he said tee mueh. And, last, sinee
the egelie had been killed, wheever was
fhixed up in the Business weuld net step
at Westgaard.:

He wondered why they had not killed
him at once; wondered where Konomari
was, and what had actually happened
when he himself had been slugged and
dragged away to this room.

What did they—whoever it was—want
of him? ‘He knew that it was nothing
good. And what the end—his end—
would be, since he knew too much?

Now he could hear low excited voices
outside the room. He crouched on the
beam, waiting. The Japanese were only
good at maiming. Not until knives came
into play would he be downed.

With sudden hope he ran his hand
along the roof. Boards.

He had been too hasty. He should
have torn loose one of the bed legs. With
a lever he might have been able to pry
open a space sufficient to squeeze through.

He whispered to himself—

“Only one way out now.”

The door swung open.

Westgaard tensed, waited; no one came
into the room.

“He still sleeps”™

“Tthat was a powerful blow.”

Westgaard worked "fentliesr iirtto tiliee
shadow.

OUTSIDE the room he could

see many men. A small space,

near the door, was unfilled, and

in this stood a lacquered and
gilded shrine. The gilt on the blagk
lacquer was like another eandle flame i
the gloom. On the shrine was an Image,
a short, squat figure in weod, with out-
stretehed arms, swelllig museles and
clenched fists; the features were 6ef-
tracted in h@ﬂ‘@ﬂ, the eyes threatenin
horror. Befere it several eandles burned,
the fliekering light malsmF image and hu-
mans abeut It mere awful.

A crimson silk band wasfilutteringgfrom
the image’s head.

Brown faces were rapt, ecstatic.

Westgaard listened intently.

A priest was before the image, but he
merely bowed again and again; some one
else, whom Westgaard eould not see, was
talking.

“He will sigm™ Westgaard heard the
unseen speaker say. “Wien he has, all
of the god’s silk will go to our countrymen
across the sea, lest they forget their own
home and gods. They will soon return te
us, and bring much wealth with them.
And you will eontinue to get mueh Meney
for the red silk. As to the white man,
does net his ewn beek of the geds say
that when Bleed is shed it is preper t8
bleed the killer? Whe but he eould have
killed Meta, after aur companion beecame
erazed? It is even pessible that the seiys-
i put a spell en Meta:
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“Wihen the white foreigner is gone, we
will have no more worries. The word of.
the god will go on.”

There were, Westgaard decided coldly,
about twenty men that he could see.
How many more there were he could not
tell.

“Wihen will the white man be killked?”
some one called. “I have heard that their
blood is black, like a pig's.”

“Who can tell?” The unseen orator
laughed. “It will depend upon himself—
and other things. If he behaves as he
should—" Westgaard understood now
why he was being allowed to hear thed is-
eussion— “the may live for a leng time.”

Even with this, Westgaard was unable
to guess what it all meant, save that he
was to be foreed, willy-nilly, to do some-
thing concefning the crimson silk. If he
refused, he died. If he did what was
asked, whatever “signing” they wanted,
and eonditions ehanged, he died. When
they were dene with him, he died.

Dyiing could only happen once; torture
could come many times.

“Better get it over with,” he thought.
“No sense dragging things out.”

As if some unseen signal had been
passed, the priest jerked erect, said some-
thing Westgaard did not hear, and pointed
to the door. The villagers swept into the
room in a dark, indistinguishable mass.

Before the first of them were at the
dummy on the cot, a cold voice whipped
them about.

“Gods of heaven and earth!
have we heye?”

Konomari's four sons, eyes on their
father, filled the doorway behind the an-
cient.

They were repeating to themselves his
fimall instructions.

“Kuno, remember what I have taught
you. Kagawa, show these piglets how a
sword should be handled, but be careful
of the blade. Morashima, put sufficient
forea into your blows and do not forget to
swing at the stabbing arm. Yamabashi,
make wide elreles, for your arms are net
as leng as your brothers’, and remember
te held the hilt steady when yeu eeme to

What

bone. And none of you trouble about me.
I have forgotten more sword tricks than
I have been able to teach you.”

“Well,” Konomari said again, “what
devil’s business are you about?”

Before any answered, he said in the
same chill voice:

“Do not trouble to tell me for I already
know. And I know this, also. You are
in a room from which there is only one
escape. There are many of you and,
blocking the way, are only an old man
and his childrem.™

Kagawa, second of the sons, punctuated
the sentence by growling in his throat and
swinging his sword in a vicious circle.

The cot, the white man, seemed for-
gotten. To many of the villagers Kono-
mari was both a revered and dread fiiguree.
These pressed away from him. Slowly,
however, others filtered forward, knives
in hand. One heavily built fellow, West-
gaard marked, had an ax behind him,
heavy enough to smash through the long
SaimuHer Mldes.

The man who had spoken before raised
his voice:

“This is not your affair, Konomari-
sam,” he said. “Go home. Leave this to
us. Nothing save trouble will come of it.”

“I believe that,” Komnomari retorted.
“Thouble—to you.”

“You will not be reasomethlke?”

“No, mad dog, I will not. Or rather, I
will. I am reasonable. Drop your weap-
ons and I will give you alkyour lives.”

By now Westgaard was able to distin-
guish Tatsumi, but the gambler was not
the orator. The other was a man taller
than the rest, and as Westgaard peered
dewn, he heard him say—

“I give you one chance, Konomari-
san, or—"

“We have had enough talk,” Kuno
grumbled. “The night is cold, my father:
let us have a little exercise.”

“All in good time,” the old Japanese
agreed. “Wirst, I wish to say this to you
all. You know me, I think. I have some
little reputation in this village. I want
the white man. In addition, I belleve I
alse want this fellow whe has led yeu,
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and who has the blood and the vices of
two races in his blood. I am not fond of
riddles, and I am going to solve this one.
Do I get the white mam?”

They swayed back and forth, mutter-
ing Westgaard saw that one of the
leadiex’s cohorts slipped through the crowd
o the cot and drove his knife several
times into the bedding. When he re-
turned to the leader’s side he whispered
and held up the knife.

“The white man is dead, Konomani,”
the halfcaste cried. “His blood is on the
blade! Do you want this saume?”

Candlelight glanced on the long knife.

“T do not think I should mind,” Kono-
mari said. “I am not to be fooled by
monkey tricks. Where is the testimony
on the blade? I see none.”

Nor did any one else.

The blade shone brightly. Nothing
dinmed it.

In the instant that the halfcaste gaped.
He saw only bright blade. In the instant
that his companion cried, “I stabbed him
a dozen times!” Konomari shyiillked:

“At them, my sons. Drive them out!”

THE LITTLE room trembled
with sound. Many of the vil-
lagers sought the walls, pressing
away; others, fearful of either
their leader or Konomari, joined in the

Westgaard looked down at the swaying
mass of bodies. 1t seemed like 2 swarm of
monstrous loeusts, hostile and venomous;
they screamed with one voice, surged this
way and that as Konoinari and his sons
advanced with wide swinging blades.

“Out with them!’ Konomari cried, his
old voice cracking, “By the horns of Jizo,
there will be a wailing and a counting of
beads this night! You want a killing,
halfcaste? Good. You shall have all the
death you desirel”

The uncertain villagers hampered those
who remained beside the halfcaste. All
backed away, but suddenly Westgaard
saw that the counter attack was almost
readly. A dozen or more men—Tatsumi
and his gamblers among them—were

ready, knives out; the halfcaste himself
had secured the great ax, which he kept
behind him.

“I give you one more chance,” the
Eurasian screamed.

Konomari laughed.

Westgaard balanced carefully on his
beam.

oo

The ax flashed up, Konomari’s slender
blade parrying it, but offering little de-
fense. The old man gave no back step;
instead, he tried to get closer to his oppo-
nent.

Westgaard hurled himself down from
the rafter.

His arms went around the Eurasian’s
neck; both went to the floor heavily,
Westgaard above. The ax clattered to
the floor.

A howl went up from the Japanese.

“He died, and is alive agaim!”

This time Konomari allowed many to
run from the room, but only after he had
observed that they were not any who had
been actually fighting.

Westgaard scrambled to his feet, the
halfcaste up also. Yamabashi calmly
pushed the ax out of reach and stood with
one foot over it. Tatsumi and his com-
panions, the panie stricken priest also,
were ringed about by long blades.

Westgaard advanced and the halfcaste
backed away from him. After the first
turn the Eurasian cowered against the
wall; he seemed almost witless, for he
chattered to himself. Pursuer and pur-
sued brushed agalnst Konomar and his
sons at every turn, and the halfeaste
foaned a little at the toueh.

Twice Westgaard tried to leap forward;
the other was never there to meet him.
The white man’s breath began to whistle
through his nose.

The room was strange with candle-
light, shadowy, almost a phantom paito-
mime. Westgaard worked to eoffer the
retreating Euraslan, almost sueeesded,
and heard the ether’s gusty sigh as he
slipped away.

In the halfcaste, Westgaard knew, was
the answer to the whole affalr. He
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wanted to discover it himself. It was
really his business.

The circle of the room began again,
quicker; the Eurasian was almost running
in his haste. Westgaard followed him
swiftly, while his own head throbbed with
pain. He stopped suddenly and side-
stepped the other into the nearest eorner.

The Eurasian bent his head and began
to whimper. Instead of relaxing, West-
gaard was ready for the blue gleam in the
air, jumped a little to one side, and drove
his fist as the descendlng knife missed,

“Well done,” Konomari shouted. “I
have always wanted to see how white men
fought. Mah! Your blow has put him to
sleep. This silly Yamabashi of mine
offers you his own knife to finish the
man of two races off with, but you and I
have mere sense! We want to discover a
thing er twe, and we knew hew te de it.”

Westgaard looked down at the Eura-
sian, who was making no effort to get to
his feet; looked over to where Konomari’s
sons formed a circle of steel about Tatsumi
and the other Japanese; wondered what
part the frightened priest had in the
affair.

All that he said was—

“You have been good to me, Kono-
mari-san.™

“And you? If you had not jumped out
of the heavens—I was wondering where
you were, since I knew you could not
escape—that ax would have split my
head and left me in two pieces. They
would have been foreced to tie me together
to get me into the eoffin! Now, my sons,
add this part eow, part devil to your €ol-
lestlon, and take them all home.”

room, sat attentively while the

@ ancient spoke.
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“We are comfortable; here are the
stands with dainty food, here are eups of
wine, so purple and ceol that they are
coated with dewy vapors and yet will
warm the veins with fire; eur lanterns are
glowing. I hear some ene singing, like a
melody in the drowsy spaces ef the
night . . .”

He huddled lower into the warm quilt.
Only his eyes seermed awake.

“I wonder how comfortable the half-
caste—his name, I find, is Honochi—is
feeling. And his companions.”

The ancient began to rock back and
forward.

He said at last—

“We will find out,” and he raised his
voice in command.

His sons marshaled eleven men into the
room, all with their hands tied together.

Konomari wasted no time.

“Well,” he said, “I see that you are all
alive and in good health, save for a cut
here and there, which was no more than
could be expected. Please listen to my
white friend; he knows a little—although
less than you theught, sinee he eared
nothing abeut any ef you of youf busl-
ness—and he will tell you.”

Westgaard said quietly:

“I’d never heard of any of you, or of
whatever you have been up to. If you'd
let me alone, nothing would have ever
happened. But, when Konemari-san and
I were in your room, Tatsumi, I smelled
stale opium smoke. I saw one of the men
there glve Tatsumi a foil package—opium
again. I rather belleve that the eonerete
roor was made as a storehouse—safe and
dry and Impenetrable—for the drug.
You killed the erazy man beeause he was
an addiet, and was geing to tell what he
knew.”

“Exactly,” Konomari said.

His face was more bland than ever.
Even his eyes were peaceful now, and his
folded old hands appeared as delicate as a
erinkled eup.

“Who killed Mota after he was placed
in the cage?”’ he asked.

“Tthe white man,” Honochi answered.
“We saw him do it.”
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“Did you? Did you indeed? Well, we
will forget about that for the moment. 1
ask you all—what of this blood colored
silk? What? You do not answer? Come,
tell me.” His eyes went to one of the
gamblers, who was working his hands to-

gether. “Ywu tell,” he said. “Then you
ean 9@._"’;
“ Wiattedeefshi angoyom be inlrovoori>—

“Whether you are poor or not does not
interest me. There is no money in this.
Answer! Of, by every toenail of the sa-
ered erow, I will pull eut your ewn by
the reols.”

“I—" a pleading glance at Honochi and
Tatsumi, a sigh—"I do not know. I am
only a poor mau.”

“You still have your life,” Konomari
said gently. “That is somethimg™

The gambler shivered and sucked in
his breath.

“I have sent the priest back to his tem-
ple,” Konomari said. “He is nothing but
a fool, and you treated him as such.
Hai! You worked on him with your talk
about honor and religion and money for
the temple and the welfare of his flock,
and he belleved you. He was so com-
pletely the feel that I felt sorry for him.
He blessed the red silk, he told me. Now,
why dld he do that? Ne? You ean net
answer sueh a sifiple guestien? My sons,
eseort all of these hegs save—what Is

UF Rame; %amblef?éte wherever yeu

them. He and I will have a werd of
twe together. Yamabashi, yeu may re-
tdrR e me alse; after yau have seen that
this litter is baek in the sty.”

Westgaard, Konomari and Kogo were
alone.

“Will you talk?” Komomari snapped.

“They will kill me—"

“So will 1.”

(K[_ »No-’l!

Konomari pricked him with his thin
dagger.

Kogo's head went up.

“Kill me,” he said. “I will not talk.
Even if I did, I could not tell you every-
thing. You would have made your bar-
gain for nothing

The ancient scratched his chin,

“There is a little honor in you,” he
admitted slowly. “It gains you your life.
Take him back.”

As Yamabashi stepped forward, West-
gaard said!:

“No. Listen, Konomari-san . . .”

When the white man had ffiiished,
Konomari's face was a picture. At
last he began te grin, and then to laugh
openly.

“It is worth trying,” he said when he
could talk. “I wonder if it will work. I—
I think that with Yamabashi’s help we
cando it. It is distinctly an improvement
on my own plan. If a follower—like
Kogo—uwvill not speak when threatened,
what will happen when we have a leader?
Probably nething. Still, 6ne never kinows.
Your plan, with ne bleed, is better than
falne with bleed.

“Yamalbashi, you have always, as I
have often told you, talked too much. I
am going to give you the opportunity to
make plenty of noise now. First, tie this
fellow and get him out of the way.” Wihen
it was done, Konoma¥i continued. ‘“You
heard this Kogo talk. When yeu were
very young, Yamabashl, I punished yeu
for moeking your henerable nurse. Have
you forgetten how?”

“To imitate the voice of the honorable
nurse?’

“Now,” Konomari wailed, “I am the
father of a fool! Ne—"

Yamabashi began to grin.

“Ttat is better,” his father said, smil-
ing also. “Open the door and slide back
a panel or two. What you are to say will
be nothing but a word oF so—never more

than that. But if you make eneugh
noise, Yamabashi— Cowme, let us be-
giny”

Westgaard nodded, and Konomari's
voice raised terrifyingly—

“Why have you been getting red silk,
Kogo?”

A finger to lips warned Yamabashi
against replying.

“Talk!” Konomari screamed.

Yamabashi drew in a great breath, then
moaned. Up went his voice, higher and
higher, until Westgaard roared—
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“Will you talk now?” Then, with a
pathetic crack, Yamabashi's wail stopped,
only to slide moaningly down the
scale.

White man and Japanese grinned.

“I thought I heard some one cry out,”
Westgaard whispered.

“Or the wind in the trees,” Konomari
said. “Now, we do it agasn™

A second time the performance was
gone through. At the end of it, when
Yamabashi’s dreadful howl was still,
Konomari cried clearly:

“Dead! Say the prayers for the dead,
or his soul will follow and torment us.”

Silence. Then—

“Drag him away, and wipe up the
blood.”

> WESTGAARD, grinning

broadly, went to the kakenoano

corner and brought back a

flowerr Bosv] Heepjonteebiwaateroon

the matting, scrubbing it around as if a
staln had been remeved.

“ILet us go and see how the others have
taken it,” Konomari suggested.

“If there's a chance, try Tatsumi or
the halfcaste next,” Westgaard said. “If
we do this too many times, it will lose its

“I wonder what they are thimkimg,”
Konomarxi muttered, half to himself.
“We did it well. All their sins are weigh-
ing heavily, at this moment. Let us walk
slowly, and give them time for a prayer
or twi.”

It was no longer dark. There was a
high moon and a great concourse of
stars. Green grass, aquamarine in the
moonlight, marked the way of a narrow
stream.

“Yery lovely,” Konomari said slowly.

The white man nodded.

“Why do men do terrible things?" the
ancient asked, expecting no answer.
“Opium—inoney—thai! When I was a
boy, I remember how the men went into
the orehards. One elimbed a tree, the
other stood at the bottom, ax in hand,
threatening te eut the tree down if it did
net promise to bear a goed erop. If only
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that could be done with men—but it
can not.™

Instead of going through the house,
Komnomari had made the circuit of it and
entered a room not far from the one in
which the “torture” had been enacted.
Kuno, standing outside, pushed aside a
panel.

Honochi and Tatsumi, both bound, sat
side by side. The halfcaste’s lips seemed
to lift from his teeth, writhe, then drop
into position again. The gambler did not
move a muscle.

“What—what have you done?" the
Eurasian whispered.

#“1?" Konomari glanced about. “Noth-
ing.” He paused, then added silkily.
lehy?ji

“You learned nothimg,” the halfcaste
snarled.

“Nothing,” Konomari agreed. “Other-
wise—" he stopped.

His meaning was clear. Otherwise,
none would have heard what Konomari
and Westgaard knew they had been able
to hear—the comedy in the room.

“You can't do that to me,” Honochi
cried. “I'm not a coolie. I'm not a
Japanese subject. I'll report this to my
consul.”

“How are you going to get to him?"
Westgaard asked.

How well the play acting had worked
was apparent when Kuno, oldest of the
sons, said—

“We'also recited the words for the dead,
oyaji, that his spirit not trouble us.”

Konomari said primlv—

G‘Good.!’

“Whhich one shall we take next?”’ West-
gaard asked.

The ancient looked around. His eye
lighted' on a trembling Japanese in-a
corner

“Ah, there is Kamamatsu; he knows
me. Coolie, you will be next. Where you
will go, if you do not tell all you know,
will be geblins who will feast en your soul.
They will say, ‘Kamamatsu, son of neth-
Ihg and father of less, It would have been
better if you had answered KeneraFri’s
little guestien! TheR yeu weuld still be
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alive’ Come with us, Kamamatsu, and
tell what you kmow.”

“He will tell you nothing,” Tatsumi
shouted.

“So much the worse for him,”, the old
man said complacently.

“My consull—"

Westgaard turned to the halfcaste.

“I don't think you dare say very much
to him,” the white man announced.

“Kamamatsu—" Kanomari's sleek
voice—"if I promise that none of these
others dare hurt you, will you tell me the
truth?”

“We—uwe have agreed” the coolie said
slowly. “Nome shall talk. I—I have
already said my dying prayers, Konomari-
sam”

The ancient gave himself up to con-
templation of the bare walls. He said at
last:

“I wonder if it is true that a white moth
is always seen flying when a man dies?
They say the soul is carried upward in
that manner. Next time I will watch for
it. Hai-ya! I am getting boredl™

“Are you humam?” the halfcaste choked
out,

Konomari did not answer him.

A tiny wind stirred the mulberry trees.

“Kamamatsu?"’

“I can not telll”

“It is growing late. Shall we try
Kamamatsu, or some one elsg?’”

“Why not let luck decide?”’ Westgaard
said.

“Exactly! The gods will determine
upon whom we will next perform. PBull
two straws from the matting, Kagawa,
my son. Make one shorter than the other.
Whoever gets the shorter straw comes
with us. I hope he is willing to talk.
Whoever talks, naturally, is given his life
for a rewardl”

The halfcaste said slowly—“Suppose
he—whoever it is—lies to get away?"

“We will not let him go until the truth
is proven,” Westgaard said.

Konomari held out his hand with the
straws.

“Honochi,” he said. “Tatisumi.
both know plenty. Choose!"

You

THE HALFCASTE’S eyes

astened upon the straws. His

lips twisted: he seemed trying

to remember whether there had
been any difference in their appearance
before Konoma¥xi concealed their length.
He sighed, then sald falntly—

“Uet—Tatisummi pick”

Konomari looked at him in disgust.

Tatsumi, gambler still, realized that
whichever straw the gods intended for
him he would get. Eyes shut, he reached
for one of them.

The halfcaste’s face grew whiter and
whiter. Every trace of color was gone
from it. In the moonlight it looked
strangely old. He reached out his hand
and seized both these of Konomar and
Tatsurml.

The bonds of both men had been cut.
They stood side by side, halfcaste leader
and gambler lieutenant.

“Wait,” the Eurasian whispered.
“Wait.”

Every eye was upon him.

Westgaard thought he knew what was
passing through the halfcaste’s mind—
that sooner or later one of the Japanese
would crack under the strain. Possibly
Tatsumi, since the gambler, knowing what
had already happened to one of his men,
would take the easlest way out. West-
gaard relaxed, listenlng.

“If I tell, you will not—" the Eura-
sian began. He never finished the
sentence.

What happened next was too swift for
the eye to follow.

In some way Honochi, evil face alight,
had drawn Konoimna¥ri's knife; at the same
instant Tatsumi whipped a tiny, keea
blade from under his shert kifene.
Westgaard, lunging ferward, hurled beth
men to the fleeF.

“You fool, you fool,” the halfeaste bab-
bled, blood foaming from his mouth.
“Oh, Tatsumi, what have you done? I
knew they were playing a part, and s6
was I. We eould have beth gone free,
and new—"

Tatsumi made a noise in his threat but
did not answer. 1In falling, Honoehi’s own
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knife had deflected and had taken the
gambler between the ribs.

Westgaard, aghast, said nothing, but
Konomari, lips a thin line, was on his
knees beside the gambler.

“You threw your dice and they lost,”
he said. “You have but a minute on
earth. Make the most of it?

The gambler tried to laugh. He was
dead before the grimace was complete.

Honochi's hand was at his bloody
throat.

“And you will get no more from me,”
he said jerkily. “You, Konomari, are an
ape, and the son of an ape. A wizened,
shriveled monkey. So were your fathers
before you—ajpes in the trees—tree apes
in the temple gardens—I am not afraid
efyou .. .”

“No,” Konomari said gravely. “He
need not be afraid of any one—now. Two
dead, and nothing learned. I am sick of
the business™

Westgaard said wearily—

“They’ll all talk now that their leaders
are deadl”

“I hardly care,” the ancient muttered.
“Our plan did not work out very well,
did it? I had thought that the man of
two bloods was weakening; instead, he
was fooling me. If he had struck me down
with my own knife, the rest would have
rushed us. Well, he failed, and so did we.
As to the erimson sillk—"

A Japanese said simply:

“They are both dead, Konomari-san,
We know. Shall we tell you?”

Westgaard spoke for the old man,

“Talk,” he said.

“Opium.”

“We knew that. The sillk?”

“Inside the wood, about which the
crimson silk was wrapped, were small
boxes of opium. Only a ted) i evadiy, lest
the weight be questioned. In your land
across the sea, Honochi's friends bought
only red sillkk™

“And I was to sign shipping orders?
Some of it would be comsigned to the
A-I on my order, and then sold to Hono-
chi’s confederetieas"

“It is true™

“How long have you done this?”

“Wirst we sent it in idols, but that was
discovered. Then in the tanks of the
great steamers. That was discovered.
Other ways, also. But this—"

“Was almost perfect,” Konomnari said.
“The silk went to reputable houses, and
then other men in your confidence bought
only the erimson silk.”

“We have more orders than we can
fill,” the Japanese said.

“There are always plenty of men who
are evil,” Konomari muttered, turning
away. “Two dead—tthiee, counting
Mota, who was killed for telling what we
already knew. Come, my white friend,

it is time for us to resd.”
h
happened,” Westgaard said.
“They thought I knew too
mueh—or that I was going to try at any
eost to buy erimson silk, whieh would
have meant diffieulty in Amerlea, sihee
the men In the seheme weuld never be
eertain whieh silk contained the drug.
From the eenerete storeRouse they'd
Built, they must have been geing inte the
smuggling extensivvelly.”

“That is over now,” Konomari said.
He added thoughtfully, “You saved my
life twice, my friemdl™

“And you mine. How did you know
where I was?”

“How? Simple. I told Yamabashi to
keep Tatsumi in sight and he did. When
he found how men were gathering, he
hufried to me, and we came.” He sighed.
“It was not a very good fijgitt. But we
have stopped mueh evil, you and 1. We
did mere good than that. The prlest
whe listened te Honochi’s oily tongue has
always been bothering e abeut this and
that. He will say little new, eh?’

“He was fooled, just as the villagers
were by the higher price for the red silk
they wove. Now, Konomasi-san, I must
get back to my work.”

“Wait, wait. We will have warmed
wine brought us and the quilts spread.
I am going to tell you of the time when I

“IF THEY hadn’t tried to keep
me away, nothing would have
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was young, and when fighting was fight-
ing. To begin at the beginning, I had
a teacher for instruction in two edged
blades. He was the strongest man in the
whole city—yes, spread the quilts and I
will lie down—the strongest, and the most
skilful in Yedde. It was sixty years ago,
in the year ef the tiger—I started on a
journey. What a broeaded sllk kimene 1
wore! Servants aned retalners were be-
hind me— 1 believe 1 will clese my eyes
for a mement—yes, it was in the year
ef—the f:’ﬁl=ﬁf the tiger. It was leng
age .. J

When Konomari's sons tiptoed into the
room, the old man was asleep. West-
gaard stared into the dark garden. Kuno,
oldest of the sons, slipped noiselessly
across the matting, smiled down at his
warlike sire, and then said softly to the
white main:

“You have made him very happy,
danrassary, by removing the evil which

lurked in our village. And made us heppy
also, by keeping our father safe.”

Westgaard, thinking of dead memn, seiti—

“If I had stayed away—"

“Two serpents would still be breathing
their venom here. We are very glad that
you came.”

Westgaard said nothing, but when the
four sons left the room he stretched his
tired body on the quilts.

The next time Kuno, voluntary but un-
necessary guard, peeped in, both men
were sleeping. The gaunt white man’s
face was no longer somber. Onece his
mouth moved, as if he smiled. Ia some
way, although In deep slesp, Konomar
had placed his hand en Westgaard's ex-
tended arm, where, tolken ef friendship,
It lay firmly.

Kuno, smiling at the two men, saw that
the moonlight touched the two heaps of
quilts, and gave the silk its true color of
crimson.



A Stovy of SShartybeat
Pirates om the Mississippi

SQ)FTTFPAW by RAYMOND S. SPEARS

RUMBOR that a tripper had been
badly treated in Apple Reach
came to Mendova and was
talked over in the gunstore.

Aeceording to the river gossip, @ slantylhseed
had fleated dewn the Ohie, eireled inte
the Mississippi. landing at loneseme sand-
bars, eaving bends and in all kinds ef baek
gddies. (Thyough bineeulars, or teleseeipes,
glimpses had been eaught of the pa%@m%a
But beyend the faet that he was little
maore than & yeuth, nething was knewn ef
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him. The bets were even that he was &>
fugitive from justice.

He floated into Apple Reach, a suc-
cession of sandbars, willow islands, wood-
ed banks and pirate retreats. Softpaws
on the river who were hunting, fishing,
trapping of hiding out, not infrequently
mistook Apple Reaeh for a sporting re-
sort. Here and there glimpses could be
had of shackbeats., But for the mest part,
the transient saw few slgns ef eeeupation.
Squirrels barking in the hiekeries and
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pecans, ducks in the eddies and wild geese
on the bars, were tempting. Raccoons,
opossums, mink and other fur animals
left their tracks along the water’s edge
and any one looking for sporting oppor-
tunitles stopped.

The skulker worked out of the main
river, crossed the wide shallow eddies and
hid away in Sand Dune Bay. Apparently
no one was within five miles of him. He
had a nice boat and plenty of outfit. He
killed some game and caught some cat-
fish), perch and, in the bayous, large
mouth black bass. Then the grapevine
telegraph went to work, telling the river
pirades’ side of the story.

According to the rumor, the Turtle-
backs had come down in a fleet of motor-
boats, shamtyboats and ragshacks, every-
thing loaded deep with junk, loot of com-
missaries and humans. They rounded
into Send Dune Bay and, of course, found
the tripper softpaw. They invited him

over to the Belle of ihe Banlistécaaddaneg,

and as they had afiddlerand an accordion
player ameng them, they put on quite a
parly. The softpaw was starved for com-
pamienship. The river plrates had a let
of fun with him, playing like an eld eat
and her kittens with a meuse.

Then one night, Jimson Weed Jutts
and Tieline Boydes took the tripper out
eoon hunting. They put on carbide
headlights and had the tripper carry his
22 rifle. They took him about two miles
into the bottoms, then had him sit on a
leg while they eircled around to drive
game t6 him across a bayou.

They circled all right, and went back
to the shamtyboats, took the boy's boat
and went on down the river. They
thought he was lost, but he was merely
duped, and he arrived at Sand Dune Bay
in time to see their fleet, his own boat
among them, being pulled into the open
river by means of motorboat and out-
board tows. Of course, he was helpless
to save his outfit. The next day the
pirates painted the stolen beat a dirty
red, and had a let ef fun playing his
talking maehlne with its hundred er se
new reeerds.

The piracy was nearly two hundred
miles above Mendova. That is a long
way for a softpaw to go, but this victim
of pirates was determined. He had his
.22 rifle and the clothes he wore, which
were good. He ate hickory nuts, pecans,
wild grapes and game that he killed. He
weathered a three day rain, eold and
driven by a nerth wind, by sleeplng In a
hellew esttonwoed tree. He had a little
meney, less than fifty dellars, but he
did net spend any ef it exeept for am-
munitien and salt.

Every one heard the story within the
next week or so. The victim showed up
at fishermen’s tents on the banks. He
came down to shantyboats in eddies.
Every two of three days he borrewed
some one’s razor and soap. He was
polite te wemen and when he ran smaeck
inte the Celebratien Cut Off, Celd Spring
feenshiners, he apologized and minded
his ewn business. The runners liked him
fer the way he baeked away frem that
%f@iﬂmiiy; shewing he was surprised.

ey knew, ef eaurse; that he was ipne:
eent; for the Turtiebacks had eoms aleng
& few days befors 2nd 181d the jeke=hew
they had taken the softpaw hunting and
left him stranded.

“Come have a snack)” one of the
moonshiners invited. “It’s right down on
the shwanttyhisett’

“Much obliged,” the softpaw said, and
ate at the table the first square meal he
had had in a week.

Frankly enough he told about losing
his boat. He did not act angry. He just
let it go at that. Of course, it was hard
luck. At the same time, it was not any
more that he had expected of life.

“I've always had hard luck,” he said.
“I've lived square and never harmed

anybody.”

JUST his gait as he walked,
his manners at the table, and
the nice way he had of taking
off his hat when talking to a
woman, as though she were a lady, made
a good impression. Whisky Willlams was
going down light, s0 he Invited the
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pirate's victim to go into Mendova with
him. Williams was anxious to know all
about the piracy first hand, so he could
tell the story. At Mendova, Williams
took the softpaw up to the gunstore and
started him telling the story all over
again.

“How'd you make out, coming down
the bottoms?" the gunsmith asked.

Then the tripper told how he had lived
on the country—unuts, wild grapes, small
game. He had even killed and eaten blue
herons.

“Going clear down to N’'Orleans”
some one asked.

“That’'s where I started for,” the
youngster said. Then, with a burst of
frankness ecommon in the friendly gun-
store atmosphere, he added:

“I've got to go clear down. I started
all wrong. My folks are pretty nice
people. They live back in New England,

old whaling and rumtizedie stk Jssygrase.

Fought in the Revolutionary War and
figured in the polities of three, four of
these Northeastern, Yankee States. It
eame so that they just naturally expeeted
all the beys in the family te ameunt to
something. 1 was busted eut ef eellege
this autumn befere we'd been geing six
weeks. They eaught me hazing seme
freshman, whieh was the exeuse for firing
me eut. Same time, they were glad t8
be Fid of me: Nene of us was ever Busted
aut of eallege befors: Just the past thres;
feur generations iR BuF BFaRER have the
whals 2iphabet in their Reners; from B.A:
{8 B.Z2.—HBctBFoF 206108y H@y 2vE He
é‘&gﬁfﬁﬂ marked foF twa YEars WoFk:
EX 8188 WH T% QEFB Eii@ 68
E 8 SQHHB g¥ ﬂ?k % Q{é
SH 9} g e B FaR:
g% f o %& E«m_
i & L
o s eV by °f o e

Then the little group in the repalr shop
of the gunstore talked about others who
had come down the Mississippi and fallen

vietims to hard luck, or good and bad
fortune in streaks,
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“Youw're lucky those Turtlebacks didn’t
bash in your head and stick you dowa in
a hole in the ground, or sink you in the
river,” Whisky Williams remarked.

“Turtlebacks?” he repeated. “Is that
what they call that crew of pirates?

Whisky Williams looked sick. He sup-
posed of course the fellow knew who had
robbed him, and there an old river man
had neglected to mind his own business
like & raw up-the-banker!

“Turtlebacks, eh?” the victim repeated.

“Don’t any one know your name,”
Whisky Williams said.

“That’s the first good luck I've hadl,”
the young man grinned, sitting back and
beginning to think.

When the store closed some time before
ten o'clock, the softpaw went out into
the ehill, raw night with the others. He
turned into the first alley to the north,
alone, earryiag his rifle in his hand.

No one saw the tripper for nearly two
weeks. The weather was cold, raw and
wet. The gunstore group, able men and
generally successful in their own lines,
whether sportsmen oF criminals, river
men oF up-the-bankers, had felt a bit of
sympathy for the eollege boy who had
been spewed eut into the hestile world
a5 a result of pranks and pride. They
all knew that he had net a single eentact
that weuld help him, ne trade, A6 pre-
fession, ne business. He had esme dewn
the Bettems in esnseguenes, living eq the
|and the same as hegs and Birds, feeding
hand t8 meuth, lueky to B alive.

“Notice how he took up that pirate
crew’s name?’ the old gun repairer re-
marked, getting into the working parts of
a coaster brake on a boy’s bicycle. “I've
an idea we're going to hear more about
him.”

“Yes?” Palura inquired.
And wheredbous?”

“Somewvihere along about the place the
Turtlebacks are tied in,” the gunsmith
suggested.

“Shucks!” Palura exclaimed. “Tat
kid handle Cap’n Boueff? That softpaw
put anything over Shaggy Head? They's
seven, eight of those fellers, you know.”

“How so?
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“l kmow,” the repairer admitted.
“They've been having a lot of fun, brag-
ging along down what they done to the

softpaw, too.”

THE DUCK season had about

ended with the passing of the

greater part of the autumnal

migration. Winter settled down
after & rough, raw line storm session.
Shandyboaters came flocking along look-
ing for places where the local counties did
net eharge two hundred and fifty dollars
trapping license, and the local trappers
and fishermen had net elaimed all the
bends, bralkes, islands and reaches.

One evening, without warning, the soft-
paw came strolling into the gunstore
alone. Whisky Williams had shown him
the way, and he had not forgot that
cosy little back shop where the good ones
met, detectives with criminals, river rats
with up-the-bankers, woodsmen with
desert riders.

“Why, howdy, Softpaw.” The gun-
smith gave him a quick look. “Thought
you'd gone to N'Orleans””

“No, I went back up to Celebration
Cut Offi,” the tripper said. “I went into
the junking business, you kmow.™

“Junking business! No, I hadn't
heawdl” The gunsmith shook his head.
“How's it?”

“Good,” the tripper said.
some trading, too.”

“Comrnissary?”

“All lines. I brought in some short
guns. I don’t know if you're interested
in them.”

“Oh, yes, I handle them.”

The softpaw emptied a burlap bag on
the floor.

The gunsmith looked over at least a
score of revolvers and automatics, some
nearly new, some old timers. One he
picked up, a .45 with four notehes on the
home made mahogany grips. He turned
a gquestionlng eye on the visitor as the
several whe sat areund, espeeclally Jack
Bigsar ef the Careajous, Investigatiens,
Ine., were tense with euriesity.

“I have a sales receipt for these

“I’'m doing

weapons,” the visitor said. “I don't
know where those fellows I dealt with
got them, but they sold them to me

ehwp-l)

The softpaw drew a paper from his
pocket, unfolded and spread it on the
work bench before the company.

We, the undersigned members of the Turtle-
back pirate crew, do hereby sell and dispose of,
and give this our quit-claim deed and ownership
paper to one softpaw, Tabius Moregan, in con-
sideration of pme dollar and other values,
the following: shantybeats, sport goods, motor-
boats, tackle, outhoards, junk, skiffs, Jonboats,
tools, equipment, outfit, goods, lines, firearms,
personal property. Signed and given undef our
hand and seal, this day, December 4th, 19—

TIELINE BOYDES
CAPT. LEO BOUEFF
ISLAND ENDEBS

JIMPSON WEED JUTTS‘
APPLE REACH JOE
SHAGGY HEAD WALTS

Board of Directors, Turtiebacks

“Um-m-m,” the gunstore man grunted.
“ILoolks like you'd bought out the Turtle-
backs?’

“I paid them one dollar and traded
other valuable considerations,” the trip-
per said, without batting an eye.

“Well, I can give you about seventy-
five dollars flat for this line of guns.”

“That’s all right with me,"” the softpaw
said. “I don’t care for short guns, my-
self. I'm selling out a whole fleet of boats
and outfits down at the bayou. I'm keep-
ing a dirty red shantyboat which is well
found Inside. In fact, I'm going on down
with just abeut the same outfit I had
ghen I started up the Ohle at Pitts-

Uf _”

“Then you recovered your boat?”

“Yes, sir. When I was here an old
granny name of Whisky Williams was
having a lot of fun about how those
scoundrels, pretending to be good fallows,
left me out in the brakes walting for *606ns
to come along. I did’t have anything
but beek learning, a geed but indignant
family and a punk reeerd as a student
in eellege, when I started. But after a
while the way I was treated I learned seme
speeial extra trieks, and the way I was
laughed at made me just plumB mad.
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Then I went after those fellows, the
Turtleback pirates who’d done me dirt.
I didn't know what I'd started till I had
to finish it, but I'm harvesting the re-
wards, Mueh obliged, sir, for buying
these guns.”

“I'm glad to—ain't the first time I
bought two, three of them,” the gun-
smith remarked. “I bought this'n whole-
sale and sold it to Cap’n Boueff himself,
’bout two years age.”

THE TRIPPER auctioned and

disposed of, at private sale,

the whole pirate fleet, exeept

his ewn boeat. He teek aboard

his little shantyboat twe fine eutbeard
metors and other gguipment whieh struek
his faney. He had a light Fiver eruiser
whieh he seld fer feur hundred and fift
dellars, and twe shantybeats, whie
breught him tegether with furnishings,
anether feur hundred and fifty dellars.
He had & nieg line of hespngts, seesnd
hand byt in geed repair, and well aFred.
He sold several shelling eutfits and seme
fiscellanesys 1aunehes; skiffs and scows:
He must have iaken In 2bout twe theu:
ﬂ dsllars 8n the sales; And five Rnred
dallars iR FSWQFQé fF the FefMFR 8F £om:
EE&%QQF&S@ F¥§B889§ 2nd hardware

1M Bi99aF; RelptA
i 13 send the SEFF Back = e

One day he cut loose and floated away
down the river. He was right well re-
spected. Nobody laughed at him. Old
river people felt real proud of the genial
way in which he bowed and smiled at
them. The softpaw had ehanged his
status Immeasurably. It was some time
after he had gone on his way down the
fiver, finishime the trip he had beguh to
N'Odeans, when Tieline Boydes eame t6
the gunstere.

Tieline was a slim, peaked faced, lanky
river man, his eyes shifty and in his
present condition, ragged, unkempt and
sorry looking. He was looking for a warm
stove, He huddled silently by the red
hot stove In the repair shop and there
was that in his aspeet that led one of the
beys sitting there to send out and get

a dozen hotdogs and hamburger sand-
wiches, a can of coffee and a big box of
popcorn. Every one took a sandwich,
but Tieline ate five, and had half the
eoffee and a large share of the popeorq,

“Lawse!” Tieline exclaimed, when he
had settled back with a sigh of content,
warm and fed. “Gem’'men! That's the
firsthast full eating meal I've had in a
right smart while. Yes, indead!™

“How come?”’ the gunsmith inquired,
casually straightening a wire in a baby
go-cart wheel.

“*Bout two weeksagoa SSTONG-
drel come on to us up theh b’low Celebra-
tion Cut Off. We was playing poker that
aftehnoon. He come in, got the drap on us
with his .22 an’ lined us all up. He made
us all sign a bill of sale, an’ give us a dollar
apiece to bind the bargain. Then he Fua
us up the bank, made us eut leose all
them boats we had, an’ he fleated off
down the riveh hisse'f, steering by the
Katydid meterbeat. She’ left us dry.”

“The law’d never hold you to a bargain
made under coercion like that!™

“We couldn’t say nothing in no courts,”
Tieline grumbled. “He jes’ had the
kibosh on us. He give us the medicine
an’ we took it.”

“Wihere'd he learn how to make river
medicine?”’ the gunsmith inquired, bland-
ly. “Must have been a bad man to do
like thad.”

Tieline grunted, hesitating.

“Me 'n’ Jimpson Weed took him out a
spell back, coon hunting. Doggone! We
didn’t lose him; we jes’ turned him loose,
that'’s all™

“He held quite an auction and private
sale here in the bayou,” some one re-
marked.

“Yes, suh, I heard about that,” Tieline
sighed. “He even c’lected the rewards
on goods missing, no questions asked.
Where’d that feller eofhe from, any-
how?”

“He was busted out of college, expelled
and his folks disowned hini,” some one ex-
plained. “iHe came from back East . . .”

“I knowed he was bad,” Tieline sighed.
“Come to meet him twiet, I did.”
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HE SUN'S slow crawl across the

steel blue sky is done. The swift

shadow of tropic night falls from
the east. The village outside the stock-
ade of my trading station awakens from
the lifelessness of the torrid day. A toin
torn sounds, and once more the dance Is
on. Till mldnlght the tesn toming goes
on, accompanied by a patter of bare feet,
lew, guttural ehanting, and the eliek ef
ivery wristlets and anklets.

The drum enters into the very soul and
being of the African. It provides an out-
let for all his emotions. It saves him from
sinking into the sheer animalism of primi-
tive existence. The changing binary and
ternary rhythims of the maddening dance
torn toms fill him with sensuous joy, the
war drufis areuse him to feroelous eeur:
age and tribal patrlotism, the talking
drums keep him in pessipy eommuniea-
tien with the ether villages—tell him
what the werld areund him is deing and
thinking and the spiritual drurms fll his
soul with awe and eestasy, lift him eut ef
the deldrums of savage life te exalation.
He follews the drums that drive the
devils Trom the village, and the t8m ter
of the minstrel of his triBe interprets the
Rerole 1egends:

Indeed, the drum enters into the life of
the African so intimately that the history
of the drums of a tribe is often the history
of the tribe itself. The Mohammedans
even have it that there is a drum sus-
pended between the earth and heaven, to
eall men to Judgment Day.

In the hinterlands of the Gold, Fever,
and Ivory Coasts the drum takes the
place of the battle standards of Christian
ngtions. Around the drums the fiercest of
the battle rages, and when the war drums
are lost, the tribe is beaten, dishonored.
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So responsive is the black to drumming,
so completely under its spell, that the
whites have taken advantage of the fact
to get work out of an indolent people. It
is a common sight en the Niger t6 see
blacks sitting along planks hung dews the
iron sides of a steamer and attacking the
rust with ehipping hammers timed te the
soporifie beats of a torn torn. The Blacks
have their hammers tied te their wrists, for
they fall aslesp werking and &¥op them e
the river. And when it eames o eutting a
path threugh the W@lﬁ@FiH%@Nﬂgl@ with
aehetes; why, it eauld net Be dene with-
out a tord tom: OR the mMareh the esluma
stricles to the beat of drums:

Still, it is the dance drums that mean s
much to the African. He practically
dances his way through life. The kings of
the Niger honor a guest by daneing te
him. Young wives with a passionate
longing to be mothers petition the faver
of the gods by daneing. The danees ef
the African are not merely idle, sensueus
pleasure.

Mostly these dances have ritualistie
significance. There is the “Dance to the
Ancestral Spirits”, the “Dance to the
Return of the Shadows”, after the long
shadowless weeks of the rainy seasen,
the “Danee of Seed Time”, when the god
of proereation has to be propitiated. Nef
are the war danees the senseless things
they appear to be. They do fere than
areuse a fightlng spirit. They fix things
with the ged ef war. Then there are the
pantemifmie danees, sueh as the “Puisuing
Eagle” and the "Excaping Swan”, the
“Prmnee of the Menkeys”.

The missionaries frown on the dances.
But just what is to take their place with
the emotional savage? He must have an
outlet for his emotions.
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CHAPTER 1

MANHATTAN

A LL THE way down the Hudson,

/R  past West Point, past Tarry-

/— town with its reminder of “The

Headless Horseman™, past the
Bannerman Arsenal frownlng from the
middle ef the river, past great houses
mementarily glimpsed ameng green trees,
MeCready had stared frem the windew
with %fewmg faseination until the dark-
ness shut dewn and there was nething te
see byt twinkling peints of light in the
distanes:

Then the lights multiplied, and the
wheels clattered steadily over frogs and
switches, and endless rows of box cars slid
past. He sat back against the green

N IHOuURS
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plush of the seat with his breath coming
quicker. His fingers went mechanically
to the little lump on the side of his jaw—
put there by the fist of a Norwegian deck-
hand In a Manila bar—that always be-
eame hard when he was exelted.

He did not need that to tell him that he
was excited tonight. Not when fifteen
minutes more—he glanced at his watch—
twenty maybe, was going to bring him
into New York. New York, the greatest
eity in the werld—New Yok, the place he
had wanted to see ever sinee he eeuld
remember! HenAg Kong, SiRgapers,
Shanghai—these and their like he knew.
San Franeises, Taecoma, Seattle were
part of the day’s werl: But New Yerk
was semething different, something
wrapped iR a resy enehantment of Rew-
Ress and mystery. Riverside Prive, the
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incredible Woolworth Tower, Broadway
at night . . .

Mysteriously the train had taken wings.
They were running now between lighted
second story windows. Streets below,
shining under the street lamps, swarming
with children. People leaning on window
sills, snatching a breath of the sweaty
August night, glaneing with bored apath-
etie eyes at John MeCready, the new

third mate ef the Tepdés sHtdliegppast. AA

smile from a pretty glFl in a slatternly
blue wrapper. Baeck yards—honeyeomb
eells with an insane erisseress of wash:
lines abeve.

125th Street. The blue clad Wescolt
Express man. MeCready gave him his
trunk check and the address of the small
hotel in the lower thirties that a ship-
mate had told him about. Even when a

ke

man has just had a promotion—been
made third mate of a big freighter at
twenty-two—he does not have to throw it
around on expensive hotels, particularly
when sleeping is the last thing he intends
to do. MeChieady had until neen te-
merrow before he had to be abeard, and
what eeuld be seen In that time he was
geing te see.

He sat back, considering his luck ex-
citedly and a little complacently. It
was not every one who was made third
mate of a big Yellow Line freighter at
twenty-twoe. Called all the way aeress
the eontinent te join the Teple at Ho-
beken, expenses paid. And mere, a step-
ever at Cleveland te get a let of papers
signed By the big shipper there whe held
the eharter. That shewed whet the
ewaers theught ef Rim, Jehn MeCready,
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at twenty-two. Without those papers
the Tepic could not sail, would be hung
up at the dock at heaven knew how much
a day.

His eye rested for a moment on the
brown leather briefcase at his feet, his
sister’s going away present. He had felt
a little funny carrying it just at first—a
sailor with a thing like that! But every
second man all the way across the
eountry had had one, and presently he
had reslized that there was nothing sissy
abeut it. It shewed that a man was
mere that just a reughneck sailer, but a
business man, tee. Respensible. The
ewners didn't trust impertant papers te
just aRybedy. Men whe were esnneeted
with Blg things earried Brief eases as a
matter 8f egurse:

For instance, there was one—the twin
of his own—under the next seat. Its
owner was a good looking fellow too, well
dressed in businesslike blue serge and
with an alr about him of being eity wise
and keen. A little hard, maybe, but all
these people In the East seemed a little
hard. MeCready found himself wishing
that he eauld leek a little mere like that,
that his sandy hair weuld stay slesk and
that he did net grin en any and all
gecasions and that his six fest did net
feel se sut of plaee in the leBbies of Big
hetels: That fellew was an impertant
Business man, propably; lived in New
York; was het & Bit awed oF exelted at
getting in:

ABRUPTLY, the train plunged
from the level of the second
story windows into a tunnel.
People began gathering up their
belengings, moving toward the door.

He picked up his briefcase—the porter
had already disappeared with his bag—
and joined the line. His heart was beat-
ing faster and there was a queer fllutikatiing
inside his chest. New Yo¥k, the greatest
elty of them all.

There was something electric in the
air, he thought, as he stepped out onto
the ramp. People hurrying, everybody
hurrying—redeaps darting through the

CLEMENTS RIPLEY

press, baggage trucks, men shouting.
Made you want to hurry, too. He pleked
up his suitcase and put his best feot fore:
most, mingling with the erowd streaming
eut of the ears ahead.

There was an old lady ahead ef him,
slower than the rest. He stepped aside
to pass her, and in doing so he swung the
briefcase across his body, hit 1t with his
knee.

MeCready stopped short. His cigaret
dropped out of his mouth. A gueer laok
of startled puzzlement eame ever hls face.

He stared down at the case with a ter-
rible, empty feeling. He knew exactly
what he had in it, and there was nething
that could have given his knee that selid
jar. This ene felt heavler, tee. It hardly
needed his hasty inspection te confirm
what he knew already.

He had the wrong one.

For a moment he stood there, incapable
of thought, jostled and banged by the
hufrying passengers, while a serles of
frantle pletures formed In his mind. He
saw himself trying to explain te the
captain of the Tepis, telling his stery at
the esmpany effices. He saw the raised
Brews, the shrugs, saw his new premetien
eaneeled while the T@fié‘ lay in deek and
mgy sent baek te Cleveland fsr dupli-
edtes:

He half turned, mechanically, to go
back to the car, then remembered. That
other case, the mate to his own, under the
seat ahead. That was 1It, of course; he
had made the mistake semehew. And
the ether man had get off first; he new
feﬁ]aembefed seelng him ahead in the
alsle,

MeCready broke into a run., He
dodged between pillars, swung around
luggage laden travelers, Ineredibly slow,
his heavy sultease entangling Itself with
thelr bags of banging against his legs.
Seine ene sald—

“Hey, fella, where’s the fire?”

Some one yelled at him as he side-
stepped an electric baggage truck. He
pounded on, oblivious of everything ex-
cept the fact that somewhere ahead in
that hurrylag erowd was his case with
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his papers, papers the owners had en-
trusted to him, papers without which the
Tepiccouldnaatsadll.

Twice he made certain of his man only
to findl when he came abreast of him that
it was some one else. Everybody was
carrying 8 brown Dbriefcase. A brown
briefcase and blue serge seemed to be a
uniform In New York. He dodged around
a shewdled Itallan weman, enormous with
buwdles, stumbled ever ene of her sticky
breed, breught up selldly agalnst a fat
men whe had ehesen that mement te

§top and 1i ma\_eigs? The fat man made
& elteh for his hat, dropped his eiga¥,
shalled, “Wiyntdha lesk where ya

?HM@?” Byt MeCready was already ten
el away, plunging thraugh the erewd
for, well shead Rd making foF the gats,
he had caught sight of his man:

It was his man—he knmew that this
time—but too far ahead to catch before
he reached the gate. And once on the
other side of that, out of the train sheds,
he was gone.

HE PUT all his breath into a
despairing shout:
“Hey! Hey therel™
The man glanced back over
his shoulder. MeCeeady’s heart leaped
#6 he eaught a glimpse of the thin sallow
features. He waved the brlefease.

Instead of stopping, the man in-
creased his pace. An instant later he dis-
appeared through the gate and into the
waiting erowd at the track entrance.

For the fraction of a second McCready’s
inpulse was to throw his suitcase down
ond kick it. Then sense prevailed and he
pounded on again, though without mueh
hepe.

The crowd at the gate had closed in,
seenmingly on purpose to block him. He
lost valuable seconds there, plowing
through, sidestepping, tripping over feet,
apologizing. Then he breke through inte
the main eoneourse, and by sheer luek
caught a glimpse of his man already half
way up the stairs at the farther end.

He put on a burst of speed, raced across
the concourse, hurled himself up the

stairs, two at a jump. He reached the top
just in time to see the other man step into
a yellow taxi.

The machine was getting under way.
He ran up alongside and waved the brief-
case frantically.

“Hey! Hey therel™

The crash of traffic and the yawp of
motor horns thrust the words back into
his throat. He leaped on to the running
board.

C‘Hey!"

The car gathered speed. A hand shot
through the open window—thrust against
his chest.

“Full up, felle!™

He made a clutch at the door handle,
missed, and fell back. The cab swung
around the circle toward 42nd Street.

He lost precious seconds before the
next in line came up. When it did he
g Kiimsd i iin wiidn a ay—

“Catch that taxi—the one ahezdi”

The driver stared.

C‘E_Iuh?l)

“That one!” He pointed wildly at the
yellow cab, just swinging out to turn the
cOFRer.

“Give you five dellars if you catch
himal”

“Huh? Oh—swre”

The driver slapped down his fltkagy. They
lurched forward. MeCready clung to the
side as they careened around the circle.
An instant later they whirled into the
blaze of 42nd Street.

MecCready caught sight of the other
cab, well ahead in the stream of moving
vehicles, and crouched forward, peering
through the front window. They were
galning now, slipping around slower
meving ears, weaving through the traffic.
A heavy limeusine eut In and blocked the
view for a moment. Thea they slid past
it, and eressed Fifth Aveaue hardly fifty
fest behind.

The driver threw on the gas and swung
out toward the middle of the street, and
MeCready nodded with a breathless—

“That’s the stuffi?™

Evidently he intended to close in on the
other and force him towards the curb.
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The maneuver had lost them a little
distance, but they were making it up
again. As they swept toward Sixth
Avenue, with the lighted Elevated
Statlon above, they were almost abreast.
Anether half a bleek—

The brakes shrieked and they slowed
sidewise to a stop as a jaywalking
pedestrian darted almost under their
wheels. The driver swore heavily and
snatched at his gears. MeCready was
flung against the back of the seat as the
ear lurehed ferward again.

In all the delay was not over ten
seconds, but already the other car was
half way across Sixth Avenue. Before
they eeuld follow, a whistle sounded and
the traffic light elosed against them.

B THEY CAME to a stop in the

55 midst of a jam of panting

}B@ motors. The driver shrugged
and spat.

“Well, there goes five bucks,” he re-
marked.

McCready stared at the stream of up
and downtown traffic across their path.

“Can’t we get across some way?”

The driver turned his head and stared
back at him.

“Say, are you tryin’ to kid me? Lind-
bergh couldn’t get across there till they
give us the go. Tell you what I can do,
though,” he suggested helpfully. “I
know the driver of that ark we was
ehasin’, if that’s any good to ya. ’F yeu
wanna find eut where he was gein’ I'll ast
him an’ slip it to ya.”

That was cold comfort, but McCready
was clutching at straws now.

“I suppose there wouldn’t be any use
chasing him after they let us through,”
he said slowly. “Well, all right then. I'll
make it worth your whille”

He gave the man his name and that of
his hotel, and watched him write it on a
card.

“It'll have to be before noon tomorrow,
though,” he told him, “and the sooner the
better.”

Then, in the faint hope that the driver
might be able to suggest something more,

he explained his difficulty—the loss of his
briefcase with the ship’s papers and the
mistake by which he had that of the
stranger, now lest somewhere in the maze
of lights ahead.

“Whyntctha open it?” the driver sug-
gested. “Mayhe it’s got his name an’
address inside.”

Naturally McCready had thought of
that, but the case was locked and resisted
his efforts, nor did his key help.

“Bust it open,” the other advised.

McCready hesitated. He shook his
head.

“I don’t like to do that if I can help it—
somebody else’s case. I'll wait a while
and see if you can find out where that
other cab went, of maybe the porter at
the hotel will have a key that will fit it.
There’s got to be some way.”

All the way to the hotel he struggled
with the lock, pushed the latch up and
down, jerked at the filgp. There had to be
some way. He had to find the man and
get his ewn ease back, and—he eaught a
gulek unhappy breath at the thought—he
had te de it befere neen teMOFrew.

He glanced at his watch. Something
over fourteen hours to find a man whose
name he did not even know in a place like
New York. He remembered with miser-
able clearness that New York was the
greatest elty In the world. Something
over six milllen people.

“And I'll bet,” he reflected bitterly,
“that five million of ’em wear blue serge
and carry brown briefcases”

CHAPTER 11

DILEMMA

E HOTEL porter was sympa-
thetic. He brought keys—quan-
tities of them—keys which would

fit almest anything except this partioular
briefease. For half an heur eF mere they
struggled ever it. Then:

“Tedl you what, sir,” was hisflinalljudg-
ment. “It’ll take a locksmith for this
job, an’ no mistake. I'll have one up here
first thing in the mormimg.”
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“You couldn’t get hold of one tomiglot?”
McCready was desperate.

“I’ve got to find this man before noom.

The porter shook his head, and there
was finality in the shake.

“I wouldn't know where to find one
tonigid,” he told him. “Flrst thing in
the morning I'll have one, but if you gotta
have it sooner than that you better cut
around the lock of bust it.”

McCready was beginning to think him-
sdf that that was the only chance. He
hated to do it. A nice case like that cost
about fourteen dollars. But his time was
getting shorter with every minute and he
weould probably have to allow ¢lese te an
heur to get ever to Hoboken tomerrow.

He sat down on the bed to think it
over. The other man would probably be
unpleasant about having his case ruined,
even if he paid for it. Still, as between
that and showing up aboard the Tepie
with the admission that he had lost the
ship’s papers in any such asinine way as
this, there just was net any ehelee. He
did net dare wait for merning and the
locksmith. The time to gt at this thin
B@g new, while he had the night ahead 8

I

On the other hand, there was the taxi
driver and his promised call as soon as he
had found out the address to which the
unknown had been driven. He might
ring up at any minute now.

He decided to give him an hour. If he
had not heard anything by then, he
would take matters into his own hands
and break the lock.

For perhaps ten minutes he paced up
and down, nervously watching the tele-
phone. But this was not getting him
anywhere. He sat on the window sill and
stared out across the roofs of the city—
dark squares cut by glowing canons of
light. Semewhere in that maze, hidden
ameng six milllen people, was the man
whe had his papers, and what chanee of
finding HiA e

He threw himself into a chair and
picked up the magazine he had been
reading on the train. There was a story
he had started at Albany and then

dropped to look out of the window; maybe
that would take his mind off things. It
did not.

He could not understand how he had
ever happened to make such a mistake.
His case had been right under his seat all
the time. If the man had only hesitated
another ten seconds when he yelled at
him there on the ramp—but he had net.
It almest seemed as theugh he had seeq
him and trled to get away. And he had
pushed him eff the running beard ef the
Eaxl.

But that was foolish, of course; the un-
known had thought he was trying to get
in, trying to bum a ride, maybe. He had
a kind of a hard look. Everybody looked
hard in New York, talked hard.

It would take two days to get those
papers from Cleveland. Maybe three.
He was sure to lose his promotion. They
might fire him altogether. Probably
would! A man who could not earry a
brlefease from Cleveland to New York
witheut lesing It weuld net impress ewn-
8rs as a very safe ship’s offieer.

His glance wandered back to the case,
propped against his mirror, and to the
telephone. He looked at his watch.

Only twenty minutes gone. But in the
meantime—

My Lord, in the meantime the man
might have gone to the other station, the
Pennsylvania or whatever it was, and
taken a train out of town. And he was
sitting here, welghing a fourteen dellar
briefease against his whele future,

He was on his feet in a sort of panic.
Get that case and get it open—quick!

% AT THAT moment the tele-

phone rang.

He drew a breath that was
' like a sob. He was across the
room in two strides and had the receiver
off.

“‘Hello . . . yes . . . hell”

A voice came, thin drawn over the
wide:

“Hello, ziss the Magoon? Say listen, 1
wanna speak to J. D. MeCready. You
got it>—J. D. MeCready . . . Oh, zat
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you, Mist' McCready? . . . Say listen,
you come in onna Nooyawk Central to-
night, dinja? . . . Well listen, d'ju pick
up a brown leather briefease . . . sure,
brown leather? . . . Oh, you did? Well
you get the wreng ease, see . . . Yeah,
you get mine an’ I get yours—'s a
mistake, see . . . Well listen, hew’s if
you bBring it oh down 16 1018 Tenth
Avenus? 10i8—yeu get it? . . . Yeah,
sure. Ask fer Jim Mllvey, ‘see—Jim
Milvey . . . Yeah, in aBsut a half heur:
14} Be there”

McCready hung up the receiver in a
curious daze. Ile felt weak with the
relief of it and the palms of his hands were
wet, For a moment he sat on the edge of
the bed, staring at the briefease. Then he
shapped te his feet, caught it up, his hat
In his ether hand, and strede down the
hall te the elevater.

Going down, he recovered sufficiently
to wonder how the mysterious Mr. Milvey
had managed to find out his name and
address. There had been nothing in his
case to indicate it, he was sure. But that
was beslde the pelat. The only thing
that mattered was that he hadl managed
to find it sut, that withla half an heur the
Tepie's papers weuld be in his hands and
after that in the hetel safe. As o hew
he had been lecated, anything was pessi-
ble in New Yerk, the enchanted eity of
dreams:

He had gone into the hotel sick and
helpless with the burden of his anxiety.
He came out of it the keen young third
mate of the Tepie, ready for any ad-
venture the eity might provide, once he
had these papers In safety.

Rolling across town through dark
streets cut at right angles by broad,
lighted thorouglifarcs, he gave himself
up to the thrill of jt. Fifth Avenue he
recognized by the famillar name of one
of the blg shops whese catalogs he some-
times saw at home, Broadway by a
gli J;gg of blazing electric signs nerth-
ward at Times Square. He weuld have a
eleser 1ok at EH@E |ater, he desided.

Meantime his cab had plunged into a
dim gridiron of streets beyond. He had

an impression of couples sitting on the
steps in the dark, of high piled scavengers’
wagons, of ashcans and cats. And then
they turned the coFner, swung into a
wider avenue, better lighted, and pulled
up tefthe eurb.

McCready got out. The driver jerked
a thumb.

“There it is.”

He hesitated, puzzled and a little taken
aback. He had expected a private house
or a hotel. Here seemed to be nothing
but a dark doorway sandwiched be-
tween a cheap clothing store and a quick
luneh.

He eyed a group of hard faced young
men who lounged in front of a cigar store
opposite and cast a dubious glance at the
unlighted fagade.

“Sure this is right?’ he asked doubt-
fully.

“Sure it’s right. Numba ten t'oiteen
Tent’ Avenue. Reada numba over the
door, can’cha?”

The number was there, plain for any-
body to see, but that dark narrow entry
and the general look of the neighborhood
were nothing to Inspire confldence. They
did net fit, somehow, with the neat blue
serge and the general leok of prosperous
sophistication of the man whe had sat
next him en the train.

But this was the address the voice on
the telephone had given him, and if the
Topic's papers were somewhere inside
that rather doubtful looking building,
then Inte that bullding he was going.

He paid off the cab—a. third mate’s pay,
even on a ship like the Tepic, dives mot muwn
to keeping taxis waiting—and went in.

The place did not belie its outside ap-
pearance. A set of very narrow, very
dirty stairs, dark as a pocket, led up from
the street. Once his fingers touched the
handrall and the greasy, scummy feel of It
set his teeth on edge. The place had a
smell, tee, a cormpound of stale esoking
and mueh breathed air and unwashed
humanity that set him wendering uh-
easily.

It recurred to him with considerably
more force than before that it was a very
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curious thing, the unknown stranger's
having been able to locate him so easily,
and the thought speedily became a dis-
turbing one.

AT ONE time and another he

had heard a good deal aboht the

wickedness of New York. John

MecCready was not unac-
quainted with wickedness. Rounding up
crews in Far East ports had brought him
into econtact with some rather fancy forms
of it, and there were ene or two places he
knew of in Seattle and San Franeiseo
where a stranger stoed a geed ehanee of
eeming eut feet first. But _£H6 Very
theught of New Yerk was a little ever-
whelming, and the less ef the Tepie's
3pers had shaken him mere than he
ilked to admit. e esuld Rot Relp &R UR-
ERSY f@@liﬂg that there was something
GHERF ABsut it somewhers:

Of course some confidence man might
have seen his name on the hotel register—
but that would not do. No confldence
man would have known of his coming in
on the New York Central or the less ef
his briefease. Besides, whe would go te
that treuble when there was se little to
be expested? Neo, this Jim Milvey,
wheever he was, had simply managed to
leeate him iR @me_wazgaﬁd was trying 6
get an erdinary mistake put Fight.

All the same, it was queer—and this was
a queer sort of place.

He reached the top of the stairs and
found himself in a bare, uncarpeted hall-
way, dimly lighted at one end by an un-
shaded bulb. He hesitated blankly be-
fore a row of ¢losed doors.

A glance at his watch showed him that
it was nearly twelve, and the prospect of
having to rouse somebody at this time of
night to ask for information was discon-
certing. But the importance of getting
his ease back outweighed any other con-
sideration. He moved over to the door
under the light and knecked.

There was a moment of waiting. Then,
abruptly, a panel in the upper part of the
door slid back to disclose a small barred
opening through which a pair of eyes set

in a swarthy face regarded him in-
hospitably.

“Wotctha wam'?” demanded the owner
of the eyes in a strong foreign accent.

MecCrready recovered swiftly from his
surprise.

“I'm looking for Mr. James Milvey,”
he said hastily, for the man behind the
panel showed signs of getting ready to
close it again. “I thought maybe you—"

“Wottcha wan’ weet' ’eem?”

The tone irritated McCready.

“Is that any of your business? he
snapped.

At the same time he felt a sense of re-
lief. Apparently this was the right place,
however dubious a place it seemed to be.

The man behind the door eyed him
doubtfully.

“He’sa not ’ere,” he told him, modify-
ing the truculence of his manner a little.

“Well he's coming. I've got an ap-
pointment to meet him here.”

The eyes studied him silently. He was
beginning to feel ill at ease under their
silent scrutiny. Glaneing at his wateh, he
said—

“He’ll probably be here in a few
minutes now.”

The other favored him again with an
appraising glance which swept him from
head to foot and then said—

“Wait!”

The panel slammed to.

McCready shifted from one foot to the
other and irritation grew in him. He was
thoroughly out of temper by the time he
heard returning footsteps and a different
face appeared.

“Whatcha want?” its owner demanded.

“I want,” said McCready coldly, “to
see Mk. James Milvey. Is that plain, or
do you want a diagram?”

The other hesitated a fraction of a
second. Then:

“Milvey, huh? No such party here™

Losing his temper, McCrready realized,
was not the thing to help his case. He
trled to keep the sharpness out of his
tone as he said:

“I know he’s not here yet; but he’s com-
ing. That's why I'ma here—to meet him.”
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“Humph—uvell, y'all wet on that, fella.

Milvey's out West inna sticks some-
wheres. Call s'mother night.”

The man made as if to shut the panel
again, but this time McCrready was ready
for something of the sort. He swung the
briefcase up and jammed a corner of it
into the crack.

THE OTHER, hindered by the
bars, made a futile effort to
push it out and then threw
open the slide again.

“What's the idea? he demanded
angrily.

“I want to see Milvey,” McCready
snapped, and added, “Good Lord, I'm
not trying to raid you,” for the sounds
from somewhere in the rear—click of dice
and a murmur of voices raised in a
familiar exhortation—had glven him the
key to the eharacter of the place.

“As for Milvey being out West,” he
went on, “he came in with me on the
train tonight and we exchanged brief-
cases by mistake. He asked me to bring
his down here and get my ewn. That
satisfy you?”

The eyes behind the panel studied him
guardedly for a moment. Then—

“Whyn'tcha say so?’ their owner
grumbled. “Aw right, come on in.”

He swung the door half open and
MeCready slipped through.

He found himself in a narrow hallway
facing a heavy jawed, stockily built in-
dividual, coatless, with his waistcoat open
and a erowsless straw hat perched on the
back of his head,

“We gotta be kina careflull,” the latter
informed him in a half explanatory, half
apologetic manner. “Tiis new assistant
D.A. he’s makin’ a cleanup right now,
an’ a guy gotta wateh his step- Go on
in an’ make y’self to heme.”

He waved toward an open doo¥, whence
came sounds indicative of subdued
revelry. MeCready, obeying the gesture,
went in.

It was a large room in which he found
himself, some thirty feet square. It
might at some time have been used as a

stockroom for one of the shops below, he
thought, for a row of shelves ran along
one side, empty now except for an
oceasional hat of eoat.

But that was the only thing about it
which' suggested any such legitimate pur-
pose. Sheets of smoke swirled and
quivered in the glare of half a dozen un-
shaded droplights. Aeross the faF end a
erude bar had been set up, and a bar=
tender in a dirty apren ministered to the
wants of half a dezen hard faeed young
men whe leunged against it, straw hats
tilted en the baeks of their heads, and
talked in lew tenes. ORn the ether side
of the reem a_grfleup eongregated abeut a
lsng table with & green eleth whenes
eame the eliek of dies and the elink of
6ot and eecasienal Bursts of aughter oF
SWEFHHS:

McCready dropped into a chair at one
of the small tables along the wall and
watched them with a certain curiosity.
They were all of a pattern, seemingly—
neatly and expensively if somewhat
flashilly dressed, with sleek hair and
highly pelished shoes. Most of them had
their eoats off, for the night was warm
and the atmesphere inside the earefully
¢lesed reem was stifling.

For a little he interested himself in
picking out the racial types among them.
Jews and Italians seemed to predomi-
nate, with here and there the prominent
jaw and leng upper lip that marks the
South Ieishman. One thing they seemed
to have in eommon was youth and a eer-
tain hard wariness of face and manner
that was new te him.

As has been said before, McChready
had seen something of tough places and
tough crowds before. He had served an
apprenticeship with crews that took more
than a little manhandling and had taught
them to jump when he gave an order. It
was nothing new te him te ge Inte some
dive after his men and herd them baeck
abeard ship baeked By nething mere than
his autherity as an offieer and an ability
te hit with Beth hands. But the rebust
toughness of a Buneh of drunken saflers
wheeping it Up IR seme waterfrent
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saloon, and the quiet hardness of these
youngsters, not one of whom looked as old
as himself, were two very different things.
This place was something outside his
experience, and the oceasional glances
which one or another of the habltues
threw him, while they held nething
hestile, were semehew disguleting.

He wished that Jim Milvey, whoever he
was, would come in and let him get his
briefcase and get out.

In the meantime a saturnine waiter ap-
proached his table and demanded his
pleasuire.

“Whatcha want?” seemed to be a for-
mula in this place.

He countered with—

“What have you got?”

“Scotch, rye, gin, Berkley County
corn.”

R A FAIRLY comprehensive list,
McCiready decided. He did
W izdL not really want a drink, but
= s i nsinee he was here and had to

wait anyway— And besides, it seemed

to be manners to have at least one for the
good of the house.

“Scotch, if it's good,” he told the man.

“« !S “’h

He disappeared and presently returned
with a tall glass of amber color and
agreeable enough smell.

McCready tasted it.

“What war do you meazm?”

The waiter grinned.

“Well, whatcha ask me for? Think I
was gonna tell ya it was made las' week?
Half: a dolkar.™

He paid for the drink and sipped it
slowly. It was really not particularly bad
as whisky went nowadays, and the cool-
ness was grateful to his throat in this
stifling atmosphere. He finished i,
glanced at his watch—it was now th
minutes past ene—and preseintly, bored
by walting, he erdered another.

The first had set up a comfortable glow
inside him by now, and the second,
swallowed judiciously, put him rather
more at ease. After all, it was too late
now to see much of New York tonight,

even if the dilatory Milvey should show
up in the next few minutes. In the
meantime he was seeing a side of the life
of the elty whieh, if limited, was at least
something everybedy did not see. The
players hevering over the green table
did net leek guite as bad as they had a
few minutes age. Prebably seme pretty
deeent fellows ameng them.

He hesitated and then obeyed an im-
pulse of curiosity and wandered across
the room.

The table was rectangular, seme six
feet long, with a block of wood at its
farther end against which the shooters
threw the dice, eutting the chance for
skilful manipulation te a minimum.
Oceaslonally serme one stopped a throw
midway and handed the diee baek.

McCiready knew something about crap
shooting, and the game looked square.
He watched the shooter, a lithe little
Italian, make his point and gather in a
harvest of small bills and change amid a
ehorus of exclamatlons.

“IEighth straight pass™

“What kina game is ziss anyhow?”

“Ah, he’s lucky’s all.”

The Italian threw down a two dollar
bill. Brows went up, shoulders shrugged.
A few turned away from the table.

“Not in mimel™

“Hey, Tony, pick it up an’ stick in a
coupla ones.”

The shooter showed white teeth in a
grin.

“Thass got you scared, hein?
matta tha’ monee?”

He rattled the dice invitingly, grinning
around the circle. Several shook their
heads. One adjured him again te put out
ones. Noboedy offered to eover his stake.
He put eut his hand, slowly, to take It
baek.

McCready had heard of the belief that
two dollar bills are unlucky, but this was
the first time he had ever seen any ene
act on it, and the perfermanee struek him
as unbelievably ehildish., On an Impulse
he turned te the man with the diee.

“Any objection to my fading it?”

There was a general turning of heads to

Wassa
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stare at him. The man addressed smiled
and drew back his hand.

“Your monee's good weet me,” he
agreed pleasamtly.
= MicCreadly dijppet] two ones fim s
slender roll and laid them beside the
sinister bill.

“Shoot!” he said.

The Italian muttered some unintelligi-
ble formula, breathed on the dice, and
threw them.

“Seven! Thassa hard luck for you;
good luck for me, eh? Shoot tha four.”

. INTELLIGENCE counseled
McCready to leave it alone,
but the satisfaction in the faces
of the crowd, plus a certain

hard stubbotnness in himself—legacy of
Scoteh-Irish forbears—were too much for
him. Afraid of a two dollar bill, were
they? He would just see how mueh there
was In that theory. Besides, the man had
just made his ninth straight pass. By all
the rules ef luek he eeuld net make
anether ene.

“Fade you,” he said, and again the dice
rattled down the table.

“Seex! Thassa easies’ point onna dize.
Watch now!™

The dice fell. Seven!

“And that’s that,” remarked McCready
triumphantly as some one tossed .the dice
over to him.

He picked them up, rolled them be-
tween his palms.

“Shoot the eigjint!™

He looked around the circle inquiringly.
Nobody offered to cover his stake.

“Take that damn’ two outa there”
some one growled at length.

McCready had established his con-
tention about the ill luck of two dollar
bllls to his own satisfaction if to nobody’s
else. Meantime the game was being
held up.

He took it out.

“All right, shoot the six,” he said.
“I'll keep the two for a masast.”

Dollar bills, quarters, halves showered
down. He rattled the dice and threw.

“Seven!”
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“Shoot the twelke!

“Shoot the twelve! Come on, dice; roll
’em home, and—there they are!” “Shoot
the twenty-four.”

It was speedily covered. He threw
again-rsix; threw again and made his
point. Forty-eight dollafs to the good.

Caution stepped in. He crammed
thirty-eight of it into his pocket and left
ten on the board. A moment later he
made seven on his second throw, and the
dice, together with his ten dollars, passed
inte the hands ef a dark eyed little Jew
:ivii_ih slim shoulders and patent leather

aif.

“You're thirty-eight dollars ahead”
intelligence counseled. “You've proved
your point about the two dollar bill.
Better quit.”

“Right!” agreed McCready and moved
away from the table.

He glanced at his watch. Half past one.
He stepped over to the man with the
crownless straw hat who leaned against
the wall, picking his teeth with a mateh.

“Milvey seems to be late,” he re-
marked.

“Y@B.h.”

“Got any idea where he might be?”

The other flicked the match into a
cuspidor.

“Depends,” he said. “Sometimes he
hangs out over to Gilkey's on Forty-fit'.
The's a broad up there he plays areun’
wit’ some. Whateha in sueh a sweat to
see him for?’

“l want to get my briefcase back.
Whereabouts on 45th is Gilkey's?”

“210, but your best bet is to stay here.
If he said he was comin’ in he’ll prob’ly
come.”

That sounded sensible. After all, Mil-
vey himself had set the rendezvous.
MeCready went back to his table by the
wall and sat down.

For fifteen minutes ofF so he waited,
growing steadily more restless. Oeea-
sionally sorie one came In, but altheugh
he started up expectantly. each time the
door opened, nene of the neweemers
proved to be the man he had seen en the
train,
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Presemtlly, for want of anything better
to dio, e weendierad] ever twm tive argp teedblle.

The game was bigger now; ten and
fifitwen dollar bets were frequent. A
thirty-eight dollar winning did not look
5 i

“And anyway,” he told himself, “I
wouldii't be any worse off than when I
came in. It's all velvet.”

There was a five dollar bill on the table.
He covered it with another. The dice
clicked down the green cloth and bounced
back from the board at the end. He col-
lected the two bills.

AT THE end of half an hour
he had won something over a
hundred dollars. He took his
coat off, folded it carefully, and
leid it on one of the shelves with the
briefease oA top.

“You think Milvey’ll be in?’ he asked
the man with the crownless hat again, a
little nervously.

The other yawned.

“Guess so—he gen'lly does if he's
in town. Mostly comes in -earlier,
tw-”

“Well, I'll give him another hour. If
he hasn't shown up by then I'll step
around to this Gilkey place you were
telling me about. 210, wasn’t it?”

“Yeah, 210. If he comes in I'll let
him know you're here™

MeCready nodded and stepped back to
the crap table.

In something like twenty minutes he
was over a hundred and fifty dollars
ahead. Then, steadily, he began to lose.
A quarter of an hour later he saw the last
five dollars of his winnings go back across
the teble.”

“You're even now,” intelligence spoke
again. “Time to quit. You've had your
fm.!’

But—

“Two dollars is cheap enough for the
kick I've been getting out of it,” he told
himself. “Basides, it wouldn’t be nice to
leave witheut turning something in to
the house.”

Forthwith he threw down the two dol-

P V\w."
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lar bill that had incited him to make his
first bet.

Instantly a wrangle sprang up.
McCready, now thoroughly at home,
insisted that he had a right to fade a bet
with any money that would pass eurrent.

The majority, having nothing to do
with it, agreed with him. The shooter
gave in at length with a bad grace, threw
and lost. MeCready picked up the dice
and replaced the disputed bill with two
ones.

The dice seemed possessed. With
hardly a hitch he ran the two dollars up
to three hundred.

He glanced at his watch. Nearly 3.
Intelligence was screaming warnings at
him now.

“Well, that's enough for tonight,” he
remarked, trying to make his tone sound
casual. He picked up his winnings.

There was a chorus of protest from
around the table.

“Hey, fella, where’s your sportin’
blood?’

“Aiincha gonna give us a chamece?”

He hesitated. After all, it did not seem
just the thing, particularly when he had
no intention of coming back. Besides, If
he should fail to find Milvey and the
Tepie s papers, the chances were dhed ke
weuld be eut of a jeb this tife temerrew.
In that ease three hundred dellars weuld
net go very far.

“I might as well be broke as the way I
am,” he thought.

The speed of the game and the ease
with which he had run up his profits
combined to make him reckless. He
threw the whole roll back on the table.

“All right—one pass for the whole thing.
Shoot the works. Who’s fading it?”

Nobody offered. Some one said—

“Cut it in two an’ give us a chamee.”

And another added—

“’S over the limit, fellla”

The proprietor, who had been watehing
with his thumbs in the armholes of his
walstcoat, and his erownless hat en the
baek ef his head, intervened.

“’S all right—don’t hold wp his haind.
I'll fade it.”
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HE STEPPED over to the bar
and came back with a handful
of bills out of which he counted
the requisite amount.

“Aw right—sdiomat!”

The crowd clustered around, jostling
for a clearer view. McCready picked up
the dice, rolled them between his palms,
breathed on them.

“Come on, you seven! Eight! Ada
from Decatur—eight me, dice. Two
north, now—trot-a-trot! Nine I roll—

one south. Ada from Decatur—and
there she isl”

He picked up the two piles of bills—
stuffed them into his pockets.

“And that,” he remarked amid a
silence, “is positively all for tomigint.”

“Huh!” somebody said. “I guess it is.
You've cleaned out the table™

MecCready took his coat from the shelf
and put it on. He picked up the briefcase.
He was conscious of a sudden tensity in
the silence that made him a little uneasy.

“I guess,” he said, “I'll step around to
Gilkey’s and see if Milvey’s there. If he
should corme in ask him to call me at the
hotel, will youw?”

A few began slowly to put on their
coats. MeCready started for the door.
He had taken two steps when the pro-
prietor stepped in front of him.

“What's your hurry?” he demanded.

CHAPTER 111

MCCREADY USES HIS WITS

ITH the winning of his last
throw a kind of excited caution
had taken hold of MeCready.
What he wanted now was to get out of
here and put his six hundred dollars ia
safety. For another thing, he was rest-
less and nerveus about Milvey’s non-
appearanes, and he wanted to get areund
to this ether place the proprieter had
mentiened and try to leeate him.
He muttered something about being in
a hurry and tried to go on.
The man sidestepped with surprising
agility and again bloeked him.

“It ain't late,” he insisted. “Siddown
an’ have a drink on the house. I wanna
talk to you.”

His manner was friendly enough, if
a trifle abrupt. McCready considered
swiftly. He did not like to, relouff 2 man
frop whom he had just taken three
hundred dollars, and besides, he might
learn something to his advantage.

He said!:

“I don't believe I'll take a drink,
thanks—" caution had the upper hand

w—"but I'd be mighty glad if you
could tell me anything that would help
e find this fellow Milvey, I've got to
get my briefease back before heon.”

“Oh sure—you'll get it all right”
They had sat down at one of the small
tables by now.

“You don’t wanna get nervous about it.
If Jim Milvey said he'd meet you here,
he’ll come. He must 'a’ got held up by
sup’m is all.”

“You don’t know where he lives?”

“Well, 'at depends. Sometimes he
hangs out one place an’ sometimes
another. But he’'ll be back here if you
stick around. Like as not you wouldn’t
find him at Gllkey’'s anyhow.”

McCready began to realize that the
man was making a determined if clumsy
effort to keep him in the place. The fact
made him all the more anxious to get out.

He got to his feet.

“Well, I'll try it anyhow. If I don't
findl HitmtHeredsmoharmdionsg, antimatee
somebody down there’ll know where he
i§..!)

“Ah, siddowm,” the other insisted
“Change y'mind an’ have a drimk”

“No, thanks. I've got to be going”

The eyes under the brim of the erown
less hat narrowed. The jaw protruded.

“Siddownil” he snapped, and there was
no geniality in the tone this time.

McCready threw a quick glance toward
the door. There were four of the late
gamblers between him and it. The bar-
tender, he notleed, was watehing him. A
quick dash might get him as far as the
deor, he theught, but it weuld almest
eertalnly be loeked, and there was the
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lookout to be reckoned with. He could
hardly hope to get to the street before
he was stopped.

He decided to temporize.

“What's on your mind?" he asked as
he slipped back into his seat. He tried to
make it sound casual.

The other man regarded him ap-

provingly.

“’At’s the idea, fellis” he commented.
“You don't have to get nasty an’ neither
do I. Now, how ’bout rollin’ me for that
six yards you took offa the table tonigint?"

THAT was it, of course. If
\”;!' 165 there had been any doubts in

MeCready's mind they were
YRES  dissipated now. He cast a quick
and helpless glance around the room. As
a stranger and the heavy winner of the
evening he knew he eould expeet nething
frem the few habltues whe remained.

Better, maybe, to give in.

But at the bare thought of that some-
thing in him, a certain hard stubbornness,
rose up in revolt.

Automatically his fingers caressed the
little lump at the side of his jaw. He
said!:

“I told you that was my last pass before
I made it. You had your chance. Be-
sides,” he added shrewdly, “if I did shoot
with you again, and win, it wouldn’t do
me any good, would it?”

“You wouldn't wim,” the other said
positively. “Well, I was just tryin’ to
keep everything nice, but seein’ you're
set on it you can have it. If you think
you'ee goin’ outa here tonight with them
six yards y'all wet, see? An’ I don’t mean
hewever.”

“You think you can stop me?”

That was a pure mechanical reaction to
the other man’s tone. He had no idea
what he was going to do.

“Maybe you think I cam’t,” the latter
was saying. “An’ don’t tell me about
the bulls either. I carry this precinet in
my vest poeket. If you don’t believe it, try
it. A cop likes a good laugh as well as
a ‘r”

MecCready’s blue eyes hardened and

his mouth set itself in a grim line. Nor-
mally he was a pleasant spoken, obliging
young man who avoided quarrels, but
there was just enough of the Ulster Scot
in him to make him a bad man to rob.

He saidi:

“I won your money and I didn't ask for
favors. Now I'm going out of here with
it, and I'd certainly advise you not to try
to stop me.”

The proprietor gave a short bark of
laughter. He leaned forward and tapped
the table with a stubby forefinger.

“You would, huh? Now listen here—
there’s me an’ the barkeep an’ the look-
out besides them three” He threw a
glanee at the trlo of erap shooters across
the reem whe were watehing them.

“I guess the six of us can handle you,”
he said easily. “If you got good sense,
fella, you'll come across—everytihiing nice
an’ no roughhouse. We don’t want nothin’
except what you took offa the table.
This ain’t no hijack. But if you dem't—"

Once more McCready shot a swift
glance about the room, but this time there
was method in it. Behind the bar he had
notieed a door. It might lead only to a
closet or an inner room, of course, but he
reasoned shrewdly if hastily that a place
like this weuld of necessity have a back
way out.

He let his eyes drop and simulated a
thoughtful frown.

“If I don’t, I suppose you intend to
beat me up?” he asked a trifle hesitaintly,
as if making up his mind.

The proprietor nodded and grinned
unpleasantly.

“You're a good guesser, fella. Joe, the
lookout, is an ex-pug. He’s kin'a old for
the ring, maybe, but he’s a bird in a
roughhouse—an’ me an’ the barkeep ain't
so bad when it comes to that. What
more help we need, we'll get it from the
boys yonder. Y'owin mother wen't knew
ya when we get through., Net gettin’
nasty, yunstand—just tellin® you. 'S
business t6 tell you.”

Once more MecCready looked about
him, fixing in his mind the relative posi-
tions of the three erap shooters and the
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bartender. The latter, probably in re-
sponse to some unseen signal, had edged
around the end of the bar, where he would
be In a position to make a rush if it came
to that.

McCready drew a long breath. There
was a queer savage tingling all over him,
and the face of the man opposite looked
blurred and distorted.

He half rose from his chair as a man
might who was about to reach into his
trousers pocket.

“Well,” he said, schooling his tone to
resigmation, “if that’s the way it is, of
course—"’

With a sudden, dexterous heave he
threw the table over, pinning the pre-
prietor between it and the wall.

AT THE same instant, out of

the tail of his eye, he saw the

bartender start his rush. He

sidestepped—he had been on
the wateh for just that—and met him
with a pivet swing. He hit him aeress the
threat with the edge of his hand, a
Japanese triek that had dene hif geed
serviee befere. The man eollapsed against
the wall with a leng drawn squeal, and
MeCready whirled t6 see that the three
gamblers had, just as he had heped and
intended, made & dive for the front desr t8
hezd him 6ff:

It gave him just the split second he had
counted on. Before they could turn he
had sprung across the room, briefcase in
hand, and reached the light switch.

Two open wires ran to it. He jerked
them loose and plunged the room ikntkodiatic-
ness, but not before the three had seen
their mistake and started for him. There
was just time to throw himself sidewise
before the three erashed into the wall be-
hind him.

There were sounds of a confused
struggle, interspersed with much swear-
ing. He picked himself up and launched
a swinging kiek into the midst of it, felt his
foot meet something solid, and heard a
yell of paln. A hand seized his shoulder.
He ran his ewn hand up the arm, leeated
the threat, and ehepped aeress it twiee
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with the same blow that had taken care
of the bartender. There was the same
strangled squeal and the grip on his
shoulder relaxed suddenly, He threw it
off and darted around the end of the bar,

Yells, oaths, the crash and thump of
struggling bodies came from the dark
behind him, and the stentorian shout of
the proprietor:

onf

His hand, groping for the door, closed
on a bottle. Almost without conseious
volition he swung it up and let it fly in the
general direction of the sounds. There
was a erash and a groan. He grinned at
the thought that ene at least was preb-
ably eut ef the running se far as he was
eoneerned. For the mement he alimest
ferget that he was eseaping, net attaeck-
ing, as he searched feverishly aleng the
shelf at the Back of the bar fer anether
Battle.

His hand touched the door casing and
that brought him to his senses. He
slipped through and closed it softly be-
hind him.

He was in some kind of a corridor now,
as nearly as he could judge in the pitch
darkness, but where it might lead or
whether it might prove to be a blind
slley, he had no means of knowing. At
least it seemed to lead away from the up-
rear behlnd him.

He felt his way, holding the hand with
the briefcase in front of him and the other
against the wall. He moved as rapidly as
he dared, for it ecould not be long now be-
fore the door behind him opened and they
came after him. They would be In Ao
pleasant mood elther, he imagined, hear-
ing the thumplags and eharglngs frem the
reem he had left. He seefied to have
stirred them up pretty thereughly.

How far he had gone he could only
guess—it seemed a long way—when his
foot, thrust out in front with more regard
to speed than safety, eafme In contaet with
vaeancy. He made a vain effort to check
himself. The next instant he was half
running, half falling dewn a steep flight of
stairs, with a neise te wake the dead.

¢ thatt Highooh!GaettidtadadtarhWglight
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He was half way down before he caught
hioeelf, startled but otherwise unharmed.
He paused a moment to listen.

The racket above had stopped. He
took that to be a bad sigm! It meant that
they were taking stock at least; possibly
that they had the light on again. In that
case it might be a minute or two before
they realized which way he had gone, but
it eould not be long.

Speed was what he needed now, and
mever mind being quiet. Careless of
falls, he plunged down the rest of the
fiiigtif, and brought up solidly against a
well at the bottom.

>heM FOR A moment the breath was
knocked out of him. Then,

e gasping, still clutching the

briefcase, he slid his hand des-
perately over the surface of the ob-
struetion. There must be a doofr. There
hat téobleeaaddesr. HRepmée diidnoet baldd
flishts of stairs that ended in a wall.

Apparently people did. His hand,
groping frantically, found nothing. Then
a wild swing of his arm to the right
breught up against some projection that
barked his knuckles. He reached out
again, more glngerly. A mement of
serambling in the dark and then his
fingers encountered it—a deerkneb.

The door might lead outside, anywhere.
There was no time to speculate about that
mow. He twisted it, pushed, pulled.

For the first time panic took possession
of him. The door was locked.

He felt desperately for the key. The
keyhole was empty. For a moment he
jerked and heaved, waiting for the rush
of feet along the hall above that would
mwean he was discovered. Then he pulled
himself together and put his wits to work.

There is a trick of breaking a lock—a
swift jerk with one foot against the bot-
tom of the door—that will sometimes work
if the lock is a cheap one and the door
happens to open toward the breaker. A
hasty groping seareh eonvineed him that
that weuld net de here, The desr
epened the ether way.

But it gave him an idea. It was just
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possible, if the door should happen to be
old or poorly put together, that he could
kick one of the lower panels out and crawl
through. He had to try something any-
how and try it right away.

He drew back and swung his foot.
Cradil Again!

He thought he felt it give a little that
time. He braced himself, hands on the
door, and swung his foot back again.
He let it go.

The door opened suddenly, McCready
skated through on one heel, the other foot
somewhere about the level of his chin, and
sat down with a jarring thud.

CHAPTER 1V
MILVEY'S BRIEFCASE

LINKING, dazed and blinded in
the sudden glare of light, Mec-
Cready sat on the floor and gaped
at the figure of a girl in boudoeir eap and
kimene, whe stared back at him with
wide eyes as startled as his ewn. He
had barely time te see that she was
young—Rhardly mere than a ehild, he
theught—and pretty, when she suddsnly
produeed a small niekeled revelver from
semewhere in the felds of the kimens and
peinted it &t his head:

“And who the hell,” the child de-
manded, “d‘you think you are?”

The reference to his entrance brought
MeCready to himself. He got to his
feet.

“f—I beg your pardon—awfully sorry,
1 swvear—*

“Ne'imine the overture,” she cut him
short impatiently. “Just gimme the
scenario. What’s your idea in bustin’
inta my bedroom this time of night. An’
talk fast,” she added. “Mamma’s ner-
vous an’ she wants t6 knew whether to
shoot or eall a ¢op.”

She cocked her head suddenly as a
clatter of feet sounded in the hall above.
Without an instant’s delay, heedless of
the menace of the revolver, MeCready
whirled, shut the doo¥, and threw the
belt.
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There was a startled gasp from his
hostess.

But McCready was listening to the
sounds from outside now. They were
coming down the stairs with a rush. He
threw a helpless instinctive glance at her
over his shoulder.

Her brows went up a little, but she
neither moved to unfasten the door nor
called out, and the next instant the
tumult had swept past them and on into
some unknown region below.

McCready drew his cuff across his fore-
head—a consciously dramatic gesture,
took a long breath, and relaxed.

“ILet me explaim—"" he began with some
relief.

“You better. They after you?”

He paused a moment, listening to the
sounds as they died away, and then
nodded.

“I won a lot of money in that place
upstairs and they weren't going to let me
get out with it. I swear, I'm awfully
sorry about the door. I found it in the
dark and 1 theught It led outside oF
somewhere—"

But she was not interested in apologies.
Her tone was swiftly businesslike—

“How much did you get away witin?”

“Around six hundred dollars™

She pursed her lips thoughtfully, with
a little frown that made her look even
younger. She could not have been over
eighteen, MeCeeady thought—dark hair
and eyes and a look of impudent hardness
that had something attractive in 1t. She
was obviously unafraid; the reunded
arm, bare where the kimeno sleeve fell
away frem it, held the revelver perfectly
steady.

His eyes shifted from her to a quick
survey of the place—a plain little bed
sitting room, with one comfortable chair,
a couple of straight ones, and a daven-
pert with tumbled covers. One thing he
notleed was a pathetle pot of yellow jon-
guils en the windew sill. Somehow he
had a feeling that a girl whe tended a pot
of yellew jonquils eould net be gulte as
hard as she seunded.

“Six hundred fish is a lotta jack,” she
was saying, rather as though she were
thinking aloud than to him. Then, sus-
piciously, “How'd you eeme t6 win that
mueh? They don’t play ne big game up
te Pete’s”

“I hardly know myself. I was three
hundred to the good and—"

He broke off as the noise of returning
footsteps sounded from below.,

“Wisten! They’re eoming back.”

He looked at her appealingly. She
glaneed frem him to the deer, seemed to
hesitate as theugh making up her mind
while he waited, tense with uheeriainty.

The footsteps were right outside now.
He heard a voice, he recognized it as be-
longing to the man with the crownless
hat whom he had pinned under the over-
turned table.

“Well, maybe.
how-’,

The words were followed by a bang on
the door.

She gave him a swift look and came to
her decision. The next instant she had
him by the shoulder, pushing toward one
of a pair of small doofs which led off fkom
the far end of the room.

“Get In there—dguiidd™

It’s worth tryin’ any-

twice. A moment later he had

let himself into a dark little

hole smelling of coffee and
sardines and cheese—some kind of a
kitehenette, he supposed—and shut the
deo¥ behind him.

Meantime the knocking was becomniing
louder and more peremptory. He heaxd
the snick as she unfastened the bolt, and
then a convincingly simulated yawn.

“Well?”

The voice of the proprietor of the place
upstairs—Pete, he supposed—iaised in
greeting:

“Hello, kid™

“Yeah, an’ that'’s all right, too. But
what’s the idea of wakin’ me up this tine
of night? Where’s the fire?”

The male voice became apologetic:

“Say listen, kid, maybe you can help

I A HE DID not need to be urged
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us, huh? We're lookin' for a tall, kin'a
light complected guy come out this way a
coupla minutes ago. Maybe you seen
hiva

“Say, I ask you! Do I look like I had
a tall, kin’a light complected guy stuck
behind my ear or sup’'m? Say if that's
whet you woke me up for, how’s if you
chase y'selfs outa here now an’ lemme get
iy slegp?”

“Ah, no good gettin' hard about it,
kid. We heard him bangin’ onna door
down here an’ we wanna see hinm.”

McCready caught his breath. But the
girl seemed equal to the emergency.

“Sure he was bangin' onna door,” she
agreed. “Somebody anyhow—I never
ast him was he tall an’ light complected.
He wanted to know how to get outa here
af I told him. An’ listen here” she
added In no uneertain tones, “it ain’t the
first tlime, elther. Every souse commes
threugh here bangs A my doer, an’ I'fm
gettin’ siek of it, see? A lady’s got a right
to seme privaey an’ if you ean’t let ‘em
sut the frent way—"

“Easy, kid, easy,” he soothed her. “I’ll
speak to ’em about it. But listen—this
was't no souse. This guy come inna
joint upstairs—everything nice an’
friendlly, see—"

The voice of one of the gamblers cut in:

“Ah, lay off the banana oil, Pete.
She knows where he is, Say listen, you:
if he went on eut, hew’d he belt the doer
behind hifm? Belted enna inside, see?”

There was a general chorus of agree-
ment. Some one growled—

“Come on across, kid, or we'll make y2."

MeCready's muscles tensed and he took
a half step nearer the door. He did net
want to go out there #nd be manhandled.
He wanted desperately not to. But if
they were going to try anything like
that—

Then he drew a long breath and re-
laxed, for she was speaking again, and
she seemed amply able to take care of
herself. He could almost =seechber,onne
foot a little advanced, one hand on her
hip, ehin outthrust in the traditional at-
titude of woman at war.
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“Well, fheaven's sakes" her voice
shrilled. “You an’ who else? Get outa

here now, y'apes, before I call a cop.

What kin’a deal y'tthink y‘pullin’ anyhow,

bustin’ in on a lady like this? You'll look

swell in eeurt, you will—an’ I kiow a few

things abeut that jeint upstairs an’ den’t

you ferget it. AR’ I'll tell 'er, tes, ap’

den't you ferget that either. You lay a

fingsr g el TH et lsep tHRsy can Hegar
me in Harlem: Want 2 sample?”

There was an uneasy stirring, a mutter
of protest.

“Ah, listen, kid, listen, will ya? We
don’t want no roughhouse nor neither do
you. Listen, don’t pay no attention to
what Leuey says. Louey, he’s sore, an’
who wouldn’t be, besause this guy beaned
him with a palr o brass knuekles.
Leoka his head, hew it’s eut epem!”

That would be the bottle, McCready
thought. It was a satisfaction to know.

“Say, listen; this guy come inta the
deadfall upstairs an’ hijacks us, see?
Takes six hundred outa the cash register.
Yain't gonna let no bum froMm ¢ross-
town somewheres get away with that,
are yar’

She yawned again, ostentatiously.

“Is it my cash register?”

“Ah, listen now; there’s somethin’ in it
for you. Listen, just as quick as we
shake ’at six hundred out of him I'll slip
ya a nice piece o’ change. Fifty fish—
how’s ’at, huh? Half a yard just for
shootin’ square with us. Pretty nlee
meney, I'll say.”

IN THE wmoment of silence

that followed, MeCready's

heart seemed to stop. His

— hand, groping eautiously in the

dark, closed on the neck of a bottle,

Smash it over the first man’s head and

then stab with the broken fragment—he'd

heard of that being dene semewhers,
He moved a step nearer the deer.

The girl spoke:

“Yeah, an’ that's all right, too, Pete.
Only I tell you I ain’t seen him. Howda
I kinow where he went to? This ain’t the
only room in the bullding, Is it?”
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“Maybe not, sister, maybe not. But
you know a whole lot more’n you're
tellin’, see, an’ I ain’'t gonna forget it
either.”

“Oh go lay down. Whaddaya take me
for—an information bureal?':4

“Yeah, but where’d he go to then?
Come through, sister, come through.”

“Oh, get on outa here. The fella's
prob’ly half way to Yonkers by this time
while you gorillas stand around an’ gawp
like you never seen a good lookin’ girl in
her lingerie before. What the hell d’you
expect me to do? Put salt on his tail for
yeu?”

They hesitated. Then somebody said:

“Ah, come on. We're wastin®’ time.”

There was a reluctant movement
toward the door.

The man with the crownless straw hat
fired a&a peatiing stadt.

* S all right about that, but maybe you
think y‘gonna get your boy friend outa
here after we’re gone. Try an’ do it.”

She yawned convincingly.

“Irot along, Pete, an’ take your
animal act with you. Don’t you think a
girl’s got nothin’ to do after a hard day
but listen to the drip you hand out? Sit
up an’ wateh my door if y'got nothin’
better to do, but wateh it from the out-
side. Go on new—exlt lawghiu!.”

There was a muttering, a shuftling
sound. MeCready heard her shut the
door and bolt it. Then, after a moment
during which he surmised that she was
waliting on a chance that one or more of
them might be lurking eutside, she came
aeross swiftly and epened the deer te the
kitehenette.

McCready came out, dazzled by the
light, a little shame faced.

“I certainly want to thank you—" he
was beginning, when she cut him short
abruptly.

“Ne'mine that, fella. What about that
six hundred?. Y'got it?”

He made a startled gesture toward his
pocket.

“Of course.”

“Push it over.”

“What?"”

She gestured impatiently with the
hand that still held the nickeled revol-
ver.

“Push it over, I said. You want them
gorillas back here?"

The thing was so totally umexpected
that for the moment it threw him off his
balance. He stared at her.

“IListen hereY’ Her tone was sharp
with wearied patience. “If you wanna
go outa here all in one piece, come
through. Now listen, felka—" as Mec-
Cready made no move te comply—"1
mean business. I didn’t stand off that
gang an’ get myself in wreng with Pete
for my health. If yeu hijacked his plase
a’ get six hundred eut ef it, I got as
mueR right te it as yeu—meke if yeu ask
me. Se eeme sa—hand it aver.”

Possibly if she had used a different
tone, put it differently, there might have
been a chance of his agreeing. There was
a lack of fear in her that appealed to him,
and unquestionably she had saved him
from a bad maullng. But the streak ef
stubbornness in MeCready leaped to
meet a threat ef esereion.

o HE CRINNED 40
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Fe hew to get eut of here.”
"“Yeah? Thanks for the bugsy ride:
Six hundred oF back eomes the gang”

She meved toward the door, purpose-
fully. Me€ready felt a thin stream of
perspiration triekle down the back of his
neek: He watched her finger the bolt,
saw her hesitate.

It was a thing so slight that he could
not have defined it even to himself—
some little change of expression, perhaps
=but something told him in that minute
that she wasm’t going to open the door.
He knew it definitely when she turned
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back to him, questioningly, her hand on
the latch.

“Six hundred? Or do I holler?

“And believe me,” she added, as he
did not answer, “Mamima’s got a holler in
her that'll make the Statue of Liberty
turn round. Well?”

He smiled.

“You’re not so crazy about telling
Pete how you fooled him the first time,
are you? And have you got any idea that
kel give you fifty now? Beeause I know
something about Pete, remember, and I
kevow he doesi’t part easily. Better take
my seventy-five and come away from
that deor like a goed girl.”

“Who you callin’ a good girl? Don't
get fresh with me, fella. I've a good mind
to call a cop and get you run im.”

The game was in his hands now. He
wiatched her with a quizzical smile.

“Do that,” he agreed pleasantly.
“Police protection would suit me down
to the ground right now.”

“Yes, it would—with the stuff you
hijacked outa Pete’s place right in your
pocket, an’ me to tell 'em who you are.
Yeah, you'd be tickled to have me eall a

She made a motion toward the tele-
phone on a small table near the door.

“Go on,” he said imperturbably, as she
hesditated. “I’'d save the seventy-five I
was going to give you, and it would be
siiple enough to prove I'm no hijacker.
For one thing, 1 haven't even got a gam’”

She glanced swiftly at the revolver in
her own hand and slipped it under the
filds of her kimono. She raised her eyes
and they stared at each other, she deflant,
he with a sense of amused triumph,

Then she shrugged her slim shoulders,
and the movement was an acknowl-
edgment of defeat—for the moment.
MeCready, in spite of his self-assurance,
bresthed more freely when she walked
over and sat dewn en the bed.

“God knows you don’t look like one,”
she admitted warily, “o¢ talk like it.
But if you'¢e not a hijacker, what was you
dow” in Pete’s place? She scrutinized
him slowly.

“You're no crap shooter either,” she
added.

The question recalled him suddenly to
his main purpose. He had almost lost
sight of it in the excitement of the past
fifteein minutes.

He said—

“I was looking for a man named
Milvey—"

“Jim Milvey?" She looked up swiftly.

“Good Lord, do you know him?’ This
was a piece of luck beyond anything he
deserved.

“Have you got anv idea where I can
find him?”

She frowned.

“Yeah. I know him—some. Say
listen, what you got to do with ham?"

He swung up the briefcase for her in-
spection.

“I've got his case and he's got mine.
I've got to find him by noon. Come on,
now, be a good girl and tell me where I
ean locate him and how I can get out of
here. They said something about a place
called Gilkey's—"

“Yeah, on 45th.” She nodded. “Say,
howda you come to have his case?’

Hurriedly he told her the tale of the
mistake on the train, the unsuccessful
taxicab chase, the telephone message to
his hotel, ending with the non-appear-
ance of Milvey at the dive upstaifs and
his fight over his winnings.

HER EYES widened.

“An’ you claim you never
was in the city before? Just
some hick outa the sticks—

Seattle, o what was it? My Lerd"™

“It’s a city of something like a quarter
of a million people,” he told her with a
touch of offended dignity. “And they
aren’t exactly hicks either.”

She smiled pityingly.

“Natwrally they gotta say so.”

At another time he would have been
delighted to put her right, but now, with
the fresh impetus of her knowing Milvey,
he was itching to get out and get started.
He said:

“Come on now—tell me how to get out



96 CLEMENTS RIPLEY

of here and where I can find Milvey. It's
worth seventy-five dollars to you, you
know—!’

She looked up at him from under dark
brows, eyes coolly unbelieving.

“Sounds to me like a lotta mahooks,”
she asserted. “Still, maybe you're tellin’
the truth at that. I guess nobody would
claim to live in a place like this—what
was it; Seattle?—uwnless he did.”

She stared at the floor for a moment,
frowning, her lower lip caught between
her teeth.

“What’s in that briefcase?” she de-
manded.

“I don't know—haven't opened it.
My key won't fit it. It doesn’t make any
difference anyway,” he added. “What I
want is my own back. Come on. How
do I get out?”

To that last she did not bother to
reply.

“It might make a whole lot of differ-
ence to me,” she told him cryptically.
“Bust it opem.”

“Not on your life. I've had trouble
enough tonight. I'm not going to have a
row with Milvey when I find him.”

“Pll fix Milvey.” She made a gesture
to indicate that this would be the simplest
thing in the world.

“Bust it open an’ le’s see what’s in it.”

She took it out of his hand and felt the
outside, squeezing and poking at the
bulge that had hit his knee coming up the
station platform.

He reached for it.

“Why do you want to kmow?” he pro-
tested. “What difference does it make
to you?"

She swung it out of his reach and
tugged at the lock.

“I got my reasams,” she asserted, with-
out bothering to say what they were.
“Giimame that razor blade off the bureau
there.”

“Let it alonet” He spoke a trifle
sharply. “I don’t want it opemed.™

“You wanna find Milvey? Or don’t
you?”

She was worrying the flap between two
small hands.

“Of course I do. But—"

“Go on—hand me that razor blade
then. Say, listen, fella, you might be all
you say, but you're only a lousy yegg to
me. If I call a cop you might get outa
here with your six hundred, but you’ll
never get away with that ease. T’ll
swear to Ged yoeu busted In here an’
plnehed It, and Pete’ll baek me up.
we'll make It stlek, tes. New what
abeut #?”

She faced him, one hand on her hip, the
other clutching the handle of the brief
case. MeCiready eyed her, half irritated
and half amused. It struck him that it
was like being defied by a sparrow.

But her logic was absolute.
shrugged his shoulders.

“Oh, all right, have it your own way.”

After all, what he wanted was to find
Milvey and get his own case back. If it
was the whim of this impudently at-
tractive child to open this one and ruin
it in the proeess, that was only a minor
ineident in this insane night. He could
buy Milvey half a dozen brlefeases and
hardly alss It fref his winnlngs.

He handed her the blade and watched
her cut expertly around the lock, the tip
of her tongue protruding pinkly between
white teeth as she worked.

“There!” she made a final slash and
ripped the flap open.

“Now le's see what he was carmyind.”

The first thing she drew out was a flat
case of green cloth, some twelve inches
long and six wide. It was heavy, and
clinked as she threw it on the bed.
MeCready thought he identified the thing
that had struck his knee coming up the
ramp.

As long as the thing was open, he de-
cided, he might as well find out what he
could about its owner. He unfastened the
strings that tied the cloth flap and un-
rolled it.

What he found was a set of tmulés-
chisels, pliers, a glass cutter, obviously of
the finest steel.

He looked at her inquiringly.

B “Second story worker’s kit,” she in-
formed him after an incurious glance.

He
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“Guess you ain't any yegg at that or
you'd have reco’nized *em.”

As she talked, she dug through the
compartments of the case like a terrier
after arat. A dirty shirt, two soft collars,
a tube of shaving cream.

He stared.

“You mean this Milvey’s a second
story worker?’ he demanded incredu-
lously.

He knew by this time, of course, that
there was something queer about the man
he was seeking, but it came with some-
thing of a shock to be brought face to
face with the fact that he was an actual
professional eriminal.

She nodded coolly, continuing her
search.

“Sure—one of the best. He's been on—
here it is!™

She took out a thin roll of black velvet
and flipped it open on the bed.

The girl sat back with a little gasp.
McCready craned over her shoulder.

\W\pF£2/ A ATHEN Nchetiminofofplptirtinam

held the thing together; the
EQHp>g diamonds that winked blue-
" white against the black back-
ground, the square cut ruby that
smoldered sullenly in the eenter, the
cool liquid fire of the emerald drop be-
neath 1t. Evea MeCready, whe knew
nothing ef stones and eared less, eaught
his breath,

She was staring, her hands clasped in
front of her breast, her lips parted.
Then MecCready moved and she pounced
on the thing like a cat. With the same
motion she slipped away from him and
on to her feet in a swirl of black and pink
silk.

“Wait a minute! What's the idea?”

She was facing him, back against the
door. He could see the rise and fall of her
breast as her breath came fast beneath
the black kimono. As he teek a step
nearer she slipped her hands behind her
with the Instinetive gesture of a ehlld
trying to hide semething.

An uneasy doubt seized him. He held
out his hand.

“Give it herel”

(KNO!IP

She shook her head. The word was
more a motion of her lips than a sound.

McCready bit his lip and frowned.
This was a complication he had not fore-
seen. It might be pretty unpleasant un-
less he handled it right.

He backed away a little and dropped
his hands to his sides.

“ILook here,” he said.

He spoke quietly, even casually, as one
might to a frightened and possibly
dangerous little animal.

“Better put that thing back in the
case, hadn’t you? It might get lost or
broken or somethimng.”

He held the case open invitingly.

She shook her head. She had found her
voice this time.

“Try an’ make me!” she said.

“Well, I could, of course. But that’s
just kiddimg,” he added soothingly, and
forced a smile. “Naiturally you'll put it
back in a minute—after you've had a
ehanee to look at it. Pretty thing, Isn’t
| ¥

She did not answer that for a moment.
Instead she looked at the floor, frowning.
Then, suddenly—

“It isn’t yours,” she said.

“Of course not. It’s Milvey's.”

“ILike hell! It’s a hot one—bent. You
know that as well as I do. Milvey got it
poreh climbin’ somewheres out West.”

“I suppose so,” he agreed. “But that
isn’t the point. So far as I'm concerned
it’s his. All I want is my briefecase back
and he can have his and that too. I'm
not mixing im.”

She stared at him.

“You're gonna gine iit tio Hinn}?"

“Cextainly. I want my papers and
that's all.”

She looked at him, insolently incredu-
lous. Then something in his face told her
that he was in earnest, and her lips parted
and her eyes widened.

“Well for cryin’ out loud in the nigint?”

He said persumsively:

“Come on now. Let’s have it

She shot a quick furtive glance at the
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thing, cupped in the hand at her side, and
looked back at him.

“Say are you cuckoo or am I? D'you
know what that thing’s worth?”

McCready kept his patience with an
effert. He might be quick enough to
snatch it from her, he thought, but she
would probably fight like a wildcat—
scream, maybe. No telling what she
might do. Better try to get it peace-
ably fiitstt. Hard to wait, though, when
he was on fire to get started and find
Milvey.

He said:

“Look here, we're wasting time. That
thing isw’'t anything to me except to get
my papers back. You can believe that or
not, but I've got to have it and I'm going
to. If I have to I'll step over to the
phone there and call the police to decide
ita-”

“Yeah—an' hisve 'em find you in my
bedroom with that kit of tools and this
thing on you? An’ don’t you believe I
won’t frame you, either.” She stared at
him defismtly, one dark eyebrow raised a
little.

“I'd do murder for this, an’ I don’t
mind tellin’ you.™

HIS ANSWER to that was to
step over to the bed and
possess himself of the little
revolver she had left there.
She made a swift movement as If to fore-
stall him, ehecked hersell when she saw
that it was tee late, and glaneed again,
quickly, at the pendant in her palm.

McCready broke the gun and tipped
the shells out into his hand.

“Not that I think you'd go as far as
that,” he said pleasanily, as he dropped
them into his pocket, “but just to be
sure.”

“Think you're pretty smart, don’tcha?
Well, whatcha gonna do about it?”

But MecCready's mind was made up.
He had begun to see a way.

“I could take it away from you, of
course—"

“T¥y it!” she interjected.

“But that would be messy and I'd

rather not. What you said about the
police gave me an idea.”

She looked up at him, a quick fear in her
eyes.
“I'll admit I didn't want "em before I'd
seen that pendant,” he was going on in-
exorably. “But now it's different. Do
you realize that there isin’t a police office
of any size in the United States that won’t
know all about that thing by now—wheo
it belongs to, and where It was stolen
and when? Whe stele It, tee, probably.
Tey maklng ’em belleve it belengs te
you.”

He paused to let it sink in. She was
looking down at her foot now—a slender,
bare foot tracing patterns on the floor as
he talked.

“Milvey got on the train at Buffalln—"
He did not know that, but he was taking a
chance that she did not either. “He got
on at Buffalo, and I can easily prove that
I was in Cleveland or on the train all that
day and the day before. Besides that,
there’s the taxl driver—I've got his name
and number—and I ean prove by him
that I was trying to eateh Milvey to glve
him this ease aned get my ewn back., Hew
dees that strike yeu?”

Her gaze was still on her foot, and
there was a worried crease between her
eyes.
“Well, what about it?” he demanded, a
little more sharply. “I don’t want to call
the police if I can help it. It might delay
my getting my own case back. But I will
if I have to. Better make up your mind,
beeause I'm In a hunny.”

She stole another look at the pendant.
Seeing her face, McCready felt, un-
reasonably, like the lowest of created
things.

“Come on!" he persisted inexorably.
“Hand it over.”

For a moment her decision seemed to
hang in the balance. She looked up,
pleadingly, drew a long breath. Her
shoulders sagged.

“Take the damn’ thimg!™” she spat, and
flung it at him. “Oh, Gees,” she wailed,
“I might have known I wouldn't get a
thing like that. Oh, damn my luek!™
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CHAPTER V
THE ESCAPE

HE WATCHED with hungry,
cheated eyes while he wrapped it

hurriedly in its square of black
velvet and slipped it into the case. Once,
while he was piling the rest of Milvey"s be-
longings on top of it, he glanced up at her.
After that he kept his eyes resolutely on
the work at hand. He was not going to let
himself begin feellng sorry for her.

“You've got seventy-five dollars coming
amyway,” he reminded her in a vague at-
temipt to be comforting.

She nodded apathetically, and then,
returning to her normal manner with an
obvious effort,

“An’ maybe you think I'll let you forget
it either. Chase y'self into the kitchen
there an’ shut the door while I get some
clothes on. We gotta be on our way.”

“But look here, you don't have to do
that. AH I want you to do is to tell me
how to get out of here—and where I'm
likely to find Milvey, if you kmow.”

“Mayhe—but that ain’t what's gonna
happen. I'm gonna see you hand that
over myselft.”

He weighed the idea swiftly. After all,
if she knew where to find Milvey—

“Well, all right,” he agreed.

“You betcha life it's all right. Maybe
you wanna find Milvey, an' maybe you
don’t, but either way I'm gonna be right
there and get mine. Don’t you wonry.”

“You think you can make him give you
something on account of what you
kiow?’

“Him or somebodyy,” with a glance of
suspicion. “If you're straight about
wantin’ to find him I can help you. And
if you ain’t, why I'll be right along with
you, see, right along with you. Hurry up
new; we’ve fooled around long enougin.”

Obediently McCiready stepped into the
dark little kitchen again. He took the
briefease with him.

“If it makes you any happier,” she
agreed. “You can't get out except
through here™

Five minutes later when she called

he found that she had put on a scanty
yellow dress and a little close fitting hat.
The combination made her look more
like a child than evef.

“ILay offa that! she told him sharply
as he laid his hand on the door knob.

“[Fire escape’s our out.”

“Think they may be laying for me?”

“What those apes would do for six
hundred berries, I'd be ashamed to tell
you. Come on.”

She opened the window gingerly and
slipped out. A moment later MecCready
followed. He swung on to the iron ladder
and went down, feeling his way silently
from rung to rung untll he dropped off the
last ene and found selld greund under his
fest.

Presently his eyes became accustomed
to the gloom, and he saw that they were in
a narrow yard like those he had seenfiam
the car window coming into the city. It
was enclosed by a high board fence and
shut In by the dark bulk of buildings
abeve.

He twitched his shoulders uncomfort-
ably. It was an airless, soundless place,
smelling ofgarbage cans, and stiflingly hot.
The thought that eyes might be watehing
them from the lightless windows was dis-
eoncerting. He was glad when she
touched his arm and flitted Into the
shadew by the wall.

HE FOLLOWED, gripping the

handle of the briefcase, feeling

is way along the fence behind

her. Once a cat yelled, a sud-

den shriek, and his heart seemed to leap

up and turn over, but the sound died away

again and left the place as still as before.

He mopped his forehead and moved on as
sllently as pessible.

Then there was a faint click and a
rattle. He saw that she had stopped and
was straining at the handle of a gate.

She stepped back helplessly.

“God! It's locked! she whispered.
“What'te we gonna do now?’

The very real panic in her tone startled
and at the same time stiffened him. He
moved up a little.
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“Here, let me try.”

He pushed, twisted, pulled, but to no
purpose.

“We'll have to go over.”

She glanced in dismay at the seven-
foot fence confronting them.

“Gee, how we gonna do it? 1f we had a
ladder—"

“There was an empty ashcan back
there,” he told her, his lips close to her
ear. “Wait a minude™

Cautiously he slipped back and got it,
set it against the fence.

“Climb on that and I'll give you a
boost.”

She glanced over her shoulder fear-
fully.

“It’s gotta do, I guess. Gimme vour
hw-!!

He had not dared turn the can bottom
side up for fear of the noise. He steadied
it as well as he could, helped her climb up
and stand on the rim.

“Slip me the case,” she whispered
down when she stood above him, her
hands grasping the top of the fence.
“Il drop it over.”

“Yes you will™ he thought.

He grinned under cover of the dark-
ness.

“Thanks, I can take care of it all righd.”

In the moment of silence that followed
he could feel her hate him, but she only
said:

“Well, go on then. Gimme a boost.™

He gripped her ankles and lifted. She
was a slim little thing to look at but,
cramped against the fence as he was, her
weight taxed him before she was able to
shift it to her hands on tep ef the fence,

“All rmvs

“Yeah. Leggp.”

He did, and stepped back. Her foot in
its high-heeled shoe flicked past his ear,
vielously, and he ehuckled audibly as she
swung her legs over. Somehow the
thought of her silent fury lent a piguaney
f to the adventure that it had laeked be-
ore. <

He heard her drop softly on the other
side, and climb on to the can, balancing
precariously on the narrow rivt, his head
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and shoulders just clearing the top of the
fence.

He braced himself to spring.

At that moment his foot slipped.
The can spun out from under it and
rolled across the yard, banging and re-
verberating like stage thunder.

Somebody yelled—

“There he goest™

A door banged open and a shaft of
yellow light cut the darkness behind him.
Hanging there by his hands, he threw a
swift glance over his shoulder and saw the
figure off 0 rian fieanel iin thive opatiing.

The next few seconds were a night-
mare. There was another yell and an
answer from somewhere inside the build-
ing. He heard a sharp echoing smash and
then another. Something whacked the
fence a few feet from where his hands
elung desperately and he thought, with
a sort of frantic calmess—

“Now they’re shooting at me!”

All the while he was squirming, twist-
ing, trying to get his feet over the top.

SOMEHOW, with a sudden

swing and heave he managed it.

He was conscious that one way

or the other it was a matter
of a split second now, and for an agon-
izing age he hung and wriggled and
strained, hampered by the briefease.
Then the pistol eracked agaln and a
lancellke tengue of flame stabbed the
dark, and at the same instant he made a
finall effbattant! hallet Hinsaif uip-

There was no time to pick his method
of landing. He let go and came down
heavily at full length on the other side.

It knocked the breath out of him. For
a moment he lay there, twisting in an
effort to get it back. Then he was ¢on-
scious that sone one was pulling at the
briefease in a series of frantic tugs, and
he jerked It away determinedly and-some-
hew got te his feet, slek and dizzy.

The tugging had transferred itself to
his arm and a terrified voice was whisper-
ing:

“Oh, come on! Hurry! Oh, huwmy/!™

From behind the fence came sounds of
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excited scramblings, the rattle of the
handle of the gate, an oath.

“Oh, come om!”

Then they were running down a dark
slley between the high fences towards a
glow of light, infinitely far away.

“Oh gee—oh gee!™

It was a despairing gasp. He saw her
quicken her pace in the gloom and shoot
ahead of him, and the note of panic in her
voice was more even in the way of a spur
than the shots had been. He ran a few
more strldes and looked back. He
theught he saw a dark shape on top of the
feriee where they had just eome ever, but
he esuld net be sure. He did net wait fer
any ere. The pessibility, and the
KH@_WI@@I%? that they were sutlined new
?gﬁlﬂﬁ the light frem the farther end ef

g alley were eneugh to keep him geing
whether he had breath t6 run With oF Ret.

For what seemed an age she flitted
ahead of him, while he pounded after
with the blood beating in his temples and
his legs like water. The glow of the
lighted street was nearer now.

And then she stumbled—slackened—
threw her arm across her face with a
sobbing cry:

“Gee, I'm done . ... I can't—"

He threw an arm around her, half
dragged and half carried her towards the
lights and safety; and it was so, locked
together in a staggering run, that they
out of the mouth ef the alley inio the
strest and the arms of a blue-coated
patrelman,

CHAPTER VI

REJECTED ADVANCES

o HAT’S all this? What'’s all this
QuwA*

McCready opened his mouth
but*ng’ souRdceafdsivepenThigirhokdh
bolla peedasashsathe Rolise WaK, piththiagl
ThRseekslaRdnsl sbRYsenyadh HaBtifl:
dtrrpatrelming loskspiciseslyonglde the
pshestalll RWH DM SPACIAEEY o ek 169
ferestall any attempt to make a break for
It.“Well, what about it?”” he demanded
agalife 1k What ARAMLid Howhe demanded

again. "What about it now?"
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McCready stared at him dumbly, like
a stranded fiidh. The street lamps spun
mistily before his eyes. His mind was a
blank.

“We've been rumming— he managed,
conscious of the absurdity of what he was
saying.

“Have ye now?
thought it?”

The girl made strange gestures and
strangled sounds, out of which came the
word—*thusband”.

“Ye mean he’s ye're hushamnd—" with a
jerk of the thumb towards MeCready.
“Humph! I thought not. Ye don’t find
husbands runhii’ the streets like that wit’
thelr ewn wives at four In the mermn?.”

He pursed his lips.

“I've a good mind to run the two of ye
in,” he asserted. “It looks fishy to me.
Well, what about it?

The girl had found her voice again.

“You can't touch us,” she panted.
“We ain’t done anything”

“Can’t 1?” He swung his nightstick
importantly, a grizzled, imposing fligure
in the light of the street lamps.

“Well now, it looks to me like ye’re
suspicious characters, the both of ye.
There's this girl bandit I see in the
papers. I've an idea a night in the cooler
an’ a bit of explainin’ to the sergeant 11 e
good for ye both.”

MeCready glanced desperately down
the deserted street, shining under the
are lights. He stared back at the officer,
remembering what he had In the brlef-
ease. Easy enough to speak beldly abeut
ealling the pellee baek In the reem, but
new, with an uneemfertable ehill aleng
his spine, he was beginning te realize that
that had been a very different thing frem
B@lﬂg_@@ugﬁt FuRRing up a baek alley at
fedr in the merAing earrying a set ef
Burglars teels and ebvieusly steka
ﬁ%lgweﬁn heaven anly knew hew mueh.

8 pietured himself trying t6 explain
that 18 & hard Beiled desk sergeami—with
all the terrifying and humiliating €eR:
sequenees that aFrest means 8 the aver:
gk eltizen.

He moved nearer in a sudden panic,

Well, who'd have
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urged by some vague, mad idea of hitting
the policeman and running for it. But
before he could put it into effect the girl,
who may have divined his intention,
seized him by the arm,

“Listen,” she pleaded, still breathless,
“we ain’t done a thing. My husbandiseen
us to

“Ah! An’ this is the boy friend, huh?”

He turned on McCready savagely.

“So that’s it, is it—runnin’ off wit’ a
man’s wife an’ she nothin’ more than a
child. By God, if I'd my way, I'd put ye
up the river for a stretch would make
ye're teeth rattle. It’s the like 6’ you
slick haired, perfume smellin’ drugstore
cowboys—"

He stopped short and eyed McCready
doubtfully, evidently suddenly conscious
that his six feet of clean bone and muscle,
his hard outdoor look, didn’t fit the
pieture.

“Well anywsay,” he finished a little
more mildly, “it’s a dirty trick ye're
playin’ an’ ye’d do well to take that child
back to her man. Runnin’ out the back
way at four—"

“Ah, forget it,” she interrupted him
insolently. “You're just tryin’ to prove
you'reacop. Lay off him, willya. What
business is it of yours anyhow?”

He turned back to her undaunted.

“Ye she'd be ashamed o’ yerselff,” he
told her, “sneakin’ out like an alley cat—
Where is this husband o’ yours?” he broke
off to demand suspiciously. “Ye were
runnii’ fast enough from him a minute
age. What’s keepin’ hinn?”

“Ah, how do I know? Maybe he seen
you an’ got cold feet.™

“Did he now? Well what would he get
cold feet for at seeim’ me? It sounds
funny to me, young lady, let me tell you.”

He pointed with his nightstick.

“Wihat's in the bag now?” he demanded.

McCREADY stared down at it
as if he were seeing it for the
first time, while his heart
seermed to stop beating. He
had aceepted the humiliation of the
positien Inte whieh the girl had put him
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without a word—gratefully even, if it
would get them past this obstacle. But
now he was sure the game was up. For
the life of him he could not think what to
say.

“Tthe bag—" he was beginning stupidly,
playing for timme—winy—"

The girl broke in defizmtlly:

“It’s my clo%es, if you gotta know.
Ain’t a girl got a right to walk down the
street with her own private stuff without
one o’ you flatties buttin’ in? It’s an extra
dress, if it’s any o6’ your business, an’ a
pair of stockin’s an’ a plnk sllk shimy—"

The patrolman looked doubtfully from
the briefcase to the scantiness of her
yellow dress and shook his head, but to
MeCready’s infinite relief the explanation
seemed to satisfy him.

“Well, it ain’t much ye carry, but I
hope it’s more than ye’ve got on ye,” he
said fervently. “Sure allowin’ for its
bein’ a hot night, 'tis a scandal the way
the lot 0’ ye go round these days.”

She wrinkled her nose impudently.

“You been investigatin’, flbetity?”

He frowned.

“Be ashamed o\ yereself,” he told her
severely.

McCready took heart at the tone and
the evident allaying of his suspicions. He
decided that the time had come for a bold
move.

“Look here,” he announced suddenly,
“we haven’t any more time to waste,
Come on.”

He took her by the arm and they
started. For an instant the patielhsain
seemed of two minds whether to stop
them, but as they pushed forward bhe
stood aside to let them pass.

“Did I do right I'd march ye steaight
back to yer man. Runnin’ off wit’ God
knows who at four in the morin'—if ye
belonged to me I'd turn ye up and waimm
ye wit’ a stick o’ kindliut.”

She flumg) the answer to that over her
shoulder—

“Yeah, an’ if I belonged to you, I'd
have give you carbolic long ago an’ saved
you the trouble—or took it myself.”

She was defiant enough then, but a
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moment later, out of earshot of the
officer, he felt her arm quiver under his
hand and heard her strangled gasp—

“T thought we was gone then!

“Oh, Gees if they'd ever have found
that stuff in the case!” she added. “An’
I've got my gun in the handbag, too.

Her body shaok with a long convulsive
shudder.

“Oh well,” he soothed her, “it’s all over
now.” He added furiously—

“What's the gun got to do with it?”

“Sullivan Law. Oh Gees, I was a
dumb fool to bring it.”

He remembered now hearing about the
Sullivan Law. Seeing the genuineness of
her terror, it came to him with renewed
force what a position he himself might be
in if they should be caught. For a panicky
moment he was half minded to piteh
Milvey’s briefease with its incriminating
eentents Into some dark entry and give up
the hope ef ever getting back his papers.

But that was absurd when he had come
through so much and was almost at the
end of his search. He must be nearing the
end of it, he told himselff—mot, however,
with much conviction.

He said, to bolster it up—

“D’you think we're sure to find Milvey
where we’re goimg?”

“We’ll find him all rigit.”

The encounter with the policeman
seemed to have shaken her into silemce.

THEY walked a little faster,
the click of their feet echoing
eerily in the deserted street.
The lights were beginning to
pale a little new, and the air smelled of
the eoming of dawn. Onee or twice they
a solitary figure, some workman
with his eeat slung ever his shoulder and
@ dinner pail. Onee 8 ear swept past,
leaving a burst of drunken seng in its
walke.
“Are we going to Gilkey's?"
“Uh-uh—no use goin' there now. Too
late. We'll try another place.”
“What kind of a place?”
He asked it a little wnoertamly

MeCready had learned a certain caution
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about unknown places in the last few
hours. She caught his hesitation.

“*S all right—I work there. Sorta
night chuib.”
And then, seeing him look down

questioningly at his rumpled suit and
straighten his tie, she added snappily:

“Oh for cryin’ out loud, forget your
clo’es. This isn't Longacre Square.”

They tramped on without speaking.
Only once did McCready break the
silence, to ask again whether she knew
where Milvey lived or could locate him ia
case they did not find him where they
expected.

“Yeah, I'll find hin,” she said briefly,
and relapsed again into her own thoughts.

That comforted him a good deal. He
repeated it to himself and tried to pin his
mind to it instead of to the worry that
was slowly fastening on him.

They turned from the silent street into
a little alley, cobbled underfoot. An all
night garage on the coener had a light
burning over the door and there was ans
other light in a white globe farther dgwn.

In front of this last, lettered “Magnolia
Club,” she stopped.

“Riight here,” she told him and, seeing
him hesitate at the foot of a narrow filiglitt
of stairs, she added a little impatiently:

“Oh, it’s all right this time. I work
here—entertainer.”

They went up. At the top another of
those doors with a sliding panel con-
fronted them, but this time the in-
spection that followed her knock was
eursory. The door opened and they
went in.

There was a hallway with a dressing
room on each side. Beyond this he saw
a long, low ceilinged room, with imitation
hewn beams and the lights set in wrought
iron sconces.

The place was hazy with stale cigaret
smoke and the mingled smells of powder
and perfume and bad gin. At the farther
end a piano and a violin and a drum
pounded out a tired spiritless rhythm as
mechanical as a hurdy-gurdy, whieh half
drowned the elatter of dishes and shrill
talk and laughter.
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In the space cleared for dancing twenty
couples circled wearily. Others sat at
little tables along the wall and talked
and smoked and watched the dancers. A
man in a dinner coat slept with his head
plllewed en his arms.

McCready looked in vain for the man
he had seen on the train.

“I don’t believe he's herg” he said
doubtfully.

“He will be. Come over an' sit down,
an’ we'll wait for ham.”

There was nothing else to do. They
threaded their way between the tables
toward a row of little booths which lined
one wall. Several of the people at the
tables nodded to the girl as they passed.
One man trled to grab her hand and the
worman with him laughed shrilly and
admenished him—

“Act nice now, dearie”

She seemed to be well known to the
patrons of the place.

“You gotta order somethimg,” she told
him as a waiter bore down on them.
“Better try the Scotch. It ain’t as bad as
a lot you'll ged.”

HE TOOK her advice. Pres-
ently the waiter set two high-
balls in front of them. He tried
his gingerly with some vague
idea of kinockout drops, but so far as taste
went it seefnied to be ne worse than mest.
ggft he netieed that she did net teueh
S,

“Wihat's the matter? Something wrong
with it?”

“No, I'm kinda off it is all.
don’t get a girl amything;™

He pushed his own glass aside with a
sudden caution, and she laughed.

“Takin’ no chances, huh? All right,
just for once—"

She picked up his glass and took a
couple of swallows. She pushed her own
over to him.

“I guess,you been seeim’ too many
movies. If I wanted you cold I could get
it done a whole lot easier than dopii™you.
Wanna damee?”

He did not particularly, he was tired.

Drinkin’
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But a habit of courtesy had him half way
out of his seat before he remembered the
briefcase.

He shook his head and sat down again.

“I'd like to,” he told her, “but I'm
afraid this thing would cramp my
style.”

“Oh! Well, it’s all right with me.
Dancin’ ism't any treat in my business. 1
wish you had the ache I got in my legs
this minuge.”

“You've been working here this even-
ing?”

“I went off at one. I'd just got settled
down to knockin’ it off good when you
come bustin’ in. An’ then that running
through the alley in high heels—"

She looked tired. He said:

“See here, why don't you go along
home. I'll give you your seventy-five
now—a hundred; you've earned it. I'll
know Milvey when I see him.”

“Sure?” She looked up at him with a
quick interest.

“Withy—weell, I think so. I only saw
him for a short time, of course, and 1
didn’t pay any particular attention to
him then, but I think I would. Why

don’t you?’
She seemed to hesitate, then shook her
head wearily.

“No, I'll stick around. I swear I be-
lieve you're on the level an’ all, but I got
my reasoms.”

She lighted a cigaret and leaned for-
ward, arms on the table, head a little
turned, watching him.

“1Lidem, big boy, this might sound like
the bunk to you now after the way I tried
to gyp you, but honest, I like you a lot.
You been awful decent to me.”

McCready flushed. He hardly knew
what to answer. He said:

“Oh, I haven't done anything, and it’s
well worth the hundred to me to find
Milvey and get my papers back. I like
you, t06,” he added. “I'd never have
got eut of that place without your herve
and yeur guickness”

She leaned towards him.

“Say, listen, what you worried about
this Milvey so much for? He’s nothin’
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but a yegg. What differemce does it
mzke to you if he gets that stuff or mott?”

“Nothing. It doesm't make any. I'd
hand it over to the police except that
I've got to have my own briefcase and
my papers. Don’t you understand? The
ship ean’t sall without them.”

“Oh!”

Assilence. Then, a little wistfullly:

“You’re awful crazy about bein' a
sailor, arem't you. I wonder—say listen,
big boy, how much does it pay you, bein'
a sailor an’ alll?*

There was something disturbing in her
nearness now, her dark eyes on his looking
sidewise. He said—

“This job I've got now, on the Tepic 'il
pay eighteen hundred a year.”

She looked at him pityingly.

“Highteen hundred! Eighteen hun-
dred, he says! Why fella, I make more’'n
that right now, an’ I'll do twice as much
next season. Zelignan has promised to
put me in the Half Moon—that’s a swell
club offa Times Square. Ah, listen, big
boy, what’s elghteen hundred an’ some
old ship that’s llable to sink en you any
mipute? Listen="

SHE WAS close to his shoulder
now, her fingers touching the
back of his hand where it
clutched his glass.

“IListen, I know where we could get us
a swell little apartment, clear away from
Milvey an’ all that lousy gang—"

He straightened away suddenly, his
eyes on hers.

“Say, what are you talking about?”

“Ah, you know, big boy, you kmow.”
She had his hand in both of hers now, her
fingerstvisstingbattveernhids.

“IListen, you wouldn't have to worry
about the rent or anything—not so long
as I got my health. Say, listen, I'm
goli’ te the Half Moon next season and
then glfmme another year an’ I'll be
kneckin' ‘e outa thelr seats. You
devanna g6 baek en seme eld ship—
sure you den't. Ah, fella, I eould be
erazy abeut yeou.”

He felt the red creep up from his collar
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to the tips of his ears.
insane, impossible. He must be making
some mistake. He must be misunder-
standing her somehow. But she had said
“apartment” and her shoulder was
pressed agalnst his arm and her eyes were
smillng at him, sidelong, under thelr
leng lashes.

“Couldn’t you like me? A little bit?"

He was conscious that this was absurd,
this agony of embarrassment, but he
could not help it, could not look at
her.

“ILook here,” he said. “iLook here, you
don’t mean that. D’you think I'd let you
keep me?”

He checked himself, suddenly troubled
at the brutality of his own phrase. But
she apparently saw nothing out of the
waly in it.

“Why not? There’s plenty do. An’
anyhow,” she added swiftly, seeing his
face darken, “it wouldn't be the same.
Ain’t you givin’ me a pendant, worth
heaven knows how mueh? That wouldn't
be like me keepin’ you, blg boy—I swear
it wioulldhrd.”

Suddenly then he has the key to it—the
pendant. Curiously, he felt a sense of
relief. For a moment he had almost
thought it was himself. This made it
seem less personal and yet It pricked his
vanity.

He forced a smile.,

“You’re a clever kid! That seemed
the best way to take it. “Nearly had me
going for a minute. I don’t blame you.
1t is a_pretty thing”

He had left an opening for the sake of
her pride, but she refused to see it.

“Ah, you know it ain’t that. Listen, I
ain’t stringin’ you; I could be awful crazy
about you, no kiddin’. Gee, there’s
somethin’ about a saillr—"

“And about diamonds and rubies and
emeralds or wharever they are.”

He smiled. He was not going to let
the discussion get back on a personal
basis.

“Ah, fella! Listen, if you don’t believe
me you can take an’ sell it—if you'll let
me wear it just a litfle while fikst. AR,

The thing was
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whadda you care about some old shijp—>

She snuggled the warm softness of: her
shoulder under his arm. He felt her
fimgenss féardllingy Hisshaandl), sedtijy.

“Ah, big boy—"

He stirred uneasily, moved away from
her a little. He drew his hand away and
then patted hers where it lay limp on the
table.

“This ism't finding Milvey,” he re-
minded her, trying not to make it sound
too matter of fact.

“Wihadda you care? Gee, you're awful
strong, fella. I can feel the musdie™

“Be a good girl and find him for me.
I've got to get my papers”™

He felt her hand tighten under his.

“Damn Milvey, an’ you too!” she
flarati suddenly. “Oh gee, I don’t mean
that.”

She passed her hand across her eyes.
“I'm so tired I don’t kmow what I'm

She looked very young, very pitiful.
He hardened himself,

“The quicker we find Milvey the
quicker you can get home to bed. Go on
now, like a good girl”

The dancing had stopped for the
moment. A tired sounding entertainer
was whining out the words of a song.

“We'll have a blue room . . .

She hummed a bar or two, her eyes
on his, questioning. He shook his head,
wearily, stubbornly.

“Run alomg™

She sighed.

“Ah, gee, you're hard boiled. Well, I
did my best for you, didn’t I? You can’t
blame a gir] for tryiur.”

She got to her feet, shrugged her slim
shoulders.

“All right, I'll take a look around.
But don’t forget, I did my best for
you-’)

There was something cryptic in that, in
the way she walked off, still humming,
her shoulders swaying a little to the
rhythm. It seemed to him that the glance
she gave him in passing had something of
pity In it—and something of warning.
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CHAPTER VII

ENTER MILVEY’S PARTNER

E WAITED with a queer sense of
something impending. Once, in
sudden panic, he unfastened the

straps of the briefease and thrust his hand
in, feeling frantically through the mess of
Milvey's clothes and the burglar’s kit
untll his fingers touched the softaess of
the blask velvet that wrapped the
pendant.

It was still there. He felt it gingerly
and relaxed. He did not see how she
could have got it, but he had heard things
—eclever tricks of pickpockets—and she
had wanted it so. He slid the case behind
him where he eould feel it between himself
and the wall of the beeth.

The crowd was thinning out a little by
now. Waiters were yawning. But the
music still hammered away mechan-
ically and the couples circled the dance
floor with weary determination.

She came back as suddenly as she had
gone. Behind her was a man, and—
MeCready’s heart sank—it was not the
man who had sat next him in the train.

He got to his feet.

“But you're not Milvey?

A look passed between the girl and the
newcomer. He smiled with a broad dis-
play of gold teeth.

“Certainly not,” he admitted quickly.
“O’ course not. I'm his partner. Vicksis
the name—Julius Vicks—an’ I'm eef=
tainly glad to meetcha Mister—"

“McCiready,” he supplied. He was far
from taken with Mr. Julius Vicks, he de-
cided—a sleek, sallow young man with
nervous hands, who looked as if his name
might recently have been Vichaowski of
something of the sort. But at least this
was a lead. Finding Milvey’s partner
was probably the next best thing te ffind-
ing Milvey himself.

Meanwhile Vicks sat down. The gid
followed his example and, somewhat un-
willingly, MeCready slid in beside her.
What he wanted new was to get his belef-
case without delay and get It to the hetel.
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“It’s a piece o’ luck,” Vicks was saying.
“I been huntin’ you all migfint™

“Y’see,” he went on with an explana-
tory gesture, “just after Jim called you at
the hotel an’ ast you to meet him at
Pete’s, he got a sudden call—call outa
towdn, see?  Hiks old imother,, sas, sied's siidk,
clesr over to Newark. So he hadda go.
Well, hie didn’t have no time to get down
o Pete’s or to leave a message for you
even, Se he thinks, ‘That felle’ll think
I’ a bum If he den’t get ne message.
AW peside& he wanted his ewn ease baek,
568’

McCready nodded.

“I should think he woulldi™

“Sure, why wouldn't he? But he ain’t
got no time to leave a message, see, so he
leaves your case up to our place with a
note for me an’ highballs it over to New-
ark where his old mother’s layin’ sick.
Well that's all right, only I don’t come in
early llke he expected. What hkppens,
I'm detalned en business. Detained on
business, see, an’ 1 don’'t get there till

g an heur age. Well, what I dp, 1

%f the ease an’ ehase ever to Peis’s.

ut the plaee is leeked wp—everybedy
g@ﬁ]@._ﬂ

He made a gesture with both hands
that said that everybody was gone.

“Naturally you'd have a right to be
sore,” he added. “Only that's how it
was—his old mother’s layin’ sick over to
Newark, see?”

“That’s all right,” McCready told him
hastily. At the moment he could have
forgiven anybody anything in his relief
at having the thing settled.

“Got my case with you?" he wanted to
know.

Vicks shook his head.

“Well, not exactly,” he said. “Y’see,
after I found Pete's locked up, I quit.
Wasi't a bit of use huntin' you when I
didin’t know your name even, or where you
was liable to be. If it wasw't for Doris,
here, 1 wouldi’t never have found you at
all. Pieee of luek, I'll s&y.”

“It is,” McCready agreed wammly.
“I'm certainly grateful for it. Did you
leave the case up in your room?”
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“Yeah, it's there. We'll go get it, soon
as you're readyy.”

McCready was eager, but in spite of his
hurry a certain caution stepped in. There
wetre one or two things that puzzled him.

“Diidn’t Milvey tell you my name?’ he
wanted to know. “How did he expect
you to find me at Pete’s then?”

“Musta forgot. Prob’ly figured you’d
be askin' for him an’ I could find you that
way. Or maybe he just forgot.”

“But he knew my name—called me up
at the hotel. How do you suppose he
found that outt?”

“Search me. Might have heard you
say somethin’ about it onna train. Well,
what about let’s get goiii'?’

He got to his feet. The girl followed
his examiple.

McCREADY sat tight. Some-
where there was something
queer about this business.

He said deliberatelly:

“Of.comnse he could have seen the
name on my briefcase. Probably that
was it.”

“Sure—sure it was. I remember I saw
it there myself, now you mention it. I
don’t know why I never thought of thed.”

McCready knew why. There was no
name on his case. He had intended to
have it put on when his sister gave it to
him, but there had not been time.

Vicks had sat down again. His hands
were moving nervously, fingerimg the
ash tray.

“ILet’s get goim’,” he suggested. “My
place is just around the hikadk’”

McCready looked from him to the gifl,
who was watching him with a queer,
tense light at the back of her dark eyes.
He shook his head.

“Suppose you go around and get it.”
He offered the counter suggestion
pleasantly but with a hint of firnsess.

“Miss—er—Doriis and I'll wait for you
here!™

Vicks shot a swift look at the girl. Her
hands seemed to be occupied with some-
thing in her lap.

“I'm kinda tired,” he demurred. “Had
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a busy day, see? I don’wanna bother to
come alla way back here, ’f it’s jussa
same to you. What's the matter with
you walkin’ round with me? Heow ’bout
it, Doris?”

“Suit’s me.”
busy in her lap.

“I got a kinda headache,” she added.
“The air'll do me good. Come on, big
boy, an’ don’t forget the hundred you’re
gonna owe me.”

She stood up. She would have moved
out, but McCready still blocked the way.

“I'd rather not,” he decided; and to
Vicks he said, “If it’s just around the
corner it won't take you a minute. We’ll
be right here. 1 don’t want to seem dis-
obliging, but I've had a lot of trouble ever
this thing already, and I den’t feel like
like meving™

Vicks frowned.

“You don‘wanna get high hat about
it,” he warned. “After all, it’s yours an’
Milvey's lookout, not mine. An’ any-
way,” he added, “tthis place’ll be closed
before I can get baeck. Listen, we don’-
watina fiss each other again, de we?’

“There’ll be time if you humnry.”

“Ah, what's the matter with ya?”
Vicks demanded unpleasamtly.

The girl cut in with:

“IListen, big boy, he’s all right; I know
him. An’ listen, you can hang on to the
case all the way. You don’t need to let
go of it one second till he hands you your
own with yeur old papers”

“Or until your friend finds a good dark
place to sock me on the head,” MeCready
amended pleasaintly. “Oh, forget it! He’s
no meore Milvey’s partner than I am and
he hasirt the falntest idea where my
briefease is. 1sh’t that so?”

Vicks half rose.

“You callin’ me a liawr?”

“You can prove you're not one by get-
ting that case and bringing it back here™

For a moment they were silent,
MecCready smiling with a sort of hard
triumph, Vieks lowering and angry. Then
the girl relaxed with a little sigh.

“Gee you're stubborm,” she said un-
happily. “Well, you would have it

Her hands were still
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McCREADY, turning with a

look of puzzlement, saw Vick's

hand slide under the table.

Even before the man spoke, he
knew what had happened—knew It with
a sudden censtrietion at the pit of his
stomach and a erawling at the baek ef his
neek.

“Still” Vicks said quietly.
fectly still. I've got you covered.

McCrready felt his hands and feet grow
suddenly cold.

“You would have it,” the girl was
saying again, plaintively. “I tried to fix
everything nice, but yeu ast for it.”

He stared at her and at Vicks, who
watched him steadily with narrowed eyes.

He stared at her and at Vicks, who
watched his steadily with narrowed eyes.
He laughed. He had never felt less like
laughing, but somehow he managed it.

“Oh, all right—all right,” Vicks said.
“Have your fun. But you're gonna hand
over that case jussa same, see? An’ the
six hundred ffish you took outa Pete's
plaee, toe. OR, sure, I knew all about
that, an’ you’re goenna hand It evesr—
den’t werry.”

“What makes you think so?”

“This.” He clicked the pistol in his
hand against the bottom of the table.

“Better come through without no
argument, felka.”

McCready’s jaw hardened. Mechanic-
ally his fingers went to the little lump on
the side of it. The tiny lines about his
eyes, put there by mueh staring through
the sun glare across the water, etdhed
themselves deeper. This was something
he understood—dealing with a man. He
was wondering what the ehaneces were
that the whele thing was pure bluff,

“Iry and make me,” he said, and
leaned back heavily against the briefiase,
tucked between himself and the wall of
the booth.

Vick’s thin lips compressed.

“We'll make ye all right,” he told him.
“This rod throws a steel jacketed bullet
that’ll rip through your guts like they
wasi’t there, an’ I got it within a couplha
feet of your bellly.”

(l?er.
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There was a quiet deadliness about the
way he said it that was disturbing.

Out of the corner of his eye McCready
wioitched a waiter skate across the floor
with a bottle of ginger ale for a table
across the room, saw the man bring out
his fihkadlc. Couples slid by on the dance
flssy;, not five feet away. The orchestra
brayed and peunded, Industriously, me-
chanically.

“Don’t talk like a fool,” he said. “You
can't get away with anything like that in
a crowded restaurant like this>

“Can’t, huh? Listen, fella, I don'wanna
knock y’ off if I can help it—that’s true.
Better to have everything nice, see? But
doi’t get no idea that I won’t if it comes
to thed.”

Somehow McCready knew that he
meant it. But he said:

“With fifty witnesses?
another.”

He glanced swiftly across the room.
People talking. People laughimg—danc-
ing. It just was not sane, sitting here
talking about his own murder with the
lights on and the gay erowd so close that
he eould have been heard by raising his
velee a little. He wondered whether it
eould be true, if he eould be going a little
madl

But Vicks was saying:

“Wiimesses? Yeah, whose? Listen,
fella, this is my regular hangout. There
ain't a dozen of ’em in here tonight I
don’t know. If I ever was caught up
with, which I won’t, I can get any kind o’
testimony I need outa this gang.”

Vicks tapped the table impatiently with
the muzzle of the pistol, and the girl said
to McCreadly:

“You’re stubborn. Don’t be a damn’
fool—please!™

He glanced at her. What he saw did
more to shake his nerve than anything the
man had said. Her hands were on the
table now, fingers twisted together, and
her dark eyes were wide with a very real
apprehension.

“Please!” she said again with a dis-
quieting tremor in her voice. “Oh, I wish
you'd act reasangliie”

Tell me
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His collar felt tight and he knew there

were beads of sweat on his forehead.

¥  “WHAT kind of a defense do
you think you could put up for
shooting a man in cold blood?"
he demanded desperately.

“Best inna world.” Vicks smiled a
little, but his stare was unwavering.
“They won’t eome up with me, but if they
did, they eouldn’t get no first degree, see?
It'd be self-defense.”

McCready felt a certain confidence
flow back into him. That sounded more
like a bluff. He laughed jeeringly.

“You'd get a long way with that,
wouldn’t you? Why I haven't even got a
gum-il

Again Vicks smiled, a slow smile, dis-
concerting.

“Zatso?” He jerked his head. “Yall
wet on ’'at, fella. Feel in your side
pocket—careful.”

Slowly MeCiready’s hand crept to his
side pocket. But there was hardly need.
Somehow, before his fingers touched the
smooth metal he knew what he would
find. He remembered now—the little
nlekel plated revolver. She must have
reloaded 1t while she was dressing—or
maybe It was net leaded, It did net
mattef, He remembered her hands at
werk under the table all the time he was
eongratulating himsell en his eleverness
in seeing threugh Viek's pretense of
having his briefease. She had slipped it
inte his peeket, of eaurse, while Vieks
kept him interested:

His fingers closed on the butt, me-
chanically. Vicks said sharply—

“ILeave it there!™

The lights were swimming before his
eyes now, and the crowd was miles away.
He seemed to be set off from them on a
different plane.

He heard the girl’s plaint—almost a
wail.

“I tried everything I could. I wanted
everythi